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INCIDENT IN JOHNSONIS FIELD

I

Earth is not s i le.nt,
is  in fact  groan,
the breath of  hot  grass;
the heave up
whale hurnp of

What was not there before

an ighand
in the stew,
the bubble of
chine

Earth
is rnore than
a wornbt
a kett le over
f i res of  hel l

you know

the leap -
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The rtver upetream ts a mouthful of ise,
and,one black to,sth stands out where the rnsu"ntatn
eornes through .

The contrast is great,
for down heren over here, on our lef t ,
the field ls loosely afire -
taking with it ' down upon ltself,
d.own, first one bearn, next tirne itf s the wall,
suddenly the roof,  the barn.
The whoLe field blosrns tnto flarne
to take the barn ' frorn all Bidee
reaching elowLyn th.e gray ba.rnn
now tn agony, in rnute aptrleal*
now watchlng lts shell peeled awayr
cornes apart. The whole field
hot for the barn" bends l.nward.
The welght of the barn, Johnson, nobody,
there was no way of knowing how potsed.or
heavy the reLat ion wasn what revenget
there was n,o way of knowing
what earth fe-lt for the barnn why
no love

Or to have the ground gtve way
at your feet
and you gaping, your toes gaping' grtpping
the very ' ' .  .  -
fin,e edge of



Virgin Wood

Carved a
canoe
out of
her legs
st i f f  to-
gether,
and in
smoothing
struck the
bowspri t .
She gave
a lnoan
and

sai led.

Offering Poern

I am frui t  for you.
I  arn globular and del ic ious.
I arn angular, the palpable
lady said,  f lexing her jaws,
and tart.



CEMETERY POEM

I would plant honeysuekle

s"o her soul w.ould breathe out at me

1

souls everywhere souls,

and the consentratlon of

the intolerant angel

of death

z

They played hooky that day and were corntng

up the hill in the cernetery. They smelled

srnoke, aod @, ran. They

saw a man burnlng leaves on the other side.

3

She led us up the slope
and trrast the crernatoriurn,
Trees stirred over rny
head, souLg swayed.

It was on).y after I smeLled
strong srnoke that
I was afrald
that I was breathing in
rnore than

I would ever
let out
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I to ld her to stop picking f lowers"

(And the roots sunk ln st ink
and the sourness of the soi. l .

But she was too much altve, too rnuch ab.out it"
She sald, herself f loating' cerneterles g
for picking f lowers.

With that innocence"
And the flowe.rs

heavier than air in her hands.

They do too
srne11, they
srnell of the
f ie lds.  .  .

(Thatts not
the f ie lds you srnel l
k iddo.

b

Or rny brother in his turn,
asking, knowing ful l  weLl
the burden of such a proposit ton, i . f

),fou can ptcnic here ?

(wtth that which I feared"
like ants, in the erust
of the bread ? But he
was too rnuch for rne -

youtd be several  souls stronger !)

Oh rny
protrlhetic

brother.

7

One of the graves read

Go-Non-Da-Gie orr

De.stroy-Town



I

and later tn the grass
the blaek ant crawling on rne
llke no other
l iving thing

the sound of its feet

(each foot)

crawling., as rny skin
does, as the souls
ln the cel ls
of rny Lungs

++f

9"25.65

The god of the

rnountain stepped off

the rnountain one

step and he becarne

rain and fe11

upon his rnother "

**  George Butter i .ck



I Make Out Henry Moore

It ts a plant, it is a .c,oke plantn it is
a mulberry bush growtng by the road
to the showers. The strearn ls black but
|t florys" and a rnan sald co:{ps
used to eat here.

On a beautlful new clothesline so
one hardly knows how to untie it ' how
they ever get it tied like that" are thre.e red
lightbulbsn strung in the nlght' to keep
people from falling ln the trench.

Sorne of the one.s who dug
were brought up by the c-ornpany frorn
the Southl  thtr ty years ago --  housed in those
grimy developrnents on the .edge of the plant that
social  progress s ince has torn down'
Theytve been here ever since" "Before I '  got thls job
I was a slave" tr  Now )rou are fre.e,
The thing ls you know ),rou are.free. Your son
wtll rnaybe be a dentist, the other oner you donrt
know whatts wrong with hirnr all he w,ants
to do ls ,chase ass -.- I ask about hirn
but you dontt want to talk a.bout hlrn" lrou
tel l  me about your son whots going
to beeorne a d.e.ntist, and once' back in fifty. one' or
when was l t ,  when you were a truckdrtver,  you
jackknLfed on the Pennsylvania turnptke and stx pe,ople
were kllled ln the pileutrr, It was real bad weathern saowing.
Sp you took thls job
be,c.ause you dldn,tt want to do that.anyrnore.

In the wtnter everyone wants to be.on top the ovens,
In the.surnrn@r, no,one. So I-get put here
and the air ls shirnrnertng through
whteh I rnake
Henry Moore out,
drtving the trusk around the yard"



The Cornrnot lon

To every wornan he sees he
says Where wiLl  you be
in six rnonths and theyrre
always there, atop
pyrarnlds, in the
jungle" by the Eif fel
Tower,  s i t t ing
on a ffrountain, they are
everywhere,

I  was bound for that
htgh place, i . t  was
the nearest thing to heavenr 1rou
we.xe there" I  rpas
running across the street,

7" 25. 65

** Stephen Rodefer



JAZZ CLARKE POEM

o ye sleek nyrnphs of water,  epicenes and sweet s
indugers dr iv ing strongly inward
hear the pieees rule
ln the trrassage of Nurna
and Egeria bcside the pool
here ts the tune
to force the sense
the coin current
or n,o longer f lowing
the scent of mint
in the nyrnphst rnenses
closer to love
to have drunk of i t
that fount and spring
nurntsrnatic ;thei.r twists
and turns al l  but s ing
rnoza"rt, in the mouth of no teeth
o cunt of the nernatodes
ye play s.o wel l
ent i . rely we ernerge
but cut it cut
it cutit
nyrnphic dithyrarnbs
nois e
what is thls noise ?
this chorns of dance ?
violence that rnoves rrre
agatnst  the pl t ter ing c i rc le
of  the drunken dancers ?
rntne rnine the god
the song the celebrat ion
singtng of the feats of the god
who runs the hi . l l - r idges
rapt by the nyrnphs and nai.ads
l ike a swan of br ight w, ing
forever the color
to blast with the throat
he.ld tight like saknon
up the strearn
the rnellow song called que'en
of Pterts,  fount of the lnuseB
and let danc,e the flute
servant of revels,  f i . t  for the f i les
of soldiers marching
beat the rnan wlth the voice of the toad
burn the man wlth the dr i l led body, the spi . t t le-wasttng pipe
heavy wordy the s low discordant dance
see see
here I fl ing rny right hand
there I fl ing rny left



Thyriarnb three steps Di.thyrarnb four
king of the ivy pr lnce of the world
l ist  to rny Dortan dance
how stuff  answer to stroph
no les s f  great,er,  one
to begln when another
endsrdiesrstops
cl lng ki .s s
st ing thyrse
break the rnan
break hirn down
that is the way
the pieces rule
that is god
without end
t];^at is the scene
rnake tt
rnake
the scene, stay
up a step
scene ahead
rnake it the
scene stay
a steP
and glow,
dust,
and burn
that the city be safe
and burn, that she be
whi le and sing the ehoruses
voice of  p leasure
instruct ionrs own
own, edi. te Musa
you aiffitiEEJdct
and the end
)rou are the rnusic
whi le i t  lasts
mus lc that ealls rne
back to you but br ief ly
pr inc:e,  pr incesses of  th is wor ld
toads
hernatodes
t i  t i  l t inx
c.orak the congress
passion of the gel id nyrnph
rnate of Nurna, conjunct
beside the pool
camp of Jewry
fix rornana
is that why the devil
speaks aII  tongues ?



o rnuslc has her spel ls
but I  have found the words
lucy rneles wel l
rnel ts she an and on
the rnuscles sn the bone
n.ear ly wel l  on nerves
spel l tng melos
fasching :dingthing
on&on
laying the zeus of plains
upon hirns elf
and that no cornplexity
unhand that god
surrender re-cant
carnpester cease
day iskatabaites
shit  eater though thou be
rnoses is the rnyth of destruct ion
what is chosen wi l l  be discarded
prol i f ic  as you are,  unending ever
release, let  go,  h im, that  god, is

the foot that beats
l istens to i tsel f
&sings in the tunet irne
as invent ive of sound
as the body of  speech
here farts here far ts
they are of the rnuse as wel l
c.arrots and asparagus
gas and fr ig us
the' law is rnelody
col late of custorn
folkright portlon of rnen
but the dollar is outs
green a,s naturels turf
but so ,s th inner dr ier
I  wi l l  l ive in the law
and sing i t ,  i t  is rnine
self  law I  cal ls i t
anarchy in books
o rnythomouths of Si.n ai
polysernes of PIi rnouth

the klansrnanrs hat
sheathes hirn in black
as he rnakes hts last carnp
in Deadwood dead wood town
rnakes his play and dies
but,  nyrnphs, receive his soul
into the water of  Menses



and dr ink in his blood and joints
o sweet sc.arved eptcenes
sequestered br ides
that love the villain god
who is not dead
in Egeriars pond, womb of nornornatter
wash his body as though
he were the cowlandrs poet
dead long ago
in your sprtngs bui ld high his grave
sprinhLe on the goats I rnilk
mix with honey and white rntlk
that is the rnessage of the rnuses n'ln
for the rnan who tasted of libadown
and did not go rnad, rernains in the deed
true lt is tn kind and nurnber
as loving welL the kind of rnan
kinder of liebe, font of nyrnphy
f lowing double through the tr ip le nurnber
whose f lowlng rroon br ings t  o boi l ,  f roth
& 1o! sea
pussy in her
laps the cxearn

** Char les Dor ia



)rouve loet that lovtnr fee.ltng

the Rtghteous B.rothers

whtte, white, the colour calls
the tune -- tr€ bsth know

(eymbol of decayn a
deathf s head dr ivee us

to Lte roast ing in the sun
deny blank admonlt ionst

fingers slapped dontt
dirty, dirty

do i.t baby I shake
that thtng" right here" and
IrLl  go any way
you want

so dumb f lesh
sc.reams, shou,'ts, rnurnblesn rnoaning
stumbles lnto song --

sorne power fil ls us,
hour of the ni.ght

(no guest ions )
hour of the last chance, lets grab hold of

' an'ything we can -- suf,I, rnson
the rhythrns of the sea
we both
haLf stand in

(rnusic of a people
half snbrnerged

ln pasty fragrnents
of our dytng.swn.



tv program eoncerning the arnazar- basln

the commentator sa.ys
I 'of  course these indlans are hoXr.elessly
addictedtr,  just the sl lghteet

envy in his volce before the obvlous

graeel their  r i tual
tmpassive, poundtng powder
in a sack-wlth-l.ong-tube made
for such a purpose

round the circ le
pour ing each onets
port ion ls

a dance
(oh flutes and drurns t

we twttchn
hts wordsl  sqreirrn by

(attended

sLlp baek lnto
semi-darkness ;  drearns walk

ghoets arno.ng the dancers.

**  Dave CulI



frorn MOUNTAIN

fucking brown the fal I  alrs O

the late August raln turns snow

dirt  is hard around the rocks the leaves are'warrn

around those rocks the snow is warm the dir t  is cold

BENT BENT

the beat rny self my heartts

BENT BENT

Bear systern Fur quiver ing at  the t reets base

not even a growl

the gut fLowing in cloud

the vap.orous red drearn the horse.ts cock

by the f ie ld the r iver rnud

, erect to mount the rnare

beat ing

FUR FUR

in the val levs the hot afternoon

the anirnals screwing

all their rnountains

Fur Fur

** Fred W-ah



Lost in the Stars

Whirl dow,n through the.caverns of sPace'
let heavenly rnuslc play.in yo&r eatrs'
the evenlng sun shtne.

Light up the rnoon,
Let no'tnterference frorn statLc e.one

rumble tn your belly
the dreams ),rou lnhabl.t.

lvlake rnyths out of the pastn now
where the pain lsn

forget the past blows
and be one of therntr gods

that travel through space.
Beget gods [n yo&r heart"

Keep convenant wtth faith
and hold true to the thlngs

of the past,

where the pa,in tsl also.

z.?

Keep truth wi.th g.ods of the past'
Keep clear of them'

cont inue on )rour w?1r:  the present
and rnake w?|r be one

of thern
gods of the presentn as darkness falls.

Vlbes play n the harpsicords
of the ti"r:re, present thoughts.

3?

PIay, be .one of thern
and forget the hunger tn your s.ouln stsrnaeh

lf lron can, in the holIos, sPaces

of your skin. There resides the feast

you n our ish on, fed by btood

you have no knowledge.of'

Astee I thls hunger beats ss well
llke a funntaln of blood

that has no food to feed upont

it fal.Is' and flows to thern

where they w.alt, patle.nt in the fLrrnarneat-



Forget the poverty of the ttrnes"

Forget the noiser arrd eLatter,

the loss .of loven and frtendshlp ---

eontlnues

Where you watt  on, alone.

Ernpty of platter,
waittng fsr the w.aitern

walk on to the grove.where the gods dance,

rnunehtng on laurel"
a'nd mad wi.th desire

to fil l your spheres and llmbs

with rnuslc.
Oh, gods !
Can this be ? that I  feed on rnusic

and know no oth.er want.

Fi l l  rne with rnusicn so rny l i rnbs be loose
\
he cr9zuelo5

and I drink w'ith ease

the sprtng where Phrynne dwel ls.

An original knage, given rne by men

rvho are gods and heroes,

trv adga' the traoets

who know these ,thlngs *
and spea.k thern out

in their godhead and want.

Oh, god t glve me thern.

Make lne one of thern
Make rne a god

and deliver one of thern to rny doorn

go that I may dwell with thern

and be alon ,

in rnY god' 
Apr[ zrr LgGs



To The Raln

Put your hat on, Mary
And your ltttle brolrn searf.

Brother

sn The Aee.of Pentacrleg

I donrt think that bookts good e.nough,

'When you lle tn a plt at the bottorn of the sea",
y,ou sacrtflce anythtng for dry,la"nd.

And thatrs what I did.
rrNever explain, Bever deny, say Eothlng and

ee.ofi.re a lege-nil' .
Jea,nne .Sagel s.ays

in her legend that hag becorne a ltfe.

Bu,t I kne.w better
who flsa,ted Ln that realrn of currents

to wash up, as driftwood
on any vacant shore.

Yesn I have be.e.n,the-re, and wptrld go there agaln
lf [t were not for y6s.'

my lover. who .restdes tn that book of poemsn
Ace of Penta.clee, pg4g

for qr,oe.

** John'Wieners



Placemats

A ltrfibLtitt alf*qprt
comes in handy
but I wlsh hetd get off it
for awhile -.-
ttts enough to f.re.ene anybody,

Conservation lost
when dogs of the present
wontt even ttrrow anfihing back
(he stngs) --

Love is sornethlng
when you glve Lt, avay
give it alra"11e r.

Ai S,amothrace te€re formd
fragrnents of a cold ahoulder
along-si.de rernal,n's of
ELrr,op€rlrrnouthed veg sel
which once had held the
tears of yo,uth tn lts
br'l.ght Drange cla11.

They carne ln ahin{ng e.rafts
to spl.n us lnto gold
but e.ould not budge
our fondnes,s for
hard rnetal pressed close
to the bone

I arn honest
and tongh.

I kno.w thtngs abo.ut you
that you donlt kno"w,
Hsw d-o yog kqow ?
Radarn radarl

They found the rrarnmoth rneat
under the cold Slbertan ground
hard and red and s.atd it had
the ltaste of eternity. t

lVhat planet are -yo.tl frorn ?
Earth, Yes,.the chtldren of Adarn"
but do you. know the reborn?
'Who are th.ey? People frorn
other planets, Ohn I know one"



I d,ontt work trhe -end of the;world.
l.tke 'tha.t w,orn&n'tn Kenfu,eky
(who left her daughter
before hEr elothes ,w€.tre d"y)"

Sp that what
we thought we rnlght
bec.srne

we rnost fe.ared
we had
bsc'orne-

Itrs about tlrne to brtdge
the pe.rtl.s ,sf d.eltveqyt
!.f ttrs a,,ystc.e thatts .w.aattng
Itis o.ot beeanrse the deep truth [s
lmage.less" but because there 6.[n,rt auy.

We all knsw hls ssn
Lepls was a bitch -* he pltehed
a hall that never feLl,
and' longed for grass
eternally.

Ds.nlt g9 to Velley Forgen
stay here wlth us
and forge'ahead on yo&r.'orwn-

Mr. G,N.A- (Newrnan)
wanted to be a Gnostlc
but he got eaught
lrr a 1ro,ol of rnqd
and rnoved the eart]r lnetead.

One slde order"of Lobster
for a growing worrl&trr.



S elf -induced hop -head s
ts what w€ ne.ed --.-
would )r:ou sup?ort, t1n.at,?

Herll never rnake an edttor
becauee he doesnrt know
that the next rnall may
bring in a masterpteee.

To hear all that shot*tin'r
and slnginr is enengh to
bring down any house
or head of state up tlght.

Pr iVate":Car6l  thoirght she
belonged to the ranks of rnen,
so she lost  her wornanhood
and became a cry-baby instead"
Now you couldnrt  scratch
a bi tch out of  her.

I  was a kni t t ing t ree
who ate apples
and spread the red
about rne a

** Jack Glarke



COME !

HEAR CHARLES DORIAIS MOUTH MUSIC

in' l4/ahrrscel lar  /  3pr,  /Sunday /3Oct

and then
BOB HOGG

TWO WEEKS LATER! /  Same D;: .g:

(for KENSINGTON POETRY READINGS

phone 832-1086

or 832-9914

coNTEST CONTEST CONTEST CONTEST CONTEST CONTEST CONTEqT

Best EXOMORPHIC SPOOK POEM publ ished in our orange HALLOWEEN

issue wi l l  be awarded an UNDOMESTICATED RABBIT-SKIN
VESTI! I I !

ernissions no later thaa Z0loct
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