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FLOPPING

Me, feeling slouchy in the shoulders,

knowing 1 was a hanger and wanted you to sense

a special shirt or bar but all I got was a fistful

of my rust and clanging down the steps. I consider

a youthful try to stand but the sink's afloat, refrigerator
trembling, submerging where I lean. The full lips

sucking at walls whirl like seeds in a threatened

night-time thunderstorm and 1 teeter, see you reach out
empty air, lurching grabbing chairs, wallets emaciated,
listlessly falling from your face. Credit card compartments
shrunken shut. You're unhooked like me I guess, breeze in bones,
a rattle, heaving and hiding from the door long ago shut,
key turned to hole at social babies, bank accounts.

John M. Bennett & Paul Weinman
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AMBIENTE CONTAMINADO

A shaking on the edge of the bed where my
foot used to be and a box where my head your
face smokes on a pillow. Black

air pulses against the ceiling. No

thought but of you like the swirl of my
words inside out, dead like the

hedge by the poisoned lake of tongue ALTERNATOR
on tongue when we tried to walk

on water only to have young toes
turtle-snipped. You said we should
etch initials on their backs

but our faces got buried in flesh
before we remembered our names.

Cranking cranking like an
underwear torso, skull full of
motor oil leaking. Hands lie on a
stone before me waiting to walk.
But I'm plaiting my lore in tomes
and I bland, speaking soil and
pulling dull hair. Or so I

John M. Bennett & Paul Weinman think, twitching naked in a chair

John M. Bennett
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Whore not Rubber

Sour tooth worm, pulling several thousand
Ben Bennett meats quivering on a bridge where I sunk

the toaster mainline, shivering.

Chris Winkler & John M. Bennett

BELA AND MINNIE

Bela's feet hurt. He sat on the chair near the stove and took off his
dusty boots. Minnie brought out a cup of steaming cocoa and set it

on the floor by his chair. Bela thanked her and took off his socks.
Minnie took off her blouse and began massaging her breasts, looking

for lumps. Bela noticed the gangrene had eaten all the toes on his

left foot but the big toe. When he touched it the whole thing fell

off 'plop' into his cocoa. Minnie supressed a giggle. When he turned

to glare at her he noticed her eyes were closed, and both her nipples
were hard. Crunching his glasses between his teeth he reached for his
kneecaps, beanies sewn to his pants, and twiddled the buttons on top,

the long hours collecting combs from the streets forgotten now. Minnie
opened her eyes and knew the time had come. Again. She fetched the
steaming pitcher of cocoa and filled Bela's cup, wiping the spilled

cocoa off the hardwood floor. She reached in and replaced the toe with

a marshmallow. A smile crossed Bela's lips as he gulped and swallowed
his glasses, quickly washing them down with the hot chocolate milk.
Minnie sat down at his feet, well, his foot, and Bela produced a greasy
pink comb and began to comb her hair. Why did he think of cloudheads

and a twitching lake, he thought, Why was the sofa smouldering across

the room? Licking smegma from the comb and crossing his eyes, he forgot
all thirst and thrusting. Minnie peeled off her sweaty panties, spilling
the rest of the day's comb hoard across the floor. That's where she

kept them, cleaning each one in her own way. She rolled and bulged

to the window, scattering combs in her stroll, then leaning on the sill,
watched the rain on the lake slurp her Silly. This was a mutant organ

on her belly, which flabbered like a drunken head. It's name was mislead-
ing, because it harbored all her anger and hate, anger at Bela who should've
been licking instead of the Lake, and hatred for barbers, who, she believed,
conspired to eliminate the world's need for combs. Bela, meanwhile,

was growing erect at the thought of Foot. He stood upright, bolting

and lurching toward Minnie at the window, oblivious to the storm, his
remaining toes and some fingers flying through her hair like flesh combs
imbedded in wind. As she wheeled about pink, wet and willing, the dumb
appendage at her middle grasped his throat holding firm. Bela's member
twittered, then faltering, diminished altogether, like a single shoe
floating down a river.

John Eberly & John M. Bennett .

WORH TAM

So labile you were my pants got loose

ripped out like a hankering noose in a porthole

smoked I did and my armpits

sank where a goosefoot gargled old shorts

you soaked my wallet like sweaty speech

knockkneed what face I had to drink up your goat

and lost like your laces when you stepped in the flush
smiling against your teeth swallowed by the gutter

why were the rakes clattering on the roof?

nuts piled in the gutter and the boil on my belly singing to them
singing to them

John M. Bennett & Jake Berry



PANTY PART

ACK HACKS BENNETT'S POEMS

1 did a very fine hack off one of the recent poems you sent. This one
meant to be chanted aloud. Done in completely mechanical fashion, that
is, 1 assigned values--
let "the" = "a rag harmone"
and
let "a" = "hambone"

and plugged them into one of your poems before I had even read it, thus
insuring total mystery. I called the result "Handy Urn" (probably
after the handy urn in "Frank Estrus" that Janna Peruda was looking
blearily around for?). It goes ?

HANDY URN

1 turned my headache to you and

gurgled like mud from hambone spigot my

hands slime from a rag harmone bottom of hambone
pond. Under a rag harmone bed you said,
sleeping like hambone steak in a rag harmone
sun, snorting dusty speech. You I

coughed but never thought. Hambone chair

yawns over a rag harmone door where all my

hats in a hambone heap; I jostled you, but

you drag your face on a rag harmone floor.

You're right about your new poems showing out-of-the-ordinary qualities.
Very strong imagery linked up in each one. I took all six and did a hack
by simple method of going through and marking off one phrase out of each
that I particularly liked, then shuffled them and drew at random, using
the length of lines in PLUMBING to establish structure; thus--:

DITHERING PROFOUNDLY AT COMBE FLOREY HOUSE

Swimming through heat like back and forth and
smack at the wall under get

my pen's just a glass hammer and

my nails slugs flopping like a tongue in a
white skreeks across the mirror

and an empty a soldier stumbles

in the window my face was hair

to me and you the light burned on we were

The new Hack first, then hellishly complicated explanation:

THE MAGNIFICENT SEVEN

I cannot and will not lamp pants.
Your illness bag roof hoof peak.

Have you seen spit hag flopping yellow?
You were leg bag lathered nattering.

The hologram involves bag rot nattering.

You need not eye flop bag speech

Until like flop from I knew

Tight sly flies wipe twitching. You hide seven.

Whew, this one got a little out of hand. First, I picked one of
Evelyn Waugh's letters at random and jotted down phrases from it:

I cannot and will not
Your illness
Have you seen ?

You were in .

--Leaving blanks to make the words in each line come out 8-7-7-6 and in
the second stanza 9-7-7-8.

Then I went through your poems at random, and in the first line of
the hack, since "I cannot and will not" equals five words, I took the
sixth and seventh words from one of your poems and reversed them. Did
this kind of counting until I had all the blanks filled in. Then I
put the hack aside overnight. Came back to it next day and made a list
of all the words 1'd taken from your poems, putting them down in Jjumbled
order: "lapping," "not," "think," "you," etc. Then went back through
your poems and assigned an "equivalent" word--so that "lapping" became
"spit," "not" became "yellow," and so forth. No rhyme or reason to this,
although in the case where "mine" became "flopping," later on when I
came to "my" I let that equal "flop." Then I took all my "equivalent"
words, went back and plugged them into the poem. As usual, I was
surprised. This would be a good one to declaim aloud real fast--
especially "I knew/tight sly flies wipe twitching," eh?

Al Ackerman

You talked so long my pants were soaked
and all the while that we conversed. it was only
raining inside the taxi, like a
carpet burning under the bed
Like ten thousand matches in a hurricane's i
while the stadium echoes harmonica riffs of
"Hard Rain's Gonna Fall" and "Blowin' in the Wind"
Just a cheap transistor radio squaking in the
mud or perhaps some
plaster cherub endlessly pissing in a wishing well

John M. Bennett & T. Winter-Damon

His head was wood, his eyes burning
His table damp and churning

Her feet were cold, her hands waiting
Her buttons spin and gating

C. Mehrl Bennett & John M. Bennett




Nostril lurking by the window, big as a leg
hairline cracks in the smeared glass pane
from blown too hard, the shattered lip BALLPEEN

hairline cracks in the sheared glass vein
Hat fall from wall the lake

feeds from garbage can to rake
and the boys filled the boxes
with the fluffy heads of foxes

Would I have icepicked him
in the peening of the rim
if he had only worn his pants?
In this swarming hole of ants?

Leg slucked up, chattering a butt

heirline cracks in the sheered glass vane
harelip gapes, wriggling a word

hare line cracks in the dream's glass pain

John M. Bennett & T. Winter-Damon

Saddled with a lurch, he stands

proctering the ocean like a sponge

skin inside out his shirt he hands

back to a pop quiz hoping the answers

and shaping the thought of his foot

in a platonic membrane somewhere beneath all whispers
the shape of his tongue, rolling like a slug
cornering the first drink in its divinity

harboring the first think in its thinness

John M. Bennett & Michael Dec

John M. Bennett & Sheila E. Murphy

What are they sandwiches why should I
confiscate them when recycling vetoes
or jiggle my hand under a shirt
rehearsing to de-numbify a silent breast

John M. Bennett & Sheila E. Murphy

CHEESE CABLE

POEM # 2

like a grand army of climbers, monks, and nuns
like a blend of cords, glass, and blood
we went inland, but the wheat had moved on

Daniel f. Bradley & John M. Bennett

Qoﬁﬂf“*‘
Lank loosing more than one just hank WL
less than toads have tender fetters 'r
I remembered it, dancing on the fence
until its left foot held, snapped off b
cold poured from the stars, and a sandal i
searched for a mother, desert sands
erode my hand quivering under a shoe
bones show, scars from odd graspings

Daniel f. Bradley & John M. Bennett
John M. Bennett & Paul Weinman
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S. Gustav Hagglund

IGNORE THIS STATEMENT

«; ans.

There are concrete blocks crumbling

where the mortar has cracked

from negrlect and the effect of weather's

ever carving drill. I inspect the dust

to check its fineness and ignore

this statement, Replace these bricks

corrupted by age and erosion,
at my peril. Here is a mystery

construction, locked in time but

leaking air into holes between
the tangled wire of the forms.
Will I fail to make the right

choice, level and plumb walls,
tight against the elements

and of one piece? Walls with

whole-structured plaster visible,

smooth faced room in tiny house,

all sides square and neat.
Sould I ignore this statement
or repair this damage with
the sweat off my hands?

Ken Stone

a new technology

life in th'
convent; fr years
behind

the stained
glass, languishing
until

you put yr hand
through th' pane &
light

files through
like a new
technology

& plays on
th' blood as it
falls.

Michael Northrop
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S. Gustav Hagglund

IN THE LAB AFTER MIDNIGHT

i put my gums upon your arm
please don't go yet my eyes emplored
mute with the gift of imbecility
instilled so many months ago when i
was but a test-tube gleam before
the first sausage-shaped hominoid
to hit the market in time for christmas
1 became

but you oh heartlessness incarnate
you went out anyway your bucket flopping
click! you've snapped the light out overhead
you're gone and I'm left here in the dark
alone to brood on the bitter truth of how it goes
when a lab-hatched thing like i dares love
an unattainable cleaning-crone like you

Al Ackerman

spring rain/old bathtub on the roof

M. Kettner

PROCRASTINATOR

I wanted to

write it down before it

was light enough to see

then roll with clouds

like big cigars

out over the roof of Superior

but ground the coffee

bled on the calender
scrambled egg head over easy
lept from my throat
worshipped the cats

and gave into my feet instead

consequently

it's light now

too late to see
anything but clearly
so dishes

drip down my arm
before they reach the cupboard
cup of coffee leaks

the central nervous system
and I finally

sit down in the chair
aimed at an hour ago.

Kelly Green

BIRTHDAY PARTY

she watches

through the compass
of a runaway

rain falls

like parasols,

her birthday begins
with a murdered pie
and vanishes

with excelsior.

B. Z. Niditch

HEART HEAD

KB Heart meant marrying Bo Head
effectively. "Take me home,"

sang Jon, son of thunder. Answers.
But in this mountain of spices

what is the Roman answer?

Take me home, take the hassle

out of choices. CS Lewis had

a wife. He also had a brother.

But who knows about how festive

was his contrary heart. Calm down,

I said to the international

child in myself at the well

under the sands; take me home.

Child. Victory. Strong-willed child.
Listen, there are reasons to be
wives, How I wish I had wife-energy.
My daily partner bugs me and he
pleases me. Sometimes he is wrapped
in silence and prisons me answerless.
Sometimes I think heart married
head, but who's heart, who's a-

head. ~IT'S NOT A RACE. Keep going.

Edward Mycue

hey mister

day after night
after day a

dim bulb dangles
from frayed cord,
the mind and body's
slow decay,

Hey Mister!
Eye doodah fun
key cheekun
Wit my sister
Psyche Lulu-

She jest coocoo
Four cocoa puffs...

waking alone
pull back the shade

Steve E. Gloom

torn dress

Randy Moore
gagaku
enough
opinions
in the world
for you?

I wait for demons
I want to write of them

my demons
not yours

you will have to exorcise you
own -

now they come in a sepentine
a curved
S

they come each holding a lit candle
and they stick their pointy
tongues out and flick
flame

they don't look like exorcised things

Steve Richmond

clouds ripple the moon

M. Kettner



bloodnose night

night following the exploding
lightbulb night lightbulb in
silent flaming pieces on my
thigh inner pelvis lightbulb
smoldering red on

my mattress picking the stuck
black burnt pieces of lightbulb
off my mattress my flesh now
marked so cleanly in rectangles
by fiery glass

brother

I dreamt you were
being led by
elbow weak
from the family
bathroom -
your head shaved
and tender
like an egg -
dad held you,
it was the closest
he'd ever been to
either of us
we all talked of
a New Year,
a band wearing sweaters,
a room of smooth tiles -
a drunken, large
breasted teenage woman
crying without friends,
knees mashed by rocks

Rupert Wondowlowski

EXPERIMENT IN BANAL LIVING

PLENIPOTENTIARY SUNDAE
A portrait of a neighbor

He stooped to pick up his keys
momentum hyenahs

flashing knives pare the wax lips
On the front porch geraniums

In the oven a rubber nipple

Never mind

Bifocals walked up her

ladder leaning over the back fence
Did you hear

a rusty wagon rattle down sunrise
because now

this is the third machine

in over a year

Athletes foot

turning in the ignition

sitting at a shoeshine stand

Exotic fruit

grinning at an ice cream scoop
reflection in a shiny floor

hooks bananas belt loops in a blender

M. G. West

TENT MATE

Jim gets electrons from her touch, not many
but enough to think about, and thus compose

his insomniac mind. They die so fast they died.
She did anyway, sleeping woman, and Jim also imagines

love--at this elbow behind his ear: he finally catches
some calm; who'd athought, he thinks, eighteen hours ago

when he cackled with Jones and Adolf
that he'd need this? this trying to think

of what could be meant by love. We die so fast

we never surrender power, or get one big word
like tedium of the very bored, or love.

Michael Andre

AN INVITATION

say it
magically...
this room is where you learn
the ways of the night
oh how enticing are the secret springs of
la vie en rose
forget the flash and razzle dazzle
of that golden man that promises
too much and delivers nothing
stick to the sure thing
the man you love may not be the ultimate
teacher, performer, artist,
the most romantic in intimate whispers
but if he says it right
and turns the night into a miracle
say it slow and say yes, yes, yes

in Bologna you see sights that you do not see everywhere else
from various other distances, once the veils or layers are taken away
the mystery man is your same lover
he is disquised in words instead of veils
which are harder to penetrate because they are more transparent
the thrill and luxury he offers you
is a rare combination of a certain arc and angle
you can never find anywhere else
a special miracle
a caress that keeps your heart from wandering

Effie Mihopoulos
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IS SALVATION POSSIBLE?

Arguing where the hand left off

and the wrist begins brought tears

to be used in exchange for elevators.
It's up three flights and to your right

if you'd like to take part in protestations.

But for all those kneeling in the park,

only signatures of the last 2 Popes suffice.

Even then, sighed the Commandant.

with all that, they haven't any used cars.
How is it possible for them to enter happily?
On Saturdays, people pace the older alcoves.

Paul Weinman

POEM RESPONDS TO AN EMERGENCY

It took Poem less than 3 minutes

to break open the toilet

but he was too late:

only the porch-steps,

a few crevices of sparrowing
and the orange popsicle

were left of

her daylights.

Bob Grumman

WARM SPIRIT

In the cold house
a warm spirit,
thundercloud

in the bedroom.

Ken Stone
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THE HYPERMAN

Note: To be done in a hotel room with paper-
thin walls where people on either side ape
trying to sleep. Everytime you strike a key
go "nuek!" in a glottal tone. The picture of
the Hyperman is complete when you start to
hear somebody laughing uncontrollably and
realize it's not any of the neighbors. Tyen
“d fi
own on c
get that 1th¥ ar%ck

Al Ackerman

r'}d roll!
ayne McCain)

The fourth

once but that
panes.A dim
closed door

S. Gustav Hagglund
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Mike Miskowski

FADED BLACK HAIR

there it is again, a small hand
shaping the m-moon into an ear

so I can talk to it- I want it to
listen to me like my cat did
never talking back. I know that
she is out there floating around
intercepting my words rearranging
them on a plate for the big
mouth of cheese to eat/ she is
out there/ I can feel her eyes
watch me, as if I were a petal

on a flower folding up at night
for prayer, opening during day
gaping at the change/ to be here
burning my feet on the stone
crying

like a fool putting color on my face

and tongue. you think I'm stupid
don't you- I keep you amused.

1 shape my face into a fist and she
turns the moon into a closed eye.

Lisa Kucharski

BEDDING STATUE

Maybe something is changing inside

I'm so terribly lazy these days
Living on self motivation for months
I'm tired of doing so

The laundry swirls in the dryer
People are waiting for me

1'11 be there in a moment

Louise Gagne

FRANCE

France one of many European countries

The capital Paris and the river Seine

The Eiffel Tower and the Follies Bergerie

The latter, because of burlesque, is a frequent pain

Its homes have many rooms in which to reside
Some of them have fireplace and andiron

In the upkeep of which they take pride
Frequently can be found a scion

The barns have haylofts, silos and stalls

The structure is timber heavy and strong

The floors are either thick wood or cement for heavy hauls
Built by them while chanting a lively song

In many chair and table cafes

Food is served as ordered

This is not a flashy parade

Plants in pots have their container as borders

In its many glamorous restaurants

After ordering food is served by waiters
Many of the workers are frequently hesitant
All this food has a delicious flavor

All its farms have hill, dale and vallies

And gardens in which many flowers and vegetables are grown
Around which the group frequently rallies

For the next crop, seeds are sown.

Ernest Noyes Brookings

DOUBLE NEGATIVE

One day, all alone, without no pants on (it was summer),
I decided to bug the phone. Seated myself on the end table.
Flopped the apparatus into my lap. Picked up the receiver.
Unscrewed - despite the complaint of the dail tone - the
mouthpiece.

Dipped my proboscis into the plastic-metallic guts.
Sucked myself up like a mosquito about to pop - when a
solicitor invaded my ringing ear, wanting to sell me a
plot.

Told him, in a nasal whine, I was busy having a good
time - would he please get off the line? He insisted I
could purchase a vault for next to nothing.

I bounced the body of the phone off the wall,
continuing to snarf and snort the unscrewed receiver.

Odor of Silicon Valley flooded my worldview, as 1
choked I preferred dying at the expense of the state.

The solicitor cackled that was un-American. So 1
stung his ear with electrically untranslatable snot.
He hung up, promising first to harrass my mail.

Anonymous as a worm, I got it all on tape. Does
anybody sweat it?

Yeah, I do - because I bugged my own line!

And the larva, the egg, the protein of my hate has
escaped into space, like every word we breathe.

Willie Smith



2 equirrel ss large g2 2 humap being

1 dresmed unrequitedly of finding one some day snd making her my bride, and
this vast hole of disappointment in my life led to my becoming an
alceholic,

I beat alcsholism by becoming a dope fiend.

T beat dope by wrapping a big furniture ped sround my loins and hips, and
cravling around and around on the fleor with a hand puppet named Bing.

st this point my family became alarmed and sent me to see Dr. Saunders,

a shrink who had his office downtown, on the third floor of the old
Transit Bldg.

Dr, S. sat there behind his desk listening to my story and doodling with his
beautiful pen on the back of his hand,

bs also pulled at his collsr, ran his hands through his hair, adjusted his
glasses, tapped his feet, sucked his teeth, shrugged his shoulders around
and around inside his too-tight jacket as though he hed worms, and made
continusl unattractive facial expressions, the man wvas a maes of

pervous tics and twitches,

this put me off to such an extent that I lost the thread of what I was saying -
something sbout big bushy tails - and stopped talking, after that, I sat

there, unhappily, leoking down in silence at my furniture pad and

Bing.

Dr. 8. cleared his throat.

®what you need," he said firmly, "are some good inappropriate companions.®

I blinked,not understanding. “"inappropriate companions?®

"that's right. find same real scuzrbage to pal around with. have some funm,

go out and roll a few bums in the park. 1t'll do you a world of goed.
woo-wo0," he added suddenly, standing up and moving to the door like a train,
"well, it's been a pleasure talking to you," he said, his hand

vith the writing en it on the lmob, "thanks for all your help," and

out he went, going "woo-woo, woo-woo," down the bhall to the etairs,

leaving me there in his office alone,

more uncertain than ever about what I should de.

after the evening came on,

the office entered deep shpdow,

ahead was the cosm®tology school wvhere my family

talked of sending me, an ad in the back ef a jourmal,

the name of a lake, and no bedwetting, a spartan

manly regimen that I knew in my heart I would hate from
day ene, & red brick bldg, under pines.

push-ups in the dusk,

whistles blowing and flashlights bobbing around, no smoking, ne
laughing, no grabass, mo eyebrows, no festures

to call my own face, and never a chaw,

while my jaws ached for the sweet taste of Piper Heidsieck.

IT SEEMS UKE_

T LARRY KINGT | | 2 Am ALWAYS
S'-bw Moy

but ay mind wvas not on the chaw, nor on the school,
nor on anything my family
could do to me,

I wvas thinking of how I would never marry, because who can find ‘
a squirrel as large as a human being?
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