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OREGON
Whooeee!	big	lumberjack,

what	do	you	do	when	you	get	home?

You	jerk	the	fridge	and	gulp

a	beer.	Oh	so	big

and	hungry.	Slap	those	buns	and	ketchup

onto	the	table	beside

a	pair	of	white	nurse	shoes.

But	what	do	you	do

when	there	aren’t	any	weenies,

when	there’s	a	napkin	taped	to	the	next	cold	beer?

Jesus	I’m	sorry	Bimbo.

Me	and	Oscie	from	the	dimestore

left	Tuesday	for	where

you	ain’t	never	gonna	find	us.

You	drop	that	can	and	scramble	the	bedroom,

that’s	what	you	do.	She’s	all	gone

but	those	two	white	shoes.

And	sonofabitch	the	Buick’s	not	out	back.

God	your	busted	head!

all	that	spring	in	lay-up	grinning	nutso

with	the	nurse.	Do	you	roar

through	the	house	crying

your	chainsaw	into	doorjamb	and	toaster?

Do	you	thrust	the	beer	above	your	bent	hardhat,	pop	it

with	one	squeeze,	and	weep

O	shit	as	suds	shoot	down	your	arm

into	the	longjohns?

What	you	do	is	just	stand	and	shake

all	that	ketchup	into	her	shoes,	twist	the	radio

high	as	timber	cracking,



then	sit	and	hold	your	big	curly	head.

Ketchup	rolls	out	the	eyelets

down	her	white	shoes.

Oscar	with	his	sunglasses	is	so	far	away	hugging	Lois

in	your	gassed	purple	Buick.

What	do	you	do?	What	do	you	do,	Bimbo,

when	the	beer	you	wanted	is	there,	right	there

between	your	two	big	boots?



	

THE	TRUTH
This	could	be	a	true	poem.	But	you

won’t	know.	Not	unless

you	share	a	duplex	wall	with	Larry	and	Helen

outside	Tacoma.

There.	Something	made	up	already.

Not	Larry.	Oh	you	know	that

when	you	see	him	on	his	birthday	slam	balls

to	Mary	Schnack	in	her	tennis	shortie.

Helen	doesn’t	want	to	see.	In	just	a	robe	she

downs	one	more	swallow

by	the	hot	oven	and	squeezes	icings	onto	cupcakes

for	each	of	Larry’s	two-dozen	years.

If	that	snazzy	little	Schnack

even	squats	to	tie	his	shoe,	tell	me	it’s	black

and	from	there

we’ll	guess	everything.	Like	Larry	bounces

in	after	dark	to	get	his	birthday	smooch	and	a	beer.

Spread	in	a	heart	across	the	table—

all	those	pretty	cupcakes.

You	drank	my	last	beer	he	says,	lobbing	a	pink	one

into	the	front	room	where	it	pops	under

the	couch.	Too	damn	hot	in	here,	as	he	snatches	up	again.

Hanging	out	in	that	robe!—

and	he	pitches	one	by	one	in	there

under	the	couch.	I	could	say	slams	with	his	racket.

But	I	want	Helen	to	bang	it	on	her	oven	like

Fuck!—	Fuck!—	Fuck!—

Not	you	he	grunts	wrestling	the	robe,	shoving	her	stripped

onto	the	porch,	hitting	the	bolt.	And	maybe	you

could	be	telling	the	rest.	No	headlights,	nobody	in	the	yards,



Helen	tight	to	the	door	whispering	Oh	god

Larry.	Please.

I’ll	be	good.	I’ll	be	good.

And	she	is	good.	Stretched	snazz-up	on	the	spread,

Larry	naked	in	his	black

rubber	shoes,	leaping	over	coffee	table

to	couch.	Bouncing

above	twenty-four	cupcakes	that’ll	harden	there	five	months.

If	there	really	is	no	duplex	wall,	no

Mary	forever,	how	will	you	say	what’s	happening	next?

He	prances	past	the	Mixmaster—	buzzing!—

Helen’s	robe	flying	from

round	his	neck.	Onto	the	bed.	Off.	Back	on.	Squashes

fistfuls	of	icing

into	his	face.

I’m	a	big	birthday	bee!	Falls	onto	her.

Bounces	up	over	a	night	stand—cake	pans—jockstrap—and	back.

Here’s	my	stinger!

Helen	really	does	laugh.	She	wants	to

love	him.	But	can’t.	And

that’s	the	truth.	Even	if	there’s	no	one	to	tell

it.	Maybe	Larry’s	birthday,	maybe	all	these	things

happen	different	days.	Or	not	until	tomorrow.	I	want—

the	poem.	It’s	all	there	is.	But	you’ll	have	to

give	me	the	true	end.	Please	tell	it	now.

I’m	standing	here	as	lost	as	Larry.

And	I	need	you.	I	need	you.

I	need	you.



	

SATURDAY	TENNIS	AND	SONATA
What	a	day!	The	guys

all	in	white

showing	off	sunlight.	Blue	sky

forever.	And	you	go	up

to	volley—way	back—in	ethereal	twist	…

down	hard	wrong—Christ!	You

won’t	be	swilling	suds	with	the	guys

tonight.

Grimace	the	stairs	alone.	Raising	a	glass

of	choice	Chablis.	To	some	Mozart.	Your	old	tub

ringing	full.	If	there’s	truly

elixir,	it	just	might	be

this	melody.	Hot	water	to	the	neck

and	ticking	away

through	a	cracked	plug.	Gaze	into	green	vines	spiraling

ceiling	to	knees.	Your	knees.	Suddenly

your	vines	in	shimmer.	Out	your	open	casement!—

white	clouds	like	the	guys	sweeping

beyond	blossoms

with	the	wine	and	adagio

into	sky.	And	it’s	your	sky,	your	white	clouds

going	rosy	over	dogwood.	Breathe	it	all

in	through	the	opened

blooms	and	wall,

through	mist	rising	up	the	tendrils

from	your	chest	as	your

hands	float

to	sleep.	This	really

is	your	sleep.	God	bless	your	sleep.

Until	you	wake	in	dark



in	the	empty	tub.	Every	tick	and	crescendo

long	silent.	Night	blowing	in

over	your	legs.

—You	can’t	sit	up.	Now	gasp	to

twist.	To	lift.	But	you

can’t—	can’t—

Must	stare	naked	under	vines	coming	down.	Then	finally

hear	the	distant	voices

chorusing	in.

No	it’s	not	angels.	Just	the	guys

fresh	from	their	suds	…

hooting

as	you	strain	toward	their	clapping	hands—

No,	really,	guys!	Goddamn.

I’ve	been	waiting	for	you.

Goddamn!	Goddamn!



	

BEHIND	THE	HILLS
behind	the	hills	the	last	pink	wisp	of	day

glows	violet	for	a	moment

but	now	it’s	gray

and	all	the	black	of	night	tumbles	down	about	it

hold	me,	baby,	hold	me

baby,	squeeze	me	tight

rock	me,	baby,	knock	me

your	kicking	feels	so	right

the	sky	has	turned	to	black	from	red

and	night	breathes	in	my	face

the	moon	has	lost	her	maidenhead

for	stars	alone	are	chaste

under	the	sobbing	willow	sweep

down	past	our	august	lost	orange	sun

brushed	with	fast	breath	of	easy	screams

our	fates	were	drawn,	and	twirled,	and	spun

jolt	me,	baby,	hold	me

these	seats	squeeze	cramped	and	cold

baby,	twist	me	tight

our	necks	must	bend	and	legs	must	fold

rock	me,	baby,	sock	me

oh!	no!	again	I’ll	soar	out	my	soul	in	throes

your	biting	feels	too	right

the	steering	wheel	cracks	my	back

so	necks	must	bend	and	legs	must	fold

yes,	why’s	the	night	always	so	cold

these	plastic	seats	christ!	rake	us	red

there’ll	never	be	a	clean	white	bed

whop	me,	baby,	shock	me

ohh,	no	hissed	croaks	roll	us	for	hope



don’t	stop,	don’t	stop,	don’t	ever	stop

stars	too	far	above	me

love	me,	love	me,	baby,	baby

hurt	me	how	you	love	me

behind	the	hills	the	last	pink	wisp	of	day

hold	me,	baby,	choke	me

glows	violet	for	a	moment

baby,	please	don’t	cry

but	now	it’s	gray

flop	me,	baby,	sock	me

and	all	the	black	of	night	tumbles	down

we’re	torture	ohh!	and	don’t	know	why

about	it



	

THE	KISS
Oh	to	how	many

landscapes	do	you	come

back

to	love,	begging

Please	don’t	…

But	your	angel	isn’t	going	to	stay.

Who	cares	any	more

that	you	floated	all	the	way	out

on	a	silver	thread	of	gysm

and	back	into	that	shattered	vehicle

—tires	spinning	at	heaven—

both	fists	on	the	wheel,	spectacles	broken

from	your	mortal	nose.

You	raised	a	crashed	head

into	wonder,

pushing	out,	up	from	all

your	twisted	history

into	the	throbbing	midnight	stars,	the	breeze

of	new	grass,	chorused	with	our	galaxy

of	insects.

Just	because—arms	lifted—you	walked	away



in	the	violet	that	halos

trees	rooted	to	this	dearest	ground

won’t	make	her	stay	…

now.

If	one	star

would	stream	down	through	the	vault

onto	your	incarnate	face

flaring	the	attic	with	providence,

bloom	out	over	yard	scrabbled	with	limbs	…

or	just	a	tortoise

claw	forth	from	iris	blaze

after	all	this	dead	solstice	cold

with	her

Oh	you	wouldn’t	have	to	plead

Angel,	please	…

Gone	so	unshimmered,	you	lie	staring

into	rafters	and	won’t	shut	those	haunted	eyes.

Your	lifetimes

ago	…	awakened	holy	in	the

road—you	had	your	night	of	grace.	Oh	you

were	someone	else

enthralled	and	surrounded,

not	by	thistle.	Arms	outstretched,

you	could	pale	now	forever—stripped

of	electrons,	ghosting

in	chrysalis	sheet—and	not	even	push	out

a	word.

Why	should	you	ache

for	one	of	those	midnight	crickets	to	stop

on	your	tongue?	or	a	sudden	Guernsey,	eyes	huge

as	headlights—

Over	and	again	and	over!	hurled	so	solo	on



out	of	gravity,	fists	locked

across	that	heart	opened	into	night

like	a	charm—

from	your	plexus

yet	visible	a	translucent	arc

bright	back	down	fast

to	home.

This	world

is	true.	Let	her	go.	You	have	come

all	the	way	to	these	fields

of	sticker	and	hearth

for	one	sure

carnal	surprise—

the	chill

tickle	of	a	scorpion	crossing

your	throat.	This	is

Arizona.	Your	bed.	Your	only	angel

is	leaving.

There	will	never

stream	down	the	splendor	you	puckered	and

prayed	for.	Behold	all

these	legs	prickling

over	your	chin,	suddenly	onto

both	frozen	lips

—and	a	horrid	thorn	hooked	into	air

your	nose	would	suck	if

you	could	even	sweat,	let	alone	breathe

Don’t	go	…

Why	not	just	kiss	it	all	off?

Your	heart	has	become

as	doomed	and	human	as	your	sphincter.

But	you	close	those	throbbing	eyes



—feeling	so	nakedly	what	poises	on	the	lips—

and	make	your	mouth	say

Please	…



	

POET	BEHIND	THE	POEM
I.

You	must	burn	this	poem,	and	the	others,

as	you	would	burn	memories	from	the	heart—

Take	my	better	poem	to	your	arms,	you	and

his	father—bless	with	your	double	love.

Though	your	son	has	not	my	name,	his	eyes	will

grow	as	mine	until	he	does	not	understand

his	tears	or	from	whom	they	have	come.

Never	will	you	say	his	father	was	a	poet,

but	always—he	is	a	man.	Your	man	loves

much,	giving	his	name	to	my	unplanned	poem

that	he	might	have	you.	He	who	lifts	my

burden,	takes	my	respect,	has	my	love.

II.

My	children,	my	wife—they	come	for	my	heart

with	extended	palms.	She	knows	and	forgives;

they,	straddling	my	knees,	laugh	into	my	eyes

with	eyes	shaped	as	mine—laughing	as	I	once

must	have	laughed.	Promise	never	to	see	me

or	the	baby—you	say—I	marry	in	a	month.

A	father’s	love,	and	a	lover’s—how	show	it—

over	miles,	years,	silences—only	in	my	word?

I	cannot	give	my	word,	only	my	words.	I	am

happy	for	you	and	sad.	Can	I	be	indignant?

claim	you?	reject	you?	I	have	worked	myself

into	the	ambiguity	of	my	poems.	There	is	no

longer	definition—only	what	is.	To	whom

do	I	belong?	O	lovers	and	sons,	my	family!

III.

As	always,	I	step	from	my	life	to	live



in	my	poems.	Is	it	sin	to	stalk	dreams

and	memories,	or	souls,	and	lech	from	them

these	few	words?	Have	I	the	right	to	shape

our	lives?	Was	I	wrong	to	make	you	grow?

For	I	have	shaped	you,	as	I	shaped	her,

and	you	will	shape	him	also	to	my	vision—

because	his	eyes	are	mine.	You	may	never

burn	the	poem	growing	inside	you.	You	are

my	poem,	and	in	you	is	my	poem.	That	must

be	my	only	claim	and	comfort:	where	I

have	known	and	shaped	the	poem	is	mine.

IV.

So	you	would	not	belong	to	a	poet—because

I	see	through	words	to	the	heart,	would	make

them	one,	shape	and	reshape	you	to	my	vision

—because	speaking	and	speaking,	I	do	not	act,

only	blame	in	riddles,	step	between	you	and

yours,	comb	wind	and	moonlight	from	your	hair.

And	you	say	—because	your	son	and	pregnant	wife	…

No,	love,	with	words	I	seduce	you,	with	words

I	blame	you,	with	words	I	lose	you	always	and

win	you	again	and	lose	you	forever	with	words.

V.

Though	you	burn	my	poems	to	dust	for	the	wind,

you	will	have	always	that	speaking	part	of	me—

to	make	you	hate,	and	make	you	love.	And	I

will	wonder	always	as	I	write:	Did	we	love

that	I	might	write?	Do	I	write	because

we	loved?	Did	we	love	as	I	have	written?

VI.

Would	you	plead	that	he	never	know

the	truth	in	a	poem?	Would	you	save	him



sadness	by	keeping	him	in	the	garden?

Oh,	we	have	known,	and	always	our	poem

has	been	You,	my	love—the	moment.

Love,	look	at	us	now—a	moment’s	bliss.

We	can	no	longer	live	in	that	moment,

knowing	moments	twist	consequences,

and	now	we	possess	them	as	surely	as	we

possess	our	past.	How	measure	the	worth?

Is	it	inevitable	that	he	and	my	wife

should	accept	in	a	moment	the	burdens

of	our	moment’s	abandon?	A	new	life—

a	new	death—can	a	paradox	be	a	path?

VII.

Let	my	burning	words	bless.

Stand	as	you	have	stood,	kneel

as	they	have	kneeled,	give	and	accept

as	I	have	written—love	as	you	must.

The	poem	is	for	you	and	for	us,	for	him,

for	one	who	reads,	one	who	does	not,

for	my	family,	and	for	my	family.



	

CUSTOMER	OBJECTS	TO	NECK
See	the	front	page	lead,	The	Dillon	Herald,

Dillon,	South	Carolina,	November	18,	1976.

Sheriff	Roy	J.	Lee

and	fourteen	deputies	with	dogs

surrounded	a	motel	early	this	morning

to	trap	Willie	Rogers,	43,

wanted	for	a	crime	spree	last	week	here	in	Dillon.

They	surprised

a	man	with	the	same	name

inside	frying	green	tomatoes	and	chilies,	the	wrong	Willie

Rogers.

The	spree	started	late	Wednesday

in	Pete	Wallace’s	store	when	a	Willie	Rogers

in	bib	overalls

ordered	Mexican	beers,	then	a	sandwich.

Wallace,	as	is	his	custom,	split	a	chicken	breast,

left	the	neck	on	one	side

and	served	the	side	with	the	neck.

The	man	became	incensed,	jerked	a	.22	pistol

out	of	his	overalls

and	shot	Wallace,	Mrs.	Wallace,	and	Stella	Mae	Dunnquist,

who	was	in	the	store	trying	on

a	sun	visor.

He	ran	away	into	the	nearby	gulch

as	customers	carried	the	victims	to	safety	…

but	under	storm	clouds

crept	back

after	sundown,	broke	in	through	a	side	window,	stole	a	case

of	beer	and	strings	of	sausages,

smashed	cans	of	stove	oil	against	the	lunch	counter



and	lit	it	on	fire.

With	everyone	scrambling

to	save	the	store,	this	enraged	Willie	Rogers

carried	flames

across	to	Wallace’s	home	and	hurled	them	in—and	then	their

old	tomcat.	As	curtains	flashed

Sheriff	Lee,	two	deputies,	and	Jamie	Wallace	screaming

“Dynamite	in	the	tool	shed!”	charged

to	the	smoking	house

and	in	the	darkness	wrestled	down	a	man

who	turned	out	to	be	a	bystander.	Then	all	saw

through	billows	a

flamelit	figure	draped	in	sausages	escape	under	black	clouds

into	the	gulch	with	the	case	of	beer,

yelling	back	an	obscenity	about

chicken	necks.

Sheriff	Lee	radioed	for	bloodhounds

and	state	agents	tore	out	of	headquarters,	headlights

bouncing.

When	they	finally	came	sliding

into	Wallace’s	yard,	Roy	Lee	pulled	open	a	door

and	all	those	hounds

knocked	him	down	howling	after

the	poor	old	tom.	Cat	and	hounds	and	then	deputies

chased	through	the	smoldering	embers	of	home	and	store

before	leashes

could	be	snapped	on.	By	then

falling	midnight	rain

had	obliterated	the	scent	of	Willie	Rogers.

After	the	two-day	downpour

Sheriff	Lee	was	told	a	man	in	overalls

had	been	spotted



leaving	a	barn	near	the	gulch.	Lee	and	his	deputies

found	beer	cans,	sausage	skin,	obscenities	and

threats	on	the	wall,

and	three	sticks	of	dynamite.

Bloodhounds	dragging	leashes	yowled	through	the	gulch

but	each	trail	brought	them	back	around	to

the	barn	strewn	with	sausage	skins.

In	the	meantime,

two	squad	cars	and	a	chicken	coop	were

blown	up.

Then	this	morning	Lee

and	his	deputies	and	dogs	surrounded	a	motel

on	the	outskirts	of	Dillon	and	jumped

and	clubbed	an	innocent	Willie	R.	Rogers,	a	tire	salesman

just	frying	up	some	breakfast.

Says	Sheriff	Roy	J.	Lee,

“The	Willie

we	want,	he’s	somewhere	in	the	gulch	with	dynamite

all	right,	and	run	out	of	sausages.	I’m	gonna	round	up

that	nut	and	stick	him

where	he’ll	wish

he	had	nothing	but	a	chicken	neck	to

chew	on.”



	

LAST	WILL	&	TESTAMENT
I,	Dick	Bakken,	being	of	sound

mind	and	body

—while	yet	pulsed	with	the	humors,	while	lurching

here	below	our	cloudflow—

by	this	testament	yelled	out	behind	the	plow

September	20,	1867,

pass	on	my	earthly	leavings:

*	*	*

I	leave	my	body—brain,	heart,	and	belly—

rolled	naked	in	bed	sheet,	cold	as	stopped	blood

—this	soggy	man-tool—

to	the	beasts	turning	the	sod,	to	beetles	and	bores,

any	who’ll	nuzzle

me	then.

May	every	kissed	grit	of	my	flesh

and	spirit

slime	through	a	worm’s	bowels

to	jelly	the	tilth

with	the	sweet	smell	of

mold.

Dump	this	silly	meat	in	a	ditch,	good	fellow,	and	be	glad

I	was	born.

*	*	*

I	leave	my	name

to	my	children—cracking	these	reins	all	bejesus—

and	my	velocity	in	their

veins.

Any	what’s-his-hey	will	hustle

behind	his	plow

and	catcall,	hoot	through	the	weather,	fall



on	a	woman	and	groan	for

his	sons,

little	men	stepping

beside	him

with	names	like	quail	cries	and	whinnies.

His	little	girl

will	learn	to	sigh	and	whore	holy

as	a	fieldful	of	us.	O	bless

this	quick	flesh,	headlong	under	thunder

down	into	weeds	and	sheet.	With	luck	she’ll	ditch

his	name

for	a	beast	of	a	man,	all	giddy	up

and	whistle	and	a	heart

like	the	rain.

*	*	*

I	leave	my	children,	Eric	and	Creseyde—blushing

with	blood,	in	their	angelic

falls	of	hair,	shy	and	sliding	away

as	eels—

to	the	world	and	its	fare—to	skunk	snuff	and	magpies—

as	every	child

under	this	sky	is	left,	all	our	darlings,

each	to	a	turn	in	the	sod.

May	they	bloom

dewy	as	morning	glory

till	the	sun

shines	them	shut.

*	*	*

I	leave	my	wife,	Pamela—delicious

spirit!—

to	her	lovers	and	swine.	Let	a	legion	lick	and	hump

her	till	she	tumbles	plumed



or	splits,

then	maggots	naked	in	her	eye	pits	and	ass

screw	her	giddy.

O	give	her	everything	she	loves!

*	*	*

I	leave	my	wenches	and	hussies

cheery	and	glistened

as	worms,	who	slide	me	down	witless,	our	blissed	lips

hissing	Sweet!—

to	my	good	fellow,	all	steamed	in	linen	and	this

electric	breeze,	jerking	his	jesus

crazy	with	sweat	and

spittle.

Now	our	dead	mamas

and	their	poor	dead	priests	can’t

swoon

that	our	meat	makes	us	kiss

till	come	to	the	finish

with	bishop	and	bedfellow,	dumped	in	a	ditch-end,	we	humor

the	worms:

Yes,	nuzzled	together,

my	horse	and	the	landlords,	all	our	mums

kissed	brainless,

turned	over	with	the	sweethearts

and	dirt.

*	*	*

I	leave	my	poems	with	Geehaw!	and	Hey!,	Whoop!

and	Whoa!

in	the	wind

with	all	my	breath	and	whistle.

These	poems	and	hollers,	flash	and	thunder	crack

will	not	gee	up



the	dead

nor	call	back	their	sneeze	and	sass.

Balls-up,	head	popped	with	rootlets	and	bugs,

I	won’t	give	a	hoot

when	this	mouth	falls	apart

in	the	rain.

*	*	*

So	I	leave	my	goods.

Now,	you	barkers	and	hawkers—

spit	and	squall	for	them,	bellyache,	snatch

to	your	breasts

till	kingdom	come—ha	hah!—these	no-good	armfuls,

not	a	lick	of	cheer	to	worm

or	fellow.

*	*	*

O	all	in	downpour

I	leave	my	good	fellow	his	belly	for

humping	and	so	many	bright

worms.
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