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The Last Great ‘Rolling Stone’ Cover Story Writer 
(2019) 

When you google Erik Hedegaard — and put his name in quotes to narrow 
the results — you still get over 43,000 hits. The guy is rockstar famous. 
Click over to the Images, and the first photo is not of Erik but of German 
filmmaker Werner Herzog. The first two suggested links at the top of the 
Images page are “Lobster Boy” and “Charles Manson” (more on those 
later). But nowhere on the Images page is there an image of Erik 
Hedegaard. 

Wait, I take that back. There is a picture of Erik buried down below, with 
Bret Michaels, posted to Michaels’ Facebook page. Erik looks like Kurt 
Andersen gone to seed. 

 

        



The #1 top article result for Erik is an Outside Magazine piece of his 
entitled “Learning to Surf Without Feeling.” It’s an autobiographical account 
of his struggle with chronic inflammatory demyelinating 
polyneuropathy (CIDP): 

“It’s been having a field day with me for at least the past ten years, turning 
my immune cells against me and destroying the protective covering — the 
myelin sheath — that surrounds the nerve fibers in my legs and feet. As a 
result, many of those nerves are now dead, leaving me with calf muscles 
that are atrophied and as thin as cornstalks, toes that won’t wiggle, and feet 
that are so insensible they sometimes flop around of their own accord. I 
have scars on my knees from the times I’ve fallen.” 

You should read it. The deck on the story refers to Erik as a “longtime kook” 
so he must have written it himself. That’s the way he is. 

You should read as many of Erik’s stories as you can. Especially the Charlie 
Manson one, and the one that starts: “Ozzy Osbourne smells fantastic.” 

Erik’s got a Muck Rack page. No headshot photo, of course. It lists 25 
articles, but that’s not even scratching the surface. 

Erik’s own website, It Takes All Kinds: 

A FEW STORIES AND PROFILES BY ERIK HEDEGAARD 
MAINLY FROM INSIDE THE PAGES OF ROLLING STONE 



(WITH ADDITIONAL COMMENTARY AND FOLDEROL PROVIDED BY 
THE AUTHOR AKA CHARLIE, SOMETIMES) 

lists dozens of his stories, scores of them (an asterisk means it’s a cover 
story). I’m not even sure this list is exhaustive, but gaze upon these 
headliners (who doodle self-portraits in Erik’s sketchbook): 

***Charlie Manson*** 

George Clooney* 

Daniel Craig* 

John Mayer* 

Uma & Quentin* 

Johnny Depp* 

Katy Perry* 

Alec Baldwin* 

Hulk Hogan 

Kurt Sutter 

Melissa McCarthy 

Joe Rogan 

Todd Phillips 

Rivers Cuomo 

Marilyn Manson 

Terrence Howard 

Mike Love 

John Cena 

Keith Urban 

Glenn Beck 

Benicio del Toro 

Hangover Guys 

Carlos Santana 

Jason Segel 

K. Sutherland* 

Ozzy Osbourne 

Eva Longoria 

Norah Jones 

Snoop Dogg 

Joe Walsh 

Roseanne Bar 

Ed O’Neill 

Perez Hilton 

Dangerfield 

Bob Saget 

P. Diddy 

Iggy Pop 

Cameron Diaz* 

Shane Black 

Sharon Stone 

Owen Wilson* 

Vince Vaughn* 

Chris Farley 

Crispin Glover 

Hugh Jackman 

Johnny Knoxville* 

Christopher Walken* 

Bruce Dern 

Woody Harrelson* 

Charlie Sheen* 

The End Boys* 

Robert Downey Jr* 

The UFC’s Dana White 

John Bon Jovi** 

Denis Leary 

Matt Dillon 

Arianna Huffington 

Simon Cowell* 

Chuck Pahluniuk 

Justin Timberlake* 

Mickey Rourke 

Jesse James 



Chloe Sevigny 

American Pie Kids featuring 

Tara Reid’s Hamburger!* 

Mark Wahlberg 

Scream II girls* 

Shania Twain* 

Michael Bay 

The Rock* 

Andy Dick 

Tom Green 

Bert Kreischer 

Asia Argento* 

Wait, I was wrong about the Ozzy lede. It really starts: 

Upstairs in his bedroom, trying to sleep, Ozzy Osbourne has just about had 
it with all the goddamn noise floating in from outside his window. 

I only remember the “smells fantastic” line so well because after reading it, I 
immediately ordered a bottle of Czeck & Speake №88 cologne from Jermyn 
Street London for myself. (Guys, a little dab’ll do ya.) 

About the Ozzy piece, on his own site, Erik notes: 

[It] was a top-five finalist at the National 
Magazine Awards, which is the 
magazine racket’s equivalent to the 
Oscars. The piece ran before the 
advent of the Osbournes’ TV show 
and, in fact, paved the way for the 
show. Did they ever thank me with 
a nice fat cash gift? Hell no! That’s 
gratitude for you. 



Erik profiles these greats, then when they die, he writes another story 
remembering when he profiled them. That’s longevity! 

Simply put, Erik Hedegaard is the last great Rolling Stone cover story writer 
(hey, that sounds like it should be the title of this piece). 

Jonathan Cott, Cameron Crowe, Lester Bangs, Joe Klein, Joe Eszterhas, 
Ben Fong-Torres, Tim White, Kurt Loder, Chris Connelly … and Erik 
Hedegaard. After Erik, who? Nobody! [Apologies for omissions] And now 
that RS has passed from Jann Wenner’s hands… there ain’t gonna be 
another. It’s all digital brand extensions from here, boy. 

And Erik doesn’t even have a Wikipedia page!! 

He’s got a page on Wolfgang’s Vault fercrissakes 

One on Men’s Journal 

Another on Men’s Health 

Here’s his page on the Rolling Stone website 

Where, in the Google results, you’re directed to /page/9, which has Johnny 
Knoxville, Backstreet Boys, and a Gisele Bundchen profile that for some 
reason probably only Erik knows, starts like this: 



THE LORD SAID, “Let there be light.” We say, “Heat.” Let there be heat, 
and plenty of it. Without heat, all is stale, dull, flat and lifeless. So let there 
be gadgets and toys and starlets and boys with their shirts off and sex 
books and TV that doesn’t suck and freaks who’ll do anything for the 
camera and everything else your mom said you couldn’t have. All in one 
place. Turn the page. Baby, it’s hot inside. 

Here's Erik’s Instagram: 

 



My bad, that’s not him. 

Erik is an older gentleman (age 65 as of this writing in Aug 2019). He and I 
worked together at Rolling Stone for a few years, back in the 1980s heyday. 
You could smoke in the office then (it was before Jann went totally 
corporate, put the staff in cubicles, and made them keep their workspace 
tidy). Erik chain-smoked (Camel filters?). The cigarette would droop from his 
mouth, and his mop-topped head would droop over the copy he was 
dutifully fact-checking. 

The best Erik story I half-remember is when managing editor Terry 
McDonell came charging down the hallway like a bull from Montana, 
bellowing: “Hedegaard, you finally did it: you killed a guy!” (an article Erik 
had fact-checked referred to somebody as “the late ________” but the guy 
was still very much alive). Erik offered to resign on the spot, but TM 
shrugged it off. Erik says that, sometime later, Jann fired Erik for something 
he really didn’t do but was taking the fall for, then hired him back a day 
later). 

Q: Hey, Erik, where would you say your story begins? What’s the lede on 
the Erik Hedegaard story? 

A: Nuh-uh, neh. 

[Read full Q&A here] 
conducted and recorded September 14, 2019 — San Diego, CA 
Transcript edited for clarity and length 









 



 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 











 
 



 
 
 

 
 
 



 
 

 

 
 



   
 
 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 



 

 
 



 
 

    
 
 
 

             
 
 
 

      
 





 



NOT THAT THERE’S ANYTHING WRONG WITH THAT 
 

A Play in Two Acts 
(2001) 

 
 
Act 1 
Scene One 
 
 
The scene is the Fifth Avenue apartment of Ed and Barbara Stein. We see 
the main entrance foyer leading to a living room decorated in contemporary 
urban chic. Sounds of Mrs. Stein giving instructions to the cook offstage in 
kitchen. The time is May 1993, and the couple's daughter, Loni, is about to 
graduate from a prestigious Manhattan private school. 
 
 
 

Mrs. Stein 
(phone rings in LR. Mrs. Stein enters, shouting from offstage) 

I told you it needs more scallions! It tastes like nothing! (Ring) Where is he? 
(picks up phone) Where are you? Don't tell me that. Get your ass up here. 
They're due any minute. I don't know! (hangs up, going back into kitchen, 
offstage) What are you doing? Get away from there! 
 
 
 
(Sounds of laughter outside door. Gary and Loni enter.) 
 
 

Loni 
Mom, we're here! Gary picked me up at school. 
 
 
(Loni is dressed in a school uniform. She is barely 17 years old but looks 
like she could be several years older. She is accompanied by Gary, an 
average-looking man in his mid-thirties.) 
 
 



Mrs. Stein 
(re-entering from kitchen) 

Hi, baby. Come, come. (kisses Loni) This is him? 
 
 

Loni 
Yes, mom. Who else would it be? 
 
 

Gary 
(extending hand) 

How do you do, Mrs. Stein? 
 
 

Mrs. Stein 
Barbara. I'm joking, of course. I recognize you from the coffee shop on TV. 
 
 

Gary 
(laughing) 

I get that all the time. 
 
 

Mrs. Stein 
Daddy called from the car. He's on his way over. He got caught in Long 
Island City.  
 
 

Gary 
Narrow escape? 
 
(all laugh) 
 
 

Mrs. Stein 
(laughing and touching her hair) 

Aahhh. 
 
 



Loni 
I'm going up to change. I can't stand being in this stupid outfit another 
minute. 
 
 

Gary 
(looking after her as she mounts the stairs) 

Actually, I kind of like it… (to Mrs. S) You know, she was wearing that the 
day we met in the Park. 
 
 

Mrs. Stein 
How about trying on that Donna Karan we picked out last weekend? 
 
 
 

Loni 
(going upstairs) 

Or the Kenneth Cole. 
 
 

Mrs. Stein 
(going to bar and fixing drink) 

Would you care for something to drink? My husband likes his Scotch on ice 
when he arrives. 
 
 

Gary 
No thank you. We can't really stay long. 
 
 

Mrs. Stein 
(stunned) 

What??!!! Didn't Loni tell you we were serving dinner? 
 
 

Gary 
Oh, no! She asked me to get a table for two at Balthazar. (pulling out 
cellphone from jacket pocket) I'll cancel it. 
 



 
Mrs. Stein 

We couldn't get in there last week. Ed's secretary had to book us for next 
Thursday. 
 
 

Gary 
(dialing) 

It doesn't matter. I've been there three times this month. Loni wanted to see 
it. 
 
 

Mrs. Stein 
(hearing Loni coming back down) 

No, no. She'll be disappointed. That's OK. We'll do it another time. 
 
 

Loni 
(pulling at her top) 

Does this fit? 
 
 

Mrs. Stein 
Let me see. (tugging at fabric) Is this the one we just bought? Where did 
they make this? (checking label) 
 
 

Gary 
Looks fine to me. 
 
 

Loni 
(pulling back hair) 

It doesn't feel right across the front. 
 
 

Mrs. Stein 
Those Indonesians never get the bust right. 
 
 



Loni 
(going back up) 

I'll try the other one. 
 
(Hear the door open again. Mr. Stein enters) 
 
 

Mr. Stein 
(taking off coat hurriedly) 

Sorry, sorry. We got stuck on the bridge. I told Larry he should have taken 
the lower level. 
 
 

Mrs. Stein 
Darling, this is Gary. 
 
 

Mr. Stein 
(shaking Gary's hand) 

Of course, who else would it be? Sit, sit. (to Mrs. Stein) Did you offer him a 
drink? 
 
 

Gary 
She did. Thanks. But we can't stay. 
 
 

Mr. Stein 
What??!! 
 
 

Mrs. Stein 
(handing him drink) 

They have reservations at Balthazar. Loni wanted to see it. 
 
 

Mr. Stein 
Oh. 
 
 



Gary 
It's kind of a graduation present. I hope it's OK. 
 
 

Mrs. Stein 
She deserves it. She works very hard. She's at the top of her class, you 
know.  
 
 

Mr. Stein 
We're sending her to UCLA. It was her first choice. Can you imagine the 
long-distance phone bills? 
 
 

Gary 
Tell me about it. I just bought a place in Malibu, and the contractors keep 
reversing the charges. 
 
 

Mrs. Stein 
Do you spend most of your time in California? 
 
 

Gary 
That's where the show is taped. We're between seasons now, on hiatus. 
Hope I don't get a hiatus hernia. (chuckles) 
 
 

Mrs. Stein 
So Loni will be right nearby. Maybe she can stop in at the studio some time 
and see how the show is put together. 
 
 

Gary 
Sure. I’ll put her name on the list at the gate. 
 
 



Mr. Stein 
Will you do us a favor and keep an eye on her out there? Other than 
summer camp, she’s only ever been away from home for junior year 
abroad. 
 
 

Gary 
She told me about that. Dated a pilot for Swissair or something? 
 
 

Mrs. Stein 
We never knew the details. 
 
 

Mr. Stein 
She just turned seventeen, you know. 
 
 
(Loni coming back down the stairs in a sleek outfit that accentuates her 
curves.) 
 
 

Loni 
This feels good. (Pause as adults stare) So what are you guys talking 
about? 
 
 

Mrs. Stein 
Your father just asked Gary to keep an eye on you in California. 
 
 

Mr. Stein 
No partying. The tuition is $30,000 a year. 
 
 

Gary 
That’s right. College is no joke. 
 
 



Loni 
Well, since I’m majoring in fashion, I’ll probably be hunched over a sewing 
machine most of the time, Cinderella. 
 
 

Gary 
Then don’t forget to pack your glass slippers. 
 
(All laugh) 
 
 

Loni 
Well, it would be nice to go to a fancy party or two. I could even design my 
own gown. 
 
 

Gary 
I’ll take you to the Emmys. The show usually wins a few awards. 
 
 

Mrs. Stein 
The cameras would show you sitting in the audience when Gary makes his 
speech… 
 
 

Gary 
…thanking you… 
 
 

Mr. Stein 
For what? 
 
 

Gary 
…for being such an inspiration. 
 
 

Loni 
Cut it out, you guys. Gary, we have to go. Bye, Mom. (kisses her) Dad. 
 



 
Mrs. Stein 

Have a good time, baby. Nice meeting you, Gary. 
 
 

Mr. Stein 
(shaking Gary’s hand) 

Enjoy. 
 
 

Gary 
Thanks a lot. It was great meeting you. 
 
 

Mrs. Stein 
We’ll be watching. 
 
 

Gary 
(as they exit) 

Right, bye. 
 
(Pause as their voices fade outside) 
 
 

Mr. Stein 
(while refilling his drink) 

It doesn’t seem at all peculiar to you? 
 
 

Mrs. Stein 
What? 
 
 

Mr. Stein 
He’s twice her age, and famous. He could be dating a supermodel—five of 
them, one for each day of the week. 
 
 



Mrs. Stein 
That would still leave him free on weekends. 
 
 

Mr. Stein 
Don’t make jokes. It just doesn’t smell…kosher. 
 
 

Mrs. Stein 
(suddenly remembering dinner) 

Oh, no! (hurrying offstage) Diana! 
 
 
[End of Act 1] 
 
 
  



 
Act 2 
Scene One 
 
 
Six years later. The scene is a high-tech exercise room at a fashionable 
Manhattan health club. There are treadmills, StairMasters, etc. A slightly 
overweight woman with a Walkman headset is on one of the treadmills. 
After a moment, Jennifer Blum enters. She’s carrying a towel and a bottle 
of water, which she places on the bench in the middle of the room. She 
ignores the other woman and begins to adjust the settings on one of the 
StairMasters. Shortly after she starts exercising, Gary enters, accompanied 
by a male personal trainer. Gary’s hair has started to gray at the temple. 
 
 

Trainer 
(indicating machine between the two women) 

How’s this one, Gary? 
 
 

Gary 
(puts small gym bag down and pretends to sit on bench) 

Great, thanks. Now just do the workout for me and I’ll relax. 
 
 
(Jennifer overhears and stifles a laugh) 
 
 

Trainer 
(adjusting settings on machine) 

That’d be great, Gary. But it’s not going to give you the six-pack you 
wanted. 
 
 

Gary 
(stepping up to machine) 

Couldn’t we just pick that up on the way home? 
 
 
 



Trainer 
Cut the comedy. (waves for Gary to mount machine) I’ll be back in half an 
hour. Do the full circuit. You know the routine. 
 
 

Gary 
(patting his own stomach, as trainer exits) 

But seriously, folks, I could stand to lose a few pounds. 
 
 

Jennifer 
(while she continues on machine) 

You didn’t look that bad. I saw you doing laps in the pool a couple of weeks 
ago. 
 
 

Gary 
Oh, yeah, right! What's your name again? 
 
 

Jennifer 
Jennifer Blum. You’re Gary Goldman. 
 
 

Gary 
Who else would I be? 
 
 

Jennifer 
(smiles) 

We talked for a while after your swim, remember? 
 
 

Gary 
(thinking) 

In the showers? 
 

 
Jennifer 

No! While you were toweling off. 



 
 

Gary 
Right, right. I remember. You had just gotten engaged. When’s the big 
day? 
 
 

Jennifer 
Six weeks. 
 
 
 

Gary 
That was fast! 
 
 

Jennifer 
I want to be a June bride, and we’re not waiting another year. 
 
 

Gary 
Can you put together a whole wedding on such short notice? 
 
 

Jennifer 
Jimmy’s family is pulling some strings. 
 
 

Gary 
Ah. What’s he do again? 
 
 

Jennifer 
Banking. 
 
 

Gary 
I hope he’s not dipping into any of MY accounts to help pay for the big 
event. 
 



 
Jennifer 
(joking) 

That won’t be necessary. We can live very comfortably off your 
management fees. 
 
 
(Pause as the other woman stops her machine, steps off and removes her 
headset. All three exchange nods and smiles, as the woman grabs her 
towel, dabs her face, and finally exits. For the rest of the scene, Gary and 
Jennifer rotate around the exercise machinery as the dialogue continues.) 
 
 

Gary 
I once knew a woman who lost 180 pounds—that’s what her ex-husband 
weighed. 
 
 

Jennifer 
(not laughing) 

Very funny. 
 
 

Gary 
Let’s see the ring. 
 
 

Jennifer 
(extending hand) 

It’s the new Tiffany Lucida setting, with a platinum band. 
 
 

Gary 
Nice rock. I’ve seen ice cubes smaller than that. 
 
 

Jennifer 
Three carats. 
 
 



Gary 
My commission fees at work. Could I get a charitable tax deduction on 
that? 
 
 

Jennifer 
No, but if you’re looking for a good cause, I’m co-chairing a breast-cancer 
fundraiser for an organization called SHARE. 
 
 

Gary 
I’m all for sharing when it comes to breasts. How much do they need? 
 
 

Jennifer 
The goal is a quarter-mil. Platinum donors are giving $10,000. 
 
 

Gary 
How much have you raised so far? 
 
 

Jennifer 
A little over $100,000. 
 
 

Gary 
I’ll have my accountant send a check for the difference. I’m sure you’d 
rather be concentrating on the wedding plans. 
 
 

Jennifer 
(a bit startled) 

Thanks.  
 
 

Gary 
Where’s the honeymoon? 
 
 



Jennifer 
We haven’t decided yet. We’re thinking Hawaii or Greece. 
 
 

Gary 
Maui’s nice. A bunch of us from the show go out there between episodes. 
 
 

Jennifer 
I’ll ask the travel agent about it. 
 
 

Gary 
I wonder where I’d go on MY honeymoon. 
 
 

Jennifer 
Thinking about getting married? 
 
 

Gary 
I’m 43, I’ve been thinking about it for a while. 
 
 

Jennifer 
So it’s working out with what’s-her-name? 
 
 

Gary 
Loni? No, we broke up last year. 
 
 

Jennifer 
I read about it in the papers, but you never know what to believe. 
 
 

Gary 
Half of it they make up, the other half MY people make up. 
 
 



Jennifer 
Still, you were together a long time, weren’t you? 
 
 

Gary 
Five years. 
 
 

Jennifer 
What happened? 
 
 

Gary 
She graduated from college. 
 
 

Jennifer 
And…? 
 
 

Gary 
She wanted to start a career. And I have to get serious if I want a family. So 
we both knew it wouldn’t work. 
 
 

Jennifer 
What’s she going to do? 
 
 

Gary 
Something in fashion. 
 
 

Jennifer 
I can tell her not to bother. It’s horrible. I do PR for Calvin Klein. 
 
 

Gary 
Oh, right. You going to keep working after you’re married? 
 



 
 

Jennifer 
I guess so. Jimmy works long hours, and I’m not going to sit at home. 
 
 

Gary 
What about kids? 
 
 

Jennifer 
He doesn’t want to have them right away. His father told him he should wait 
until he’s 40. Something about “your 30s are for making your fortune.” 
 
 

Gary 
That’s certainly been true for me, though MY father never mentioned it. 
 
 

Jennifer 
You grew up on Long Island, right? 
 
 

Gary 
Yeah, you? 
 
 

Jennifer 
Same. 
 
 

Gary 
What, no way! Where? 
 
 

Jennifer 
Massapequa. 
 
 



Gary 
Hey, I lived in Jericho! 
 
 

Jennifer 
I know. I used to watch you on TV when I was in high school. Everyone 
talked about you. “Another Long Island boy makes good.” Like Billy Joel 
and Alec Baldwin. 
 
 

Gary 
I run into them sometimes, at ballgames and stuff. 
 
 

Jennifer 
So who you dating now? 
 
 

Gary 
Christie Brinkley and Kim Basinger. 
 
 

Jennifer 
(laughs) 

Really? I would have thought you were more the Baywatch babes type. 
 
 

Gary 
Well, I did a movie with Pamela Anderson but it went straight to video. 
 
 

Jennifer 
I think I saw it on a flight to L.A. 
 
 

Gary 
You get out there much? 
 
 



Jennifer 
At least once a year. One of my best friends is there. Her husband is trying 
to make it as character actor. He’s been getting some bit parts. 
 
 

Gary 
I’ll give you my agent’s number and tell him to help. 
 
 

Jennifer 
Well… Thanks, again. 
 
 

Gary 
Hey, what good is being a Hollywood heavyweight if you can’t throw your 
weight around? (patting stomach again) Haven’t you heard? I’m an 800-
pound gorilla. 
 
 

Jennifer 
You still manage to squeeze into those little sports cars you’re collecting. 
 
 

Gary 
Oh, yeah, I do enjoy driving those. Porsches are really…sexy machines. 
 
 

Jennifer 
How many you got now? 
 
 

Gary 
Around 30, I think. 
 
 

Jennifer 
All different? 
 
 



Gary 
There might be a few doubles in there. 
 
 

Jennifer 
His & Hers? 
 
 

Gary 
You like Porsches? 
 
 

Jennifer 
Who doesn’t? 
 
 

Gary 
My mother doesn’t understand why anyone would want a car so small. 
(imitating) “It only fits two people!” 
 
 

Jennifer 
They’re not exactly meant for a family outing. Where do you keep them all? 
 
 

Gary 
Half of them in a garage in Long Island City, the other half near my place in 
Malibu. When I find a house, I’ll build something for them. 
 
 

Jennifer 
You looking now? 
 
 

Gary 
No, no. Just thinking. 
 
 

Jennifer 
Where are you thinking? 



 
 

Gary 
Maybe out on the Island. I’ve seen some pretty nice shacks out there. 
 
 

Jennifer 
Jimmy’s folks have a place in the Hamptons. It’s nice. 
 
 

Gary 
Yeah. Crowded, though. 
 
 

Jennifer 
I’m sure you could find a secure compound on 30 quiet acres. 
 
 

Gary 
Steven Spielberg fixed up a barn. Loni and I were over there a couple 
times. 
 
 

Jennifer 
Wow. What’s he really like? 
 
 

Gary 
Just another Long Island boy who made good. Except he’s from California, 
so he started out with a better tan. 
 
 

Jennifer 
You’re as big as he is. How does it feel to be so famous? 
 
 

Gary 
You still have to do your own workouts. 
 
 



Jennifer 
OK, but I mean, you don’t have to work; you can do anything you want, go 
anywhere… 
 
 

Gary 
I once tried to follow my bliss, but it lost me in Penn Station. 
 
 

Jennifer 
So what makes you happy? 
 
 

Gary 
Fooling around like this. (pause) Oh, and the adoration of millions. 
 
 

Jennifer 
(switching off her exercise machine) 

Well, that does it for me. 
 
 

Gary 
(also stopping) 

Me, too. 
 
 

Jennifer 
(toweling off and sipping from water bottle) 

Heading for the showers? 
 
 

Gary 
(smirking) 

Got the time? 
 
 

Jennifer 
(looking at watch, not getting the joke) 

Three-thirty. 



 
 

Gary 
No, I think I’ll do some laps. 
 
 

Jennifer 
Well, it was nice getting to know you. 
 
 

Gary 
(takes a pen and card from his bag and scribbles) 

Here’s that agent’s number. I’d ask for yours but, hey, you’re about to get 
married! 
 
 

Jennifer 
Yep. 
 
 

Gary 
Don’t suppose you have a sister…? 
 
 

Jennifer 
A step-sister, but she’s only fourteen. 
 
 

Gary 
I can wait. 
 
 

Jennifer 
(smiles) 

Right. (pause) Well, good luck. 
 
 

Gary 
You too. And congratulations. Your husband is a lucky man. 
 



 
Jennifer 
(exiting) 

He will be, in six weeks. 
 
 
(After she exits, Gary plops down on the bench, sighs heavily and towels 
off.) 
 
 
[End of Scene One] 
 
  



 
 
Scene Two 
 
The same gym, three months later.  This time, Gary is working out alone 
and seems more serious about his training. His shirt is off, showing some 
muscles. After a minute or two, Jennifer strides in. She is dressed more 
glamorously, in a chic black bodysuit, sports a golden tan, fashionable 
sunglasses, an expensively tousled hairstyle, and (though we don’t see 
them yet) a pair of large pearl earrings. Each starstruck by the other, they 
greet as equals. As before, they work the circuit all through the dialogue. 
 

Gary 
Hey, there, star! 
 

Jennifer 
Hi, Gary! 
(She comes over and pecks him on the cheek) 
 

Gary 
Welcome back. You look great. Married life must agree with you. 
 

Jennifer 
(under her breath) 

Yeah, right. 
 

Gary 
I’m serious! 
 

Jennifer 
Well, thanks. 
(She takes her sunglasses off, puts her towel and water down and starts 
adjusting the settings on a machine as watches) 
 

Gary 
When did you get back? 
 

Jennifer 
Last week. Maui was great. 
 



Gary 
Oh, so you decided… 
 

Jennifer 
Well, I wasn’t going to leave it up to Jimmy. He never would have picked 
such long a plane ride. He complained all the way across the Pacific. 
 

Gary 
I guess it never seemed that long because we always took my Gulfstream. 
 

Jennifer 
Your Gulfstream! You’re not collecting those now, are you? 
 

Gary 
(laughing) 

No, I have only one. 
 

Jennifer 
No His & Hers? 
 

Gary 
Sorry. 
 

Jennifer 
(kidding) 

Because if you did have one to spare, I’d ask if I could borrow it next week. 
 

Gary 
(casually) 

I don’t need it next week. Where would you like to go? 
 

Jennifer 
(incredulous) 

What!!!??? You’re joking, right? 
 

Gary 
Well, maybe, half. But really, where would you go? 
 

Jennifer 
Oh, no, nowhere. I was just kidding. 



 
Gary 

Oh, OK. 
 

Jennifer 
(quickly) 

Paris! 
 

Gary 
Ah! Now we’re getting somewhere! So what’s doing in Paris? 
 

Jennifer 
(a little embarrassed) 

The fashion shows. I really want to see the collections, but there’s no way 
Jimmy can get away. That thing about bankers hours is a crock. 
 

Gary 
(interrupting) 

Do you think he’d let you go? 
 

Jennifer 
What???!!! You mean with you??? 
 

Gary 
(quickly) 

No! Of course not. 
 

Jennifer 
(Pause, thinking) 

Maybe if I took a girlfriend… 
 

Gary 
Yeah, that’s what I meant. 
 

Jennifer 
We haven’t even been married a whole month yet. (Pause) But, then, when 
I come home after midnight from a work thing, he doesn’t exactly spring to 
attention. 
 

Gary 



That’s a little more information than I needed. 
 

Jennifer 
(suddenly realizing the double entendre, embarrassed) 

I didn’t mean…! 
 

Gary 
(Gives her an "Oh, sure; uh-huh" look.) 
 

Jennifer 
(devilishly) 

Next you’ll have me saying, “That’s been a bit of a letdown too.” 
 

Gary 
Oooh, you’re good! But let’s get back to Paris. 
 

Jennifer 
You’re not crazy enough to really let someone you met at the gym borrow a 
$10 million airplane, are you? 
 

Gary 
Hey, it happens all the time in show business: at power lunches, on the golf 
course… Whaddya think all those old guys are doing in the showers at the 
Friars Club? 
 

Gary and Jennifer 
(a pause, and then together) 

Not that there’s anything wrong with that! 
 
(both burst out laughing) 
 

Gary 
Then it’s settled. You check with Mr. X, and I’ll make sure Ivana’s ready. 
 

Jennifer 
Ivana??? 
 

Gary 
Oh, that’s what I call the plane. It was my Czechoslovakian grandmother’s 
nickname. 



 
Jennifer 

I thought you meant that European model you’re supposed to be dating. 
 

Gary 
No, that’s Jo-vannah. 
 
(Jennifer moves to a different machine and pulls her hair back with a black 
band from her wrist. Gary notices the pearl earrings.) 
 

Gary 
Hey, nice earrings. 
 

Jennifer 
(touching them) 

Huh? Oh, they were a gift from Jimmy’s parents. Natural South Sea pearls. 
I forgot I still had them on. (She removes them and places them on top of 
the machine.) Not exactly exercise wear. 
 

Gary 
I’d hate to tangle with the thing they pried those from. Probably feeling a 
little…sensitive right now. 
 
(Gary stops his machine and slowly prepares to leave.) 
 

Jennifer 
By the way, I never thanked you for helping my friend’s husband get that 
part. 
 

Gary 
(Toweling off) 

Well, he’s a good actor, and it’s just a supporting role.  I once played the 
Kaiser in high-school—now there was a hard roll! 
 

Jennifer 
…And the generous donation to SHARE. You’ve been very sweet. 
 
(Jennifer stops her machine and steps off, forgetting the pearls. They look 
directly at eachother, maybe for the first time. The dialogue slows.) 
 



Gary 
I got your note… 
 

Jennifer 
…and now this invitation to Paris. I feel like I’m being…wooed. 
 

Gary 
(Pause) Hey, you think all the supermodels will be in Paris next week? 
 

Jennifer 
(taking a sip from her water bottle) 

Probably. You taking the Gulfstream, after all? 
 

Gary 
(as they both gather their things) 

I’ve never been to Paris. I could check it out as a possible honeymoon 
destination. 
 

Jennifer 
Jovannah? 
 

Gary 
Sure, vy not? 
 
(They exit together.) 
 
[The End] 



BLUEBERRIES 
(A Short Story) 

 

A guru has taken over the old Gilberts Hotel. Last week Renee, a woman at 

Grandma’s bungalow colony, invited Grandma to the ashram to meet the baba. 

“Two seventy-five, and you can eat all he vegetables you want,” Grandma 

tells us on the porch of her bungalow. She looks inside at Grandpa who is rinsing a 

bowl of blueberries under the kitchen faucet. 

“I went over there; why not?” Grandma says. “There was a woman 

stretched out on the floor with her eyes closed. I thought she was dead. Renee 

said she was either meditating or asleep.” 

Grandma told the guru through his interpreters that she remembered him 

from the summer he stayed at the Italian-American resort. She recalled a mass 

wedding of barefoot couples, and the guru smiled. 

“Renee says he’s a monk,” Grandma continues, “but I noticed he stays with 

all the pretty girls. She says: ‘Pauline, don’t even think such a thing. The man’s 

holy.’” 

“Let’s go,” Grandpa calls to me, setting down the bowl of blueberries and 

coming outside. “I’ll show you where the bushes are.” 



“He’s too attached to me,” Grandma confides. “I like to play a game of 

cards with the women here but he always comes looking for me. So I send him 

out to pick blueberries. Sometimes he’s away for hours. People like that can get 

lost, you know. I have no idea where he goes.” 

 

*** 

 

“The bushes are on this side somewhere,” Grandpa says. We are walking 

along an abandoned railroad bed of leveled gravel. “But you won’t find any water 

up this way; I’m sure of that.” 

I have brought along a fishing rod and tackle for bass. “What’s that shining 

between the trees?” I ask. 

“Oh, that could be a lake,” Grandpa says, following me down to the shore. 

There is a man with a rod already there. 

“No, this is a swamp,” Grandpa says. He stands to one side as I cast my line. 

“In Europe, we had a lake with good fishing. When the fighting started, we 

had to cross that lake. People just disappeared. I think you’ve found a bad 

hobby,” Grandpa says. “I’d rather look for berries.” 



“That’s nice,” says the other man. He is scraping the scales from a good-

sized bass. “But once you feel a ten-pound bass bend your rod around, you’ll 

never want to pick another berry.” 

“There’s berries over here!” Grandpa calls from deep in the bushes where I 

can’t see him. 

“Big ones?” I shout, landing a small pickerel. I toss the fish back into the 

water and Grandpa returns unloading berries from his pants pockets. 

“Here. Sweet like sugar.” 

“Just don’t squash them in your pocket,” I say, taking some. 

The man with the bass has disappeared. I hear car tires crushing gravel up 

the road. 

“Did you do your fishing in Russia?” I ask Grandpa. 

“It was in Russia, but we called it the Ukraine,” he says. “That was good 

fishing, but you can’t make a living fishing here.” 

I have nothing to show, but we leave the lake anyway because Grandpa 

thinks Grandma may be worried. 

“She won’t know what happened,” he says. 

“She’ll know,” I tell him as we walk home. “Did the families in the Ukraine 

stay together?” 



“They went different ways.” 

“But you went back there, after the war.” 

“Just to see what was doing. The people ran up to me and said ‘Don’t touch 

anything, and don’t drink the water.’ They said ‘You see us today; we’re alive. But 

tomorrow we will all die of cholera.’ After they showed me the dead ones, I got 

out of there.” 

We reach the main road and I turn right, in the direction of the bungalow 

colony. 

“I see you know your way already,” Grandpa says as we finish his berries. 

 

*** 

 

In the car on the way to the motel that night, my parents talk about the 

guru. 

“It’s fascinating,” my mother says to me. “Renee says he refuses to accept 

gifts from his disciples. Why don’t you write an article for a magazine?” 

My father, who is driving, asks “What’s to prevent his interpreters from 

saying ‘The guru wants all your jewelry and money’?” 

“It’s a local story,” I say. 



“It’s an international organization that just happens to be based here,” my 

mother insists. “There’s even a judge for the International Court who comes all 

the way from The Hague.” 

“Some international organization,” my father says. “They send their people 

out to get friendly with the elderly, to recruit them.” 

“That would give Grandma something interesting to do,” I say. “Worse 

comes to worst, she joins the ashram and ends up in Katmandu.” 

“That WOULD be the worst,” my mother says, laughing. “You could at least 

do an interview.” 

 

*** 

 

“You have to live in the world of people,” Grandma tells me in the kitchen 

of her bungalow. I am eating her blueberry pie. There is too much crust and it is 

burnt underneath. 

“Put some sugar on it,” she says, palming crumbs. 

 

*** 

 



To fish the Neversink, I have borrowed Grandma’s car. The rest of the 

family has gone out in my father’s Oldsmobile for dinner. I take the Quickway to 

Bridgeville and park behind a van on the soft shoulder near my favorite spot. 

There is a pool across the river where I once caught trout. 

An old man in hip boots wades downstream. His reel spins silently and his 

casting is expert. I make a pretty good toss from shore and glance over at him. 

When he hooks a fish, I reel in to watch the landing. Without a net, amid much 

splashing, he loses the fish, then wades back in to work the rocks. 

  



 
Poems 

(1974 – 1981) 
 
 
 
 
 Creation Myth 
 
Right here is where the world begins: 
Where there is room enough for everyone 
Even the rag seller's wife, passed one cold October morning, 
Speaking up suddenly:  "I have a warm coat for you." 
Room enough for everything:  all the wrong words and images 
Just "off" enough to imply that tone 
Which is complete possession of wet streets, imagination and  
   adventure. 
 
Room enough for everyone:  even father, 
Absent-mindedly smoothing the hair of his little girl's doll, 
Provided the scale is right, the value of x plus z remains constant 
And this much is certain:  I love you 
Or the way you nibble grapes 
I have tossed into your bathtub from the doorway; 
Your curves as regular as our calling to eachother between meals. 
 
Right here is where the world begins: 
Where k represents our elevation above sea level 
And people are seen moving in cars on streets along the bottom, 
Where Coke bottles are still green and small because we are self- 
   contained 
And there is room enough for everything:  especially complexity, 
No thought but for the good that will come to all these lives 
In the richness of context where we find a home. 
  



 "They Called Her Sister 'The Gosling'" 
 
 
At last, we have his first collection: 
Poems of love and deep affection. 
Many have appeared elsewhere 
(Under slightly different titles there), 
Published pseudonymously 
And reviewed most graciously: 
"A poem that knows, instead of tells..."* 
"A masterpiece, if nothing else!"** 
 
Herewith, a life set in your hands, 
Both lived and packaged in foreign lands. 
While on a grant and sleeping late, 
The poet worked at such a rate 
He met his small-press publisher's date 
Yet also managed to create 
A witty book of high invention; 
At eight-by-ten, of Shakespearean dimensions! 
 
Speaking of the present edition, 
London's favourite, Our Condition, 
Said, "It captures the Zeitgeist; 
"Besides, it's inexpensively priced." 
  



 Sonnet 
           (for Barbara) 
 
 
I was the first to be dissatisfied. 
You'd say:  He simply never realized 
He was going to die, and never tried; 
You, implicitly amazed and surprised. 
I realize this or see it in your eyes 
Which, full of place and time, you open wide 
To everything you are.  One thing am I: 
With clean hands by the dirty riverside 
(Which is and is not present to the mind), 
The scene behind my back to be described. 
Like any other going to survive 
And build an architecture in a sigh, 
I press for every sense the words imply 
But given meanings are to be denied. 
  



 
 Approaching Beauty, Kentucky 
 
      1. 
 
The startling imagery comes later. 
For now, let's enjoy the foliage, 
Fine weather and good road. 
Elsewhere, others are nominally employed. 
 
They may do this:  sit out all day 
Until our car goes by the house. 
And when it does, you can be certain 
They don't bother to look up. 
 
      2. 
 
Hereabouts, by definition, the best shots 
   are missed: 
Black mountains swathed in clouds, 
Rusted shacks adjoining scratches in the land. 
 
What we hold is something smooth, 
Though largely indescribable, in our hands 
Like a wheel that steers itself 
Or the aftertaste of hickory-smoked ham. 
  



 
 The Pilot Sees Nothing 
 
We are flying! 
And these girls are laughing. 
We do go slowly, though: 
The ground passing away 
Like time would if it were noticeable. 
 
They are busy and I am thinking 
Of the dry nerves of this plane; 
Its flexibly intelligent wings 
Like the thin balsa tails 
We placed snugly and last 
Before letting go 
 
On the wing. 
If we knew how the earth turned! 
(And we do:  sunward and vast.) 
"Here, here... here, here..." 
The lights of our cities wink, 
Both for this silver foil aloft 
And for the darkest hearts below. 
  



 
 The Tall Glass 
 
He heard voices in running water 
(She was a rare beauty, once), 
Was only marginally aware of his part 
In some other autobiography 
Obscurely titled 
 
Or with a sharp crease down the front. 
It was just that, for the moment, 
He could not be quite sure 
What it was his fingers touched; 
The object nearest in proximity. 
 
Never so willing as then, 
Such were his instances of clarity 
Through which a "high" morality may be discerned: 
I am full (No, I am filled) 
I am fulfilled. 
  



 Last Light Near Heath 
 
Already it seems I must leave here 
In order to make sense of this place. 
I simply cannot think what these people see 
In a visitor from the city.  But, for myself, 
I see my desk in Massachusetts, 
Where I practice the writer's craft until dusk. 
 
In a wooden house absorbed 
By dark earth and this clarity of air 
Made fresh with the knowledge of maple; 
Before a window framed by dark trunks 
Feathered into the stone gray sky -- 
I breathe deeply, take a full step in. 
 
Without, a hitherto unvoiced past 
(A northern language of currents flowing back) 
Is the deepest accent which reminds me 
That Heath may be the very nearest town 
Yet, who knows in which few moments 
Its woodlands will disappear? 
  



 An End to What Means 
 
Along Neversummer River 
There is no rhyme for sound, cara mia, 
In the movement from world to word. 
  That which obscures the eye 
  May serve to enlighten the vision. 
 
But in this heat (soft tissue darkening, 
Our matches flaring sluggishly 
Within a vacuum, it seems), 
My body craves protein, 
Simultaneously rising and falling. 
 
With great care (that is, as if by chance), 
I arrange flowers.  In painting, 
The figures indicate one another. 
And here?  The poet, coming to himself 
On the floor of the Cavendish machine shop. 
  



 Handle 
 
Time perception in an emergency 
Is not diminished but expansive, 
Written in neon.  And this 
Bag, too, contains an image 
Bringing its plain paper  
Way of seeing to the vista — a harbor 
Of emotion; a body of emotion, 
Like much else that is a strong-box, 
Requiring a key or the need itself 
With the scent of another 
More southern climate diffused 
In the air overhead, under sheets, cases 
And the empty booths on street corners 
Ringing also. 
  



 Independent Line 
 
In the dim auxiliary light 
Of the car, I follow painted nails. 
When normal lighting is restored 
I may see all of her:  young woman 
Having mainly in her favor  
A face I hadn't noticed before. 
 
In bright light, the force of attraction 
Between us grows so great 
I nearly literally fall upon her 
Like a planet into the sun. 
Still, of all the forms water can take, 
She remains quietly there 
While others shift, drunk with it, 
As though the world were merely one of a kind. 
  



 Well-adjusted Poem 
 
The train slows to a smooth stop; 
Merely completing a trend. 
Soon, a deep voice says:  You are home 
Or in Woodside.  There are no woods alongside. 
You step down, are now waiting. 
 
Smoothly, the train moves past. 
In the clear cold and night air 
Depth of field is almost infinite. 
And for two figures long aware of eachother 
Your presence becomes an event. 
  



 (Untitled) 
 
Not a deep moment 
Before dawn 
And already the day seems sealed. 
 
At the window 
We anticipate bareness 
Of trees along thin streets. 
 
Even as the sparrow's 
Weak cry is born, 
Smoke of all night 
Threads our nostrils 
Reminding us of what we have in common: 
 
This sky pale as tea 
Like a face turning toward me. 
  



 Running Commentary 
      (for Stacy) 
 
A vision of the past projects itself 
Onto the present plan; 
Familiar scene to return to 
Or turn from.  Before me 
A list of towns in cities 
To be visited for the first time, 
The list itself a route 
Of escape to pleasure 
In unheard names. 
Assurance of place where talk 
Might be raw and unconcerned: 
 "You comin' or goin’?'" 
 "Neither, at the moment." 
  



 Los Angeles 
 
Now that the weather's right, 
We will sit down just where we are. 
Surely, there is something to this climate 
That recalls other poems:  the flowers so bright, 
   so red, so soon. 
Still, there is time for half-a-poem, maybe 
(Or a poem and a half) 
Until someone comes to send us away. 
  



 Under Currents of Another Nature 
 
         1. 
I spoke to her in the stirring of sea 
Of descent, diver's knife at side 
Determined to reach bottom, 
Turn over luminous stones and shells. 
 
         2. 
How explain the chill of her lips? 
"Rejection," you said, Diver Dan, "of the ultimate degree." 
Fellow diver, you were safe from her swells 
Those years holding your breath, then finally the plunge; 
In over your head, hands signaling:  Never again. 
 
         3. 
I echo those words from deeper perspectives 
Having followed her into shark waters 
Of street-level Manhattan while you, Diver Dan 
Steered recklessly for other sirens. 
 
         4. 
That night — pure decompression. 
My sights sinking from sea planes overhead, 
I learned to settle for any clam's-eye-view, 
Though strands of seaweed still wash up; 
Her hair treading the shallow breeze. 
 
         5. 
"Both masked and breathless," she had said then 
Of her own near-drowning and struggle. 
But these waves of memory, breakers of rationale 
Crash deafening at the feet of her sheer image. 
They do not carry me beyond faces floating 
Neck-deep, hers no longer among them. 
  



 Coming Across 
 
As if, for some reason, 
We should desire to link ourselves 
To important events... 
 
Winter is the time for hunting 
And with you, I'm always hunting. 
 
So now begins the torture, 
Yet in no objective sense. 
For you must know by now 
I've headed it all up to this: 
One participates in a truth — 
Truth itself feels itself naked. 
 
Still, that old bull needs no challenge, 
Entering the ring. 
There are a whole slew of arguments — 
The hairs on his leg are for me; 
Glance falling from his lowered forehead, yours. 
 
If there must be acts of vandalism, 
Let the flurry of soft-showered pools be defaced. 
I'll not answer in rebuttal to the seashore. 
 
If I should get writer's cramp, 
I'll proclaim it that time 
Of the marking period 
Then go off collecting violets and jasmine. 
 
Can you smell them? 
Dead truths lying all around 
Numb to the sights and sounds of still alive; 
Its two-way dictionary street. 
 
Let's leave them (coming?) 
Found a movement:  the Nudists — 



That "erotics versus hermeneutics" — 
Its creed: 
 Give up linguistic scraping, 
 No travelers advisory warned. 
 The compass points  
 All back to you. 
 Time to kiss off memory, 
 Walk straight out to sea. 
  



 Making an Attempt 
 
There are no privileged moments. 
Could it be less simple?  Unaccountably, 
 
People always falling 
From high places — and surviving! 
In the instant, human drama 
Becomes that human, and right now 
There is someone on the roof, 
Tracing something other than this. 
I'm on the street dropping needles, 
Making tracks through commercial traffic, 
Exasperation of tenements, 
And an impossibility of ignorance. 
 
Oh, I'll come to terms: 
Splayed, open-faced... 
 
In the increasingly violet and jasmine evening, 
Her aura surrounds me. 
The larger worlds make themselves known. 
  



 The Second Player 
 
 
                1. 
 
It is a matter of somehow getting — 
Or finding oneself in the center, 
In what is common to the world. 
 
Then Spring comes to occupy 
As you explore its intricacies, 
Head turned to a difference 
Of early spring; late fall 
Lacking the breeze from behind. 
 
                2. 
 
It is a matter of curiosity 
And resolve, in which wonder 
Is the legitimate pathetic fallacy 
For the stone slipped into the stream. 
  



 Birth of Literalism 
 
 
I suggested it might be a vitamin deficiency — 
Why else do you father a movement? 
But he would have none of it. 
This was nearly conversation's end; 
I could tell by the number of faults now visible. 
 
He must have been numb from the cold 
Night air or narcosis of camera flash 
Spreading ticks across the flanks of the crowd — 
Pulses raging on gray matter. 
 
His plan was crazy, like the narrative 
Of a hitherto unknown third party 
Observing the main action via satellite. 
The words refused to recognize one another, I thought, 
Or else, distantly related, 
Conspired at some level I could not fathom. 
 
I assumed he spoke metaphorically. 
"I, myself, am the controlling metaphor," he said, 
"Anatomically correct." 
 
Should I describe Mark Gold — noble animal 
Of wild mane and mild manner 
Seeking the better atmosphere in a world 
   of brightest days, embracing the loosest fictions... 
 
"I have heard the crackling flames 
"Of the soul," he carried on, 
"Seen the edge and do not fear passivity." 
 
And action?  I motioned to the dancers frantic 
As if we, standing still, crystallized 
Even as those faster ones dissolved. 
 



There were airplanes in the night sky; 
He claimed their signals' constellations, 
Eyelids closing, I recall, 
Hard enough to intend anger? 
 
His voice intones wherever fireflies sport with the night 
And the moon leans closer to listen. 
 
  



 Wor/d 
 
 
It may happen within the hour. 
 
The possibility of music 
Is too great to pay mind 
To this season of lemon ice 
Where I am less than what I am 
Though far from science, 
Its normal talk. 
 
Few stand to gain 
Songs of the planets, staring 
Nothing in the eye. 
 
But the chance of being 
Related casually to sounds looped 
Into the skyshow played upstairs 
Is enough — the brain tells me, 
Dragged by force across the earth — 
While these galaxies unwind. 
  



 Columbus Day, 1980 
 
 
What a day to discover America! 
Even the clouds sidle over for a better view 
Of drum beating ranks padded shoulder to shoulder 
With boys chewing chinstraps like licorice. 
The horses taste their iron bits 
Glittering though this autumn day, cold 
But colder in their mouths. 
They get ahead of themselves, 
Hindquarters swinging out 
To startle the crowd which backs away. 
Pavarotti is Grand Marshall. 
He rides a chestnut mare 
And strokes her neck with his huge, gloved hand. 
His Christopher Columbus getup 
Has the children laughing out loud — 
That feather in his cap. 
Some army veterans standing by 
Chuckle softly to themselves, 
Huddled in drab jackets out government lets them wear. 
Most are balding, pudgy-faced, 
Yet growing younger somehow. 
Everything about this parade amazes them 
And they follow, up the avenue. 
  



 Catch 
 
 
Father calls the ball to his body — 
It is important he delay the swing. 
The boy must pitch it right, he thinks, 
Observing the exaggerated arm. 
 
"Good arm," says Father, feeling a peg 
From deep left to home in his palm. 
"Keep it low, keep it low." 
The boy's eyebrows are damp; salt taste 
   running over the lip. 
 
He is small but quick, and scales fences 
With only a gentle boost. 
He will think fast at shortstop, 
Bat curveballs away in the breeze.... 
 
Today he works a windless field. 
For half an hour Father tosses it back, 
Until the hit grounder sizzles toward him 
And he does not know what to do. 
  



 Hemingway's Cats 
 
 
(In this spacious Key West mansion, Hemingway penned most of his 
greatest novels and short stories.  He rose early — walked via 
a catwalk to his study in the loft of the poolhouse....  One 
living memorial to the late author has been preserved.  Many 
cats and kittens still make their home here..., descendants of 
the nearly fifty cats who lived here when "Papa" Hemingway called 
907 Whitehead Street home.  —Museum brochure) 
 
The way these cats look at you 
(The way they never looked at him), 
You'd think they owned the place — 
Stretched like played-out string 
Across the walkway tiles 
Friends lifted from some Cuban embassy; 
The dozen others mounting penny bricks 
You may buy for three dollars, inside. 
 
You'd want, tentatively, to inherit 
The good sense of the poolhouse studio 
Shaded, moss heading for the windowsill. 
 
From every up-ended garden flowerpot, 
Wooden crate and weathered chair, 
The five-toed cats of Papa's lair 
Bat succulent leaves beneath their tails 
And, prone, demand their ransom:  Friskies Buffet. 
  



 What They All Add Up To 
 
 
Some days, I am nothing but an ear 
Listening in a sort of unofficial capacity 
On behalf of the World Archive of Sound. 
 
On these days, it is useless to talk to me; 
   I never answer. 
 
I am nothing but an ear collecting sounds: 
Of children in the school yard 
Shouting, after lunch 
 
And of the postman as he gathers paper 
Falling from an opened mailbox 
Into his canvas bag. 
  



 As For Today 
 
 
"Nice guys finish last, but in better company," 
He thought.  Wasn't that right? 
The phone rang.  He dropped everything. 
"Hello?" 
          "Hello." 
"Can I help you?" 
                  Click 
He stood with the receiver to his cheek. 
Deep within the system, some wires had crossed 
And he could discern three separate conversations. 
"We drifted together," one woman's voice said, 
"There should be no sadness in our drifting apart." 
  



 Atomies 
 
 
Here I am 
Climbing the mountain's great face, 
Rising smoothly across the snow plain. 
When I reach the top without ropes 
Everyone cheers 
And a young girl makes me a present 
Of a small braid of her hair. 
 
          *   *   * 
 
What are the colors of camouflage? 
Green brown black and green 
The colors of camouflage are 
What are the colors of camouflage? 
Green brown black and green 
In patterns merging with the background. 
 
          *   *   * 
 
In this dream, I am up to my thighs in salt water 
Catching lobster 
By pretending to push them away. 
 
          *   *   * 
 
I am back, working behind the counter but for some 
reason I can't remember where anything is.  I leave 
the store, walk across the lawn through a group of 
people who remark about my clothing and family. 
Next door, father is flirting with young women in 
bathing suits.  I tell him to come down from the 
porch and come to dinner.  It is still early in the 
afternoon — the sun quite bright outside.  But it is 
earthy, dark and damp in my mother's house.  Downstairs, 
there is a workman lifting everything:  furniture, 



cars and a stuffed elephant, with a huge series of 
hydraulic jacks. 
 
          *   *   * 
 
Oh, I see.  It is a play. 
Yes.  The scene:  the very bottom of the ocean. 
Near the continental shelf? 
There is some dialogue. 
And tell me, who are the characters? 
A shell, a 500 year old fossil fish... 
Who speaks Greek? 
And a piece of seaweed. 
 
          *   *   * 
 
Everyone in the house gets dressed for the show. 
I do too but at the last minute think "It is too 
ridiculous," and refuse to go. Later, I am upstairs 
when I see a small girl with flowers coming toward 
the house. I go out to speak with her but discover 
her brother stealing sheet music from the garage. 
I grab him and begin to make him talk when the 
drunken handyman comes by asking for screws. 
  



 A Philosophy of Ice 
 
 
This fall while everything lazy 
Quarters the brown of decay, 
Philosophy has been considering 
How it might outlast the season. 
Things do what they must to survive: 
It will allow itself to freeze. 
 
And soon enough, I should know, 
It displays itself in the snow 
A philosophy of ice. 
Its crystal symmetry approached 
From any angle sticks you 
With the same frosty points. 
 
Come April, I suppose, 
It will become a philosophy of thaw. 
I have seen it do this before: 
Its own cool logic by drops 
Seeping into the thin cracks 
Between idea and thought. 
 
And still later, under bright light, 
Hot sun of open inspection, 
Over the gay heads of blossoms 
All thinking themselves new, 
Slippery Philosophy will pass by Nature 
And, turned to vapor, rise. 
  



 Hibernation 
 
 
Even the sparrows tease me, flitting 
"You lazy hermit," on my head. 
They soon fly far from the cold. 
And like last winter, I'm scorned 
By all the nobler animals 
Still foraging in mud and snow. 
 
I make no claims to their greatness. 
But, humbly, hibernation 
Is to spend the season warm 
And hours cracking a single nut 
To find its meat much sweeter 
Than it ever was in June. 
  



 My Typically American Dream 
 
 
I am a solitary meadow, 
But young. 
It is early morning 
And my trees are brimming with fruit. 
Farther off, on a hill, 
Also alone, 
Old Glory alive 
Behind the red barn schoolhouse. 
 
She hails me, 
Her motions taking to space 
Like a family of ships 
Sailing into Plymouth 
With bright new men. 
  



 The Layman 
 
 
Sometimes I take quiet walks 
That last for several years. 
Never home again, I have been known 
To pass the old house on occasion. 
 
Today I stand far from it, 
Healing where a tree has broken 
Through a tender rib of sky. 
Scenes rush on, graduate us.... 
 
One day I may feel as large 
As whatever it is I am up to. 
But in all likelihood, I will die this way: 
Not quite bright enough. 
  



 Manhattan in Winter 
 
 
The pigeons do not raise 
Their thin blue arms at dawn. 
In the park's soft snow a squirrel crouches 
As they gray city quietly accumulates light. 
 
Outside, the street lamps 
Exhale slow puffs of amber 
And inside, a growing warmth 
Tingles the fingertips, slightly. 
  



 Letter To An Enemy 
 
 
I have heard, soon after meeting you in war 
A soldier loses the desire to eat. 
But you have always kept your hearty appetite. 
So shall I, 
Until the day we do battle for the world. 
  



        Bury 
 
 
Dust sifted about the small town. 
 
From deep under 
The chilled body of rural clouds, 
A monumental snow falls 
Away from all touching 
Over the markers of the dead. 
  



 Night Court 
 
 
In the hour of the spider, 
The dead infant silence gurgles: 
                                  I am the Bronx 
And night propels itself from the ocean 
Bringing cancer, 
Taking inventory of the senses. 
 
Along dark avenues of evening, 
Bug-eyed dogs find no inch of green shade 
Buzzing like insects trapped 
In a stale room. 
 
Bodies jerk under the shower of night. 
Any wind chills. 
No gestures are purposeful 
And the uncertain things 
Dig deeper into the anus of everything. 
 
There is more than every psychological reason 
Why you shake so. 
You cannot sign — 
Must be brought away. 
  



 Airport '77 
 
 
Padding up the last flight of stairs, 
His nose grown used to altitudes, 
He was still unsure of her reasons 
As he slid the key into its lock 
Turning what? 
 I'm flying back to him tomorrow. 
 
Moments fueled themselves with lead 
As he stood in the open doorway. 
And now, yes, 
Came that second wave of burn 
Of pain on contact 
Starting up again to fire his neck; 
Ears whirring inside. 
 Please don't come to the airport. 
 
Twin legs grown thick and heavy, 
He passed his weight into the vague apartment 
Landing in a sofa recovery 
Before the light-dotted window. 
The breeze which kept up all night 
Make the cockpit room cool enough. 
And soon he fell asleep, runway clear 
To dream of airplanes. 
  



 Zero Visibility 
 
 
And the bus crawls 
On its knees 
Feeling for the road. 
 
Blackbirds, valleys, trees 
Weave, sweep up 
Against the windshield. 
 
 A shaft of snow 
 Over dark stone faces, 
 Sliding down. 
 
 And the sound 
 Of glass shivers — 
 Soft tinkling 
 In cascades of white. 
  



 Nurse of White Rubber 
 
 
A difficult birth, 
In his high school yearbook 
His eyes are closed. 
 
Now, as the nurse 
Follows the air into his arm 
He does not remember: 
 
Drinking black poison, 
Kneeling on the blue rug 
In a puddle of spit and glass; 
The liver nudging out against muscle. 
 
The nurse of white rubber. 
Bubbles releasing her odor 
Explode in his heart. 
  



 The River Merchant:  A Letter 
 
 
The other river merchants go about their business. 
No one is interested. 
I am writing what I cannot say to you right now. 
It is the way home 
This river spreads out before one, 
Open in the bright air and sunlight 
Of life above ground. 
 
The same river — 
We found it in summer song 
In healthy ignorance. 
 
Already this trip I have made not a few wrong turns 
But, my beautiful navigator, you 
Said I was perfect.  
I am transparent: 
Even in my river merchant's clothes 
I fool no one. 
I am not perfect without you. 
  



 nocturne 
 
 
low moon 
the blacks move on the beach 
 
there the august wind 
sand and heaty surf 
tide them to afrik 
  



 Their Bluff 
 
 
Yes, 
We plot against the King 
And Queen (she knows full well 
What she's bred to be) 
And are justified. 
 
Yes, 
We shall wrest the bone 
From the old man's fist. 
 
For we truly know the way 
From this night of purple murder 
Which is for us, once, twice, 
Three times removed from reality 
And the bells of Saints; 
The guts of Saints. 
  



 (Untitled) 
      for Dali 
 
 
This face a blur, 
A shovel thrust (a plunge of breath; 
What else is the sound of death?). 
My books unearthed, 
I smear the dark sweat from my neck 
On odors of a brown rag. 
 
This stomach standing at the back of my mouth, 
Demanding brandy to drive it down. 
 
It is difficult to dig up a crowd 
In this Ann Arbor weather; 
Blue snow fainting before the unbroken gray. 
  



 Signs of Life 
 
 
As I lay sleeping in the Spring of '79 
Lips parted slightly, fluent 
In a language learned exclusively in dreams; 
Words studied by night — What is it? 
Throws this shadow gaining weight, 
Touching everything:  false noses, three supports 
   for vinyl pools. 
 
To speak, at this point, would be untimely. 
The most I can do is whistle 
For, in this life, it's now tomorrow 
And I'm roused by the way we manage 
To avoid being bruised too badly. 
  



 Winter Poem 
 
 
These trees seem to stand apart 
Amid the fallen snow. 
Only the headstones remain gathered 
Above the sleepers I worry about at night. 
 
Head pressing into cool pillows, 
Among drowsy books I dart in and out... 
What they read through their eyelids 
Is my face which does not change. 
 
No earth will be dark enough. 
Only a thick and foreign soil 
To cover me at last, so rich 
It is a short space of days 
Before the thin green stems push through. 
  



 When the Poet Goes Skydiving 
      (for Louis Simpson) 
 
 
When the poet goes skydiving, 
In mid-air he doesn't realize 
He's let others pack his parachute. 
 
No, that instant he's dreaming 
Of Pulitzer stickers; 
How they will look on the windshield 
As he drives his wife to the market. 
 
Of his new work he's convinced, 
No matter what he lets out at parties, 
That the critics will be with him. 
And as he reaches over, 
His fountain pen splashes into the punch. 
  



 November Soundscape 
 
 
Winter sets in 
Behind the eyes 
Freeing frozen winds 
From crystal, powder, pond; 
Piercing the consciousness of numb fish. 
 
Each winter buried thing, 
I uncover with my foot 
And place in a warmer context smouldering 
In small black boxes I wear 
On forehead and arm. 
 
Winter sets in 
Tight as a stick 
Above the bitter smoke and furry branches 
That snarl, memorizing the last strains of fall. 
 
I will stare at this landscape until hearing returns, 
Until these green eyes make a darker green 
The white dwarf 
And all snowy forms with his voice. 
  



 Y=0 
 
 
So we swallowed alot of air. 
I looked at a piece of paper on your desk, 
And it moved. 
 
My skin was white. 
Shock, you said. 
I'm doing a slow dissolve, I said. 
 
I bit into your pink hair; 
The sugar melted in my mouth. 
And in between your telling me about babies 
(How they were dead-heavy in your arms), 
I chased the ghost of your last smoke ring, 
Swam through it, 
Broke it in my mind, 
And watched as it drifted apart 
Becoming the air in my room. 
  



 The Disappointment 
 
 
The clouds looked urgent, 
And thighs of black Cadillac 
(The true nightmare; 
A galloping, leaping suicide) 
Flashed here and there 
Between thunder cracks. 
 
He was selling jewelry cross-country, 
Not married, 
But smoking a pipe 
Through today's taste of tonic — 
All the ladies in the world 
Dressing to impress him. 
 
It was after three days at the Capital, 
In a ravine rent and rank. 
There were, of course, worms 
And dog nosing like a journalist 
At some eatable beads. 
  



 Letter in Rimbaud 
 
 
     Dear D., 
  In the genial persona of Escobar I come, not to 
haunt, but to talk of things which concern us both...  As for the 
rest, this pleasant diversion may suffice: 
  And the body becomes a thing possessed 
  Inflated to what is never twice itself 
  And the pulses run unnoticed 
  Through all but the slightest movements 
  Which come and are forgotten. 
 
  No utterance would not tempt cliché 
  Implying that the mind loses 
  Its more intimate echoes 
  Through expense of the physical act. 
 
  Therapeutic, purgative, yielding further 
  To betray the finer functions 
  In some sense denied 
  Free access to imagination 
  At the service of the uninspired work. 
 
So much for the impinging realities (actually, this is not so; I 
will rid myself of the humiliation at once in a feature exposé, 
magazine-style, complete with rudely cropped photographs). 
 
And again: 
  Not much to look at: 
 
  The trees show me their pale underleaves 
  Reeds lean downstream 
 
  Ophelia drowned 
  Not for love but for madness 
 
  I am gone 



  So the sunnies swim up now 
  To suck at the surface debris 
 
As you see, there is enough up here to keep me occupied.  If I 
cannot have the city then I will have the country!  Speaking of 
which, I offer several sights unseen in your vicinity: 
  Niagara dark and heard as once 
  The Big Sky; its fantastic animals 
        turning calmly away from all this 
        to where the wind would gather them 
 
Really, D., I am the happy idiot among his friends (the man 
alone).  Sure of what my breast pocket contains: 
  Press of pulse 
  And no national anthem 
  



 Teasing Sense 
 
 
If a solitaire, shuffle the cards. 
What need to pass up good chances? 
Out there the snow simply happens, 
And here, too, something gives up its strength. 
Grasp the hand whose door is opened 
(For all that the neighbors will care) 
 
As you might had you clipped too much 
From a nail.  The next animal's fancy 
Now too far from laughter 
To seize with dismantling style. 
  Which proves that over-education does exist, 
  Reading poets 
  Who killed themselves much later; 
  Going back to where it noticed the hammer 
  Was left sitting yesterday, since removed 
  While the city was asleep. 
 
Time to be in time for a change, 
Though there be a need for obsolescence 
Built in against anticipation 
Of the mechanical breakdown 
Leaving its vestige in a baser form 
Abandoned for the greater goal. 
  By which logos turns out a fall of linguistics 
  From perfect to imperfect, 
  With little space for breathing. 
 
And presently, it may be said, who knows 
A man who lives without eating 
Or needs science to show that 
A moving body, left to itself, 
Will not stop. 
 
For neither is that reason nor a trick of art 



But the charm of a colorful brain 
And this slow revolution of verse 
In the beautiful face of truth turning. 
  Reason thus giving passion no higher threshold 
  Than:  having given birth to itself, 
       the poem lives and loves 
          itself calling itself 
Back to an end where the tragic begins 
Still asleep, early yet 
Pillow moist near the site of the mouth. 
  



 Canto 
 
 
Time was, 
When the first beak of light 
Cracked through the shell to Morning 
And the sun wasn't yet a smear of anything. 
 
Sparrows swelled with snake's juice, 
Hopping over twigs 
While we pissed steam in fields 
Watching it blow off. 
 
We had just begun to intimidate wild bees when, 
Watching from the darkened corner of the sky, 
The cloud caravan suddenly pushed North 
And bushes began to explode! 
 
 Lightning did its furious dance 
  Against the treetops 
 
Just then, as it happened, 
The psychologists moved into the neighborhood 
To tug the draw string: 
 
   "Don't be fooled; 
    Those trees are twigs." 
 
And...   "The dream clouds pull apart, 
    Revealing clear memory." 
 
Pretty soon, 
Folks were saying: 
 
      "Let's build orange cars." 
 
The village idiot mimicked the sounds 
Of the machine. 



And it was shortly after, 
That scientists found the left hand 
To be closer to the mouth. 
 
New coins were immediately minted. 
 Buckets of coins 
Fingers licked the money 
And tickled it. 
 Buckets of coins 
Of worms, 
Of money! 
 
Now, folks are disappointed 
With correct change. 
They're finding the spiders 
Crawling under everything. 
Every fly is the 
Same fly.  There are no flies. 
It's too hot. 
 
So hot you must stay inside, 
Splash cool water 
On your wrists and neck, 
Listen to the jing-jangling of chain 
Sniffing over newspaper, 
Know you cannot hide on that street; 

The shadows are too long.  



 
 
 
 

  



 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 


