














The Notebook of Laura Bonair 

I. The Contract 

I believe in organization. I believe that in solving crime the 
private eye must record each detail because you never know where 
that one piece of evidence might lie that will unlock the key to the 
solution. You never know what’s going to turn out to be important. 
What you do know is that somewhere, somehow, at sometime, that 
final piece is going to fit in and complete the picture in the jigsaw 
of conspiracy. Memory is a flat tire and you need a written pump 
to inflate the freeway of thought. Language is a tinkling bell in the 
shell game of civil disturbance. In writing it all down, in retracing, 
in reconsidering, you might find the solution in the smile of a 
cashier, in the stutter of a clerk, in a receipt for toothpaste or a 
notebook, in the title of a paperback book, in the story of an 
advisor, in the number of exposures on a film or in the spelling of 
a word. You might even find it in yourself. 

My current case began yesterday, Monday morning, July 14, 
1986, lo:36 A.M., when I received a phone call-don’t they all 
begin this way?-from Lefty Hardin in Ft. Wright, Kentucky. He 
explained that he had read my ad in The Cincinnati Enquirer for 
July 4 and that he thought I might be the person to handle his 
problem. When I explained that if he employed me my fee began 
with his reading of the ad, he explained that his ded,uctions began 
then too because the paper cost him fifty cents. Lefty gave me his 
full name as Stranger “Lefty” Hardin and explained that he was 
called that because when he was born he was naked and had no 
name. 

When Lefty explained that he was calling me because he 
thought a female detective would be best to solve his dilemma, I 



explained that even though my real name is “Laura” my friends call 
me “Larry.” My parents wanted a girl. Lefty said he thought I had 
an awfully deep voice for a woman. I explained that when my 
parents named me “Laura” they couldn’t have known that I would 
become a private eye. They couldn’t have predicted how difficult it 
might be to solve crimes when your name is “Laura.” They 
couldn’t have known that in the tough guy world of steel-balled 
detectives you can’t plug someone in the guts if you name is 
“Laura.” It’s difficult to give evidence in court when the clerk calls 
for “Laura Bonair” (pronounced “Boner”) to come to the stand and 
testify against a strangler. It’s difficult to strong-arm kiddy porn 
producers when your name is the same as the prepubescent girl in 
the films. I said, “So Larry it is, and if you call me ‘Laura’ I’ll feel 
very depressed.” 

I explained that it doesn’t make any difference anyway 
because I don’t do that tough guy stuff. In fact, my career was 
determined by my name so that the cases I take on have to do with 
hit-and-run skateboarders, joggers who knock down old ladies, 
thieves who steal ball-point pens (Bit, Scripto, Paper Mate), 
bicycle riders who ride on sidewalks, students who cheat on tests, 
wives who don’t have extramarital affairs and whose husbands are 
depressed because they always thought their wives attractive, 
patients who don’t pay for the television sets provided for them in 
the hospital operating rooms. No blood for me. I deal in petty 
crimes and I’m the best at it. I said, with a twinkle in my private 
eye, “So Larry’s the name and petty crime is my game.” 

Lefty said that petty crime was what he had in mind. He was 
right. Four rolls of film-Kodacolor II, IS0 100, C 135-24, 24 
exposures-were missing from the Easy-Out convenience store in 
Ft. Wright, Kentucky. It was the second such disappearance in a 
year. I was interested. It was the kind of mystery that challenges an 



expert in petty crime. It was decided that my fee would be $3.75 an 
hour with free lunch at the lunch counter and 40% off on all goods 
in the store with Saturdays and Sundays off. I agreed to take the 
case. It was my first in two years. Lefty laughed when I said that 
the skill of the experienced detective knows no bounds in the 
intertwinings of mercantile folderol. I asked if he had any 
suspicions and he asked if he should. I said, “Of course, because 
suspicion is the maraschino cherry on the sundae of law 
enforcement.” Lefty was silent for a moment, then said, “Beware 
the Slime pit.” 

II. Scene of the Crime 

This morning, Tuesday, July 15,1986, I went to work. I arose 
at 6:30 A.M. I showered, shaved and dressed in my detective outfit; 
brown Brockport walking shoes, white cotton socks, gray 
pinstriped, double-breasted suit, orange necktie, reflector 
sunglasses, teardrop pearl earring in left ear and a black bowler. I 
did not look into the mirror to see how my appearance appeared. 
It’s bad luck in the private eye world. Introspection is our game, 
not extrospection. A mirror is a one-way street to the downtown of 
discombobulation. I had no intention of driving that thoroughfare 
into the heart of distortion. The mind must remain clear for the 
reflections of investigation. . 

After a breakfast of chopped chicken livers, saltines and 
Constant Comment Tea (teabags), I walked out my front door onto 
Charmant Way. I checked my Timex watch. It was exactly 8:Ol 
A.M. My pay had begun. I got into my blue ‘57 Volvo and drove 
towards the man-eating I-75. Bicycle riders ran red lights and made 
me jam on my brakes. Old ladies lay writhing in the crosswalks. 
Joggers loped into the traffic, skateboarders whistled down 



driveways into. the oncoming cars, students sneaked out of 
bookstores after stealing ball-point pens to cheat on their exams, 
benumbed husbands kissed their frustrated wives good-by, TV 
repairmen hustled towards the hospitals. Rain began to fall. I 
expected it; you can’t have a mystery without rain. I switched on 
my windshield wipers but someone had stolen my wiper blades. 
More of the petty crime that befuddles the world. On I-75 I felt 
something gnawing on my calves. It was rain water splashing up 
through the floor of my Volvo. While I crashed down the 
expressway, I wondered if rust was the petty crime of the elements. 

I found the Easy-Out Emporium at the corner of Fourth Street 
and Crudway in Ft. Wright. As I got out of the car, my left 
Brockport stuck to the asphalt. Bubble gum. Another petty crime to 
add to my list. I pulled my foot loose and looked at the front of the 
store. The rain had stopped. I felt a tremor in my crotch. The sale 
signs on the front of the store warned me away. In an add for 
bubble gum, the word “bubble gum” was hyphenated. In a sign 
advertising 20% off on Pampers, there was a period before the 
20%. Near the doorway there was a stand that displayed carnations 
that had been spray painted orange. There was a crescent-shaped 
crack in the glass door. Customers walking in and out bumped into 
each other and did not say “Excuse me.” Above the building, an 
American flag was missing a star. Everything about the place told 
me that it was a place where petty crimes had been and would be 
committed. Kentucky style. 

As I entered the store, I bumped into a man in greasy 
coveralls. He had a lump in his left jaw and no hair. He looked and 
smelled slimy like a petty crook. I said, “Excuse me.” He said, 
“Watch where you’re going, creep.” I asked a clerk for directions 
to the stationery section. She smiled and gave me directions to the 
make-up display. I asked another clerk who had no teeth. He spit 



tobacco on my Brockports and asked me what I meant by 
“stationery.” I asked another person for directions. She stammered 
out that she did not work there. She had on a white hospital jacket 
and a button that read, “I won’t fart if you won’t smoke.” I farted; 
she lit up. When I finally found the stationery section it was called 
“School Supplies” and supplies was spelled “Supplys.” My 
suspicions were strengthened when I found that all they carried 
were “Generic Notebooks.” 

I took one because I needed to write down my records of my 
investigation. I went to the checkout counter. The girl there had a 
button that read, “Bobbie Lea Fremont, Kodak Champ.” I handed 
her the notebook and she smiled and said, “That will be $1.82.” I 
said, “I’m here to investigate the missing film and I’m supposed to 
get a 40% discount on all purchases.” She stammered out that 
discounts were allowed only on purchases of $106 or more. I got 
out my Mastercard and said, “Look. Call Lefty Hardin and he’ll 
verify my discount.” She said, “Lefty’s not in yet, Laura.” I said, 
“That’s Larry, not Laura.” She said, “Gee, that’s the same name as 
the girl in Grade School Sandwich.” I said, “What’s that?” and she 
said, “It’s a paperback we sell under-the-counter. Nobody’s got no 
hair. It’s like when I was in grade school.” I said, “What are the 
kids anyway, cancer victims ‘7” Bobbie Lea said, “Oh no. I mean 
they got no hair on their bodies. It ain’t growed yet.” 

Just then Lefty walked in. He was six feet four and one half 
inches tall. He weighed at least 284 pounds and three and one half 
ounces. He had on a dirty white T-shirt with a pack of Marlboros 
rolled into the left sleeve. He wore Levi’s with holes in both knees, 
brown cowboy boots and a University of Kentucky blue and white 
baseball cap. His earring in his left ear had a pendant black 
swastika. His tattoo on his left forearm said, “Cash only.” I held out 
my right to shake hands and noticed that his right arm was missing. 



I told him about my purchase and he said, “You got to buy $100 
worth before you get your discount.” I said, “Well, all right,” and 
found a transistor radio nearby that cost $102. I took it to the 
counter and said, “OK, now I’m over $100.” Bobbie Lea fiddled 
with the cash register and said, “That will be $63.02.” I did some 
quick calculations and said, “Wait a minute. Forty percent off 
$103.82 is $62.29.“Bobbie said, “No. You get 40% offthe $102.00 
plus $1.82.” I signed the credit slip, took my purchases and told 
Lefty that now that I had a notebook I was ready to go to work. 

Lefty said, “Let’s go over and have a cup of coffee and a roll.” 
I agreed and while we walked over, Lefty told me a joke about a 
one-armed fisherman who caught one this long. I said, “Lefty, 
fishing is the prestidigitation of the maimed.” We sat down at the 
lunch counter. Lefty said, “What are you talking about?” I said, 
“I’ll have decaf and a chocolate sundae.” Lefty said, ‘r‘he same,” 
and lit up a Marlboro. No one far-ted. We discussed the crime. I 
said, “Any suspects ?” He said, “What you think?” I said, “Bobbie 
Lea looks suspicious.” “Why? ” “She smiles too much. And she 
stammers. Anybody else I should check out?’ “Better check Roy 
D. and Fayrene. Both got records.” Lefty picked the maraschino 
cherry off his sundae, threw it at the waitress, stuffed the whole 
sundae in his mouth, licked the paper lining of the plastic holder, 
finished his coffee and said, “See you later. You’re on your own.” 
He left. I said to the waitress whose button said, “Hi, I’m Fayrene 
at Your Service,” “ ’ I m Larry Boner, private detective. I get my 
meals free here.” She smiled and said, “Oh no you don’t. You got 
to spend $100 before you get the meal free.” I paid her the $4.95 
and left. No tip either. Lefty waved to me from the checkout 
counter. Bobbie Lea took a paperback book from under the counter 
and held it up. She waved and signaled “ten dollars.” I shook my 
head no. 
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I wanted to be home in time for “Wheel of Fortune,” so I 
decided to call it a day. I took my transistor radio, dumped my 
melted sundae into my coat pocket, and took my notebook and left. 
It was raining again. My Volvo had a flat tire, left rear. I had to 
jack the car up, roll the tire across the road to a Sunoco station, get 
it fixed and put it back on in the rain. When I got back to my 
apartment above the Golden Cougar, “Wheel of Fortune” was over 
so I sat down and wrote out my first entries. (See all of the above.) 
I gave it a title: “The Notebook of Laura Bonair.” 

III. Investigation 

Wednesday, July 16, 1986. Got up at 6:45 A.M. Can of red 
sockeye salmon, saltines and can of Budweiser for breakfast. Drove 
back to the Easy-Out. Sunny day. Car radio antenna missing. 
Turned on transistor radio. Nothing. No batteries. Parked by the 
Sunoco station and walked across Crudway Street to the cracked 
door. As I entered, Bobbie Lea smiled and reached under the 
counter. I said, “I must see Fayrene today.” Bobbie Lea stammered, 
“She’s got the high blood and had to stay home today.” I said, 
“When will she be back?” Bobbie Lea said, “I expect never. She’s 
about to lie on her back and listen to some church bells.” I thought, 
“I’ll bet. She’s out hiding that film in some new place now that 
she’s seen my investigation begin.” “Where’s Roy D.?” I said. 
“He’s out back throwing out the garbage.” “I bet,” I thought, “He’s 
up to no good. He’s getting rid of something.” 

I walked to the back room. Roy D. was sitting on a can of 
Grippo’s potato chips and drinking an RC Cola. I walked right up 
to Roy D., looked him in the eye and said, “All right, cowboy. Spill 
your guts.” A thin brown stream of RC Cola shot out from his 
rotten teeth and soaked into my orange tie. I said, “Where’s the 
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film? I think you know.” He hooked his right thumb over his 
shoulder to point to the back door. I walked out the door and found 
a square pit full of some viscous green stuff. I went back in. I said, 
“Roy D., what is that stuff? ” “Why,” he said, “that’s the leftover 
Slime that we couldn’t sell. Went out of fashion. Kids don’t play 
with it much no more. We call that the Slime pit.” I thought, 
“That’s it. Lefty knew where the film was and he knew I would 
retrieve the evidence.” 

The pit was six feet by six feet. It appeared to be about a foot 
deep. I stepped in and sank up to my armpits. A coldness crept up 
from the bottom of the pit. It moved through my toenails, across 
my feet, past the ankles, up my calves and thighs until it was high 
enough to shrivel me. The coldness told me I was near the 
evidence. I held my breath and ducked beneath the surface. I felt 
my black bowler pull loose from my head and float on top of the 
Slime. I felt along the bottom of the pit until my hands came into 
contact with something I first thought to be thin bones. I thought, 
“My God, don’t tell me they throw dead fish in here. Dead fish are 
the debutantes of stench.” I gathered a handful of the bones and 
pulled them to the surface. I pulled the Slime out of my nostrils so I 
could breathe. I pulled the Slime off my eyes so I could see. What I 
had in my slimy hands was unrolled film, four rolls of it. 

I climbed out of the pit. The Slime covered me. I walked into 
the Easy-Out. Customers screamed. Roy D. opened another RC 
Cola. Lefty waved me back out. I walked right across the linoleum 
blocks and deposited gooey green footprints all the way. The Slime 
oozed down my arms, along the film and onto the floor. Two kids 
picked some off the floor and chewed on it. They tried to blow 
bubbles but it didn’t work. I walked up to the counter and said 
through my green mustache and beard, “Bobbie Lea, I want to talk 
to you. You have some explaining to do.” Bobbie Lea looked at me 
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and said, “Why honey, you better get cleaned up. You look like a 
melted Christmas tree. All you need is some lights.” I laid the four 
rolls of unrolled film on the counter and she said, “Why, thank you 
Laura.” I said, ‘That’s Larry, not Laura. How did this film get into 
the Slime pit?” “I suppose,” she said, “that somebody put it there.” 
I said, “OK. Come clean. You know who did it.” “Oh honey,” she 
said, “why don’t we talk this over real friendly?’ I realized she’d 
made her first false move. She made her second when she said, 
“Why don’t you go and get cleaned up and meet me somewhere 
tonight?’ I said, “OK. Where?” I knew I had her when she said, “I 
go over every night over there in Clifton in Cincinnati. That’s 
where I get a few belts at the Busy Beet and do a little business on 
the side. ” “Which side?” I said. She didn’t answer and I realized I 
had the cat in the microwave. “All right,” I said, “I’ll see you there 
about 8:00 P.M. It’s right up the street from my apartment over the 
Golden Cougar. ” “Gee,” she said, “I used to work there.” “Really?” 
I said. “You worked in the Golden Cougar?’ “Oh no,” she laughed. 
“In the apartment upstairs.” 

I walked out, Slime sticking to everything I touched. Roy D. 
following and scraping it up with a putty knife. Outside, a 
skateboarder whipped by and grabbed a handml off my shoulder. A 
bicycle rider raced by, nicked my shin and Slime stuck to his 
derailleur. He turned, came back slowly, stopped in front of me, 
reached down, picked up some sand and threw it on me. A 
depressed husband grabbed some Slime from my coat pocket and 
rubbed it on his fly. Two joggers knocked two old ladies against 
me. A young man said, “This is a great idea for a detective story.” 

I crossed Crudway slowly. I couldn’t run. My Volvo was 
missing a headlight and four hubcaps. I searched for my pocket 
among the Slime on my coat. I found my green key. It wouldn’t go 
into the door lock. I scraped the key clean on a bumper. When I 
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turned on the ignition, there was a long whining, screaming sound 
that ended in a muffled explosion under the hood and black smoke 
poured out. It cost me $2.50 to clean up in a car wash. 

When I returned to my apartment above the Golden Cougar, 
my door was unlocked. I pushed the door open cautiously. 
Experience stumbles on while the feet advance. I entered. A blunt 
instrument struck me on the back of my head. When I became 
conscious thirty minutes later, I was lying on my bed and dressed 
like a Roman soldier. I suspected foul play. I tried to get up. 
Couldn’t. Still dizzy, I looked up. A sword was hanging by a thread 
from the ceiling. The point pointed right at my nose. I slid carefully 
off the side of my bed and onto the floor. I felt intense pain 
between my legs. I realized that the four rolls of film were stuffed 
into the front of my undergarment. I began to slowly pull the film 
through the front slit. Razor blades over my sagging flesh. When 
the film was all out, I stood up. Blood ran down from under my 
Roman skirt, down the inside of my thighs and under the armor on 
my shins. I got a towel and stuffed in into the vacancy. It soaked up 
the blood. Absorption is the pastime of the maimed. I tried to get 
the helmet off. The chin strap could not be unhooked. I tried to 
push off the squishing sandals. No dice. The genius of uniform is 
the exquisite detail. I called a plumber and told him to be there first 
thing in the morning. 

Outside on Charmant Way, my Volvo was missing the other 
headlight and the front bumper. I drove to the Busy Beet. My 
sandals slurped as I entered. The new bartender looked at me and 
said, “The costume party is tomorrow night.” Then added, “Bobbie 
Lea isn’t here yet, Laura.” I said, “That’s Larry. I’ll wait. Give me 
a double shot of B and 0.” He said, “That’s B and B.” I belted it 
down and said, “Hit me again.” The bartender reached across the 
bar and punched me in the mouth. 
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When Bobbie Lea walked in two hours later I was swimming 
in B and B and blood leaked from my lower lip: The bartender 
named Rickie was holding my hand and crying over my story. He 
wept most when I told him I had to recover the $10.50 for the four 
rolls of film. Bobbie Lea sat down next to me and said, “Laura, 
why don’t you take off you helmet and stay a while?’ I looked 
deep into her green eyes and lifted the Roman skirt. She looked 
under and said, “Is that a towel stuffed in there or are you just glad 
to see me?” She looked at Rickie and said, “I didn’t know that men 
had periods.” I said, “Cut the crap, Bobbie Lea. You have to pay 
the Easy-Out $10.50 for the four rolls of film.” She belted me in 
the solar plexus. I went down and out. 

When I awoke, I was lying in my bed back in my apartment. It 
was morning. The Roman uniform was gone. The sword was gone. 
In my left hand was a bill for $38.95 from a plumber named 
Seiltanzer. I was dressed in a clean undergarment, a long blue 
dress, white sandals, panty hose and a blond wig. The four rolls of 
film were wrapped around my chest under the dress and there were 
two large wads of toilet tissue stuffed under the right and left sides. 
I tried to pull the film loose but I couldn’t. I worked it back and 
forth until blood ran from the slits caused by the edges ofthe film. I 
was running out of patience. 

I tripped down the stairs and out onto Charmant Way. A 
skateboard ran over my bare toes. The back bumper and the 
windshield were missing from my Volvo. I took off, wind spinning 
my blond wig. I drove into the Choke and Puke across from the 
Easy-Out. Roy D. was seated in a booth. I sat down across from 
him and said, “It’s gone far enough, Roy D. Come clean.” Roy D. 
looked up from his RC and double stack of pancakes, no syrup, and 
said, “Well hi there, Laura. Going the other way today, honey?’ I 
said, “That’s Larry, not Laura, and you owe the Easy-Out $10.50 
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for four rolls of film.” Roy D. looked up again and said, “Laura, 
honey, have a cup of coffee.” I said OK and he waved the waitress 
over. She brought the coffee. I took a sip. My head reeled. 

When I came to three days later, I was back in my bed in my 
apartment over the Golden Cougar. I was dressed in a white robe 
and a clean undergarment. White sequins on my sandals. The four 
rolls of film were braided and wrapped around the top of my head. 
When I tried to rise, my forehead began to bleed. I looked up. 
Written in blood on the ceiling was. “Get up, sucker. Sleep is the 
carousing of ineptitude.” I arose. Blood leaked down into my eyes. 
It leaked into the long brown hair of my new wig. I noticed that a 
large round stone had been rolled against my door. I grimaced and 
rolled it away. I opened the door. Two women were standing there 
and peeping in. One held a pitcher of A and 0. I closed the door, 
looked out the open window and watched a bicycle rider knock 
down an old lady in a crosswalk. 

I gingerly descended the stairs to my Volvo. My sandals 
sparkled in the sun. The blood clotted in my eyebrows. A jogger 
pushed me aside and my side hurt where he hit me. My Volvo was 
missing seats and steering wheel. I sat on the floor and tried to start 
it. Nothing happened. I looked under the hood. The motor was 
gone. I sat down on the curbing and wept and waited for the 
skateboard in the back. 

IV. Evidence 

Because I could not drive over to the Easy-Out, I went back 
into my apartment and sat in a tub of hot water and reread all that I 
had written. I believed that there was a pattern or patterns of 
evidence in what had happened up to that morning. While I dabbed 
blood from my crotch, chest and forehead, I realized that Roy D. 
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suffered from dehydration, that Bobbie Lea had varicose veins in 
her ears and that Lefty Hardin suffered from tendinitis in his 
missing right arm. Their conditions would suggest that ifthey stole 
anything at all it would be RC Cola, skin makeup or Vicks 
VaporRub. Not film. Not four rolls of undeveloped film. I realized 
also that there must be something on those films and that all would 
come clear if I just had the pictures that were lost when the film 
was unrolled in the light. 

But I knew in an awfully uncanny way what was on those rolls 
of film. I knew just as certainly as I was sitting on my cuts that the 
four rolls of film had pictures of Lefty, Roy D. and Bobbie Lea 
riding on skateboards, pumping bicycles through the aisles of the 
Easy-Out, jogging through Ft. Wright, TV repairmen sneaking out 
the back doors of hospitals, lonely wives standing at screen doors 
and waiting for someone to come along and seduce them, students 
clicking ballpoint pens as they walked towards Northern Kentucky 
University. Why else would the evidence on the film be destroyed? 
Because film is the clasp of light on concrete fact. 

After I got out of the bloody water, I dried off and lay down 
on my right side on my bed. I needed to think clearly. Prostration is 
the filling station of precise lucubrations. But instead of the 
whirligig of shining separations, I fell asleep and dreamed that my 
black bowler was floating across a large, empty sea. It was upside 
down and an owl and a cat were riding in it. As they floated along, 
they were reading Naked Came the Stranger and singing, “Oh 
where have you been, Larry boy, Larry boy?’ The hat and its 
passengers drifted off into the sunset. When I woke up, I knew I 
had to consult with Skyblue. 
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V. Deductions 

Telephone bill for one month-$63.50 
Ad in The Cincinnati Enquirer422.18 
Generic Notebook-$1.82 
Transistor Radio-$61.20 
Coffee and sundaes-$4.95 
Fix tire-$7.36 
Car wash-$2.50 
Plumbing bill-$38.95 
Bandaids-$15.83 
Bobbie Lea’s bar tab-$25.15 
Roy D.‘s pancake breakfast and coffee-$8.95 
Rental of Rabbit-$42.19 
Fayrene’s abortion-$176.32 

VI. Action 

I limped up Clifton Avenue towards Riddle Road and the 
apartment of Skyblue. I had to confide in him and get his advice in 
solving the crime. The mental force of two is the razzmatazz of 
clarity. Little slivers of blood began to appear on my yellow 
trousers, my orange silk shirt and the red scarf wrapped around my 
head. I cursed my missing Volvo. Already there were four parking 
tickets taped to the raised hood. Flapping in the breeze, like four 
little worthless flags, worthless because the car could be 
impounded and nothing would be lost. Skateboarders had spray 
painted things like “Clash” and “Slam” on the sides and top. I dared 
the cops to tow the car. A chain on an axle is the inspiration of the 
feet. 

When I arrived at the apartment on Riddle Road, I had to 

15 



crawl up the fourteen steps because of the mud and trash on them. 
My hands stung because I had no gloves. My knees and knuckles 
got coated with mud. The blood from my cuts stopped leaking. I 
knocked. Skyblue opened the door. “Hi, Laura,” he said. “Good to 
see you.” I looked up and said, “That’s Larry and, Sky, mud and 
trash are the skin flakes of nuns.” “I know,” he said. “They’re right 
across the street. What can I do for you?” 

I crawled into the dirty apartment. Spider webs and dust from 
the floor collected on my yellow trousers. I stumbled up and onto a 
wooden chair. It broke. I fell. I got up and tried another. It held; I 
sat. I pulled my trousers and shirt loose from where they were stuck 
to my blood. I turned to Skyblue and spilled the beans. I told him 
everything to date. He said, “Laura, let me think about it. I’ll lie 
down and meditate for an hour. Meditation is the convenience store 
of concrete inadvertencies.” 

I sat and waited, blubbering in self-pity. Slivers of blood 
started again coming through my shirt, trousers and scarf. I saw a 
dirty towel on the table, took it and dabbed about. I smelled the 
sweet smoke coming from the bedroom. I listened to the twanging 
of the ukelele as Skyblue meditated. When Skyblue returned, his 
face glowed. He said he knew what it was all about and would tell 
me the riddle. He said, “Laura, narrative is the nursery of 
contingencies.” I said, “That’s Larry, and denouement is doubtless 
due.” He took out of his top pocket a little cigarette that doubtless 
contained an illegal substance. He lit it, offered it to me. I far-ted 
and refused. Skyblue sucked and looked away, disdain curling his 
lips. 

But when he said, “Laura, did I ever tell you about the time I 
fell in love? My gal was a corker, a New Yorker; I bought her 
everything to keep her in style. You could make a song out of her. 
She had hips like battleships and legs like kegs. There’s your 
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second verse. I first met her when I was strolling in Eden Park one 
day. It was in May. Oh, those roving eyes took me by surprise. Her 
name was Mary, just plain Mary. She had the same name as her 
mother. What was good enough for mom was good enough for her. 
Her last name was McCree. I said to her, ‘Hey, good lookin,’ what 
you got cookin’ ?’ I said, ‘I got a hot-rod Ford and a two dollar bill.’ 
I invited her to my ballroom and she accepted. When we entered 
the foyer before going into the ballroom, I discovered Kathleen 
sleeping on the floor. I kicked Kathleen in the ribs, awakened her 
and said, ‘Come on. I’ll take you home again.’ I took her out and 
put her in a cab and went back into the foyer. Mary was there and 
said she wanted to play with my silver bells and cockleshells. But 
she said she had to eat first. I didn’t have much in my refrigerator, 
just some leftovers. So Mary and I had a little cold lamb with some 
cold potatoes. We had some wine that was as sweet as apple cider. 
We drank so much that I could hardly see Mary’s face in the misty 
light. I heard familiar footsteps. The phone rang; a door opened. 
When I woke up, I thought I was at Aunt Dinah’s quilting party. I 
felt like a vapor on the summer air. But Mary was gone, along with 
my silver bells and cockleshells, and I’ll never see my darling 
anymore,” and I knew who the thief was. I said, “That’s Laura, not 
Mary. ” “Right,” said Skyblue. “Sorry.” 

I stood up to leave. My cuts opened and I bled again. Skyblue 
sat lost in meditation and sweet smoke. I think he was mourning the 
only woman he ever fell in love with. His eyes were closed, but a 
little tear slid down his left cheek. I took the dirty towel, spun it 
into a rope, snapped the end against the cheek and plinked the little 
tear off. Skyblue didn’t move, so I walked out, slipped on the mud 
and trash and slid all the way down to the street. I left thin slivers 
of blood on the fourteen steps. 
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VII. Solution 

I decided to take action. I knew I had to return to the scene of 
the crime to find the perpetrators of the crime. Crime is a magnet 
that arranges the files of deceit. I put on my pink shirt and orange 
tie. I put on my red, tight Levi’s, my alligator skin cowboy boots 
and my brown cowboy hat with the bird smashed against the front 
of it. I took the bus down Charmant Way to the VW dealer and 
rented a 198 1 Rabbit. Taking the four rolls of undeveloped film, I 
drove back to Ft. Wright and the Easy-Out Emporium. When I 
drove up and parked, I knew something was dreadfully wrong. 
Everything was missing. I realized at once that the absence of 
objects is the vacancy of spent resolutions. 

I took the four rolls of undeveloped film and marched into the 
store. No clerks, no customers, no merchandise. I marched on. I 
marched through the store and out the back door. I took the film 
and threw it into the Slime pit and watched as it slowly sank out of 
sight. I spat on the Slime. I lifted my black bowler offthe top ofthe 
Slime and threw the hat into a trash cat. I turned and marched back 
into the empty store. Silence fell over it all like the silence ofweary 
pilgrims saying their prayers. Prayer is the light touch of a 
swallow’s wing over the dark water. 

I looked under the checkout counter. A small red volume was 
tucked behind a shelf. I pulled it loose and opened it. On the inside 
cover was printed in childish letters, “To Laura from Bobbie Lea. 
Remember that mystery is mangled skeins of fear.” I didn’t 
understand it. I turned to the title page. The book was called The 
Principal in the Girls ‘Locker Room: Physical Education 069. The 
book began, “When the first bell rings, I put my hand in my right 
pocket, enter the locker room and get it before they sweat it all up.” 
On page two there was a picture of fifteen little girls cringing naked 
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in a shower stall, their hands crossed over their hairless crotches, 
and a baldheaded man standing in the entrance, his eyes gleaming. 
I stuck the book into my shirt and walked out of the empty store. 

As I came out of the cracked glass door, something fluttered 
down in front of me. I picked it up. It was a small white star. I 
stepped farther away from the building, shielded my eyes from the 
sun and looked up. On the roof, Bobbie Lea, Roy D. and Lefty 
Hardin had lowered the flag to half-mast. They were pulling offthe 
stars and tossing them down on me. 

I ran to my Rabbit. It was stripped. No tires, no motor, no 
windows, no steering wheel. Nothing. I ran across Crudway to the 
Sunoco station. It was empty. I ran to the Choke and Puke. It too 
was stripped bare. I looked around for a skateboarder, a bicycle 
rider, a jogger, a college student, a TV repairman, anyone to go for 
help. Nothing in sight. I limped back to the Sunoco station. No 
phone there. Nothing. 

As I stood in my terrible loss-loss is the balancing figure in 
fits and starts-the door of the latrine slowly opened. A plump white 
arm reached out and tinkled a little silver bell. It was Fayrene ofthe 
high blood. She waved me towards the door. She said, “Why don’t 
you just come in for awhile? My man’s so depressed today he went 
bowling. Probably just get himself all drunked up. I was hoping 
someone would come along. Come on in, Larry Boner, and let’s get 
it on.” I could hear cockleshells cracking and crunching under my 
alligator boots as I entered, took the naked Fayrene in my arms, 
crushed her to my chest and whispered into her left ear, “Fay, theft 
is the nictitating membrane in the film of love.” 

* * * 
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The Light of the Republic 

As you probably already know, Plato would have allowed no 
poets in his utopian Republic. He had his reasons for keeping them 
out. I should say that he had his wrong reasons for keeping them 
out. I think about things like that, you see, because I’m a famous 
poet and I’m in the Republic. Not only am I in the Republic, I am 
the Republic. I’ve become a “national treasure.” I’m surprised at 
how much I’m admired. You all know my poems. You’ve seen me 
on TV. My poems are quoted by politicians. You think you know 
what a poet is. You think you know who I am. I think I know who I 
am. The new President thinks he knows who I am. You’ve seen my 
face, which is misleading. You’ve heard of my prizes, my honors, 
my wisdom. Listen closely. When I die and you see my face on a 
first-class postage stamp and as you lick that stamp to paste it to the 
envelope that contains your check for your water bill, here’s what I 
want you to remember because I’ve been invited to Washington, 
D.C., to read a poem at the next Presidential inauguration. 

What I want you to do is to remember all this that I’m telling 
you, remember it as you watch me squint into the bright sun and 
read my poem “The Light of the Republic” up there on the rostrum 
with the new President and all the other admirers. Just remember 
all this if I stammer and lose my place as I read. I’ll probably have 
to squint in order to see my text. I’ll be the old guy with the white 
hair with a forelock falling down over my right eye. I’ll be the guy 
with the thick glasses that glint in the January sun. I’ll be the little 
guy with the spotted hands and the bags beneath my eyes. I’ll be 
the guy whose face looks like that of a basset hound. You’ll 
recognize me and you won’t forget me. 

When I was a child in the second grade in Roosevelt Grade 
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School in Newton, Kansas, we were forced to read poetry. Even 
then I squinted and stammered as I read those fading lines. We 
were told that poetry was the highest of all arts and that poets were, 
as I learned a lot later, the priests or gurus of our society, the 
“unacknowledged legislators of the world.” Roosevelt Grade 
School was named after Theodore Roosevelt. His portrait hung at 
the top of the stairs that you faced as you entered the front door. 
That fact seems irrelevant now because no one used the front door. 
The building faced north. The schoolyard was on the south side. 
Everyone went in and out on the south side where there was 
sunshine and bicycle racks and teeter-totters and slipper-slides. 

No one really cared that the building was named after 
Theodore Roosevelt. Had it been named after Franklin Delano 
Roosevelt the people of Newton might have cared because they 
were all Republicans. But it couldn’t have been named after FDR 
because the school was built before FDR became President of the 
U.S. The people of Newton would never have named a building 
after a Democrat, no matter what. You couldn’t have gotten the 
people there to vote for a Democrat if you threatened them with a 
thermonuclear device. You still can’t. They would have voted for 
Hitler before they would have voted for a Democrat. They said that 
Franklin Delano Roosevelt was a Jew and that his real name was 
“Rosenfelt.” These same people believed in heat lightning, water 
witching, garlic to ward off colds. They believed that the full moon 
made people go crazy. They planted potatoes only when the moon 
was full. It was these people who said that poetry was important, 
that the poetical mind was the highest manifestation of our 
civilization. 

I confess that I believed them about the poetry stuff. My 
second grade teacher Alma Dentalfloss encouraged us all to write 
poetry. I call her “Dentalfloss”now because that’s what I associate 
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with her and because I can’t use real names here. I don’t want to 
destroy my image for them. Ms. Dentalfloss was always pulling 
something through her teeth. The stuff was like a thin strip of 
paper, not the thread-like stuff we have now. It looked something 
like the tape that you have on a tape cassette. Everyone in Newton 
had lots of cavities and she was probably trying to save her teeth at 
least until she was thirty years old or until she met a man who 
would marry her. 

I think that what those old maid school teachers wanted was to 
produce a prodigy. They couldn’t be married and teach young 
children. Men teachers could be married, not the women. As if 
marriage corrupted women and made them unfit to be educators. 
I’m sure those celibate teachers had no lovers, no sex in their lives, 
no children oftheir own. They were sterile, vapid and poetic. Being 
without progeny, those female teachers, the only kind I ever had, 
thought of their students as their children. Especially, they wanted 
to produce a student who would be forever their fame. If one 
student could emerge to greatness, the teacher could forever take 
credit for having brought forth that student and could take credit for 
having a hand in forging the genius of, say, a great poet. I am now 
a “great poet,” but Ms. Dentalfloss had nothing to do with it. In 
fact, she retarded my poetical development by teaching me her 
ridiculous ideas. 

I did write my first poem when I was in the second grade. It 
was about a lamb. That’s all I remember about the poem. But Ms. 
Dentalfloss sent it to a Methodist Sunday School magazine and it 
was published. I was paid twenty-five cents for the poem. Ms. 
Dentalfloss wrote the poem in large letters on brown wrapping 
paper and put it on an easel in front of the class. I had published my 
first words. I was a poet. My life was now defined. Ms. Dentalfloss 
followed my career for the rest of her life. She wrote me letters. 
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Collected my books. Reminded me often of her role in my career. 
Until she died in 1975, aetatis sixty-five. After her death, I received 
a package from her estate. The package contained the copy of my 
first poem. I burned it. 

What Ms. Dentalfloss didn’t understand was what made me a 
great poet. She was brainwashed by the cliches of literature. Even 
in the second grade I knew that poetry is a kind of lie. What did I 
know about lambs, sheep or shepherds. Poetry is “made up.” It’s a 
kind of flimflam. That’s a given nowadays. What’s not known and 
what Ms. Dentalfloss didn’t know is that poetry is the product of 
inertia. It’s something you do when you got nothing better to do. 
It’s a product of boredom. It keeps perverts off the streets. It keeps 
thieves out of jail. It keeps murders off death row. It provides 
employment for helpless people. It fills up the pages of magazines 
and newspapers. I can’t fix the motor on my car so I write poetry. I 
can’t fix an electric socket so I write poetry. I can’t fix my 
plumbing so I write poetry. Instead of robbing banks or shooting up 
drugs, I write a sonnet about a snowy evening, or my boyhood, or 
my cats, or Ms. Dentalfloss. 

After my initiation into publishing in the second grade, I went 
on writing poetry and I discovered very quickly what it takes to 
make a poet. I discovered that to write poetry well you must feel 
nothing. You must live in a spiritual vacuum. It’s the reader who 
must do the feeling. To begin with, I don’t feel any spiritual 
suffering. I never have, not even in the second grade. I don’t even 
have the slightest idea what is meant by “Angst.” All this stuff 
about sickness unto death and fear and trembling is just a bunch of 
nonsense. I don’t grieve for the dead. I don’t even think about 
them. I don’t worry about the suffering ofthis world. Starvation for 
me is just a word. Patriotism and family loyalty elude me. I don’t 
protest anything other than my own discomfort. I live a virtuous 
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life because it’s cheaper than sin. My virtue is created by a lack of 
money. I may be famous, but I am poor. Because I am poor I’m 
forced to live a decent life. I can’t afford beer, whiskey and 
prostitutes, so I read books, study patience and weep over my bank 
account. My checkbook is spotted with tears. My own liquid 
smears and erases my negative balance. The seven deadly sins 
don’t cost me a penny. Since I lead a virtuous life, I’ll probably live 
a long time. I think it’s called compensation. 

God and I get along just fine. He doesn’t bother me and I 
don’t bother him. I capitalize the word “God” because it’s the first 
word in the sentence. I write the “h” in “him” in lower case. God- 
fearing people are afraid ofthemselves. Religion for me is a subject 
for poems that will be read and admired by believers. I pretty up 
their religious simplicities and they all think I’m sitting on the right 
hand of revelation. I read the Bible because it’s a good story. I read 
the Bible because I got a free copy. I took it from a motel room. I 
don’t worry about mercy or forgiveness. Whether god exists or not 
has never seemed an important question to me. Whether there is a 
heaven or ah ell never seemed like something to worry about. The 
only prayer I make is that god, if he exists, has a sense of humor. 
Sin and suffering have always been expected. Nobody has ever 
cared about virtue anyway. Self-righteousness is a moral circus. 
For me heaven is cold watermelon for breakfast. Hell is TV. I 
haven’t the slightest idea what it means to have a “bad conscience.” 

It’s like all those stories about miracles that you can read in 
the Bible. They really aren’t impressive. What’s so great about 
turning water into wine? Wouldn’t it be a greater miracle to turn 
wine into water? Anyone can pollute water. It take something 
special to clean up water. Then there’s the healing ofthe sick. Why 
didn’t someone make a miracle by which antibiotics would be 
available? Why didn’t one of those religious wizards think of 
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inoculations? Why didn’t someone call a catering service when all 
those thousands of followers had to be fed? Why didn’t someone 
think ahead? You think it was a big deal to tear loaves and fishes 
into 5000 bits? I would have been impressed if they’d put them 
back together. Just think of how small those pieces must have been 
and then to reassemble them. You think it was a big deal to cast out 
demons and stuff them into a bunch of hogs and let them run into 
the lake? Psychiatrists cast out demons every day with Prozac. 
Biblical miracles are a spit in the wind compared to a modern 
medical clinic. And think of that business of raising people from 
the dead. Heart surgeons every day put people into death and bring 
them back and the surgeons don’t expect the people to leave all, 
sell all, and follow them into the wilderness. And I’ll bet those 
people who get revived look a lot better than Lazarus did when he 
came out of the tomb. And why didn’t some Eastern thaumaturge 
think of lethal injections for executions? Think of all the agony that 
could have been avoided. 

My fans often ask me what it’s like to be a famous poet. I tell 
them the usual goofball stuff. What I don’t tell them is that right 
now I’m writing a letter to a friend, a poet. It’s a private letter. He’s 
a pretty good poet, but will never be great. What I’m writing him 
about is what the “edge” is. What I’m trying to explain to him is 
that to be a good poet you have to be a little sappy. You got to 
pretend that what you’re writing is important. You got to be a 
fraud, a pimp and a hypocrite. Above all, you got to be willing to 
go over the edge. You must get out of the system, not be part of it. 
I’m writing this to Jeff, who is one of fifty Jeffs I know who are 
poets. In fact, it could be to all the poets I know because of the Jeff 
label they all bear and thank goodness I’m not named Jeff because 
then they’d never let me read at the inauguration. Can you imagine 
how it would sound if someone were to introduce me and say, 
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“Now, ladies and gentlemen, here is our great national voice to 
celebrate the new President, our greatest American treasure, the 
poet Jeff?” I want to tell Jeff that he will never be a great poet until 
he is willing to go over the edge into the world of light, the world 
of craziness. And do it without letting anyone else know that he has 
done it. Like Rimbaud, he must shut down the systems of 
conformity. He must go into that dangerous world of the other self. 
He must go into that world where everything is illusion, where 
there is no truth, where there is only the flatulence of the 
imagination, where the only thing that counts is who invented soup, 
who determined alphabetical order or why we say one hand is left 
and one is right. 

Rightly considered, one’s parents are part of that invention. 
Poets like to write poems about their parents, especially the deaths 
of their parents. I have always thought that my parents weren’t 
worth writing about. When my parents died I didn’t have any 
feelings about it. I wouldn’t waste paper writing about them or their 
deaths. 

My father, for instance, was the only man I ever knew who 
had a dishonorable discharge from the Salvation Army. He told me 
about it once. It seems that he used to have the duty of going out on 
Saturday nights and soliciting money from customers in bars. He 
was a corporal and he would go into bars, hold out his tambourine 
and say, “Care to help the Salvation Army?” He got a lot of money 
out ofthose sin-ridden drunks. Until one night he asked for money 
from someone named Skyblue the Badass. My father said that 
Skyblue the Badass was drinking beer in Arlin’s Bar and Garden. It 
was about 1l:OO P.M. My father held out his tambourine and said, 
“Care to help the Salvation Army?’ Skyblue introduced himself 
and said, “I’ll tell you what, corporal. You sit down and have a beer 
with me and 1’11 toss a one hundred dollar bill into your 
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tambourine.” My father sat down and had a beer. Then two. Then 
three. Then four. He was sloshed when the company commander 
from the Salvation Army came and hauled him away, along with 
his empty tambourine. My father was discharged dishonorably and 
never worked again. No one writes a poem about that kind of 
nonsense. 

You might be interested to know that right now I’m also 
secretly working on a history of the prostate. It will be called either 
Old Man River or Down By the Old Mill Stream. When you get as 
old as I am, right now sixty-six, you start to wonder what that thing 
called the prostate is and what it does. It’s some kind of gland that 
doctors say wears out. Then it turns cancerous and nobody writes 
poems about it for some reason. I’ve never seen a poem about the 
prostate. It just shows how conformist poets are. The prostate 
probably is considered vulgar and no subject for a poem. They 
wouldn’t let you write about the prostate at the Iowa Writer’s 
Workshop. There you can write about parents dead or dying and 
that’s considered good subject matter. It’s like there is some kind of 
code in regard to what is proper subject matter in poetry and what 
is not. Just think how many poems would not exist without the 
death of parents. Certainly the prostate is just as interesting as most 
parents who get their fair share of poems. Let’s hear it for the 
prostate. 

Men fear god because of the prostate because the prostate is 
like god. It’s not there when you’re born and it’s gone when you 
die. Doctors now don’t even test for prostate cancer. You’ll live 
just as long with it as if you treat it. Besides, cancer is a sure cure 
for madness. Whenever I see a picture of a baby boy I wonder 
where that gland is. I think no that pubic hair is grown in order to 
cover it up. So that when a man disrobes in a cheap motel room the 
woman he’s with can’t see his prostate. I’ve been told that women 
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don’t have prostate glands. That’s probably why they live longer 
than men. What I want my narrative to accomplish is to encourage 
someone to invent a pacemaker for the prostate. If someone can 
invent a pacemaker for the prostate my narrative can continue for 
many years because I will continue for many years. I don’t rightly 
know if my prostate is working now. I certainly want to finish my 
narrative before it stops. If I can stay around a little longer I can 
make some more good books for my Republic. 

I’m also secretly working on a history of the idea of the soul. 
That book, a companion to my prostate book, will be called either 
The Book of Lambspring or The Book of Goatleap. The book deals 
with how the mind creates the idea of the soul in order to extend its 
life. The idea of the soul is a survival technique. The mind, you see, 
is constantly searching for ways to outwit death, to extend its own 
life. So if the soul survives the body, then death is outwitted. The 
death of the body becomes irrelevant. The idea of the soul is a great 
hoax, of course, which the mind plays on a gullible mankind. 
Religion was invented as part of the hoax. Then came poetry and 
the joke was complete. Maybe I should say, then came me and the 
joke was complete. 

I’m now also trying to learn to tell myself bedtime stories. 
When I was a child my mother used to tell me bedtime stories. She, 
like everyone else, had the idea that telling a kid a story would help 
that kid go to sleep. That wasn’t true. Now I’m trying to make it 
true. I’m searching for stories that will put me to sleep. Last night, 
a Sunday night, I told myself a story about a man who wants to 
commit suicide. He buys a gun. He writes a suicide note which is 
addressed to his ex-wife. He wants to send it to her but he can’t 
find her address. He searches for the address. He has to put out his 
cat, which he has forgotten under the stress of committing suicide. 
He realizes that the next day is trash pickup. He puts out the trash. 
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He remembers that his car is unlocked so he goes outside and locks 
up his car. He tries to call his ex-wife to get her address. She 
doesn’t answer. He falls asleep in his chair. 

Saturday night I told myself a story about a conversion 
experience. A man who is badly crippled with muscular dystrophy 
is sitting in the balcony of the Albee Theater in downtown 
Cincinnati. He is watching a performance of “Dr. Jekyll and Mr. 
Hyde.” Just as Spencer Tracy as Dr. Jekyll looks into the mirror 
and sees that he isMr. Hyde, the man, who is named Erick, is 
struck by a blinding bolt of light. He is blinded and falls to the floor 
in front of his chair. The audience around him gasps. Ushers come 
down the aisles and pick him up. He tells them that he is all right 
and asks for a crucifix. A lady in the row behind him hands him her 
necklace which has a crucifix attached to it. Erick kisses the 
crucifix and says, “I just saw Jesus. I’m saved. God has come into 
my life. Praise the Lord.” The movie ends. The usher help him to 
the door. He goes across the street to a bar where he drinks Cutty 
Sark Scotch until he is blistered. He falls asleep on the barstool. 

Friday night I told myself a story about the chapels at airports. 
You’ve probably seen them. They are stuck over in a corner. No 
one is ever in them. There’s one at the Greater Cincinnati-Northern 
Kentucky International Airport. A woman enters the chapel to pray. 
Her husband is leaving for Frankfurt, Germany, by a direct flight. 
The plane takes off. The woman prays harder. The plane crashes, of 
course. I make it crash so that her prayers are answered and I can 
go to sleep. The plane falls into the Atlantic Ocean. There are no 
survivors. The woman sits in the chapel and falls asleep. 

Thursday night I tried to tell myself a story about the prodigal 
daughter. I had just got into how she was left out when the old 
man’s property was divided between his sons when I fell asleep. I 
did remember to kick the cats out of my bed before I blanked out. 
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The next morning I decided to make sure that my stories get 
finished before I fall asleep. I never did find out how the story of 
the prodigal daughter came out. 

Here are some things you and your Republic can expect from 
me in the future. These are my future books. I want to write a 
volume of pornographic haiku. I want to destroy that form of 
poetry once and for all. I want to put out of business all those little 
twerps that write that crap. I want to write a book about humor in 
the Bible, a repair manual for poets, a book about poetry in grade 
school curriculum and celibate pedagogy. I want to write about 
modern miracles, parental death and grief and the bedtime story in 
Western civilization. I want to write a book about movies and 
religious rapture. I want to write my memoirs. So far all I have for 
my memoirs is my title, Meekness andBrutality are Handles on the 
Same Pot. Above all, I want to write about a new Republic, which, 
if it has no room for poets, will have a place for me. A Republic 
where I stand by the President and shine out over the boisterous 
crowds, where the President beams on me because I am so 
important for his nation. A Republic where I am acknowledged and 
honored for the greatness I bestow upon the people. A Republic 
where the President has his agenda and I have mine and mine is just 
as important as his. 

I want you to remember all that I’ve told you when you see 
me up there on that rostrum, standing behind the new President as 
he takes his oath of office. Remember my poem that I have just 
read to the nation, “The Light of the Republic.” Think about Plato’s 
Republic and the absence of poets therein. Think about a Republic 
in which poets have power. Think about me and that President who 
is going to run the country for the next four years. Think about 
what I will write in the next four years. Think about both of us the 
next time you read a poem. 
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If you’ve been listening to what I want you to remember, you 
will realize that we poets are not voices crying in the wilderness. 
We’re more like voices sobbing in a swamp. We emerge 
occasionally to deposit something for your edification. What I will 
deposit is what I am going to read to the nation at the inauguration. 
You can judge for yourself. 

The Light of the Republic 

Their light shined out 
as they strapped their lids 

To the horses’ backs 
and sang their lungs away 

As they dumped their jugs 
on Tennessee 

That round they were 
and of the hills and sang 

The body of the alabaster valleys 
electric in the sun’s arc 

That lipped the miles up 
when April was the faintest month 

Of their endeavors 
and hedgerows leaned across 

The dandelions 
and clattered their leaves 

Like the pounding seas 
when virtue plowed the nation 

Under the buffalo skies 
that roamed discouraged from the temples 
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Of the Rockies to the clashing 
Adirondacks where the false dawn 

Of juvenile suns swung their coronas 
to the great bridges 

Over the rivers of out star-spangled 
endeavors, breaking beams over 

The fantasies of oppressors like 
candy canes over the heads of 

Santa Clauses bagging 
gold in the Mississippis of the soul, 

Over the Sangro de Cristos of the intrepid hearts 
of pioneers swilling religious texts 

For the final plunge into the Pacific 
Ocean at the edge of 

Diminutions of the broad swathes 
of disappearing poets at the 

Republic’s dim pulsing Eldorados. 
Just when all hope lagged 

in the sand bags of deltas 
Burst forth the beams of common 

dilemmas laced in the silver tongue 
of John Barton Wolgamot 

And bronzed the present soul 
in the forms of ancient hymns. 

This day our hearts are raised 
on cells of moral light. 

This day our Republic 
ends its night. 

* * * 
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The Interview 

“Good afternoon, ladies and gentlemen. This is Jaroslavl 
McLuhan speaking to you from station W-A-L-K in beautiful 
downtown Portsmouth, Ohio, on the banks of the beautiful Ohio 
River. This is your daily edition of ‘Ball Banter,’ the program 
designed for sports fans, especially the wonderful fans of the 
Portsmouth Squaws, a team just beginning a new season under a 
new manager. Today we have a rare treat for you fans. We have 
with us in the studio Horst ‘Dinkie’ Braun, that’s B-R-A-U-N, the 
new manager of the Squaws. He’s graciously abandoned his hectic 
schedule for you fans so that he can get you up-to-date on the 
coming season. So let’s get right to it. Mr. Braun, how do you see 
the season?” 

“Call me ‘Dinkie.“’ 
“OK, Dinkie. How do you see the season?” 
“Which season?’ 
“The coming season, of course.” 
“Well, I’ve been through a lot of seasons so I see each one 

different. To answer your question, I see the coming season as 
eighty tough games. We have a long road to hoe and we haven’t 
got long to do it.” 

“Are you worried that you’re off to a slow start at 0 and 3?” 
“Heck no. That’s a good start.” 
“How do you figure that’s a good start?” 
“It’s better than 0 and 4. It’s better than 0 and 5. It’s sure 

better than 0 and 10. When you hit something like 0 and 20, that’s a 
slow start. Last year when I managed the Custer, Montana, Scouts, 
we got off to an 0 and 50 start. That’s a bad start. When you’re a 
five hundred ball club like us and when you start off at 0 and 3 that 
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means that you still have three games to win and can rack them up 
in the win column. It’s kind of like wins in the bank and they’re 
just sitting there waiting to draw interest.” 

“OK. Now Dinkie, even though you lost all three games, did 
you see any hopeful signs in those first three games with the 
Ashland Ponies?’ 

“Mr. McLuhan, I did indeed.” 
“Call me ‘Jerry.“’ 
“OK, Jerry. I did. There’s lots of improvement even though 

the Squaws had a good showing last season. A record of 68 and 12 
isn’t bad.” 

“Dinkie, that was 68 losses and 12 wins and a last place finish. 
That’s not a good record.” 

“Jerry, you got to look at the good side of things. Sixty-eight 
losses isn’t all that bad. There’s always something good and 
something to be learned from losing. If there wasn’t something 
good about losing I wouldn’t still be managing.” 

“Dinkie, you’ve been managing now, for what is it, some 
twenty-six years. So you bring along a lot of experience.” 

“Experience in what?” 
“In baseball. What did you think I was talking about, ice 

hockey?” 
“Well, Jerry, I got experience in a lot of things. I grow nice 

sweet corn, some squash, tomatoes. Last year I took up bowling. 
Got some good experience in that too.” 

“Let’s talk about managing baseball teams.” 
“OK, Jerry. I managed the Ogallala Warriors for five years. 

Then I went to the El Paso Redskins for seven years. I liked that 
job because we could always beat the Las Cruces Blankets. Let’s 
see. I was in Tulsa, Brownsville, Lancaster, Newton, Pisgah, Custer 
and other places. Now here.” 
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“Let’s get back to those improvements. How about hitting?” 
“Our outfield’s solid.” 
“Dinkie, as you discuss these players, could you kind of 

introduce them to the fans? Most of the fans never heard of some of 
these players before and they’d like to get familiar with them.” 

“Sure, can do. In left field we got Cesar Plantano. In center we 
got Rafael Basurero and in right field we got Jose Tropezador.” 

“Sounds like the Marie1 boatlift to me. 
“No, they’re outfielders.” 
“Well, how’s their hitting so far?” 
“Jose’s off to a real good start. He’s got three hits in ten at 

bats, so he’s hitting .333 and that’s good. If he keeps hitting like 
that he’ll get called up pretty soon to the Atlanta Braves. Cesar and 
Rafael don’t have any hits yet but they’re both swinging the bat 
real good.” 

“So how’s their fielding? Last year the Squaws dropped 
everything that came their way and they averaged five errors a 
game.” 

“So far, Jerry, we’re doing real good. We’ve only had twelve 
errors in three games. Only four of those in the outfield. So far only 
seven unearned runs a game.” 

“So how’s your infield this year?” 
“Which infield?” 
“The infield on the Portsmouth Squaws.” 
“I manage them. They’re better than Pisgah.” 
“How’s your infield on the Portsmouth Squaws?’ 
“Real good. We got a kid named Mark Thorn at first base. At 

second we got Celestron Frills, at third we got Reed Boxer and at 
short we got Fulgencia Basttista. None of them got any hits yet, but 
they’re swinging the bat real good. It’s just a matter of time until 
they come round. Even better, we’ve only had eight errors in the 
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infield in three games.” 
“OK, Dinkie, how’s your battery shape up?” 
“Car started right off this morning.” 
“No, I mean the team battery.” 
“I didn’t know the team had a battery. If I’d known that last 

Thursday I’d used it to start my car.” 
“Dinkie, I mean the pitching and the catching.” 
“You mean to tell me those guys got a battery? They been 

holding out on me if they do. Last Thursday when my car wouldn’t 
start I asked if anyone had a battery and they all said they didn’t.” 

“Dinkie, who’s your catcher?’ 
“Stump Fillmeyer.” 
“Is that his real name?” 
“Who?’ 
“Stump Fillmeyer.” 
“He’s on my team. He’s our catcher.” 
“Dinkie, what’s Stump’s first name?’ 
“It’s Jack. No, Joe. No, it’s Bob. But we all call him ‘Stump.“’ 
“OK. I’m not going to ask why he’s called ‘Stump. Now what 

do you have for pitching?” 
“Pitchers.” 
“Who are some of them and how are they doing?” 
“Of course we got no wins so far so all of them are 0 and 0. 

He’s called ‘Stump’ because he’s so short.” 
“Wait a minute, Dinkie. Your team has three losses. Someone 

had to be a losing pitcher in each game.” 
“Jerry, I told you we have real positive attitude about losing. 

We just don’t count them. It saves a lot of worry.” 
“But doesn’t the parent team, the Atlanta Braves, count them? 

Don’t the Braves count the Squaw losses?’ 
“They can if they want to. That’s their business. I just run my 
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Squaws. Braves are Braves and Squaws are Squaws. As far as I’m 
concerned that’s the way it’s always been and that’s the way it will 
always be.” 

“So, how’s the pitching?” 
“What pitching?” 
“The pitching for the Squaws.” 
“Oh, I thought you were talking about the Braves. Ours is fine. 

The Braves better worry about their own pitching. They’re getting 
massacred-and they better look at what we got here. We got two 
good left handers; Greg Lumpsey and Will Cross. From the right 
side we got Mark Asbury and Scott Plunk. The players all call him 
‘Plink Plunk.“’ 

“Plink Plunk?’ 
“That’s right. We all get a good laugh out of it in between 

blowing bubbles.” 
“I don’t know if I should ask this, but the fans probably would 

like to know. Why do they call him ‘Plink Plunk?“’ 
“Because he plays the tuba.” 
“The tuba? Tubas don’t go ‘plink plunk.” 
“Well, you see, Scott plays the tuba in the Portsmouth 

Peonies. That’s the municipal band that plays in the Norfolk and 
Western rail yard before each game. When he’s done playing, he 
takes his tuba apart and carries it into the locker room. And when 
he drops it on the floor, it goes ‘plink plunk.’ That’s how he got his 
name. The floor’s concrete.” 

“I gather that your lineup is pretty well set then for the 
season.” 

“That’s right. Unless the Braves need some help from the 
Squaws.” 

“Do you plan any special strategy for your games?’ 
“Strategy? What’s that?” 
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“Well, do you have any special Dinkie signs to tell the batters 
and runners what to do?” 

“We sure do. When I spit once that means get a hit. When I 
spit twice that means take a walk. When I spit three times that 
means get hit by a pitch. Jaw sure gets sore before the game’s 
over.” 

“OK. Will you use the hit and run much with this team?” 
“We don’t hold up carry-outs, not unless we don’t get paid 

regular.” 
“Will you use things like the squeeze play or the suicide 

squeeze?” 
“No suicide for our team. We hardly got enough players the 

way it is.” 
“I mean the suicide squeeze.” 
“Any player commits suicide he’s off the team.” 
“Dinkie, you’re a newcomer here to Portsmouth so some 

things here probably aren’t familiar to you. For instance, do the 
dimensions of Branch Rickey Stadium bother you?” 

“Not at all. The stadium seats 853. That’s the biggest park I 
ever managed in. That’s great.” 

“I mean the shape of the field. Does it bother you that the right 
field line is 330 feet long, the left field line is 330 feet long, the 
power alleys are 300 feet deep and it’s 280 feet to dead center?” 

“No, I hadn’t noticed. Why they like that?” 
“It’s the floodwall.” 
“Oh, you mean the dike. Out in Montana we call that a ‘dike.’ 

When I came here the president of the Squaws laughed when I 
called that pile of dirt a ‘dike.“’ 

“OK, Dinkie. One man’s floodwall is another man’s dike. So 
when they put up that dike, they had to rechannel the river or move 
the ball park. They just cut off part of center field.” 
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“When I came here, the president Ore1 Rasher said they put up 
that dike to keep out the Colorado River.” 

“To keep out the Ohio River.” 
“Right. So I just went fishing off the dike. Great place to fish. 

Better than Montana. Caught some big catfish. President Rasher 
said that if I was going fishing there and I saw some water leaking 
through the dike onto the ball field I wasn’t supposed to stick my 
finger into the dike to try to stop it.” 

“And why shouldn’t we stick our finger into the dike?” 
“He said something might bite it off. He said all kinds of 

animals live on the dike. Muskrats, rats, groundhogs. He said they 
have their burrows on the center-field side of the dike.” 

“And did he tell us why our little mrry friends have their 
burrows on the center-field side of the dike?’ 

“Sure. He said those critters feed on dead bodies washed down 
the Mississippi River from West Virginia.” 

“The Ohio River.” 
“Right. And they have their burrows on the centerfield side so 

they can watch the ball games free and collect souvenir baseballs 
hit to the outfield. He said he was going to charge them admission 
this season. He said they even try to get autographs sometimes. 
Then he said, ‘What is the dream of every young man in 
Portsmouth?“’ 

“Dinkie, we can’t tell jokes on this program. Baseball fans 
don’t like jokes, especially dirty ones.” 

“A night on a dike. I didn’t get it.” 
“Well, you turn around and bend over and you will.” 
“Can’t do that, Jerry. Already had my exercise today.” 
“Why, Dinkie, do we suppose that it is the dream of every 

young man in Portsmouth to spend a night on a dike?’ 
“I figured it was to fish for catfish in the Columbia River and 
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look for his lost balls.” 
“The Ohio River. Now, how do you feel about President Ore1 

Rasher’s new innovation to make the games more interesting?” 
“Which one is that?’ 
“I mean the cheerleaders, the Papooses.” 
“I never managed no team that had cheerleaders. But they 

cheer for losing and I’m for them. The players call them the 
‘paypussies.“’ 

“The what?” 
“The paypussies. The players are all for them. Sometimes after 

the game the players go for a stroll with them down along the 
Missouri River.” 

“The Ohio River.” 
“You stroll along any river you want. My players can pick 

their own river to stroll along. Some ofthe players are even talking 
about taking them along when we take the boat up the Hudson 
River to play the Marietta Chiefs.” 

“The Ohio River, please. So, what went wrong in the series 
with the Ashland Ponies?’ 

“After we lost the first two games, I figured we were just 
getting the kinks out. We had a good chance in game three. After 
the Ponies got up on the Squaws by two runs, we still had a chance 
because Plink Plunk was bringing them real good. But then two 
balls hit to the outfield rolled over the dike and into the Rio Grande 
for homeruns and we were behind by ten runs. That was all she 
wrote. It just wasn’t in the cards to win.” 

“Dinkie, it seems to me you Squaws got a good chance to get 
into the win column against the Chiefs. They haven’t won a game 
yet either. It looks to me that they’ve already folded their tents for 
the season.” 

“Why would they do that?” 
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“What?” 
“Fold their tents. They live in tents?’ 
“No, they don’t live in tents. It’s just a figure of speech.” 
“Besides, I thought Chiefs lived in teepees. They do in 

Montana. Boy there’s good fishing out there. Ever been to 
Montana? Good place to play ball. Good place to fish. Trout 
galore.” 

“Dinkie, let’s get back to Marietta.” 
“Marietta?’ 
“Yes, Marietta, Ohio, where you’re going to play the Chiefs.” 
“Jerry, we’re going on the warpath when we get to Marietta. 

We should be 3 and 3 when we head back up the Little Bighorn to 
take on the Wheeling Buffaloes. We wait and see. Tell the fans to 
come out and see us. We got players with major league potential. 
See the stars of the future. See the Squaws who someday might be - 
Braves. I promise them that when we come back from slaughtering 
the Wheeling Buffaloes we’ll hit so many homeruns that it will 
clog up the beautiful Ohio River.” 

“Ladies and gentlemen, sports fans, this is Jerry McLuhan 
saying good-by from station W-A-L-K. This has been ‘Ball 
Banter,’ a daily feature in our ongoing struggle to entertain you 
good folks in Portsmouth. Our guest today has been Horst ‘Dinkie’ 
Braun, the manager of the Portsmouth Squaws. Our thanks to him 
for joining us. Join me again tomorrow at this same time, that’s 
2:30 P.M. on station W-A-L-K, when I will have as my guest 
Celestron Frills, the new second baseman for the Squaws. He will 
explain the fine art of the double play to all of you good sports who 
live along the banks of the ever beautiful Wabash River.” 

* * * 
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