
AS STILL AS A BROOM

Love as still as a broom 
leaning against a fireplace.

All the carpets swept, 
all the ashes grated.

And the candles burned 
down to the black wires.

And the windows frosted 
starless, mooniess.

No shoes under the bed, 
no towel on the floor.

'k .···»., is

Only the crease in the pillow 
and a smell I can’t remember.
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BRIGHTON BEACH VEGETARIAN CAFETERIA 
( f o r  C e lia— T s iv ia —th e  be s t th in g  th e re !)

"I went  back to Br ighton Beach, to the vegetar ian  ca fe te r ia  
I had never been to before,  except  in the memory of  my 
chi ldhood.  When 1 stepped through the doorway,  1 was back 
in the Brooklyn o f  my bubbe, on the superl ine o f  food 
t reasures.  Trays l inked along aluminum ledges—Russian
and o ther  East-European Jews s t i r r ing  spoons in glasses, 
eat ing  babka, .sipping tea through sugar cubes b i t  t ight
between the i r  teeth. Grandma, behind the counter ,  smi l ing:  
"What would you l ike?" I asked for  one of  the soups o f  
the day: cabbage ... borscht  ... potato.  "... Vegetable,"
I decided;  then mused about the pi rogen, chopped herring,  
g e f i l te  fish: "... And vegetable c u t l e t , "  1 added. "That  comes 
w i th  two vegetables," said Grandma (I wanted to cal l  her
that).  —Two vegetables w i th  vegetable cu t l e t  and vegetable 
soup!— I selected what  was fea tu red on the marquee: creamed 
spinach. "And how about  kashe varnishkeo?" she of fered.  
"Now you' re  ta lk ing ! "  1 countered.  Then she pointed at,
p icked up, and presented to me a c h a i lah - ro l l—fresh!—w i th  
real bu t te r  (margar ine  fo r  everybody else). —Ess, ess mein 
k ind !— "W ha t1 to dr ink?" I asked. "F i r s t  you eat , "  she said, 
"Then  you dr ink . "  A f t e r  I tasted my various vegetable 
del ights,  she said, "How 's  every th ing?" "Del ic ious ,"  I repl ied.  
"Every th ing  is wonder fu l .  But  you know what  the best thing 
here is?" "What?"  she smi led. "You !"  I said. "Te l l  my 
boss!" she mot ioned her head to her le f t ,  towards a
middle-aged man w i th  a sl ight  beard, wearing a smal l  yar-
mulke.  So 1 told h im, and he said, "She's the boss." I 
turned back to her and wanted to say, Bubbe, what 's  your
name? But, before 1 could u t t e r  my thoughts,  she said: 
"D on ' t  you know me? I 'm C e lia ."  — T siv ia ! My grandma's 
name!— She smi led,  nodded her head knowingly  (her s i lve r  
and gold hai r - in -a -bun a hazed aura), and said: "Zei  gezunt,
mein k ind!"  I le f t  the restaurant  but quick ly  turned back
to look ( fo r  fear  i t  migh t  disappear). I t  was s t i l l  there! 
I knew 1 could  go home again.

C opyrigh t (c) 1985 by S tan ley 11. Barkan



SABALUCi 
( in  S ic i ly )

I

Gathering the stalks  
of w i ld  baba lue I

sprouting out of  the rim 
of  h i l l s  where temples

end emph!theatres 
s ig n i fy  tha ancient days

when simple people 
climbed cut c f  the valleys

to f ind tha wind 
to touch the source

Now we stand
l ik e  t h is t l e s  amid the sna i ls ,

i
the conic shells  
sp i ra l in g  around the peaks,

wondering the shew and why 
of ths r is e  and f e l l .
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STREETLAMPS

Her marquee smiles—

Streetlamps gawking 
in the alleyways

where blind cats 
rummage in the dark.

Mirror eyes 
reflect the souls 
of passers-by

flashing in the neon smoke,

green cigarettes 
in their glowing mouths.

Only the mannequin windows 
mock her painted hips.



THE DREAMERS

You speak to me of rhymes,
The past, and glorifying times.
I nod my head
And wonder when you' l l  come to bed.

You l i f t  your arm and cigarette 
And breathe out from your nose.
You run your tongue along your lips 
And make them wet.

I trace my fingers, just their tips. 
Along the ridges of your spine 
And linger in the line 
Between your thigh and hips.

A l i tt le wine sits in the glass 
Half of f  and on the chair,
And ashes spill upon the grass 
Of carpet we bought last year.

You speak to me of rhymes 
Arid turn your head.
I roll to my side of the bed 
And dream of glorifying times 
. . .of black olives and red wines.



CAFE K I E V

Cafe K ie v ,  I lo ve  you . . .

I love the  c o rn e r
(Second Avenue & S i x t h  S t r e e t )
where you beckon--
a beacon in the  w i l d e r n e s s ! - -
t h r u s t  ou t  between U k ra in ia n s
& h ip p ie s  panhand le rs  &
bag l a d ie s  cops S
robbers  Korean f r u i t s e l l e r s  &
poets

I love your  g r e e t i n g s  . . .  
f rom dreamy-eyed ingenues,  
b u s h y - t a i l e d  M id -w es te rn  
coeds (bunked a t  NYU), 
venders o f  Vlh. Fosib'Ltò,
Echo ( Lr-i-e+r-tfSfts) , Screw . . .

B u t , most o f  a 11, I love 
your  East  Ind ian  m a i t r e  d ! , 
your  f r e s h ,  peaches-&-cream 
( j u s t  tempora ry )  w a i t r e s s e s  
s p a r k l i n g  a t  the though t  
o f  s e rv in g  me: ("Who is  he?")

Borscht  and p i rogen
and app le  f r i t t e r s
and ro o t  beer f l o a t s
and c h a l l e h  w i t h  f r e s h  b u t t e r
t a s t i n g  b e t t e r  than
bageIs o r  b ia  1 ies or
even f r e s h  rye o r  pumpernickel

B e t t e r  even than my bubbe 
used to  make.
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day l i k e  today .  Then,  I ‘ ve r e a l l y  
g o t  to  watch m y s e l f .  Soul is  q u i c k e r  
than a w in k .  I 'm  hop ing to l a s t  u n t i l  
mid-  o r  l a t e  f a l l .  A f t e r  t h a t ,  w h a t ' s  
the  d i f f e r e n c e  anyway. Clouds a l l  ove r  
the  p la c e ;  s l e e t  and snow; no t  enough 
l i g h t  f o r  any re s p e c ta b le  shadow. You 
shou ld  be h e lp in g  me, you know. The 
moment Sould ca tches  up w i t h  me, y o u ' r e  
gone,  w he te r  you l i k e  i t  o r  n o t .  W e ' l l  
a l l  go i n t o  the ground t o g e t h e r .  So, 
how's i t  go ing ,  w i t h o u t  me to  back you 
up, so to  speak?"
"Eh!  'What d id  you ever  m a t t e r ,  anyway?
As i f  you cou ld  have helped me o u t .
Sure,  you were a lways beh ind me (sometimes 
bes ide  me),  bu t  the number o f  t imes you 
were up f r o n t  w i t h  me, went  f i r s t  i n t o  
the t s w r is  w i t h  me, i co u ld  coun t  on one 
f i n g e r .  A man's is  a lways j u s t  a lo n e .
You and Soul d i d n ' t  make a goddamn 
anyway. You were supposed to  be a s ign  
o f  what  i am in the  i n s i d e .  What nonsense!
As i f  t h e r e ' s  a n y th in g  in the  i n s i d e  
but  a stomach and a ahtnuok and a h o le .
In one h o l e ,  o u t  the  o t h e r .  T h a t ' s  the whole 
t h i n g .  What a man is on the o u t s i e ,  so, 
t h a t ' s  what  he is i n s i d e .  You d o n ' t  need 
the eyes to  m i r r o r  a n y t h i n g .  And, as f o r  you, 
Shadow, y o u ' r e  no Doppe1 g a n g e r . You 've  been 
lo o k in g  o v e r  my s h o u ld e r ,  read ing  too  many 
s to r  i cs . "
" T h a t ' s  what  you say .  You shou ld  o n l y  know 
how many t imes I backed you up, guarded your  
r e a r .  As f o r  my i l l u s t r i o u s  German c o us in ,  
what would you know about  l i t e r a t u r e  o r  
p h i l o s o p h y ,  f o r  t h a t  m a t te r?  You were never 
i n t e r e s t e d  in more than your  stomach, your 

p u ts ,  and you r  to c h is .  " I n  one end and ou t  
the o t h e r "  shou ld  have been you r  f a m i l y  m o t t o . "  
" L i s t e n  who's t a l k i n g ?  What shou ld  you know 
but  my t o c h is .  You were ah/ays  beh ind  me.
As f o r  l i t e r a t u r e ,  p h i 1osophy--why d o n ' t  you 
th row in a r t .  A l l  my l i f e ,  I ha te  a poe t ,  
a p h i l o s p h c r ,  and a p a i n t e r .  Words and p i c t u r e s !  
T h a t ' s  a l l .  eu v . is h t  r r t i t  g u r n i s t l "
" W e l l ,  I go t  to  be g o in g .  A few more m in tu tes  
and Soul w i l l  ca tch  w ind o f  ou r  o l d  argument.
I t ' s  funny though;  y o u ' r e  r i g h t  about  one t h i n g :  
You never needed me. What does a shadow o f  a man 
need w i t h  a shadow?"
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" A h , 11 Max, i s n ' t  i t
a shanda? We s t i l l
d o n ' t  ge t  a lo n g ,  c a n ' t
see eye to eye (you
shou ld  excuse the  e x p r e s s io n ) .
A l l  the t ime v/e were t o g e t h e r ,
1 t r i e d  to  conv ince  you to  see 
th in g s  my way. So, what i ΐ  i t  is 
j u s t  f o r  a l i t t l e  w h i l e  . . .  you* ’ 
jo u rn e y  in the f l e s h  on the e a r t h .
I t ' s  a c l i c h e ,  I know, but  no less  t r u e :
I t ' s  no t  the q u a n t i t y  bu t  the q u a l i t y .

How you l i v e  your l i f e  is  much more 
im p o r ta n t  than how much o f  i t  you g e t .  
Anyway, I 've  g o t  to  look  f o r  Shadow. 
Every t ime  the c louds  come o u t ,  I t h i n k  
I spo t  him. I though t  I saw him over  
the re  by the  dunes.  J u s t  b e fo re  the 
l a rg e  waves b roke ,  and a l l  the c h i l d r e n  
ran sc reaming.  I b e t t e r  see.  He may 
f r i g h t e n  them. I 'm  o f f .  See you when 
you r e a l l y  want  to  t a l k  . . .  and perhaps 
then y o u ' l l  see th i n g s  my w a y - - a t  l a s t ! "

I I : SHADOW

I woke w i t h  a s t a r t .
Something was c reep ing  up 
beh ind  me. I f e l t  i t  s l i p p i n g  
a long  the  nape o f  my neck.
"Nu,  how's by you?" i t  sad.
"Oh . . .  Shadow . . .  i t ' s  you.
What b r i n g s  you back a g a i n . "
" I ' m  no t  back.  J u s t  h i d i n g  f rom 

(_ Soul·. He's o u t  the re  l o o k in g  f o r
me between the  dunes.  I ca tch  g l i s t e n s  
o f  him in the  spume o f  the waves and 
the c h i l d r e n ' s  l a u g h t e r .  I t ' s  a l l  up, 
you kn ow - - th e  game, I m e a n - - i f  he f i n d s  
me. I ' l l  have to  go w i t h  him t h e n . I ' l l  
lose my i d e n t i t y .  Then where would you 
be? J u s t  one more s tep ,  and y o u ' r e  in 
the ground.  I d o n ' t  know. I t ' s  been too 
s h o r t  a t ime being on my own, a t  l a s t .
T h i r t y  days (and no n i g h t s )  a re  b a r e l y  
enough to  compensate f o r  a l i f e t i m e  o f  
being j u s t  a shadow. Wherever you wanted 
to g o , I had t o .  Always j u s t  beh ind you.
The o n l y  t ime you go t  t o  even see me was 
in the  m i r r o r  o r  when the sun was r e a l l y  
h igh  in  the  sky in  the summer. As soon as 
the  s t a r s  came o u t - - z i p !  Gone w i t h  the w ind !  
I l i k e  being on my own. Nobody n o t i c e s  me, 
r e a l l y .  Except on a r e a l l y  b r i g h t  summer

!



METTING MY GHOST
I n  th e  tim e  o f  yo ia ‘ l i f e .  V ive .

- - W it  l i  am Savoy an
I : GHOST
I met my ghost  today ,  
s i t t i n g  on the bench 
on the  boardwa lk  
in  B r  i gh ton Beach .
He s a i d :  "How've  you been?
How're you do ing s in c e  I l e f t ? "
"E m p ty , "  i s a id .
" W e l l , "  he commisera ted ,
" i t ' s  o n l y  n a t u r a l .  I m y s e l f  
f e e l  a l i t t l e  spaced o u t . "  
i d i d n ' t  answer.  I j u s t  d i d n ' t  
f e e l  l i k e  t a l k i n g .  In f a c t ,  I 
d i d n ' t  f e e l  l i k e  a n y t h i n g .
No a p p e t i t e .  No d r i v e .
E v e r y th in g  j u s t  seemed to  pass 
l i k e  the w ind .  A f t e r  a long' 
s i l e n c e ,  my ghos t  s a i d :
"You know, you d o n ' t  look so good.
You need to  g e t  o u t  more,  mix a l i t t l e .
You never wou ld l i s t e n  to  me. W h i le  
you g o t  the chance, I a lways t o l d  you,  
l i v e .  Ess un g ed a in k .' Now look a t  you!
W i th o u t  me, y o u ' r e  n o th in g  more than 
a g o lem . "
1 rema i nded s i  l e n t .
"You r e a l l y  shou ld  have come w i t h  me," 
he c o n t in u e d .  "Shadow l e f t  t h i r t y  days 
b e fo re  ( i n  accordance w i t h  t r a d i t i o n ) .
A c t u a l l y ,  he was supposed to  r e t u r n  f o r  
my d e p a r t u r e ;  so we two cou ld  j o i n ,  as 
was b ^ s h e r t .  Now I have to  search f o r  h im . "  
" S o , "  I s a i d ,  "go about  y o u r  bus iness .
Leave me a l o n e ! "
"B u t  i t  r e a l l y  i s n ' t  any use w i t h o u t  you.
No rea l  subs tance .  S t i l l ,  I ' v e  been having 
a rea l  t ime o f  i t .  1 ge t  to  go anyp lace  I 
wan t ,  any t im e .  Hoo-boy!  I 'm  t e l l i n g  y o u - -  
i t ' s  q u i t e  a f e a s t  f o r  the e yes - -you  should 
excuse the  e x p r e s s io n .  Too bad, I r e a l l y  
d o n ' t  g e t  the  chance to do more than t h a t  . . .  
t h a t  i s ,  j u s t  look .  I t ' s  a rea l  shame. You 
d o n ' t  know what  y o u ' r e  m i s s i n g . "
"You t h i n k  so?" I s a i d .  . "W ha t 's  the d i f f e r e n c e ?  
Here today ,  gone tomorrow. You e a t ,  you d r i n k ,  
you sh tup  around a 1 i t t l  e - - t h e n , d re v d e ro n !
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ON READING MY OBITUARY 
IN THE NEW YORK TIMES

— March 12, 1385

I d i d n ' t  go
to my fu n e ra l  today ,
the day I d ie d .

I t  was re p o r te d  
in the  papers ,
Tfie New York Times.

I f e l t ,  l i k e  Twa i n , 
t h a t  " r e p o r t s  o f  my death 
were g r e a t l y  e x a g g e r a te d . "

I looked in the m i r r o r ;
I was s t i l l  t h e re .
I p inched m y s e l f  and f e l t  i t .

I showed the o b i t  to  ny v : i f e :
She s a i d :  "What e l s e  is  n e w ? . . .
I ' v e  been t e l l i n g  you t h a t  f o r  y e a r s ! "

I wonder what  they had to  say:
That  I was a son o f  on . . .  immigrant  
bu t  the  f a t h e r  o f  Amer icans .

That  I worked
as a t e a c h e r - -
bu t  was rea 11y a p o e t .

1 suppose my e p i t a p h  shou ld  be:
"Here l i e s  one whose name 
was w r i t  on b l a c k b o a r d s . "

I wanted to  go
j u s t  to know
wha t  i t ' d  be l i k e .

I t  i s n ' t  e v e r y d a y , 
you u nde rs tand ,
you ge t  to  see y o u r s e l f  b u r i e d .

What a crowd the re  must have been! 
Everybody coming to  c r y  . .  
bu t  i t  was j u s t  some o t h e r  guy - -  
w i t h  e x a c t l y  the  same name!

#

C o p y r ig h t (c )  1985 by S ta n le y  H. B arkan
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PANHANDLER

Ro11 down 
you r  window,
Mi s t e r ,  
and d o n ' t  you 
be a f r a i d - -  
d o n 1t  you never 
be a f r a i d !
' Cause I ' m a 1 ways 
p o l i t e ,  a i n ' t  1?
I take your n i c k e l , 
thank you,  
and s tep  
away
from your  c a r .  ^

Note:  A found poem



LINES

The black lines scrawl
along the corners of the night
tracing corridors in the caverned sti l lness-
graphs of grey shades to sable.

The reddened sun peers rays in umbered edges 
waking the dark-light of evening's morning.

I'll slide my pen along the lane of my slant vision 
and touch the colors vertical, outside. . .

But for the moment 
I mark the stillness 
with you alone 
in a peopleless city.
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GRANDFATHER

"G i d d y -y a p ! "
G rand fa the r  
commanded 
the horse
p u l l i n g  the j u n k  wagon, 
b la c k  b 1inders  
f o r c i n g  a tunne l  
v i  s ion - -mou th  bi t 
and ha 1 te i—  
re ins to  p u l l  
to  l e f t  o r  r i g h t .
"G i d d y - y a p , "  
s t r a i g h t  ahead 
c l  i p - c l o p p i n g  ove r  
the  cobb les tones  
to newer aspha1t - -  
cold,"^as b r i t t l e  

" c o l d  as tw igs  
snapp ing  a f t e r  
snow fa11s- -  
s p r i g s  ou t
o f  the  ice  and c o a l -  
b 1ack m o rn in g s .
I s t i l l  see him 
and f e e l  the eyes 
l i k e  smal l  b la c k  coa ls  
s e t  a g a in s t  the snow 
o f  a l l  my s t r e e t  
gang as we went 
horsey  r i d i n g  
c a r r y i n g  h is  a u c t i o n  
l o a d - -
G iddyapping through 
the g u t t e r s  o f  
East  New York .
S t i l l  as a p a i n t i n g  
in  my mind.
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TWO GRANDMAS

One grandma 
1 knew, 
the o t h e r  
i d i d n ' t .

Th i s one shopped 
on Belmont  and 

Blake Avenues 
f rom p u s h c a r t s .
Took me w i t h  her  
to  the ch icken  market  
where they  p lucked  
and burned t h e i r  f e a t h e r s ,  

(hole eggs

t n y e i ye i e
f o r  the c h icken  soup 
f i l l e d  w i t h  necks 
and legs
and on ions  and p a r s l e y .  
Oh, the  g r i e b i n e s  
f r i e d  in the  pan - -  
thc  scen t  f l o a t i n g  
around the  k i t c h e n ,  
t h roughou t  the  rooms 
o f  ou r  ra i 1 road f l a t  
o v e r  the  f u r n i t u r e  s t o r e  
on S u t t e r  Avenue.

Grandma, f o r e v e r  c ook ing :  
j a r r i n g  b lu e b e r r y  jam, 
b o i l i n g  app le s  f o r  sauce, 
s p i c i n g  h e r r i n g ,  
chopping  p i k e  and carp  
f o r  g e f i 1te  f i s h .

We were a lways hungry ,
anx ious  to  devour
the s c e n ts ,
the b i t s  and p ieces
o f  ch icken  w i t h  o n io n s ,
the  shma1tz
on f r e s h  rye bread .
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TWO GRANDMAS ( c o n t . )

Grandma s t  i r r ed  
and f i l l e d  
o u r  hunger.

Even now 
as I remember 
her  shopp ing,  
cook i ng , s i n g i n g :
" A 1e i n , a 1ei n - -  
a l l e s  f a r  me ine k i n d e r .
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THE AGUNAH 
(after Enid Dame)

How could he leave me, his wife, 
his ashes chayl, as he called me, 
to fend for myself? Who will 
teach my son Torah? How will 
my daughter have a match without 
a dowry? Now, what will become of us?

Yes, I know his soul burned
for the sins he imagined he committed.
Actually, he did nothing wrong; but sometimes 
his face lost the light that sparked 
when he danced and sang and studied 
the sacred books; a shadow fell over 
his countenance, and he would start 
as from a dream— a journey into the dark 
dwelling place of the yetzer harah, 
where the Old Man would lead him and 
hiss nonsense into his ear. So, I knew 
that, one day, he would go off— not to 
roll himself in the snow or to throw 
himself into the thorns and thistles, 
but to seek ... his shadow.

If I, a woman, would disappear for ten years, 
he, a man, could choose another wife, instantly.
A get would be immediate. The Bet Din 
wouldn't even have to consider. And so 
he'd have another woman swifter than the fall 
of a stone from a cliff to the water. But I, 
a woman, must wait for the Moshiach before I 
could consider him gone and take another.
What shall I do?

If I try to make a living, to ask a stranger
into my house, to taste my kugl or my varnishkes,
to fix his torn shirt or pants, maybe to clip
his beard— they'd all consider me a harlot,
a Jezebel. How then should I provide for my kinder ?
What gates can I open, a woman deserted
by her husband, a husband I served so faithfully?

"Lilith, child of Lilith" is what the other women 
will call me. They know their husbands' eyes 
will wander over me, as if I were there for 
the taking. The space emptied by his going, 
they'd like to fill up in a minute.
Never mind that the Talmud says 
that even an impure thought about 
a woman, even to look at her little finger, 
is as if a man had stripped her naked.

— more: no stanza break—



rkan/"The Agunah''/ρ. 2 ;

They all try to hide their faces;
they shade their eyes but not
the clouds of stormy thoughts gathering
over them, making them shake, shokeling
not with religious fervor but in mortal
combat : the yetzer hatov vs. the yetzer harah.

So, who will suffer an agunah in his house 
or community, when this is how she affects 
the husbands, the sons, the brothers—  
luring them all like the children of Lilith, 
all the hobgoblins and demons issued 
from the seed she catches from the spilt 
seed of Onan and the emissions at night 
with thoughts of agunot?

It would have been better 
to be Lilith, born separate, free to do 
as I’d choose, at least not bound subservient 
to Adam by his rib. No wonder Lilith ran 
away, born herself of earth, like Adam, 
equal to him, therefore, equal in choices, 
free to utter her own thoughts, free to 
pluck and taste of any fruit, free to wander 
in the garden and even name a creature or two 
herself: separate she could even brood her own 
line of descendents, unlinked to the names 
Adam conjured and noted as son-of. .a -u -

So all the children of Eve, a second-choice wife 
for Adam (even God makes mistakes!), are named 
for him— not me!— and we— all of us— can never 
howl free— be vildeh chayas, if we choose— in 
the woods of our own way. His rib, indeed!

I must do what Lilith did,
go off on my own, children in hand;
I’ll do my own naming, select my own place 
and path, cast off my roles as ashes chayl 
and agunah, and seek myself in the world 
as Woman, woe-to-man, singer of the song 
of myself— a person of my own choice.

#

Copyright (c) 1984 by Stanley H. Barkan
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COUNTING

I have counted 
b r i c k s  on 
a wal 1
o p p o s i t e  the  window 
o f  my g r o u n d - f l o o r  
apartmen t -house  room 
on Van S i c l e n  Avenue,
East  New York ,  
and wondered 
a t  what I
cou ld  accompl i sh  by 
c o u n t in g  them.
What wou ld I know?
And i f  I counted 
a 11 the  ! eaves on 
a t r e e ,  wou ld I then 
know the t ree?  Know 
the w a l l  o f  b r i  cks?
L ik e  the  song,
i f  I counted " a l l  the s t a r s
in the  m id n ig h t  sky,
eve ry  wave and each
f  i r e f i  y , 11
would I know
the sea,  the c r e a t u r e ' s
o f  the  land,
the sky?
When we map 
sky i n t o  Zod iac ,  
as we have mapped 
r i v e r s  arid seas 
and c o n t i n e n t s ,  
do we know 
the  w o r ld ,  
the u n i ve rse ? !
As a boy , I mapped and coun ted .



S ta n le y  H. Barkan 
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HEELS-BEELS

L ik e  a Dick I r a c e y  
c h a r a c t e r ,
I s t  i 1 ted  ^ y  way 
under the DMT " E l "  
o f  East  New York -  
Bro\ ;nsvi 1 le  
bo rde r  l i n e .
E le va ted  ! looked 
ove r  the c o rn e r  candy s t o r e ,  
I t a l i a n  b a r b e r ,  f l o r i s t ,  
u p h o l s t e r e r  above which we l i v e d - -  
long r a i l r o a d  f l a t  where 
Grandma, Grandpa,
Unc lesHaro ld  and Hymie 
( j u s t  k i d s ,  then)
1 i ved i n the room 
behind mine
lo o k in g  o v e r  the  ro o fs  
where I wandered 
s u rv e y ing  the  l i t t l e  gardens 
beh i nd the  walkups 
on S ned ike r  Avenue.

"Hey, H e e ls -B e e ls ,  
l e t ' s  p l a y ! "
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GREAT EXPECTATIONS

When he a r r i v e d  in A r l e s ,  
he expected  to  f i n d  sunsh ine ,  
i n s tea d  he found snow; 
when I a r r i v e d  in New York ,
I expected  to  f i n d  snow,
in s tea d  i found a c i t y  o f  sunsh ine  and l i g h t .

Thus i t  is  w i t h  e x p e c t a t i o n s :
when you expec t  the  bes t,
you a re  t r i p p e d  up by the gods;
when you expec t  the w o rs t
- - n o t h i n g  a t  a l  1 ! - -
you a re  sometimes s u r p r i s e d
beyond you r  w i l d e s t  e x p e c t a t i o n s .

Great  e x p e c t a t i o n s !
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STRINGS

I di d n ' t  co l 1e c t  
p ieces  o f  s t r i n g

l i k e  a headbent  
Mauppasant c h a r a c te r

but  i looked down 
a t  the ground o f t e n

seek ing  b o t t l e  caps 
f o r  p la y i n g  s k e l l y

l o s t  baseba1 ! cards
" t i c k e t s "  f o r  bundles and knucks

marb les  and f i l b e r t s  
to p la y  banker b roke r

and . . » o h , y e s , 
mi 1k b o t t l e  wi res

to  s t r i n g  my t i n  cans 
i n t o  te lephone  connec t ions

over  the  ro o f t o p s  
to  iK e  gang.

/v /Y
r  11 was o n l y  

a pi  ece o f  w i r e .
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DREAMBOX
Ifne re  dreams a re  s to re d .

— D enise L e v e rto v

Out o f  my b lu e  l o c k e r ,

my boyscout  patches 
and n e c k e r c h ie f  s l i d e s

my c e r t i f i c a t e s  o f  m e r i t  
f rom j u n i o r  h igh  school

my f o r e i g n  co ins  
and American stamps

my albums o f  photos
o f  cous ins  and aunts and uncles

i "  i t t e r f  1 i es

and Yusel  and

r i kermounts

"H e e ls !  Come

. . .  the  box where a l l  
my dreams are  s t o r e d .



*

S ta n le y  H. Barkan 
239 Wynsum Avenue 
M e r r i c k ,  NY 11566

PAYWACKET

Neighbors s a id  
he crawled  up 
the d r i veway 
a f t e r  the ca r  h i t  him

He lay the re  
b la c k  c a t  
on
b la c k  top

w a i te d  f o r  me 
to  come home

as he used 
to  w a i t  f o r  me

to  come home
from work
back arched
l i k e  a q u e s t io n  mark

f u r  t i n g e d  brown 
in the  e a r l y  summer sun

le a p in g  over  grass 
and f r o n t - l a w n  fence

up and down 
the  t rees  
a 1 ong
the s id ewa lks

where we would 
jo g  to g e th e r

He was a ca t  
you know

and he came home 
to  d i e .

#

C o p y r ig h t  (c) 1984 by S tan le y  H. Barkan
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Jr

THE CATS OF JERUSALEM

They have 
no a l l e g i  ance to 
Byzant i ne ,
C r u s a d e r ,
Sa ra c e n ,
Armen i a n ,
Ottoman, o r  
Judean.

Mi nd1 ess 
o f  sacred 
e a r t h ,  s tones ,  
sanctum sanctorum,  
they t r e d ,

c r a w l ,
paw

the i r  e a r t h ,
the i r  s t o n e s ,
t h e i r  passageways--
seek ing  nests
f o r  k i  t t en s
born to
c l  aw
and scamper 
and meow 
and howl 
a t  muezzin,  
shofa r s ,
u l u l a t i n g  Yemeni tes,  

Pa lashas , 
s h o k e l i  ng Has i d im . 
Ears f l a t t e n e d  
a t  p e r t u r b a n c e - -  
the  ca ts  
know o n l y  
the i r  own 
way.

§

C o p y r ig h t  (c) 1984 by S tan le y  H. Barkan
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r * = ^ \  VTHE (FLEMISHyVIS 1 TOR

She looked 1i ke 
a Flemish  p a i n t i n g - -  
her  nose gna r le d  
as a t r e e  in A r le s  
t w i s t e d  w i t h  the  subdued 
l i g h t  o f  the p o r t r a i t ' s  
r e f l e c t i o n  in her  s p e c t a c le s .
(Such s p e c t a c le s ! )

A f t e r  the  l i g h t s  went ou t
and the peop le  who dazed
t h e i r  way th rough the c o r r i d o r s ,
and the  guard o f  the g a l l e r i e s
a l l  swept ou t  any i n a d v e r t e n t
l i n g e r e r  (a lo ng  w i t h  t h e i r  shadows),
her  im p r i n t  s t i l l  remained,
etched on the g la s s  frames
n o n - r e f  1e c t i ve s u r f a c e - -
caught  as i f  van Gogh o r
Rembrandt o r  Hals
had j u s t  s tepped ou t  o f  a c o rn e r
and decided to  do one more
(posthumous)
l i k e n e s s  o f  y e t  a n o the r  
Dutch o r  F lemish  v i s i t o r .

a f t e r  the  van Gogh a t  A r l e s  
e x h i b i t  a t  the  M e t r o p o l i t a n  
Museum/12/01 /8A



so? "7“

So
y o u ' v e  c rossed
25 m l i e s
o f  d e s e r t
in  s u b t r o p i c a l
heat  w l t h  you r
who le f a m i l y  and
a l l  o f  t h e i r  b e lo n g in g s
w i t h o u t  food o r  w a te r  o r  shade
w a lk i n g  a l l  the  way

So
y o u ' v e  come a l l  the  
way f rom Romania 
a f t e r  h i d i n g  in  c e l l a r s  
f o r  the who le  o f  the war 
w i t h o u t  schoo l  and w i t h  
o n l y  scraps o f  food 
and a t  the  mercy 
o f  y o u r  mere i l e s s  
ne i ghbors  — eve ryone 
l o o k in g  f o r  you 
to  p un ish  you f o r  
y o u r  s i m i l a r  d i f f e r e n c e

So
v- . .· a f t e r  the  war

the l i b e r a t o r s  
hunted  and hated  you too 
and worked you 
and cu rsed  you 
and swore t h a t  
you r  d i f f e r e n c e  
w o u l d n ' t  m a t t e r  
i n the  s i mi 1 i t  ude 
o f  comradesh ip

So
now you are here 
as you say

S o . . .?



IH OHRID
Uiaoedonia)
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ti. G. Wells
guides us,
our V i r g i l ,
through the museum
o f  drydocked boa ts ,
v6>men w i t h  w a t e r j a r s ,
ch i ld ren  w i t h  f i s h i n g  ro d s .

In the center 
of the panorama 
of time 
*,-e e n te r , 
the light
of the Byzan t ines  »
enters us
*ru we burn
with a blue flame.

The icons
fix us with the! r 
direct stare 
sfld we are 
tt11 led.

S tan ley  H. Barkan 
239 Wynsum Avenue 
M e r r i c k ,  New York  11566
(516) 863-5635 Bio n o te :  S ta n le y  H. Barkan,  p u b l i s h e r /

e d i t o r  o f  Cross-Cul tura l  
Communications, a
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X Λ

MY LAST DUKE
She had

A heart.— how shall I_ say?— too soon made glad.
— Robert Browning

You'd think that
smiling was a crime,
and what did I have to smile about?
A cold, draf ty
palace ... who could
ever come here
and not wonder at
the things? But
him, my last duke,
caressing only his
obj ects— me ...
just another one of
them. It's little wonder
I could smile at
all. His 900-year-old name!
They'd all smile 
if they knew how 
little it meant 
to be a duchess 
for such a man 
who possessed 
but never gave, 
whose every look 
was cold flame.
Now I look out
of my frame
at visitors
he brings to
show me off
and brag about how
he asserted his authority,
planning for his next duchess.
Well ...
I'm still 
smiling.

Copyright (c) 1984 by Stanley H. Barkan

1
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INFERNO TREES

Da ohe f a t t e  f u  p o i d i  sangue bruno, 
r ico m in c iò  a d ir :  "Perché mi s c e r p i? . . .  
Uomini fummo, e or sicuri f a t t i  s t e r p i : . . .

L ik e  the t rees  
t h a t  b led
in Dan te 's  In fe r n o ,  

these  t rees
in the V i l l a  d 'A d r ia n a  
seem as i f  
peop le  were 
to r n  o u t  o f  them,

r i  pped f rom 
the c e n t e r s .

P a r ts  o f  sou ls  
s t i l l  l i  n g e r ,

s h i mme r i n 
the  n i g h t  
o f  f  i r e f i i e s .

S ta rs  echo
t h e i r  coded f l a s h e s .

I , t o o , fee l  
1 i ke a sou 1 
r ip p ed  ou t  
o f  a t r e e .

#

C opyright (c) 1984 by S ta n le y  H. Barkan

Note:  When i t  had grown more dark  w i t h  b lo od ,
i t  asked a g a in :  "Why do you break  me o f f ? .  
We were once men and now are  a r i d  s tum ps . "
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TO THE WALLS 
( ion. Na-t Scammacca)

So,
l i  theme'4 no one. 
theme, 
i ' l l  le a d  
to the ce lling ,
the window and doom. 
i ' l l  declaim 
to the chalts, 
the booki 
on the ih e lve i, 
the empty g la a e i  
on the tables.
At  lea&t 
i ' a  be able 
■to n ecui 
what I want'.

Copy tig h t lc) 1984 by Stanley H. Balkan 
Published In  LIPS H ,  P a ll, 1984.



TO A BROOKLYN POET
( f o r  M e n k e  K a t z )

Build me no monuments in Borough Park, 
Statues for wild pigeons to decorate.
Let no one scurry through my attic 
Nibbling bits and pieces of my life 
Over the inkweiis and the broken cups.
Just let my words live freely in the 
Land of Manna, the third heaven, or where 
Only children play, delighting in honey milk 
Of the stars and mooncakes of the angels.
0 Lord, let the insecis sing my lyrics,
The worms feast on the flesh of my soul,
The furry beasts make selahs for each dawn.

Stanley H. Barken

From Bubbes & Bubbemttses by Stanley H. Barkan 
Cross-Cultural Communications Post-a*Poem Senes 1 Number 20 

Copyright© 1979
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CONSTELLATIONS
C o n s te l la t io n s  o f  pape r 

— D enise L e v e rto v

Whole zod iacs
p a t t e r n e d  on the s id e w a lk
blown ove r  the puddles
the lakes o f  s a i l s
t r i a n g l e d  r e f l e c t i o n s
s t r i n g i n g  ou t  leaves o f  s t a r s
one-winged comets
swooping upwards
down i n t o  the  b la c k  holes
o f  s e w e r ^ s t r e e t  co rners
under the f l a s h  o f  s top  and go.



S ta n le y  H. Barkan 
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LOOKING OUT THE WINDOW
. . .  in remembrance o f  ano the r  
wi ndow l i t .

--Yehuda Amichai

I remember
lo o k in g  ou t  the window 
i n t o  the c o u r t y a r d  
w i t h i n  the b r i c k  o f  the 
b u i l d i n g s  where my ne ighbors  
and I 1 i ved in o l d  
East  New York ,  B ro o k l y n .
I r i s e s . s t r u n g  a Iong 
the corded row;.:
T u l i  p s , r o s e s , 
ra inbows o f  f l o w e r s .
Over the r o o f t o p s :
1 o s t  punchba1 I s , 
s o f t b a l l s ,  h a r d b a l l s - -  
a l !  the c i r c l e s  o f  p l a y .  
B la c k ie  ra c in g  w i l d l y  
o v e r  the t a r t o p s ,  
d e c o r a t i n g  the b lack  
w i t h  brown.
In wi nt r ,  the c lean  
wh i te  snow 
covered a l l .

if

3 /22 /85
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THE TREES OF MY CHILDHOOD ( c o n t . )

IV :  P in es  

P i nes
were f o r e i g n  t rees
n a t i v e  to t h i s  s o i l
f o r  o l d e r  immigrants  o n l y .
Wo, the newer ones,  
were the g reenhorns .
When c o ld  and ice  
and s l e e t  came-- 
p i 1 ed h i gh in 
the b l i z z a r d  o f  ' k ' ] - -  
we b u i l t  f o r t r e s s e s  
o f  snow & i c e - - t o o k  
p o s i t i o n s  on e i t h e r  
s id e - - u s e d  o u r  o range- 
c r a t e  r i f l e s
and p i s t o l s - - o i l  c l o t h  s t r i p s  
o u r  bu1le ts -~ snow -  
ba11s our  g renades .
We h u r l  ed ou r wli i to  
m i s s i l e s  o f  g r e e t i n g ,  
f l i c k e d  o f f  the n a i l s  
o u r  w i n t e r  s p i n n e r s - -  
a 11 in our  d i s p l a y  
b e fo re  the  War God 
o f  Chr is tmas 
p ine  t r e e s .

a



THE TREES OF MY CHILDHOOD

I I I :  A i la n th u s

St i nkweeds 
were  a l s o  t r e e s ,  
t r e e s  t h a t  r e a l l y  
g rew in  B r o o k l y n - - 
a n y w h e r e - - a 11eyways 
between ten e m e n ts ,  
p i l e s  o f  d u s t  g a th e r e d  
a t  s t r e e t  c o r n e r s ,  
garbage p a i l s ,  g r o u t i n g  
in  t h e  b r i c k  b u i l d i n g s ,  
b a c k y a r d s - - c e n t e r s  o f  a l l  
the  b lo c k s  t h a t  marked 
th e  t e r r i  t o r i e s  
o f  o u r  l i t t l e  
s t r e e t  g a n g s - -  
where w e 'd  s c u r r y  
u nd e r ,  be tween,  t h r o u g h  
to  s e c r e t  p la c e s  
in abandoned houses .
They were  o u r  t r e a s u r e  p a l a c e ,  
p i ra t e ' s t  r o v e .
And a i 1a n t h u s / s t i n k w e e d  
was o u r  palm t r e e  
in  t h i s  p a r a d i s e  
o f  o u r  im ag in ed  g l o r i e s .

—S ta r ite li H. Barkan

C o p y r ig h t  ( c )  1985
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THE TREES OF MY CHILDHOOD

I I :  Maples 

Maples
were a l s o  t rees  
in o u r  s h t e t 1 
o f  B ro o k l y n ,  New York .  
T h e i r  season was s p r i n g ,  
w i t h  pugnoses f l u t t e r i n g  
1 i ke one-wi  nged 
b u t t e r f l i e s ,  s p i r a l i n g  
a l l  the way to  the edge 
o f  cu rb  and g u t t e r .
Tossed by smal l  b reezes,
hardy as weeds,
they  n e s t l e d
i n to  a s p h a l t
sfrti· f o r c ed
the  i r  way upwa rds
o u t  o f  the  c racks
o f  cement squares
where we p layed  bundles
and checkers and n u t s .
P ic k  i t  up, b reak  
the wing and the  c e n t e r ,  
pu t  both  thum bna i ls  
i n t o  the c ra c k ,  
and s p r e a d - - t h e  seed 

■fc\[( S un-Loe1«s 1 i ke  a pear l  
f rom a c lam—
then p inch i t  on you r  nose- 
Pugnose!

( c o n t . )
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THE TREES OF MY CHILDHOOD
· · ·  f o r  th e  tr e e s  o f  o n e ’s ch ild h o o d  
a re  th eT o u ch to n es  o f  a l l  l a t e r  t r e e s .

- -W ill ia m  lieijen

I :  Sycam ores

T rees
on my b lo c k  
were a l l  sycamores,  
i tchy b a l l s  d ang l ing  
in the e a r l y  f a l l .

We'd g a th e r  them up 
a f t e r  they f e l l ,  
c rush  them i n t o  
bowls o f  w ispy  shreds 
(m or ta red  and p e s t l e d )  
ready f o r  pushing 
down a g i r l ' s  b louse  
o r  o t h e r  u n l i k e l y  v i c t i m  
t r e s p a s s in g  on o u r  t e r r i t o r y :  
W i l l i a m s  Avenue,
East  New York ,
B r o o k l y n .



IN THE BACK OF A GROCERY STORE

I ,  to o ,  have sa t  in the back
o f  a g r o c e r y  s t o r e
ponder ing  the s e c re ts
o f  the u n i v e rs t
e a t i n g  p i s t a c h i o  nuts
f rom a broken mach ine - -
co id in  the dark  Sunday morn ings .

F a t t y  s i i  ces 
o f  lo x  la ye red  
on wax paper
topp ing  t h i c k  cream cheese 
oversp read  on s a l t  b ag e ls ,  
g u a r t s  o f  w a x -c a r to n  m i l k  
washing down the hungry b i t e s .

The w a l l s  o f  boxes 
packed and unpacked,
s tacks  o f  cans,  soap,  B r i l l o ,  k e t c h u p - -  
d e l i v e r i e s  to  s team-ho t  h a l lw ays  
t i e r e d  h ig h  w i t h  l a s t  weekend's 
newspapers,  magazines,  books,  
ca ts  meowing a t  the scent  
i n o v e rp i 1ed bags.

I ,  t oo ,  have yearned
in dark  e a r l y  mornings
f o r  sweaters  b u r s t i n g
a t  the  press o f  sweet young b r e a s t s ,
the baseba l l  s m i l e s ,
the Cheer ios w i t h  app le  s l i c e s ,
the hard r o l l s  and sugar -and-c ream c o f f e e .

i ,  too ,  m in g le  
my pas t  more n t  s
w i t h  c la s h  o f  y o r t z e i t :  cand les .



CN THE Μ I LKBOXES
( f c i ■ Howard S traxem an)

x '

Cn the m i l kboxes  
in f r o n t  o f  the o ld  
g r o c e r y  s t o r e

and e ie va  to t  t r a i n s  
j o s t l e d  t h e i r  way 
to  r i d  bathhouses

where junkmen 
j ano led :
"We cosh c l o t h e s ! "

i n the t i  e o. 1
c o L to n -c a n d ) ed Ηογ .
o f  Coney P ! <>\ lane!

and ices men
cere w i t h  a l l
the i r  f o re  ign f r u i  ts
ra i  nbowing
ou r  a p p e t i t e s

and the f i r t b i kr. s 
r o 1i ed
t h i r hoop i r.g whec > s 
a i l  the way 
to  Canars le

and k n is h  k in g s  
r o l l e d  c r i s p  
and hard-edged 
squares o f  dough

and the pass ing
o f  chow mein f, chop suey t r a y s  
th rough  i r n c r - c o u r t y a r d  windows.

and you and 1
and a i l  the  h u c k le b e r r y

There we spoke o f  e v e r y t h i n g :  -fl· 
"Ask me a n y t h i n g ! "  you d e f i e d / . .

gang p layed  nu ts
a g a in s t  cha1k -s c r a w le d  w a l l s

and Shimbo
in c i s e d  deep shimmies 
in tf ie sp r ing -w arm  a s p h a l t

p l a y i n g  b a n k e r -b ro k e r  
a f t e r  the t o s s in g  
o f  bundles 
o f  baseba11 t i cke ts  
and s l i d e  o f  soda caps 
in the s k e l l y  square

and a l l  the s t r i n g s
o f  m i l k - w i r e s
spread f rom room-to -room
house- to -house
a long  the  r o o f t o p s
o f  o u r  minds

Cn the m i l kboxes  
in f r o n t  o f  the  o ld  
g ro c e r y  s t o r e .

and pigeons cooed
in t h e i r  ch icken-mesh coops
and s t i c k b a i  1 tosses
eve r the t h i r d  1 eve !
o f  the g r e a t  gas s to rag e  tank

r fo M fi f if a f f ij M x y i



l_ I lUOl/IUW
lamento di cucciolo - gemito 

[dal mio cuore, 
o trattenuto scoppiando nell’ 

penetra nel silenzio mattutino 
cascate di Nespelem dove 
moni danzano il two-step sugli 

[arcobaleni. 
:oa le mie lacrime; io canto 
bia dal Lago Owhi & io canto 
di tempi lontani io sono solo 

[tanto soio 
: nco-amerikano mi rattrista

; nonno) è morto 
ionna) è morta

1 di guerra del campo di con- 
[centramento di Oklahoma 

orio nel nostro Paese 
morti 

sanguino 
fa male 
fa male 
fa male
e della loro vita, parte del mio

[spirito
rgenti glaciali ai piedi della mon-

[tagna
e del mattino il mio cuore sor-

tgerà
• lume rosse e gialle danzeranno 

[sotto i pini 
ore tanto pesante finalmente si 

[sveglierà
vivo
Nemipu sono esseri umani che 

[respirano
noi

siamo
vivi.
PH!L GEORGE 

(Nez Percé/'Timshian)

iPOLE DI SICILIA
per Phil George & Sat. S.

Cascate di Nespelem 
eremo nespole d ’oro 
cilia, dove,
passo felpato’ va l’Indiano

>ve
Siciliani tornando chissà da dove 

ari dalla Cina (*) 
vano la ’casa’, la Sicilia 
orso della Tartaruga 
ve ora finalmente cresceranno 

vole doro di Sicilia.
NAT SCAMMACCA

Vedi Seattle o T(hjrinacria 
CBye Bye America)

POLVERE SI POSERÀ
nonna
gevo a vederla seduta 
agiata alla dura forza 

roccia
vdo la forza le è venuta meno, 
ve siamo arrivati
trito ?
no poveri come la terra 
jn  mondo
e lande pecore e canzoni 
ora c ’incantano, 
dorè polveroso dei 
veggi di Gallup sarà 
leordo dei nostri figli, 
loro notti senza sogni 

ghi giorni di attesa.

2

3 mio
-idi treeo o  spesso

<> O <>

RIPENSAMENTO
Cavalcando 
renne fantasma 
su alti precipizi 
nei canyon il fiume 
collana di torquato; 
il cuore in paura 
sente la morte, 
echi di mie grida 
implorando pietà 
cadono su tele di ragno 
e si attuitiscono.
Grida l’aquila 
e rimprovera
il puma borbotta vendetta, 
il tuono romba lontano e vicino, 
fulmini a intermittenza 
colpiscono sporche coscienze.
Scocco la freccia e 
inghiotto ia gemma de! Peyote 
sollevato, giuro; 
non ucciderò l’orso 
che a colpi di lingua 
sbatte i pesci sulla riva 
perché egli è mio padre.
Mio padre appartiene 
al clan dellOrso. .

LOUIS OLIVER/LITTLE COON 
• Piccolo Procione - 

(Muskogee Yaqui)

Se dovessi sentire 
una voce 
venire da 
una roccia 
saprei
che sono le sue parole 
a scorrere in me 
come la luce 
quando qualcuno 
smuove le ceneri 
di un fuoco dormente 
di notte.

RAY YOUNG BEAR - Giovane Orso 
(Mesquakie)

<><><>

CANZONE DELLA STIRPE

Non offendere 
il purosangue, 
non offendere 
i bianchi, 
stai lì 
al centro 
della strada 
maledetta

IU ouiiw >m ,---
lo sono il cavallo az

lo sono il pesce cl

Io sono la luce ves 
lo sono l’aquila che 
lo sono un grappoli 
lo sono la stella pi 
lo sono il freddo < 
lo sono i! crepitìo 
lo sono il luccichìc 
lo sono il lungosei 
lo sono fiamma di 
lo sono il cervo s 
lo sono campo di

lo sono il vertice

lo sono la fame d 
lo sono il sogno ■ 
Vedete, io sono v 
lo ho un’ottima ri 
lo ho un’ottima r 
lo ho un’ottima r

Vedete, io sono 1

da: «LA VIPERA CORNUTA»
(Ed. Cross-Cultural Communications)

O <> O
da: «il pìglio del traduttore»

(Ed. Croos-Cuituraì Communications)

IL FIGLIO
DEL TRADUTTORE
I miei occhi costretti a guardare
in due direzioni,
divisi come quelli
del pesce che nuota
in superficie il suo sguardo a cogliere
profondità di acqua e cielo.

Come il fagiano
portato qui dagli Europei,
io devo avere l ’abilità di vivere tra
i filari del Granturco
o volare quando non ho
più riparo.
Una vecchia storia dice 
che le mani del Briccone 
una volta litigarono.

Una tirò fuori li coltello 
e colpì la sorella.
Quelle sono cicatrici sul palmo della mia

[mano.
JOSEPH BRUCHAC 

(Abenaki)

«il figlio del traduttore» è un termine usa­
to tra la tribù Lakota quando si vuol indi­
care una persona di discendenza indiana 
mista con bianchi.

O O O
da: «NELLA NEBBIA SCURA»

e sarai colpito.

GOGISGi/CARROL ARNETT 
(Cherokee)

N E S P O L E

(A Joe Bruchac, Kahionbes, Gogisgi, Li· 
Coon, Lance Henson)
Raccolgo nespole
nel giardino
di Nat Scammacca
per gli amici indiani
frutti di luce dell’arancio sole
Frutti dolci
nella coppa delle mie mani 
che bagnano le mie dita aperte 
intrecciate con corone 
di foglie e fiori 
mature gorgoglianti attraverso 
radici assetate sotto 
un cielo siciliano 
i semi come ciottoli marroni 
in una cesta piena, un legame 
tra l’isola Trinacria 
e la Terra Tartaruga.

STANLEY H. BARKAN 
(America)

CAMPEGGIO SULLA 
MONTAGNA PIOVOSA
«Non c e confusione d’immagini nell’occhio 
ma una collina un albero o un uomo.» 

(N. Scott Momaday «House of Dawn»)

POESIE PE 
VENUTO [
Pascoli di cervi 
si apposta nell.· 
il salice del fluì

ai bambini che

Nelle loro cas

portatori della 
cantano le prc

Quando i cepf

cacciatori da! 
entreranno ni

dormendo nel

attorno al lag 
si posano su 
Gli anziani h 
nuvole romb

accostano l ’c 
sentono zoo< 
tributi di ba 
il polso dell

(Ed. Crcss-Cultural Communications) L'erba si piega: i suoi fili si rompono al
[vento

gli Indiani della Riserva dimenticano di
[leggere

La montagna è snella nella luce 
c’è qualcosa di duro in questa terra 
ti rende cattivo nei sogni della notte; 
ti gonfi ma sai di avere un’anima.
Perché ritrovi te stesso qui ?
Ti sei trovato in luoghi migliori, hai bevuto

[birra
a Vuma finché strade liquefatte trasudano

da: TOÌ 
Storia

Alcuni bia 

e lottaror

alcuni de
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v Betsy Bardick
Cosmopolitan Was Her Bible

she was so kind to me
my first day of work at the bank
she took me to lunch
told me all the gossip worth hearing
was friendly off and on for months
i had spent some of my time
from high school up until now
learning about men
some cf it was easy
the rest wasn't
but on a cold day in january 
in the ladies room on the second floor 
i got a crash course about women 
the conversation started out normally 
something about a saie on bras 
at bambergers 
and ended
with her hand on my breast
some panic
and a whole lotta
you've got to be kidding
went through my mind
i don't know if it was innocence
or just ignorance
out i stood there
mouth opened wide
brush in my hand
laughing at her for minutes
until she left
a few months went by
she moved up to personnel
i was let go
something about being emotionally unbalanced

Monet's Garden
i sit
in row boat
cliffon embraces
the softness
of baby lotion
and razor blades
the hat i wear
of woven straw
hides from view
my hair
the hair
that each
night makes a
pillow of satin
for you my love to sleep on

Stanley H. Barkan
Nespole

(for Joe Bruchac, Kahionhes, Gogisgi, Little Coon. 
Lance Henson)

i pick
nespole
offerings
for my Indian friends
from ScammaccaNat's
garden
fruits of orange
sunlight
like nectarines
overgrown
berries
sweet
filling my cupped 
hands
wetting my open
fingers
tangled with
garlands
of leaves and
flowers
ripe
rainfall gurgling 
through thirsty 
roots
under the Sicilian 
sky
pits like brown 
pebbles 
a basketful

to plant
an earthbond

between Trinacria 
and Turtle island.

ScammaccaNat found on an ancient Sicilian coin, thought to be 
the original name of Nat Scammacca, spokesman for the Sicilian 
Antigruppo fa literary-arts movement] and editor of the "Third 
Page" of Trapani Nuova, western Sicily's main weekly paper. 

Trinacria — the ancient name for Sicily.
Turtle Island — the American Indian name for North America



COCKROACHES
(fo r Dsvid B. Axelrod) - 3 -

I $ ' s ai I e p lo t—
They're there 
behind the walls.
Each of the»
is a hug
listening? recording, reporting.
One day, a f te r  the long hours of dark. 
We'll return
fresi the lampi i t  s treets ,
Step Into the corr idors,
Inch our way
Up the narrow s ta i rw e l ls .
Unlock the latch,
Slide through the doorway 
Into the blackened room, 
flash on the l ights—
And catch
ΑΠ the cockroaches 
Scattering 
Across the walls,
Under the chairs Ù doors.
Out of the boxes,
Cans & bow ls .
Across the tables.
Under the wall paper—
Exploding Into our faces 
With their Ftorshach design 
Having,

moving
sack

behind
Away

from our un l i t  
Consciousness.. .
But always there I

m m sm m B aB m oB B B B E atr



S tan ley  H. Barkan 
239 Wynsum Avenue 
M e r r i c k ,  NY 11566

CARESSING STARS
. . .  that corei a of &ky 
and AtajiA woi unforgettable.

--Chatm Potok

Reach up
f o r  the  l i g h t ,  ra d iance  
gleaming ou t
o f  the  depths  ( tohu  b o h u ) , 
the  o t h e r  s id e  ( s i t r a  a c h r a ) .
A l l  forms o f  l i g h t ,  emanat ions :
The l i g h t  o f  und e rs tan d in g  

b e fo re  b i r t h , 
b e fo re  the  angel k i s s e s

the knowledge f rom you r  eyes,  
removes the  f l e s h  between nose 
and mouth;

The 1 i gh t  t h a t  burns
l i k e  a m i r a c l e  in a c ruse  o f  
o i l  f o r  e i g h t  days ( w i t h  o i l  
enough f o r  o n e ) :
NES GADOL HAYAH SHAM!

The branches o f  the  menorah 
b le s s in g  the  Sabbath,

the  f e s t i v a l s ;
The Ner Tamid

c e a s e le s s l y  i l l u m i n a t i n g  
r e f r a c t e d  pr isms ( c h i a r o s c u r o ) ;

The cand le  i g n i t e d
in s tead  o f  c u r s in g  the  da rk ;

The f i r s t  dawn--EN SOF
( w h i te  on b la c k  f l a m e ) ,

The ka le ido sco pe  o f  ra inbow 
a f t e r  f o r t y  r a i n y  days 
and n i g h t s ;

The b r id g e  f l a s h i n g  f rom eye to  
o b j e c t  ;

The y o r t z e  i t
f o r  l o s t  loved ones;

The bu lb  l e f t  on in your  room 
f o r  f e a r  o f  shadows;

The g l a r e  you dream you e n te r  
th rough the  ga te  o f  dea th ;

The s e p h i r o t  o f  Moon & Sun
( l e s s e r  and g r e a t e r  l i g h t s ) ,  
rays f l o w i n g  over  the  Sea o f  G a l i l e e  

b ru sh in g  your e y e l i d s ,  
t o u c h in g  your cheeks and l i p s ;  

Your own f i n g e r s  
- - s p a r k s  in the  d a r k - -  
c a re s s in g  s t a r s .

#



Stanley H. Barkan 
2^9 Wynsum Avenue 
Merrick, NY 11566

STENCL'S HEFTELE

I

Bits of I Ight
of the Jewish moon
eek through
the perpetual d r iz z le
shrouding
the London twi 1 ight

lost voices 
din between
the wide walks of Whitechapel 
resisting diurnal whir

Stencl ,
ghost of a l l  the Yiddish poets, 
last of London's diaspora,  
s t i l l  hawks his he f te le  
scrawls his 1 leder 
on the scraps 
of old end sheets 
picked from floors  
of broken gal ley boxes

where a l l  the dead fr iends
s t i r  in the pages
of second-hand bookshops
waiting . . .  waiting
to gather again
in East End cafes
to c l ick  spoons
in glasses of tea
and orate odes
to turn the world around.

I I

But who w i l l  read 
the Hasidic marks 
he scratches cn t issues,  
l is ten  to his anguished iioice 
yearning for the woman 
who haunts the rooms 
he memorializes on f loors  
below th e i r  post encounters?

Pushcart marketplace 
once b u s t i ing 
with hagglers,  
passing t rave lers ,  
always on th e i r  way 
to promised lands.

With no more tears to shed 
for missing f r iends,  
contenders, 
lone-wolf voices 
shrieking at the wallpaper--  
sett ing trup above 
the ancient cal l igraphs  
where no speck of f l y  
permits on yellow space 
around a word--  
cartouches of  names 
of si lenced singers 
wai l ing for a 11 
the lost chi ldren,  
the great lovers,  
scholars,
keepers of  the secrets
of the universe,
the ro l ls  and herring bones
the patching,
the mending.

Koyft a hefte le!

NOTE: A. N. Stencl (b. 1897 near SosnoviceΛ Poland) has lived in  Londond since 
1934.  This poem was w ritten on the occasion o f a meeting with the author 
in  1978 when Stencl was the last liv ing  Yiddish poet in London.
Eeftele— t i t t l e  book.
Trup—can tilta tio n  symbols.
Koyft a h i M j e i —Buy a book!



:an le y  H. Barkan 
59 Wynsum Avenue 
i r r i c k ,  NY 11566

SAYING NOTHING
Sometimes, when I  t a l k  to  my m o the r
arid she says n o th in g , I  answer h e r anyway.

— Hans van de W aarsenbirrg

She wanted to  say someth ing,  
bu t  she s a id  n o th ing  a t  a l l .
I t  was as a lw a y s .
So I ,  too ,  s a id  t h i s  k ind  o f  n o th in g ,  
and she answered:  "Yes,  t h a t ' s  t r u e . "
I t  was t r u e  t h a t  I had s a id  n o t h i n g ,  
bu t  she agreed w i t h  me anyway.
I know t h a t  the  Talmud says:
"A word is  wor th  a gu lden ;  
s i l e n c e  ìsì  w o r th  tw o . "
So I co n t in u ed  w i t h  the p r e f e r r e d  v a lu e :  
two guldens f o r  one.
S t i l l  my mother answered:  " I  a g r e e . "
Again I u t t e r e d  n o th in g  wha tsoever ,  
bu t  Mother i n s i s t e d  t h a t  I was r i g h t .
Was she t r y i n g  to t e l l  me something 
more than the  n o th in g  I pro fessed?  
N o th in g ,  l i k e  the  h o l l o w ^ l r a n  eggshe l l  

vw i t h  t h re e  p i n p r i c k s  to  suck ou t  the  y o l k  
' o f  n o th in g ,  n o th in g ,  n o th in g  a t  a l l ? * *

No te :  You can s u b s t i t u t e  " g u i l d e r ( s ) "  f o r  "g u ld e n (s )  
i f  you l i k e  in a Dutch t r a n s l a t i o n .



t a n le y  H. Barkan 
39 Wynsum Avenue 
e r r i c k ,  NY 11566

A

SAYING NOT WHAT I MEAN
Some peo p le  s u f f e r  fro m  a k in d  o f  a phas ia
w h ich  causes them to  say the  o p p o s ite  o f  w hat they  mean.

— T$neke & Leo Vroman

I wanted to  say " c o l d , "  
b u t ,  i n s te a d ,  I sa id  " h o t . "
I t ' s  ho t  ou ts  i de ,
and so I must remove my c o a t ,
my long pan ts ,  my s h i r t ;
! must wear s h o r ts  and a T - s h i r t ,
Ind ia n  moccasins,  no h a t .
I w a lk  ou ts  ide ,
and i t  i s  snow ing ;
the f r o s t  makes long i c i c l e s
down the branches o f  the  l e a f l e s s  t r e e s .
The wind blows s c a r te  backwards,
and newspapers s c a t t e r
o v e r  the  hard c r u s t  o f  w h i t e ,
l o c k in g  the  ca rs  in p la c e ,
f o s s i l i z i n g  f o o ts te p s
t ra cked  on the f i r s t  l a y e r
o f  f l u r r i e s  f loa t ing  a l l  the  way
down th e  c i r r u s - c l o u d  s k y .
But I s a id  h o t ,
and,  t h e r e f o r e ,  p e r s p i r a t i o n
beads on my long nose,
t r a i l s  down my cheeks,
ga the rs  i n t o  poo ls
in the  c l e f t  o f  my c h in .
i sa id  " h o t , "
and so I 'm  no t  c o ld .
Say what  you d o n ' t  mean-- 
and who knows?



THE WORM IN THE BOOK
(for Alfred Van Loen)

"The  worm c r a w l e d  in  
on page one thou s a n d  and one 
and l e f t  on page t e n . "

So i t  was w r i t t e n  in  p e n c i l  
on t h e  t o p - l e f t  
o f  t h e  t i t l e  page 
o f  t h e  Book o f  L e v i , 
f i l l e d  w i t h  f i n e  l i n e  d ra w in g s  
e t c h e d  o r  eng raved  
on th e  pages o f  parchment  
bound wi t h o u t  g l u e .
The Dutch a r t i s t
o f  th e  c o n t i n u o u s  l i n e
- - l i k e  B r a n c u s i ' s  e n d le s s  c o lu m n - -
po i  n ted  i t  o u t  to  me
as I h e ld
w i t h  bo th  hands
t h i s  in c u n a b u 1um
o f  h i s  fami 1y ,
descendan ts  o f  Moses,
whose s t o r i e s  had been passed down
f rom  S in a i  and Nebo
to  a 1 ! th e  e h ί 1dren
descend ing  to  the  v a l l e y  o f  the  Jo rdan ,
c r o s s in g  o v e r  in f u l f i l l m e n t  o f  promises
- - c o v e n a n ts  made and b r o k e n - -
t o l d  and r e t o l d ,
i n s c r i b e d  and s t i t c h e d  t o g e t h e r
- - f r o m  t im e to  t i m e - -
in books l i k e  t h i s  one.
Bu t ,  somehow, always a worm in a page, 
in an app le  on a t r e e  in a garden,  
s p o i l i n g  the l i n k a g e s  o f  m i l l e n i a .

Let  t h i s  ep ig raph  be my e p i t a p h :
"The worm c raw led  in . . .  and o u t  a g a in . "

— S ta n le y  H. Barkan



LITTLE THINGS 
( a f t e r  Nat Scairmaaaa)

in the ea r ly  morning, 
dreams breezing  
across my son's 
unfurrowing brow.

The shades translucing  
the f i r s t  rays of  sun 
scat ter ing
the n ig h t 's  las t  shadows.

My daughter's  fee t  obtrudi  
from her r u f f l e d  covers,  
curled f e t a l  p o s i t io n ,  
nuzzling her d o l l ,  
v is ion ing  tooth f a i r i e s .

Puzzles h a l f  f in is h e d ,  
chess pieces  
f a l l e n  down around 
the red S black squares.

Disordered clothes  
hung over the do l l  chairs  
overturned by books 
opened to ;noon and stars

Twinkling out  
of t h e i r  
golden l i v e s .
Al l  the l i t t l e  t h in g s .



UZZLES

acing pieces 
j f  the puzzles 

the table

■v son
.fjV daugh te r

glass o f  water  
.he f lower vase

using about
the mystery of  sun l ight ,  
ce re a l  t  morning laughter

-i?bons in 
■I ld-bra i ded ha i r 

l o s t  k i t s
yo-yos

trlngs 6 telephone cans

Istei to brother  
•.rent to ch i ld  
•sin to grass

,--5t t ies
:,ne thing to another?

0

I



FA TH E R  AND SON
We a re  b o th  o ld  men and soon enough 
I ' l l  c o in  you .

— Dav.i,d Ig n a to w

As I grow o l d e r ,  
moving to  " t h e  bes t  
t h a t  is  to b e , "  
c l o s e r  to  the  e a r th  
f rom which  we both  
came, F a th e r ,

I grow to unders tand  
y o u r  unde rs tand ing  
o f  me, you r  son,  
i ,  f a t h e r  o f  my own son:

F o r g i v i n g  e v e r y t h i n g ,  
f o r g e t t i n g  n o th in g .

Oh, F a th e r ,  how 
you wou ld s m i le  
a t  me, a f a t h e r ,  
f o r g i v i n g  and 
und e rs tan d in g  my son 
- - y o u  and me in one.

Growing i n t o  m y s e l f ,
the s e l f  t h a t  was you,  F a the r ,
t h a t  am I , Son ,
t h a t  is yo u r  son to be
. .  . t h a t  is  u s .

-— Stanley H „ Barkan



S ta n le y  H. Barkan 
239 Wynsum Avenue 
M e r r i c k ,  NY 11566 
U.S.A.

THE THING LEFT OUT

The t h i n g  l e f t  ou t  
o f  the  c h a i r  
was the  r o c k ­

ing back and f o r t h  
o f  Grandma s i t t i n g  
l o o k in g  ou t  the  window

f  f o r  the  k in d e r  
who d i d n ' t  w r i  te  

k who d i d n ' t  c a l l  
> who d i d n ' t  come

Γ
w a i t i n g  f o r  the  phone 
to  r i n g  in the  v o ice s  
t h a t  d id  no t  speak 
u n t i l  a f t e r w a r d s

V— u n t i l  the  p la c i n g  
—,o f  pebb les on s tones 

in  remembrance

o f  t h i n g s  l e f t  o u t .

From ( fo r th c o m in g )  Bubbes and Bubbemeises. 
C o p y r ig h t  (c) 1983 by S ta n le y  H. Barkan.  -



S ta n le y  H. Barkan 
239 Wynsum Avenue 
Me r r : c k , NY 115&6

HEELS-BEELS

Λ
L i ke^D i ck 
c h a r a c te r

T rac

I s t N t e d  my way 
under^BMT " E l "  
o f  East  New Y ork -  
B rownsv i l l e .
E le va ted  I looked
o v e r  the c o r n e r  candy s t o r e ,
I t a l i a n  b a r b e r ,  f l o r i s t ,  f - t rn r rh i re
s-ttrfe' above which we l i v e d —
long r a i l r o a d  f l a t
Grandma, Grandpa,
Uncle Haro ld  and Hymie 
( j  us t . k i  ds , then) 
l i v i n g - i n  the room 
beh ind mine
lo o k in g  o v e r  the roo fs  
where I wandered 
s u rv e y in g  the l i t t l e  gardens 
beh ind the walkups 
on S ned ike r  Avenue

v

"Hey,  H e e ls -B ee ls ,  
L e t ' s  p l a y ! "

a

Inti sJ'Ltly'



S ta n le y  H. Barkan 
239 Wynsum Avenue 
M er r i  c k , NY 11566

GREAT EXPECTATIONS

When he a r r i v e d  in A r l e s ,  
he expected  sunsh ine 
bu t  found o n ly  the snow; 
when 1 a r r i v e d  in New York ,
I expected o n ly  snow
bu t  found a c i t y  o f  sunsh ine and l i g h t .

Thus, i t  i s  w i t h  e x p e c t a t i o n s :
when you expec t  the  b es t ,
you a re  t r i p p e d  up by the gods;
when you expec t  the w o rs t
(noth  ing a t  a l l ) ,
you a re  sometimes s u r p r i s e d
beyond you r  w i l d e s t  e x p e c t a t i o n s .

Great  e x p e c t a t i o n s !

a f t e r  v i s i t i n g  the  M e t r o p o l i t a n  
s p e c ia l  Van Gogh a t  A r le s  
e x h ib i  t / 1 2 / 0 1 / 8 4



S tan le y  H. Barkan 
239 Wynsum Avenue 
M e r r i c k ,  NY 11566

TALKING WITH FATHER

At t im e s ,  I t a l k  w i t h  F a the r .
He s ta r e s  o u t  a t  me f rom
the photos on the r i g h t  s id e
o f  the bed w i t h  the res t  o f  my f a m i l y .
(My w i f e ' s  f a m i l y ,  on the l e f t . )
He in h is  box ing s h o r t s .
He in h is  Wor ld War One u n i fo rm  
on h is  motor  b ik e .
He in h is  wedding s u i t  w i t h  my mother.
I say,  " I ' m  s o r r y ,  Dad. I know 
I h u r t  you.  I d i d n ' t  smooth your  brow 
when i t  was f u r r o w in g  f o r  the l a s t  t im e .
That  t im e you f e l l  as leep  and never woke aga in .  
He s m i l e s ,  a s m i le  s t i l l  broad and f o r g i v i n g .
I t a l k ,  he 1 i s tens .
( I fee 1 . )
He d o e s n ' t  answer.

t a l k i n g ,  t a l k i n g ,  t a l k i n g  
in the  s i l e n c e  o f  my room 
w i t h  w a l l s  covered w i t h

But I f e e l  b e t t e r

p h o t o g r a p h s - - s t i 11 1 i f e s .

3 /22 /85
A f t e r  read ing  Amichai 
GREAT TRANQUILLITY 
"A Second Meet ing  w i t h  My 
F a th e r "



WORDS MY FATHER LEFT ME
( f o r  R abbi Je rem iah  W ohlberg)

Wo rd s ,
my f a t h e r  l e f t  me words,  
words woven I n t o  s t o r i e s .

S t o r i e s ,  as a boy,  abou t  in d ia n s :
C h ie f  Papaloochy and h i s  so ns - -  
Ug, Bug, and Gug.
Ind ians  who t r a i l e d  ou t  
i n t o  the dark  woods 
on adven tu res  w i t h  my b r o t h e r ,  
my f r i e n d s ,  and me.
Dangers l u r k i n g  e ve ryw he re - -
but. the p a t h f i n d e r s  were a lways the re
t«. shew us the  way,
to  save us f rom any rea l  harm--
gu ides  f o r  o u r  waking l i v e s
a f t e r  the dreams t h a t  f o l l o w e d
these bedt ime s t o r i e s .

S t o r i e s  about  the n a i l s  in  the door 
t h a t  do ing  wrong would cause 
(F a th e r  hammering them r e l u c t a n t l y ) ,  
and how to remove the n a i l s ,  ah . . .  but  
the  ho les  wou ld s t i l l  be th e re .
M itz v o t  would remove the  n a i l s  
hu t  no t  the h o le s .

S t o r i e s  about  rea 1 adven tu res  
a long  the  c i t i e s  o f  the  Rhine:
Kob lenz ,  Cologne,  M a in z - -  
American Ind ia ns  in the  dark  woods 
runn ing  to the rescue:  bayonets  g l i n t i n g ,  
b u l l e t s  w h i s t l i n g  in  the  b lackness 
o f  the  b l a c k e s t  f o r e s t  
o f  the  n ig h tm are  w o r ld
ove r  t h e re  where he f o u g h t  the Great  War 
to  make the w o r ld  sa fe  f o r  Democracy.

Yes, he l e f t  me words,  
o n l y  words ,  you unde rs tand ,  
words tu rned  i n t o  s t o r i e s  
wh ich I hear o v e r  and ove r  aga in 
b e fo re  go ing  to  bed, 
r e t e l l i n g  them to  c h i l d r e n ,
--my son,  my daughtei—  
b e fo re  they go to  bed.

A legacy f a r  r i c h e r  than a l l  the go ld  
t h i s  waking w o r ld  h rs  to  o f f e r .

— Stanley H. Barkan



- - H e a d l i n e ,  The  New Y o r k  T i m e s , 1971

(a " fo u n d ”  peace song i n  p ro c e s s )

R a d io a c t i  v i  t y  
!s h ig h  o v e r  I t a l y ,
The d i s p a t c h  f rom Rome 
Said y e s te r d a y .

But the  s i t u a t i o n  
i s n ' t  dangerous,
That  they a 11 agree :

The s i t u a t i o n  g ives  
No cause f o r  a la rm .

REFRAIN

There is  no cause f o r  a la rm ,
There is no cause f o r  a la rm ,
T h e r e ' s  no need t o  w o r ry  
‘ Bout  a t h i n g .

(EVERYBODY DING!)

There is  no cause f o r  a la rm ,
There is no cause f o r  u la rm ,
T h e r e ' s  no need t o  w o r ry  
'B ou t  a t h i n g .

f  i I ( o r ig in a l  s ta n z a , ca . 1971)

,<osygir. t a l k e d  to  Johnson 
In G1assboro  C i t y .
Discussed a n o n - p r o l i f e r a t i o n  
T r e a t y .

About the  Arabs and the  Jews,
They had n o t h i n '  t o  say,
And Vietnam must w a i t  f o r  a n o th e r  day.

The s i t u a t i o n  g ives  
No cause f o r  a la rm .

II  (v e rs io n  sung i n  S i c i l y , S p r in g , 1982)

With CRUSE m i s s i l e s  
In S i c i l y
And B r i t i s h  sh ips  
In the A rgen t ine  sea

P icn ics in El S a lv a d o r - -  
No need to  worry 
‘ Bout a brand new war.

p  The s i t u a t i o n  g ives 
r  No cause f o r  a larm.

(Thia stanza is  always in  process.)

^  «i c H i i l  t y ]  J

REFRAIN

There is  no cause f o r  a la rm ,  
There is  no cause f o r  a la rm ,  
T h e re ' s  no need to  w o r ry  
'Bout  a t h i n g .

(EVERYBODY SING!)

There i s  no cause f o r  a la rm ,  
There is  no cause f o r  a la rm ,  
T h e re ' s  no need to  wo r ry  
‘ Bout a t h i n g .

Now everybody 's  got  
An Atom Bomb;
Now how can the re  be 
Any harm
I f  e ve rybody 's  got  
An Atom Bomb?

They '11 a l l  be a f r a  i d 
To throw one,
They know t h a t ' d  be 
The end:

The s i t u a t i o n  g ives  
No cause f o r  a la rm.

REFRA IN (funereal tone f i r s t  two lines)

There i s  no cause f o r  a la rm ,
There is  no cause f o r  a la rm ,

T h e re ' s  no need to  w o r ry  (con brio)
'Bout  a t h i n g .

(EVERYBODY SING!)

There is  no cause f o r  a la rm ,
There i s  no cause f o r  a la rm ,

T h e r e ' s  no need to  wo r ry  
'Bout  a . . .  BOOM!

(S inger f a l l s  backwards on f lo o r .)  

if

C o p y r ig h t  (c) 1971 by S ta n le y  H. Barkan



THF. RAIN CAME DOWN
(a jeremiad in  Negro s p iritu a l rhythm)

Words and Music by S tan le y  H. Barkan

I

The ra i n came down, down, down 
Upon the  ground,  g round,  ground 
And drowned,  drowned,  drowned 
Everybody . . .

For f o r t y  n i g h t s  and days.
A l l  our  w icked  ways,
Drowned, drowned,  drowned 
Everybody . .  .

1 I

Everybody b e t t e r  pray  
That  the  r a i n  d o n ' t  come 
No more
To s top  t h a t  War 
From s t a r t i n '  ;
E1 se
For f o r t y  m i l l i o n
Days and n ig h t s
Wi th  a 1pha/beta/gamma l i g h t s
The r a i n  is  gonna come
Down, down, down
Upon the  ground,  g round ,  ground
And drown, drown, drown
Everybody .

I I I

Chicken L i t t l e  looked up h ig h ,  
Everybody say ,  “ Goodbye!"
The r a i n  is  g o i n '  t o  f a l l .

But what  good is  t h e r e  to  c r y  
Wi th  no God up in the  sky 
To s top  t h a t  r a in  
From cornin'
Down, down, down
Upon the  ground,  ground ground
To drown, drown, drown
Everybody.

IV

Every Jack and every  Jane,
Every mother and her c h i l d ,
Must say these words 
Of p a r t i n ' ;
For the  l a s t ,
I mean the  f i n a l ,
I mean THE JUDGMENT DAY, 
Armageddon r a in  
Is a - s t a r t  i n ' .

V

The ra i n came down, down, down 
Upon the ground,  ground,  ground 
And drowned,  drowned,  drowned 
Everybody.

For f o r t y  n i g h t s  and days,
A l l  o u r  wicked ways,
Drowned, drowned,  drowned . . .  
Everybody !

ff

C opy r igh t  (c) 1971 by S ta n le y  H. Barkar
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SAU7THEG r a s  A IR  
[for hem Piehcr)

CN2 GRAY CULL 
!for Donald Junking)

«Hat» λ ea  
p a la ie  of ashes

alr-borna 
2 love? Ina the eh inn, led

surfaces of roofs
b a re f i of color

pitched to d a flc c t 
evm lig h t  6 shunt

vain downward

when 1 as 
rain k taetelase

without essence 
or shapet ay eost

te rr ib le  t r a i t  
ti p e llu c id lty  which

cannot be J u s t i f i e d  
go eoas Inborn

Inherited quirk 
but oust bo viewed

ac inexcusable—a breach 
o'! X:'/ proalee to

always always be there

One young gray g u ll  brnvas 
Karch gusts, standing In  a ta r  
lo t  by the Peconic. Head cocked, 
he eyes iva as I throw bread crunba 
fro a  ay car, ten fe e t away.
His feathers—>1 lght gray o f wing, 
dappled white and black t o l l  s tru ts , 
the b rig h te r white of hie breast 
and head, w h iter than onowflakes 
in bursts, punctuating the afternoon—  
assure c.c on th in  cold, danp day 
that fit is spring; that he is  
the new crop, already wise to ways 
he can get lunch, snd I know, 
as surely as the wind catches hia 
when he lo fta  the narrow r iv e r  
on hie way to see* other soul 
with bread crumba, that I, too, 
can survive u n til a better season.

B U m R F L Y  DR2AKS
(for Kelvin Go liger, 
the "bug nan" o f Brooklyn,

— David B. Axelrod

whan i  ess borne away 
( la z i ly  by a liquid

Chet Chickens only 
when i t  f resse·

tc a placo i  envision 
uot in terse of space 

but Cica 
uapuactueted by action 

or lig h t, 
i  w i l l  bcccKO than the very 

hours of flowers 
whose invisible f I c e s -a

go haunting the a ir .

— J . C. Beavi

C o p y rig h t (o)  1983 by the au tho re

Ppfctry E d i t o r s 1 M ote: As p o e t s , we o f t e n  wish we could  see some o f  the  
poems w r i t t e n  by th e  v a r io u s  e d i t o r s  to  whom we submit our own work ,  so 
t h a t  we could  b e t t e r  judge what they  l i k e  to  p u b l is h .  Thus, w e 've  begun 
our d u t ie s  os p o e try  e d i t o r s  w i th  sema o f  ou" own p o e t ry  . . .  as w e i ! as 
w i t h  a poem by 3 ton Barkan o f  C ro s s -C u !t u r a i  Communicat Io n s . Poems f o r  
f u tu r e  issues  o f  BRCADSIOt *t iy  be m a iled  to  13*» Soundvlew D r iv e ,  Rocky 
P o i n t ,  NY 11778. Please In c lu d e  an SASE I f  you want your poems re tu rn e d .

— D. 3 . A xe lrod  6 J .  C. Hand

I  have hunted 
fo r  cocoons 
o f cynth ia  noths 
strung along 
ailan th ua trees  
(c t ink-weeds) 
between broken-down 
epartoent houses, 
alleyways, 
and across 
the edge of beltways 
cn the r ia  
of d cap Landò 
(Cariatole)
Brooklyn,
Soaetisea cecropia 
cocoons, la rger, 
heavier, worth core 
foonkey food)  
unless capt i e d  
o f pupae
by parasitic  vaepo, 
eggs opening 
into ravenous 
caggote to feed 
on the sleeping 
worn.
Ah, to dreaa
oo o crawling c a te rp illa r, 
to awaken a Morpho Agar!  
( f i t  f o r  r i k e r counts).
To nop awhile
bo cloce·and ware
and chea enfold,
unfold winsa,
iridescent blue leaves,
(cetasorph)
out i n t o  th e
gold & azure
light of air
floating upwards
towards
Che crest of f lowara,  
trees, into 
the rainbow of 
the sky.

—S tan Ley E . Barkan
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