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The Flickering Cadence


Near Rubber Road


Night begins near Rubber Road.�In the stealth the pond bellows from 


the shock of a precocious winter's thrust;�its thickening waves lap the residue of the damp�autumn with stale, yet faithful, caresses.�Fur-bearers slither across mud banks with craggy, 


would-be Astors in histrionic pursuit.�Spawned in clay above the granite prong�Cold-gripped, harsh, edgy beyond its borders,�the cauldron is alive with a killer's urge as�relentless wellheads target prey through tailor's 


chalk.�


Overhead, high-tension wires with skeletons�steadfast and bare wait for the chance�that will come someday soon. In the November 


remoteness, lonely girls hunt for heat along 


the quivering lip.  Behind the brickyard ovens - 


where one and two-eyed cats serve as bait -�slick-cropped city boys purr their engines, revved 


for assault. In the developing frost, it doesn't take 


long to travel from flirtation to silence. And with 


the echo of the fire whistle on a cock’s call, 


the worldly call it a day, as local maidens grow 


listless beneath the tangled oaks. At the sunrise 


disposition grappling country boys wet-suited 


and loving it, hook the latest big blue.


Night ends near Rubber Road.    Ù
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Christmas Eve 1966





The northeast wind stalked the ocean, stole its spray only 


to lose it over Newark where madams in tattered muskrat


roamed, their seamed stockings fortifying their lower limbs 


for the slog up Broad past Checker cabs -like mine - purring 


the news of igloo warmth with each slam of a suicide door


heralding tomorrow’s drifting finery.





Caught off guard by the thrashing snatches of snowbound 


Negroes yearning to go to heaven one last time, these madams 


felt their lower extremities adjust from the flickering cadence 


of West Orange’s holiday neon to the gas-lit doggedness of 


their Lackawanna redoubt.





Soon the last train would leave for Shangri-La, or if not there, 


then Peapack.  Christmas Eve’s nastiest gloom came with 


a hint of ozone, as a felled transformer propelled “lethal bursts”


at three nameless railroad workers the Ledger never cited


and ABC failed to mention.





For most, the coil’s biased bolts of blue signaled horse country 


and the world that Jackie and Kate and Greta and dozens of 


anonymous gentlewomen would soon be on their way once 


Jersey's Christmas blizzard conceded its ill-mannered hold.    Ù
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This Woman I Know





I imagined this woman I know, a sorceress like Circe, had little


faith in me until her mercy arrived with a welcoming wave.


Her goodwill allowed me time to gather proof of my abiding affection 


without her summoning a treacherous surf to raze the reckless folly 


I had undertaken.





Fated to live with the devotion of another’s commonplace caresses,


This woman I know wallows on a distant shore where I have yet to voyage


as I focus on using virility and virtue to triumph over her allegiance 


and obligation.  Yet, if I fail to plot a fitting course to her secluded isle, 


Morpheus, my demon, will drift over me and I will never waken.





With planning and fervor, my commitment will set free the infidelity 


this woman I know conceals in her heart and explores in her core. 


And for that her expectation and keenness will outlive her doubts


that I will betray the trust she must ask of me.


  


This woman I know offers newly found promise for my time left on Earth.


As her simple act of posing, ‘Where will this all lead?’ tells me that no 


matter where we go and how we get there, her disquiet commends my 


craving for the ferocity of youth, my reason for being, and the commotion 


I feel for this woman I know.    Ù
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A Little Spanish in Ecuador








I bounded over El Ecuador at longitude 78


along with fifty gringos who thought YouTube 


could use one more lowbrow chuckle.





It was summer when I jumped like a youngster 


and winter where I landed five feet 


northward on an aching old-man’s ankle.





I hobbled past the Governor’s Plaza built by


slaves four hundred years ago; today, mestizos 


in three-piece suits oversee the bureaucracy.





Catholicism ruled the courtyard with statues 


of Jesús y María above every post and lintel 


prayed to by hundreds of post-Incan mystics.





Off the main avenida, where storefronts sold 


jaguar meat, monkey feet, and ganja wheat,


a scrawny mama swathed in a grubby rainbow .





wrap offered me her nursing child to keep for ten 


American $$$; and she would cost me twenty 


more for fellatio.  I gave la puta fifty $$$ to buy  





clothes for her and la bebé.  As I limped about


the merchant’s district I noticed this same 


barefoot, skeletal woman with bebé tagging 
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along behind me.  “Shoo,” I shouted angrily, but 


my pale, ashen face belied my fury.  Unfazed, she 


threw open her llama wool wrap, naked except for 





a g-string much too loose and grimy to beguile 


me to come hither.  She begged I take her child 


before old Quito took her en las entrañas.





A cool ráfaga off Chimborazo bristled my graying 


hair with ghastly urgency.  Still, I told her “No” 


and waved her off, I felt so very ungodly.





The last I saw her on that blustery día she had 


sat back down, where first we met, encircled  


by a dozen hombres not offended by her squalor.





I saw her Sunday morning, still dressed in her 


frazada resting outside the cathedral.  Before 


I could ask, ella lloró, ”Quito viejo stole la bebé.





late last noche and it didn’t give me any $$$.”


Guilt rushed through me on a full force gale.  


When la mujer saw my tears, she clasped








my hand as she revealed her desiccated body


wearing another polluted g-string.  “Señor, 


it is OK, I will get us a new bebé after we go 


to confesión.”   Ù.”
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It Is Always About Me





David Broder once held open a theater door


for me at intermission’s end of some long-


since forgotten play. I thanked him for his 


consideration and not stopping, I assured him 


that his his keen analysis of the upcoming 


primaries met with my full endorsement.


 


He downplayed my sycophancy by stating 


he would give up political punditry in an 


instant if he could trade his column for 


a shock of hair like mine.  He ended by 


saying his father taught him that a smart 


man opens door for strangers.  Somehow, 


I think Broder would rather be a good man 


who eases admittance to everyone, friends 


and strangers alike.





I read this good and smart man died today, 


a respected, astute, and genial columnist.  


He was indeed fortunate for having so many 


who thought kindly of him.  Still, you might 


say I am the lucky one with silver hair 


glistening day or night: for which I never


had to do anything worthy to ensure the best 


scalp in the crowd. Plus I am alive.  Unlike 


Mr. B, however, I am seldom smart and never, 


ever good.  Now it is too late for me to be 


anything but old.    Ù


