
Some tents were for eating.
Some tents were for sleeping.
Some tents were for drinking.
Some tents were for screwing.
Some tents were for relieving 

the bowels.

The King of Arizona had thought of every­
thing .
When the King died the slaves left the laby­
rinth. They left untouched the palace built 
on flat rocks.
They left the tents of the King of Arizona 
flapping in the furnace air and sailed be­
yond the sea of empty A-B beers 
in search of a new master.

JENSEN WITH TELEPHONE
Speaking from the fast lane 
the young prince pressed his mount 
which leapt ahead with heavy breath. 
Satisfied he placed the receiver on the hook 
and smiled.
Life doesn't allot every man 
a Jensen with telephone.
The numbers will always be unlisted, 
few, hair styled, slightly handsome,

They will telephone desires.
They will have a Jensen.
They will smile when speaking.
They will eat seedless grapes.
They will study supple-bodied women 

like scholars.
Life doesn't allot every man 
a Jensen with telephone.
Speaking from experience money 
will out.

Your phone service will be better.
Your Jensen will get the best 

a friend deserves.
Your smiles will have a silver lining. 
Your grapes will not be sour.
Your women will be supple objects 

of close study.
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EAT-IT-ALL NUMBER 40
At the Milky Way Cafe 
in McCloud, California 

a company town 
we ate barbeque 
served by a lumberjack virgin.
Afterwards we ordered frosties 
and she asked, What size? 
the fifteen center came 
in an Eat-It-All Number 40 cup.
I guess you could call me 
a veteran when it comes 
to eating Dairy Queens 
and it was the first time 
I'd ever gotten soft 
ice cream in an Eat-It-All 
cup

—  David K. Gast 
El Cajon CA

GAGAKU
toy train electric miniature train 

with box cars 
full of tiny 

yes yes yes demons 
howling 
silently
red sheets for shirts

bright red and faded red
tracks move in figure eight rather train 

moves in that pattern the tracks 
of course 
remain still
apparently we are perpetually stuck 
with their presence

THEN SHE WILL LOVE ME
sometimes we sacrifice 

a few years 
for the right feeling 
sometimes
we sacrifice a lifetime 

for the right
feeling


