
Montag In The Clearing 
 

“Do your own bit of saving, and if you drown, at least you die  

knowing you were headed for shore” – Ray Bradbury, Fahrenheit 451 
 

Say you’re Montag in the clearing 

on that raging night, the way back 

home forever gone and a metallic 

hound on your trail. 

                                 And say you meet 

the bookpeople, brothers in the 

persecution, anonymous keepers of 

the forbidden word, an essay here, 

a chapter there, Darwin to your 

right, Swift to the left and Plato 

making the introductions. 

                                            So let’s 

say the question is at hand – “What 

have you to offer?” – do you claim 

Twain as your own? Or maybe Paine? 

Ellison as your project or Richard 

Wright and his Native Son? Whitman 

Shelley, Vonnegut or Poe? 

                                            All things 

equal –and they seldom are – my heart 

and mind and what memory I could 

spare would make the Mediterranean 

trip to Elba to embrace the bombardier 

words etched upon Capt. Yossarian’s 

conflicted skin, telling the tales 

of Nurse Duckett’s callipygous 

ass and Orr’s duplicitous Swedish 

plans. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Satan in Chicago 
 

Jesus may have just left Chicago 

but Satan is still there, roaming 

the wind-swept corridors of the 

city with the swiftness of a joke 

and the raspy cackle to prove it. 
 

He lit the match in 1871 then rode 

the rails to Mississippi and back 

where he still plays the final set 

in some seedy South Side club to 

the clang of a long-gone factory and 

the whoosh of an empty midnight "L". 
 

Satan haunts the third-base line 

at Wrigley Field, waits backstage 

with a drink for every failed actor, 

whispers in the ears of all the 

trembling souls at the top of the 

Sears Tower, offering words of 

dubious encouragement. 
 

He was on the floor of Sinclair's 

jungle, a cog in Daley's urban 

machine, on both sides of the 

line in '68, placard in one hand 

and a nightstick in the other, 

creating history with innuendo 

and blood. 
 

Jesus may have just left Chicago 

but Satan still makes the rounds 

in the ghost of Al Capone, in the 

steps of Richard Speck, but all 

is not lost for the coarse and 

strong and cunning of Sandburg's 

poem, nothing can be lost with 

the husky, brawling laughter 

of the place sounding in perpetuity 

over the restless shores of a 

rowdy Lake Michigan swell. 

 

 



A Carrot, Said The Good Captain 
 

A carrot, said the good captain, 

is as close as a rabbit gets to a  

diamond, the elusive prize against 

which we measure his long-eared 

worth, born as he is naked and  

blind and helpless, aware of nothing 

but his instincts. 

                            This rabbit, 

running or at rest, rich or poor, 

doesn't know the politics of the 

others, their agendas and fears, 

has never warred with the hares 

across the way or the serious 

jackrabbits down by the railroad 

tracks. His is a life of reproduction 

and food, one followed closely by 

the other. 

                 But this rabbit, free 

or caged, hunted or safe, has the 

gift of clarity and never mind the 

stick attached to his reward. 

Maybe he has it right and maybe 

a diamond is as close as we ever 

get to a carrot. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Tom Dowd's Blues 
 

Was Tom Dowd thinking about his 

time on the Manhattan Project 

when he pushed the record button 

for Mingus' "Oh Lord Don't Let Them 

Drop That Atomic Bomb On Me"? 
 

Was he thinking about the secret 

government work that Columbia 

University couldn't recognize, 

the step back that academia  

would have been? 
 

Did he mean to make the song 

sound like it was captured in a 

bunker, deep underground of some 

federal building or the backyard 

of a nice suburban tract house? 
 

And five and a half minutes later 

when the final piano string ceased 

its vibration, did Dowd silently 

thank the universe for bringing 

him to that place at that time, 
 

trading in the finality of split 

atoms for the finely spliced 

strands of stereophonic tape? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Mix Tape #2 
 

"Every day with you" said my friend, 

"must be like a mix tape." Probably 

so, I concur, probably so. But I know 

no other way than to place Miles 

Davis alongside Black Flag and  

Patsy Cline right next to Bela 

Bartok. 

             Son House holding hands with 

the Staple Singers, Rickie Lee Jones 

soul kissing Carlos Santana and Etta 

James backed by the Clash makes sense 

in the most intrinsic of ways, like 

eating and breathing, like the moments 

don't quite count without a soundtrack 

to match. 

                Marvin Gaye in the morning 

and reggae in the afternoon, a Scottish 

reel for the walk to your mother's 

and a tango for the way back home, 

punk and funk and jazz of the freest  

kind, the strands that tie the weeks 

together just so, my ears the spools 

of some ancient reel-to-reel. 

And on 

            the shelf over there is Jimmy Smith 

and Patti Smith, The Grateful Dead 

and the Dead Kennedys, the Reverend 

Gary Davis and the sinner Steve Earle, 

conspirators all in the war on sounds 

insipid and dull, creating battle cries 

for the inarticulate and marches for 

those with two left feet, party plans 

for the victory dance and penance 

for the reckoning come the morning 

after. 

 

 


