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Man in the Green Har Presents:

This is the once of the Uptime down
this is the same
as the Secondtime ‘round
This is the best of the good gone bad
This is the how of the what we had
In rhythm and rap  that rock-n-roll
It's James Bond real To the moon we go
It's buildings down  Nartions dead
It's missiles in the sky
Bur it's not Code-Red
It's office parties and shopping malls
It's farmers in the field
and Student Halls
It's televised and radio-cast
It's camera-angled
for the memories to last
This is the once of the Uptime down
this is the same
Secondtime ‘round
This is the best of the good gone bad
This is the how of the whar we had
It's unconcern and apathy  fossils fuels and SUV’s
Administration built on size
It's bigger and better
Supersized
It's video game and bear-market news
It's DVD's and ltalian shoes
It's the width of ties  and the cur of jeans
It's the size of your thighs
and the Ways of your Means
This is the once of the uptime down
this is the same

Secondtime ‘round

This is the best of the good gone bad
This is the How of the What We Had- (1:41 p.m.)




from canyon wrens to pigeons & back again (for Gary Barker)
David Lloyd Whited

a man’s gotta know his limits.

& it'’s always tricky, even if you read the manual.

two & a half hours out of Hell’'s Canyon summer no shade heat
into the Baker City cookie cutter town

Safeway refrigerated & air conditioned

for supplies & food. yep, these will do.

chose the tight bound blossoms-a dozen sunrise roses.

and packed them in the pickup fresh from cool air

& it's an impulse buy. out of the canyon & into yet another reality
grinning like catfish bellies. with more crawdads than we can stand.
two & a half hours back into Hell's Canyon swelter

& my brotherinlaw & me are pleased as any fisherman retelling
down to the solemn truth about the one that got away.

sure that the Queen of Hell's Canyon gonna love this

sweet surprise in her face & we're stone face cautious innocent.
just ruffled catfish angels smelling slightly of old bait & fresh fish.
& sure, she unwraps the flowers so careful like and warm

one more doe caught in the headlights. shot

& dropped down by a late night fisherman's hallucination.

sure it was a strictly catch & release operation, not even a net. &
that's when every damn leaf in the bouquet fluttered to the counter top
I mean every leaf on every stem, so's the buds stood all alone

like little struggling flames-looked like twelve tiny clear cut

spar poles with plastic company colors at the forlorn tops.

& we're about to melt with some sort of disappointed

no bait, wrong bait, out of bait fisherman's shame,

but her eyes glittered up at us & her smile didn’t change.

long stemmed roses, they was.

& the truck was air conditioned, too.

& yup, we'd limited out.




80 Years of Mother and Me
Francie Wolff

First twenty, we spar.

I step forward, strike the air

Step backward, flinch. g
Taunt you to punch me out.

Youth wins out and [ walk away

Thinking myself criumphant.

Second twenty, | return.
And you are standing in the same spot.
I approach. 1am standing.

We are face to face.

Third swenty. You will be gone.
I will remember

Regret. Reach out.

Read rhis poem to the air.

MNow
When | am seventy-five
The tracings ‘round my eyes and mouth
Will be a tapestry of old age

Now
These marks of mortality
Are death's ourrageous outlines
Stopping me on the stairs

That in thirty years will hurt to climb.




The Carrier
Francie Wolft

Holy land, sacred sands

Bare feet on dry desert dunes,
wondrous wanderings

Adam gone from the garden
Hager hot and heavy

Infant Ishmael seeking shade
Moses making miracles
Teaching Talmud

Christ crazed, vision-questing
Serving Scripture

Mohamed mystifying Mecca
Creating Koran

Holy land, sacred sands

Holy land, sacred sands

Along the Nile,

the West Nile

A mosquito lays the larvae

that becomes The Carrier hiding in the Holy Books
Twisting hallowed words into fundamentalist furies
Walls weather wailings

Twin towers tumble

Virus turns venerate into venom

And blood soaks the sacred sands

Holy land, sacred sands

Holy land, sacred sands
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Taos, New Mexico

Photo by Penny Lynn Dunn
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Dial nine-one-one, Believe
R.obert Johnson

Nine-one-one
planes crashing into
buildings collapsing on
people on the run
Mine-eleven
drop to your knees,
pray to heaven
Nine-one-one
smoke and rubble covering.
molten graves fusing
flesh and steel as one
Mine-eleven
drop to your knees,
pray to heaven
MNine-one-one
mass murder makes
mass media makes
masses numb
So many killed
50 many times
So many bereft
Is there anyone left
untouched?
Mine-one-one
a day to remember, of
a bygone September, when
we came together as one
People
Nine-eleven
drop to your knees,
pray to heaven
Thank God
if you can stillbelieve
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The Corporate Book of Common Prayer
Robert Johnson

Psalm of Wonde:

The world is
my Oyster,
[ shall not
want.

[ lay me down
with fine jobs,
and wealth to flaunt.
It pays
to have friends
in high

places.

A Patriarch’s Protocol

Owur Father
who art in
Headquarters
Hollow be
Thy Claim
Thy Fortune Come
Thy Will be Mum
On CNN
and before
Congress.
Lead us Not
Into our Prison Nation
And Deliver us
From Civil Obligation
to our Fellow Man

Amen.




Corporate Tithing
“Take the Money and Run”

Witness Enron’s end run
to infamy
in which fat cats
played investors
like a symphony
and employees
like a cheap video game.
Bush-league stuff
even if Bush

and crew are clean.

Corporate Mall by Jim Dunn
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Penal En;w
Robert Johnson

People the world over criticize America's prisons, calling them
dreadful, dreary, degrading even deadly dungeons.
True, but we know the root of the problem:

Penal Envy.

Qur prisons are big and solid, remarkable erections, built to
last. We get new ones up fast, thanks to Private Industry,
whose unctuous pitch has gotten us all thoroughly
Desensitized.

Full beyond our wildest, most lurid dreams, our prisons
hold two million caged captives and counting;
even the Russians and Chinese can't
Keep Up.

The Joint, the Big House, the Rock-by any measure
the manly pride of our punishment system, our
prisons are engorged to the point of

Tumescence,

Our sentences are stiff and long, rigid and unyielding,
the prospect of release a heady fantasy, a tease;
Our convicts are lean and mean, solid and
muscular, barechested and rattooed,

hard men made harder by

Hard Time.

It's a sore point, but size matters in matters penal.
We may spare the rod, but when it

comes to prison, we don't
Dick Around.
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Christmas in the Timber
Mike Monte

In the latter part of the 197 century and the early years of the 2 0™ century, the Lake States were logged
off at a rapid rate.  After the loggers cleared the land of trees, homesteaders followed, clearing the land of
stumps and rocks, attempting to build family farms on the “cutover” lands. Some were successful, most weren't.
What follows could have happened, and there are many true stories from that era that are similar to this story.

Using the sharp edge of a broken piece of glass, Reese meticulously smoothed
his hand-carved axe handle.

“Yer right fussy abour that axe handle, ain’t ya;?” drawled a voice from the
shadows the kerosene lamp didn’t quite reach.

“Yes | am, you bet. My hands are going to spend a lot of hours gripping this
piece of white ash, and | want it to feel just right. When you reach my age, Kenruck,
you'll be smart enough to take a few pains to make your job easier.”

“I reckon ver right Reese, but I ain’t got my sights set on livin' long enough get
real smart!” laughed Kentuck.

“Don’t worry. You keep chasin’ women that belong to big tough Swedes, you'll
be ten toes up before yer twenty-five.” The baritone voice belonged to the son of Irish
immigrants, who held a corncob pipe in a hand that had once been compared to a
ten-pound ham. In his late thirties, Jack had spent the last ten years working the
logging camps of northern Wisconsin. It took a good man to keep up with him on
the opposite end of a crosscut saw, and woods bosses always smiled when he walked
into camp. They knew the ground would be covered with logs by nightfall, and the
extraordinary production would spur other sawyers to keep up or look like slackers.

“Aw Jack, don't bring up that big dumb Swede again. [ hadn’t an idea that
purty little thing was his wife, and besides, 'da whipped him if you hadn't interfered.”

Now look, Kentuck,” piped in Reese, “Jack saved your bacon. Thar big Swede
gave you a black eye as big as a cowpie, and if Jack wouldn't have ‘persuaded’ him to
quit, you'd have rocked yourself to sleep trying to get up.”

“Enough history. Are we gonna head into Cavour for Christmas Eve! If we
take care of the stock in the mornin’, we can take a team and bobsled into town and
go on a good rip. It'll be spring before we get another drink. We got a late start on
this loggin’ show as it is, and when the boys come back to camp after Christmas, they
ain’t gonna give us a break till the ice goes out on the Peshtigo. 1 know Kentuck is
game. What about it, Reese!”

Reese rolled the thought around awhile and agreed. The odd trio had been left
in the logging camp to feed and water the stock while the other men went home to
share Christmas with their families. Reese, Jack and Kentuck had agreed to stay in
camp because they had no immediate family ries. The others were grateful, and
thanked them before leaving with smiling faces.

Reese said, “Alright, I'm for it. It's going to be a long hard winter for sure. On




