Approximately 57 Minutes in Encinitas, California
with The Rancho Pantalones Trailer Park Poets

by James D. Babwe




Pelo Madera Beach, California is squeezed quietly between
Encinitas and Solana Beach. The north San Diego County town is the

stateb6bs smallest iIincorporated city. 98.
small townds boundaries iIis known as Ran
Accessible only via a difficult-to-f i nd, tunnel that 6s unmar

sign, the place is easy to miss. Many longtime area residents have driven

past the place hundreds of times withou
say that most people are unaware of the existence of the little city and its

noteworthy citizens, who (twice each year) publish a poetry anthology, one

which (until recently) has languished on shelves like the corpse of a mouse

killed by chemicals emitted by a powerful, long-lasting, pine-scented room

deodorizer from the 99-cent Store placed just out of reach behind books with

familiar titles.

While the search for important, revealing symbols could continue with more
detailed references to other objects on
on, to ignore the stale old Payday candy bar and the neglected March of

Dimes folder with the forged Jerry Lewis autograph inside.

A better use of precious time should begin with the following clarification.

Rancho Pantalones Park did not directly derive its name from pants or any
other article of clothing. In a paradoxical display of respect, which some say
he did nothing to deserve, the Park was named in honor of a 16-year old
eighth grader whose life ended in a quicksand pool behind the cafeteria at
Pelo Madera Beach Middle School. Wilfredo Pantalones and his brother
Magnusson were shaking down seventh graders with a tactic familiar to
every student at the school.

Originally conceived and implemented to finance a growing obsession with

baseball cards, the delinquent teenagers expanded their interests to include
fruity fortified wine and prescription
saving enough money to pay a school counselor to make whatever changes

needed to be made to his transcript, so he could actually enter grade nine.
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Hereds how the cri minal prospecting par

Typically, Wilfredo would use two pieces of lumber to create a support and

a plank arrangement. One 20 X 50 X 10606
span what looked like a small bay. The other would be placed atop the first

piece and extend from the shore toward the center of the hazardous pool.

Waiting adjacent to a hole in the chain link fence erected to keep kids

away from the environmentally sensitive geological anomaly, Wilfredo

would grab a promising victim (usually one wearing glasses and carrying

school books) and demand fAnspare change.
not tolerated.

Wil fredo (6630, 235) would grab an ankl
helpless child above the quicksand as he walked the plank toward the

center of the pool. Shaking his victim as he walked, Wilfredo used his free

hand to catch coins as they fell fromt

Counter balanced by Magnusson, who would stand and smirk silently on
the end of the plank. The system was simple and effective.

Not knowing he had just selected his last victim, not knowing he had only
a few minutes to live, Wilfredo lifted 13-y ear ol d Ti mmy Rot und

pounds) into the air, shook the coins f
of the change and tossed the traumatized teen onto the shore. Even be-
fore the first tears had | eaked from Ti

the board and watched his brother sink (with less flailing and yelling than
expected) into the quicksand less than ten feet away.

Magnusson, a 17-year old ninth grader at the time, was tried as an adult,

but never spoke about the incident. He is scheduled for release early next
year and faces deportation to his native Saskatchewan.
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Arthur K. Adzee: Newer Kinds of Frankenstein

Born in Los Angeles, Arthur K. Adzee was educated by tutors traveling
with the successful circus company that employed his parents. Billed
as Adzee Airborne, Arthur's parents owned a cannon and made their
living by shooting each other from the big gun.

At the age of 15, Arthur ran away from the circus in search of a more
traditional, stable home environment. He was taken in by a family
friend who owned an auto repair business specializing in Fiats.

During the next decade, Adzee endured two relationships he describes as
Areasonably sincere and occasionally se
has been married to an intelligent woman who helps him maintain focus

and direction.

Il n the 906s, Arthur was the | eader of a
know how to play musical instruments. The band, Free Beer, made a

name for itself by selling out the Los Angeles Memorial Coliseum when

most of the audience mistook the name of the band for the promise of

complimentary brew. Ironically, the ensuing riot was blamed on another
misinterpretation of information after one the LA Marathon publicist was

guoted as saying, AThe eventds elite en
and experience. 0

When he explained that hedd meant to sa
experience, 0 the damage had already bee
Taco the Town, sold over 3 million copies. Album number 2, tentatively

entitled, Learn to Play Hair Guitar with Les Paul Mitchell, is scheduled for

release in early 2010.

Bio by Alice K. Adzee, PhD.
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Newer Kinds of Frankenstein

Magnetic tags for apples, oranges, and artichokes,
remote controlled TV.

Computer chips for dogs and cats.

GPS devices peer through clouds at you and me.

Automatic images produced by cameras
screwed to traffic lights
radar's scanning every road.

Kodak and the FBI moved in next door with Carnivore
while weekends, holidays, and overtime are clocked
to prove that someone can digest the data load.

Binoculars for use at night

tiny microphones for sound.
Connected to the satellites,

every bit and byte of information

can almost instantaneously be found.

Fingerprints?

They're obsolete.

Special agents analyze your DNA.
Your biosocial profile is complete.
Privacy has passed away.

Irradiate the red tomatoes.

Alter fish and serve with glowing corn.
Clone the sheep,

experiment with human chromosomes
then ask yourself,

When was Dr. Frankenstein reborn?

ARTHUR K. ADZEE



Ronna Dhim Bodi: | want you to like me

Ronna Dhim Bodi is a local massage therapist who combines her matrtial
arts experience with her healing touch to achieve what she describes as an
occasionally confusing balance which uses careful, deliberate touch and
gentle manipulation of softer human tissue and then combines these tech-
niques with sudden and seemingly arbitrary attacks which require her to
punch, kick, elbow, and knee her clients on the table.

Despite issues related to the possibilities of disfigurement and permanent
injury, Ronna is committed to her practices and believes that, in the long
run, the client benefits from her treatments and those benefits, in her opin-
lon outweigh the risks of personal liability and legal actions.

In addition to her successful private practice in Pelo Madera Beach, Ronna
has enjoyed considerable success as a 3-time champion as a professional
mixed matrtial artist (in the unrestricted division) and remains undefeated
with a record of 39-0. 36 of her 39 wins have been by knockout.

bio by Bartolo Ochoa



| want you to like me

o)

| became

a certified healer--

an empathetic communicator who listens well
to make you feel safe

and special

during incidental meditation exercises
designed to relieve

the pressures

of the material world.

| want you to like me,

so | use my softest inside voice

while | skillfully employ my hands gently
to move your body

through inter-dimensional explorations
in the muted

full-spectrum light

of my comfortable office.

| want you to respect me,

so | promote my own extensive repertoire

of techniques for healing

the body, mind, and spirit

(at a fraction of what you might expect).

| want you to pay me,

but that has nothing to do

with the beautiful weapons and assorted belts
displayed as my personal tribute

to the graceful but dangerous martial arts

| study on a daily basis

with some of the world's most respected masters.
| want you to pay me, but more importantly,

| want you to know

what a pleasure it is to serve you.

| want you to like me.

RONNA DHIM BODI
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Bartolo Ochoa: Hablar de Papas

In August 2009, after his true identity and address were not revealed by his
neighbor, Libby Scooterman, Bartolo Ochoa was compelled to move from

Space 57 to Space 75. Under cover of darkness, nonexistent Federal

agents performed a complex sequence of operations that probably did not
happen: 1) they did not arrive in a caravan of 22 unmarked cars; 2) they did

not inform concerned Rancho Pantalones residents that Scooterman would
Anot be seen around town for a whil eo

transfer within the Departmentodés Fitne

not alert Rancho Pantalones residents regarding the mistrial and impending

t

rel ease of Mervin ASkul | Crusher o Maxsc¢

twenty-four bloodstained baseball bats found in the trunk of his Plymouth
Belvedere could not be used as evidence against him.

Unfrazzled by these recent events, Ochoa continues to sign autographs for
anyone who approaches him with a request to do so. In keeping with his
generally humble demeanor, Ochoa downplays the courageous action he
took when he testified against 25 members of a well-established organized
crime syndicate involved in black market diamonds, illicit drug sales, stolen
military vehicles, money laundering, securities fraud, price fixing, and the
proliferation of illegal off-shore worm farms which nearly undermined the
worl dos freshwater bait market.

bio by Randall B. Scow
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Hablar de Papas

La papa
es una verdura util;
sin embargo, asi que es la cebolla.

La cebolla
es mas acre que la papa.

Al mismo tiempo,

el frijol de cuerda
puede parecer inodoro.
La papa

es una verdura util.

Es decir,
la papa util es una verdura.

Por otro lado,
util no es una verdura en todo.

Util es un adjetivo.

Hablando de util,
la zanahoria es también
una verdura util.

A diferencia de pudo espinaca,
la zanahoria no es babosa.

Como brécol fresco,
la zanahoria es generalmente curruscante.

Por otro lado,
pudo esparrago es nunca curruscante.

En conclusion,
la papa
es una verdura util.

BARTOLO OCHOA



Adam Dos Casas: My Political Girl

Rancho Pantal ones Parkés history woul d
would be a much shorter history without Adam Dos Casas.

The son of Anita Dos Casas, the I ntern:e
most successful surrealestate broker, Adam became a self-made multi-
millionaire at 25.

His innovative strategy for achieving financial security was driven by an
ingenious plan to sell large areas of outer space for relatively small
amounts of money. He began by selling cubic miles of outer space for as
low as dollars per unit.

Using a nominal amount for an effective advertising campaign, Adam was
quickly overwhelmed by thousands of responses from people wanting to
buy a piece of the pie in the sky.

Globes Magaziner anks him as number 8 i n the |
richest people. As it turns out, Dos Casas was the right man at the right
time for Rancho Pantalones residents.

When Hyler and Associates, owners of the place, announced that it

was for sale, Dos Casas made an offer that H and A accepted. Even

though all terms of the sale have never been officially disclosed, the

general consensus is that Dos Casas bought the park for the full

asking price and paid in cash. The publishers of this volume have
agreed not to disclose another i mpo
purchase of the place, but we al so
and his profound generosity have already been widely circulated.

rt at
K no\
bio by Anita Dos Casas
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My Political Girl

Loading clothes into a dryer

at a KOA close to Middle of Nowhere, Kansas
she smelled like revolutionary sweetheart soap,
and when | whispered

Come with me to California

she smiled and said she would.

| miss the way we shared

a quart of beer and burned
ourselves a pinch of go-a-lot-slower
while Hendrix wailed on the radio
and we doodled on dollar bills.

We watched the long grass wave
in ripples as the wind made its way west with us.

| was in love
with her communist eyes and her unshaven thighs.

She was my little political girl.

She discussed justice.
| played a guitar.
We adopted a proletariat look.

| was in love with her flexible morality,
and she was amazed by my altered reality.

We lived together with friends in a canyon
close to the coast.

Armed with books, blankets, and a tent

surviving on soup, sandals, cynicism, and immediate gratification,
she introduced me to grits-

| taught her to surf.

She was my little political girl.

ADAM DOS CASAS
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Moses Helms: Shave My Back

Contrary to a story recently circul

Moses Helms is not the son of famed potato chip maker, Nora Fudders.

Mo is actually the only son of two local leaders, whose legacy will live in
this community until the end of recorded time. Hiram and MaryRuth Helms,
his parents, are the inventors of the chocolate whiskey donut and founders
of Chocolate Whiskey Drive-thru Donuts and Car Wash, a thriving firm
with 12 privately owned and operated franchises throughout the western
United States.

Moses turned down a lucrative career in the family business and has been
a United States Football League timekeeper for 25 years.

In 1998, Helms earned his nicknamed SloMod after he was the subject of
intense scrutiny when it was discovered that he was using two separate
watches to time a division championship game between the Idaho River
Cats and the San Diego Steamers, his favorite team.

Investigators concluded it was sheer accident and no fault of Helms when
the watch used to time the Steamers on offense registered 1.5 seconds for
every 1 second of true elapsed time.

League officials dismissed the discrepancy as irrelevant even though the
Steamers scored their final touchdown with 3 seconds remaining in the
game and won by a score of 34-33.

bio by MaryRuth Helms
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Shave My Back

I'm feeling hot, extremely hairy--
I'm feeling like a welcome mat.

Grab a can of shaving cream, Baby.

Shave my back.
Shave my back.

Hair is growing on my face.
It's growing on my elbows, too.

Hair is growing everywhere.
| don't know what to do.

I'm burning up, really sweaty.

Don't joke about my hands.

I'm getting tired of all this hair.

It's clogging up my glands.

Honey, shave my back before | have to mow.
Sweetie, shave my back before | have to go.

Sugar, shave my back.
I'm asking please, please, please.

Donut, shave my back.
I'm kneeling on my knees.

|l tds time to gr &b the shaving cream
time to

shave my back
shave my back.

MOSES HELMS
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A Special Spoken Word Exhibition
by Rodney Scow, Significant Literary Figure

Introductory Statement

Primarily because of the technological shift from fixed lead slugs to more
flexible electronic type, The Final Draft is now the last product of the de-
ceased. Until we receive tangible evidence of actual communication from
literate souls who choose to share their writing from some version of the
Great Beyond, we remain compelled to acknowledge the ways in which
electronic media have replaced common print publications with a much
more versatile and fluid format.

Revision no longer requires the time, trouble, or expense of sending
manuscripts to the printers for another publication run. Essays, stories,
and poems may now be edited, revised, published, and read within mere
minutes. For better or worse, immediate gratification permeates the most
significant development in literacy since the advent of language, itself.

Undeniably, the Internet, that quintessentially overwrought therefore unto
wherewithal network of interdependent computers, unflinchingly operated
by an uninhibited, shameless horde of desperate academics, immature
pranksters, pretentious would-be pundits, and a scattered smattering of
sick and sophomoric citizens seduced by the syllabic seeds of literacy
lurching out of controld the Internet provides nearly limitless opportunities
for the wise, the unwise, the learned, the idiotic, the common, the elite, the
humorous, the dull, the misleading, the charismatic, the clear, and the un-
clear to be heard.

Exactly where among the ranks that | am eventually placed in relation to
great writers from the ages does not concern me. What matters more is
that | choose to wield the almost always concealed pocket knife of my soul
to carve my own initials in the old growth trees of literary history. In this
New World, | stake my claim and work to make sure that stake is well
done.



An Admonition

Imagine yourself staring at the sun

until darkness is replaced by light,

light much brighter

than any bright light you might imagine.

Beware.

This new bright light
is bright

enough to steal sight
and your insight..

Still staring?
Beware.

Tear your gazing eyes
away from this distant explosion
of unstable elements.

In complete disdain,
fling your sunglasses to the ground.
Stomp them into dust.

Swear to the omnivorous,

indifferent universed

swear you will fight with all your might
whenever this bright light

threatens to steal sight or insight

and clothe yourself

with the protective armor

of calm and lachrymose

commitment.

Swear into the darkness
of the closest familiar abyss
and using the language of this darkness

15



(if you like)

swear to scorn every thoughtless abyss,
until the shadows hiding in the darkest corners
of that deepest of depraved destinations
disappears into its own dysfunctional
deck of nothing cards on a nothing table
where nothing leaves less than nothing
to nothing in the nowhere

where no one wears

underwear or anything else

because nothing matters

in this nowhere land of lurid madness.

Write between the lines

where no logical dew point

blurs the wavy isobars

floating theoretically past

latitude and longitude

while Earth sleeps a half day at a time
and dreams the equator tightens

its belt to squeeze the planet

like a relentless corset determined

to divide north and south forever

until two half-Earths

sputter away from each other

like balloons escaping the tied ribbons
of a poorly attended birthday party

to follow irregular paths

in opposite directionsd

one half sputtering that way,

the other half fluttering that way,

(but not the same way as the first halfd
the other that way)

one toward optimistic dawn

the other toward the depths

of the deepest deep deep, itself,

has ever dared

to dig as it dives

down and down and down.

16



The Subject

ltself about itselfd

aftershave cologne.

After shaving writing

or doodling near the telephone.

Ivy polyunsaturated adjective cake.
Depleted pencil walking
through the shared uranium lake.

Say you refuse,

not that you might

own what's left of Thursday
on the following Friday night.

Wait--

flying numbers swoop into a kitchen.
Imaginary motorboats

disguise themselves as kites.

Squeeze a round of golf

into mysteries of dining.
Polished chrome accessories
refuse to stop their shining.

Rhyme without flinching.
Rhyme without remorse.
Rhyme to rhyme the rhyming.
Apologize with false regret.
Obstacle the course.

lvy polyunsaturated repetitious cake.
Innuendoes pacify
no vegetarian steak.

Pistachio the rain.

Commandeer the lawn.
Abandoned stacks of hula hoops
mean everybody's gone.



| promised you | wouldn't
instead of telling you | might
candy coat the rubber ducks
not currently in sight.

Conventional deception.
Plausible denial.

Dense misinformation
Misdemeanor trial.

Pass the metaphysics.

Shave your face with foam.

Let the rivers flow to way out west
where peace combines with happiness,
evicts depression from the dome.

You started not to listen--
spaghetti in the rain.

Euphemistic anesthesia.
explain, explain, explain.

Say you refuse
instead of promising you might.

Stand inside your shoes.
Stride into forever.
Continue to pursue

the path of your endeavor.

Poke and claw and scratch

and soothe and reassured

compare, describe, compare, described
explain, explain, explain,

until they disconnect

The micro . ..
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Homework

monkey donkey
monkey donkey

chunky chocolate donut pony
chunky donut chocolate pony

monkey donkey
monkey donkey

elephant rider
drumbeat spider
chase swooping
diving glider

hula waffle
hula waffle
hula waffle

monkey donkey
monkey donkey

while the magnets glow
and melt the snow
see the lanky tiger go

rhino hippo
rhino hippo

Tarzan learns to read
monkey donkey

monkey donkey
monkey donkey
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Lorraine Hughes-Belkman: What Children Should Know

Former Playdude Magazine PlayPal of the Year (1976), Lorraine Hughes-
Belkman is the public relations director for a well-known undergarments
designer and manufacturer.

Hughes-Bel kman, who was widowed | ast year,
looking for an uninhibited Harley-Davidson kind of guy with a taste for
champagneandone-ni ght stands that extends for

She is the proud single mother of Ten, which is the name of her son, not
the number of children she has.

bio by Ten Hughes-Belkman




What Children Should Know

Teach them to read labels on cans,
newspaper headlines,

prices on shelves,

how to keep friends

rely on themselves.

Show them why fiction
differs from lies.

Provide honest answers
when children ask, Why?

They should recognize evil,
so they can fight backd
know what to do

in case of attack.

Work on their breathing--
keep grades in perspective.

Ask how the schools
define an elective.

They should learn to keep score
without using money.

They should know how to swim
and be harmlessly funny.

Kids should get back in the saddle
when they land in a pile.

They should know how it feels
to starve for a while.



Teach them to stitch up a cut,
to wrap up a sprain,

to find shade from the sun,
shelter from rain.

Teach them to avoid predictable rhyme.
Make sure they know what to do
at least most of the time.

Teach them the difference
between anger and madness.

Teach them to see
the joy through | ifebds sadness.

Show them how

silence can be better than speakingd

what questions to askd

not just the shortcuts to answers theyc¢

We all know this list could be longer by far.
But 106I1 stop now with these:

Give them a mirror,
and teach them reflection.

Give them good names.
Teach them to know

who they are.

LORRAINE HUGHES-BELKMAN

W
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Mary Louise Mallet: Confused About a Title

Mary Louise Mallet, Treasurer for the Rancho Pantalones Charitable Trust
and Homeowners Association, is also the founding owner and President
of Famous Mary Fuller, Inc.

She is credited with the 1T nvention
and impressive list which includes vitamin fortified chocolate chip mint
shampoo, automatic dental floss, and magnetic resonance clothing which
repels influenza viruses.

Her surname reflects a long, family tradition of invention and innovation
and can be traced back to Henry Bacon Mallet, who invented polo and
croquet during the reign of Queen Leona lll, who chased the snakes from
Norway and ruled all of Scandinavia from 1492 until Portugal sold the
Spanish Armada to rebellious Hawaiians in 1514.

bio by Elena Figueroa
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Confused About a Title

| speak a mysterious language.
| wear mysterious clothes.

| eat mysterious food,

and whenever | get a mysterious cold,
| need mysterious tissues to blow

my mysterious nose.

| carry mysterious books
when | walk to my mysterious school.

When | fix the things I've broken,
| use mysterious tools.

When | began to think of myself as mysterious,
| did not know it would go this far.

But these days,

the most mysterious part

of being mysterious

includes how mysterious it is to me

when | try to remember
what life was like
before everything
became

SO mysterious.

MARY LOUISE MALLET
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Rex Rye: Make the Lights Go On

Rex Rye is the pseudonym of a fictional writer who claims he invented
not only bread, but sliced bread. He admits this claim is false.

A self-professed liar who frequently reassures audiences that the only
time he tells the truth is when he admits to lying, Rex Rye says he works
as a grocery clerk to conceal his true identity as the reincarnation of
Zorro.

Despite his occasional promises to dispose of all the fabricated details of
an invented life that is not really his, Rye admits continuing to confound
himself with compulsively created stories which he seems both unable
and unwilling to control.

bi o authordés name withheld by request




Make the Lights Go On

wipe the foggy lens
make the lights go on

brush away the rust
make the lights go on

spread it all around
make the lights go on
make the lights go on

chase away the dark
make the lights go on

forget to be afraid
make the lights go on

celebrate the day
make the lights go on
make the lights go on

open up the sky
make the lights go on

by the way,

there's a beautiful sunrise
planned for tomorrow morning
and

a beautiful sunset scheduled later
in the day.

keep up the good work
make the lights go on
make the lights go on

make the lights go on

REX RYE



Earl D. Edwards: Freight

A lifelong Pelo Madera Beach resident, Edwards was an award winning
author prior to the existence of the Rancho Pantalones Trailer Park Poets.

Like his parents, Earl is a practicing veterinarian with a special interest in
thoroughbred horses.

When his innovative remedy for equine flatulence was also found to be
highly effective with cattle, he was credited as a true hero in the world
wide effort to reduce air pollution and preserve the ozone layer.

In regard to his life as a poet, Edwards makes a concerted effort to explain
that he has no formal training as a writer but he believes his attention to
the details of the written word and his well-publicized habit of continually
revising his own work have been responsible for whatever measure of
praise he may deserve or not.

bio by Rex Rye
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Freight

The high pitched scream and clatterd

singing steel wheels on long steel rails

tap tap tap like freakishly heavy fingernails

to shake the earth and rattle spikes

while heavy lumber, raw ore,

and tomorrow's mail roll

from somewhere else through here to somewhere else.

A few frightened passengersd

faces masked by dirt from a day's work,

eyes closed against the dangerous rided

cling to any possible grip

between pressurized liquid petroleum tanks

filled to the brim with enough explosion to blow up

three towns like this one, where we live,

less than a football field from the wheezing diesel engines
and the route they rule.

There is no lonelier sound

than a late night freight rumbling throughd
air horn blaring us awake at three o'clock,
hours before sunrise.

Sometimes,
we rest too comfortably
is what I'm thinking.

Then, | remember there's no orange juice.

Knowing sleep has passed, | dress quickly,

drive to the store through fog,

which closes behind two red light trails,

sealing them into distance

down the line

where the piercing pitch of another blast dies slowly
in the cool dark of another Monday morning.

EARL D. EDWARDS



Iris McCutcheon : We Talked About This

Iris Mc Cutcheon is one of the best known, most widely read California
poets in history.

She has published 17 separate volumes of poetry. Her latest book, Six
Feet of One, One Fathom of the Other, is a less-than somber look into the
details of her own life as a successful business woman.

Iris has seen her once-small business, McCutcheon Mortuary, grow into
the largest, most profitable enterprise of its kind in the world. With over
500 franchises in 42 of the 50 United States and 5 foreign locations, her
chain of convenient, fast, courteous, and affordable end-of-current-life-as-
we-know it service providers is used as an exemplary business model in
business colleges and major universities around the world.

McCutcheon has also gained local respect for her generous charitable
contributions and the inspiring leadership she has shared with young men
and women who are interested in the modern mortuary business.

Il n my I ine of work, Ahere today and
more than a hackneyed clich®, | t 6s a
reminder of just how temporary our presence is on this

pl anet. Whenever 1 06m tempted to indu

of grandeur, | find myself imagining my poetry will
provide adequate evidence of my presence after my
presence is no longer required.

bio by Max McCutcheon




We Talked About This

You will try to believe
words bring consolation,
and you may decide

lies become food for hope.

You will answer,
|l 6m fine. Really.

We talked about this.

|l 6m more relieved
than anything.

|l t6s ti me for cl osur e.

As long as the spirit lingers,
nobodydbés really gone.

Apologies over the phone thin.
Perfunctory.

Insubstantial.

Brief.

|l 6m sorry,
they say.

You may
feel like responding
with Why?

You may

tire of references

to roads not taken.

Next time someone asks,
Is there anything | can do?
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| will whisper:

Yes.
There is.
| will leave the room.

You should walk
to the chair near the window.

Fall asleep in the chair.

| will return to the room
after | finish washing the car.

| will try
not to interrupt
your nap.

Allow the crossword puzzle
to fall from you relaxed grasp,
and the paper

will slide down your leg

to the floor,

where it will lean

on your foot

precariously

until it slides

past your ankle

and rests flat

on the rug.

You will shift a bit

and you will snore quietly,
stopping to brush hair
from your face

with the back of your hand.

Then you will awaken briefly
and tell me:
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| was just resting my eyes
for a moment.

| will know you are not
completely awake
when you ask for the remote.

You want to watch the Flintstones,
whi ch hasnot been on television
for years.

You fall asleep again,
snuggling comfortably
i nto the big chairds soft corner.

| will sit here,

and from this spot on the couch,

| will watch you sleep

for as long as | am able

to pretend you are someone else.

|l know I 6m a fool to believe
in any escape from this loneliness,
which creeps in, changes clothes,
wears a shirt belonging to Fear,
which | imagine

sneers every time it thinks

of how much

| miss

the simple sight

of you

and the sound

of

your

breathing.

IRIS MC CUTCHEON
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Ella Marina Tzedrisznyk: Jealous

Also known as EMT, Ellaisaself-descri bed Acapitalist p:
Tzedrisznyk is the same Ella Marina who built a reputation (and a fortune)

via hersometimes humorous, sometimes annoying, always relentless

campaign to file as many lawsuits as possible.

She sues (literally) almost everyone she meets. Friends, family members?
Nobody is spared.

Undeterred by the prospects of crossing boundaries between fiction and

reality, between the real and the surre
Appeals overturned several lower court decisions which categorized and
di smi ssed Ell a Marinads numerous <cl ai ms

and vexatious.

In addition to returning an estimated 190 cases (in the last 5 years, alone)
back to lower courts, several Appeals Court Justices filed paperwork which
could result in the filing of felony charges against lower court judges who
ruled against Tzedrisznyk.

Primarily because these and other, related actions are matters of public
record, no further discussion of these issues will be pursued here.

However, one noteworthy example does deserve brief mention.

Legal reference sources legislative refer to the relevant proceedings under
an ironic headingd Whateveryousay vs. The State of California.

Originally filed as a motion to change her legal name from Tzedrisznyk to
AWhateveryousay, 0 the case veered from
executed some wild jumps and starts when Ella Marina, citing her Sixth
Amendment Right to due process, protest
frivolous. The judge refused to grant the name change, refused to hear the

motion.
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Il n response to the judgebds decision, Tz
San Diego County Department of Mental Health, which was compelled by

law to investigate her claim that the judge was not only incompetent,

but insane.

Officials from the SDCDMH agreed with Ella Marina on the grounds that
she, herself, would have been insane had she not tried to change her
name.

Contrary to the ruling by the judge in
surname, just as legitimate as many other unusual monikers.

Af ter the ruling made i n her-subnatedr , E M1
paperwork and requested that her name [

For the balance of that story, please visit:

www.californialegaleaglenews.com/EMT.

bio by Havoc
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Jealous

The clenched jaw is not camouflaged, does not
deceive the gifted fist.
Marva Barnum -Liu

Winter's wicked winds
whip wildly westward
with woeful wishes
while Wednesday waits,
wounded.

Summer's sultry song
sweeps softly south,
silently seducing Saturday's
satisfied secrets.

The sun and the moon
swoon and croon
while I quietly run

and bare my pale buns
for the fun of it.

One of my buns

is suddenly stung

by the unthinking sting

of a solitary drone

whose queen preens

to the tone of the tunes

from March until June,

but never knows

what life can be like

when we become unwitting victims
of my ignorant sister,

who lives by herself

and spends most of her time
sharpening more

than a few ugly daggers

and freely confesses

35



she sharpens these blades
because

she

IS jealous

of me.

Jealous

of me,

she will never

be free from the feisty fetters,
will never feel fulfilled,

and so

she careens across lawns,
swerves through life

like a demonic cart

lost hopelessly

among groceries

it lacks the hands

to collect while shopping.

ELLA MARINA TZEDRISZNYK
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Randall B. Scow: A Rough Year for Alphabetical Order

Younger brother of Rodney Scow, Significant Literary Figure, Randall has

achieved some significant accomplishments on his own. Although these
accomplishments may propel Randall to a degree of financial success, the
critics have not been kind. When Randal
Evaluating Poetryodo and marketed the proc
school districts, administrators jumped at the opportunity. Along with State

education authorities, regional and local program supervisors saw the tool

as another way to assign numerical values to poetry, which had never

been evaluated in any standardized fashion.

Af ter the Scale was I mplemented and use
Randall launched a multi-level marketing plan to teachers nationwide.

Although he had not broken any existing laws or violated any part of the

California Education Code, the program was discontinued. School officials
cited Scowds Al ack of connections with
and their representatives, who had worked hard over the span of many

yearsd and in some cases, decadesd to build ongoing financial ties with

State officials and | ocal di stricts. o

bio by Rodney B. Scow

A Rough Year for Alphabetical Order

F has been institutionalized-
Required professional help to cope
With decades of failure.



A remains the unbearable egomaniac,
Serves as frequent target

For profane remarks and jealousy,
Especially from B and C,

Who have promised to pawn

Their growing collection

Of silver and bronze medals.

D continues to exhibit apathy,
Disrespects the System,
Refuses to communicate,
Completes just enough work
To avoid the cellar.

Q, X, and Z filed Federal complaints
And claim that the vowels are thugs,
Have violated the Rico Act

And have acted as co-conspirators
To squash any upward movement
In the overall social structure.

I-more conceited than A-
Wants a divorce,

Cites irreconcilable differences,
Conveniently ignores

An important fact-

It has never been married.

Y explores alternatives,

Hopes its curiosity will result

In answers to unbridled questions.
L, M, N, and O requested

New positions in the existing order
And cite ongoing confusion

As to their identity problems.

LMNO is not (and has never been)
A single letter.
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P admits frustration
In regard to its role
As a moderately vulgar
Synonym for urine.

W concedes it is not
Twice as important
As U,

Which does not yet
Accept the apology
As sincere.

J and K expressed relief
When officials reassured
Them that G and C
Pose no threats

To their existing territory.

And in the spirit of mending
Buried hatchets,

Lower cases are free

To attend all year-end
Celebrations.

RANDALL B. SCOW

39



*
Robert Wicks: The Ghost of Wilfredo Pantalones

Robert Wicks is an iconoclast who expects to be sued.

bio by Ella Marina Doe

L FLATULENCE B

Please see Introduction for details.
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The Ghost of Wilfredo Pantalones

Riding into town.
Riding on a red stick pony.

|l tds a ghost,
and heds riding into town
on a red stick pony.

You better run and hide, mister.
You better run and hide, sister.

|l t6s a ghost.
And heds riding into town
on a red stick pony.

|l tds the ghdst of Wilfredo
the ghost of Wilfredo Pantalones.

Heds squeezing a handful of mud
and a wicked lunch pail.

He carrying a nightmare sandwich
made of moldy white bread spoiled baloney.

The ghost of Wilfredo Pantalones.

He died in the quicksand
behind the middle school.

No one could have saved him.
No one had the tools.

Heds coming back to get you.
You can hear his plaintive walil.

Nightmare sandwich.
Wicked lunch pail.

Hide the children.
Save the frijoles.

The ghost of Wilfredod
Wilfredo Pantalones.

ROBERT WICKS
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