Excerpts from the Latterday Chronicle

By Lewis Turco
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Frankly

the manuals are moving in

and their only sin is their gear-
ing

you know

too low for waltz time.
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- Where the thickets burst

with wheels and the cogs bloom
and the greasy sap runs
down the steel stalks

~ there are screwdrivers waiting
to drive.

Dont mind that one don’t mmd
‘his whirring

’s nuts but he’ll

n out of gas soon

tbey’ll check his circuits.
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They say she liked her

graphite a little too well

and he used to beat her when
she :

spun out of an evening

till she rolled home to mother
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There’s water in the cellar
and baby won'’t practice her
tuning fork in the playroom
and if we don’t watch out
she’ll be getting rusty.
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Met 59W-Z3-1202 daww
so we had lunch and I
‘paid for his bucket of bolts
but don’t worry he gave

cigars
and I blew them out my "

stack. :
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