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t hrough the

di ner’s w ndow, out

across the street

| ong shadows of the | ate novenmber sun
bounce, absorb and tangle

with the

pi zza parl or and | aundr omat

across the street

the waitress clears ny table

2 eggs over

now all gone

and the desol ate visage renews itself
conti nuously

bare trees

whi t e wooden, so-worn fences
harsh red neon conpetes

with a setting sun

who' s | ong shadows

illum nate of f-handedly

and dwarf the power of any
manuf actured transmtter

t he newspapers, the | ow hum
of the cold case next to ny
el bow and the | ow hum

of the human condition

in the diner, of the diner

t he human wal | paper

reel me back thru

t he neon

past the parked cars

and asphalt road covered
travel |ane

over the curb

and back peddl e

thru the gorgeous

but so-out-of-place

j apanese mapl e

back thru the di ner wi ndow
over the paper to

this page



american motel eric sommer
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down the road, the | ong way

past the center of town, past the antique shops and the
facel ess i nsurance conpany of fice w ndows

that have the plain, non-descript facade

that lost its way and arrived here

a forgotten holl ywood backl ot

reserved for the

the I owest of the | ow budget westerns

farther down the road, off to the left
behind the Quick trip, the cracker barre

in the center of an asphalt expanse
sits heaven in berea, kentucky..
t he anmerican note

cl ose enough to the walnart to be offended
cl ose enough to the italian take out

to be satisfied

the american notel. ..

the roomon the end of the

huge low “L”, closest to the large green field
is mine for $20 a ni ght

with no heat or air conditioning

it's a steal

a famliar room

with a mcrowave and a bible
a formnold shower

and i ndoor/ out door

astro turf carpet

t he ace hardware | awn chair |oungers
rust outside in the

bl azed candi ed yam

setting sun
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© 2006 | all rights reserved

On rt. 52 heading south from Cincinnati on the ohio river... it was around
3 in the afternoon, a dark roiling sky was | ow and threatening and the

i ncessant rain had suddenly ceased just as | came around a bend in the
road that put ne right in front of the biggest, nbst vacant, nobst rusted
and nost chilling vision of decay | have ever, ever seen... it stretches
for a mle and is 7 or 10 stories high... a rusted steel nll on the ohio
river, stranded between ohio and kentucky... a huge rusting behenoth,just

sitting there...

| pulled over - there were no cars on the road, and the entire scene was
eerily vacant and without life... not a bird, not a dog or any

human form.. all the buildings on the highway were one story boxes, nost
had schlitz or budwi eser signs in the wi ndow, there were a

few pickup trucks around and the phone wires were strung haphazard random
this way and that, criss-crossing the sky between poles

that were - without exception - at alarm ng, obtuse angles to the
ground. ..

| wal ked into the mlIl and it was vast, enpty, rusting and magnificent in
its decay.... and i wote this:

cl anori ng

beneath a portsnouth sky
in iron bellies of

days gone by

the rancid snell of decaying dreans
huddl e t oget her

br eat hing hard

awai ting our chance to | augh at

agel ess wonders

encased in a barbed wire fence

scarred by tine unendi ng

while light winds stroll through our souls
stranded in space and tine

| ost to outside

i ght and sound

pl eading with the asphalt god
| oose his grip upon my tired heart
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just pulled into richnond kentucky... playing here friday night, then to
berea, kentucky on saturday night... then to chapel hill, then honme for a
few days... coming fromearls in st. paul..

driving last night fromFt. Wayne on Rt. 30 across southern Indiana to

hook up with Rt. 75 South in Onhio... vast, dark, raining incessantly and
sinply beautiful... I had the yankees and detroit gane on, two classic old
school baseball teans, one of which | know can trace their heritage back
100 years... and around 11pm in classic, thrilling baseball fashion, the

detroit tigers cane from5 down to tie it in the bottomof the 9th, with 2
on, 2 out, and a full count to the batter, and it was wonderful, and grip-
ping and | listened, glued to the side speakers in the chevy, as this
drama unfolded in front of ne,live, pitch by pitch, in true radio fash-
ion...

| could have been listening to sandy kofax or harnon kil ebrew or even joe

dimaggio... it was live baseball detroit tigers radio as | have never
experienced... and | sweated, swung, cursed and strained with the noble
detroit tigers as we struggled to beat the visiting Yankees team .. then

in the 10th the Tigers hit safely into a classic set with runners at the
corners and with the screans of the fans by the backstop rolling like
waves across the air you could just barely hear the announcer try to get
above the din of the honmetown crowd and announce in a full throated holler
that Detroit had gone ahead by 1 run and the game was over..

| sat backward in ny seat, exhausted, sweating and exhilarated, and I

| oosened nmy white knuckle clutch grip on the wheel of ny chevy ever so
slowy,trying to savor the last drop of ny enotions and feelings that in
the blink of an eye and a swing of the bat had taken ne a million years
and a hundred lifetimes back to a hot, late afternoon setting sun twlight

on a hard dirt baseball dianond and | |ooked at nyself, taking off my mask
and headi ng across the dusty infield towards the dugout on ny |ast game as
alittle | eague catcher on a baseball team... the sweet snell of oiled

rawl i ngs rawhi de, the noist, thick heaviness of a sweat soaked rough cloth
uniformand the magic elixir whiff of a bag full of wooden bats and prac-
tice balls reached out and engulfed nme, covered ne in baseball and boy-
hood, and connected nme with all that is great and good and baseball ...

I was cryin' like a 3rd grader by the tinme | turned onto 75 south and
headed for Cincinnati, GChio and R chnond, Kentucky... |eaving the yankees,
the detroit tigers - and an anmmzi ng nonent - sonewhere out in the vast,

rai ny, black enptiness of southern indiana, sonmewhere between Ft. Wayne,
I ndi ana, Lima, GChio... and the land of the radio baseball gods..



asian cinema eric sommer
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Can’t | becone a japanese film
just for one shinning nonment?
No future and no past

no references to all of that
just a little action

and static inmgery

The days and weeks conpress
in strange reality

two skys converge, the meaning is unclear
a sinple shift in perspective
illumnates all ny fear

no character and no exi stence
except for what is seen

how easy and deliciously vacant
is every well planned scene

its neaning overlaid that swirls and confounds
it’s the asian idiomthat | adore

wher e meani ng

and exi stence

abound
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hey brenda |lee did you have a good tine?
| tried it you know
but they said it was a crinme
| ove canme again and killed

the little girl

as she stood by her room
|l ost in another world everyone said to thensel ves
what a shane,
so hey, brenda |ee

could you do it again

could you really revive ne

could you take nme around?

thru her window in | os angel es
i saw hard evi dence
on how big it should be
but i was all mxed up
spent nmoney with bl ood
toured the kitchen
and went back to bed
filled with the crime at the pizza
st and

i talked to charlie

and he noved in for a week

then he said he had to go and becone a parody to the sea
but he spoke in such w spers as she called him by nane
he was there once before and now

he’ s come back again

hey brenda |ee did you have a good tine?
| tried it, you know
but they said it was a crine
this affection cane again and killed

the little girl

as she stood by her room
lost in another world and everyone said to thensel ves
what a shane,
so hey, brenda |ee

could you do it again

could you take it around?
could you take it around one nore tine?



tiki bar in my heart eric sommer
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what a beautiful note... our lives, so divergent, are still very nuch
i nked. ..
there is always a little cabana in ny heart for you... conplete with tiki

bar, a cute towel boy, plenty of beer and a good view of the pool on one
side and the cove on the other, where the finest white sand circles a too-
bl ue-t o-be-real cove, gently baked on a setting just bel ow | ondon broil
froma sun in a sky so bright it hurts your eyes... there's a soft breeze
on shore, the waiters are |aying out the noon buffet and the flirty-up
flight attendants fromlast night's carnival are just getting in, and
doin' the wal k of shane past the front desk, high heels in hand, heads
low... the free hand raised to cover the blotchy redness that the cheaper
gin can be counted on to produce the day after the indul gence...the boat
boys on the dock are washing down the smooth white hulls of the inpossibly
expensi ve yatchs parked side by side, tied to the dock... and gently
bobbi ng from the wake of the speed boats that occassionally cruise too

close... the clink of expensive crystal and the nmuffled silver-on-silver
tunble tunble of waiters' funbling of the place settings mx with the soft
sounds of another cocktail being born... the ice slips effortlessly into

the glass, the clear, crisp and splashy gin that follows invades the
frozen cocktail-worl d-subculture-ice and swirls counterclockw se as the
dash of vernmouth - the final addition to the nost perfect martini ever
created - blends effortless in the glass...

| ove you al ways,



