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Poems by Kike Medaulty

C u t  F l o u i t r «

76«» vase i» +6» way siatlon  

between life and a  bumpster.
The stems cure swollen aMd s p U t. 
Petals wither in the light.

Where are we ?
Blooming and dying in the soil 

Has none of this humiliation.
Why are we here ?

Snipped
We have been murdered.

And etuck m water
Our brilliance has been stolen. 

To cheer up a  bedroom.

Feet of Clay

On t h e  W a y  O a t  a w d  H o a i to  C r« t T h e re .

Tvuo voices are  speaking. One is indented. The other isn’t. 
The two voices are not necessarily listening to each other.

Tell y o u rs e lf
I  am satisfied  

Forget everything else
I  am satisfied  

Except you wwnted to  run  
All those times. I t ’s done.
You’ve run

I  am sa tis fied  
Over omcI over ajnd 
To yourself a g a in .
" I f  not for m e ., ,  ,H 
See?

I  am sat iss fg e d .
All those times you w a n te d  to  rum . . .
Now its done. Now i t ’s done.

Ayeyamsat. Ayeyamsat.
S at Is s  Fyed. To th e  core.

No more
Deep sleep

£» denied. Mike comes frow Portland. He waives ¿¡»ke$
Satisfied. a t Skip Imm.

Cafe de lajMer
1287 S. Hemlock Cannon Beach, Oregon 
(503) 436-1179 Dinners begin at 5:30 nightly

Quintessential debonair.
That amaning Mr. Astaire.

Framing sequences which would make 
Dance magic happen in one take.

Ginger Rogers hesitates 
Although the world venerates 
The grace of Astaire —

11 Fred couldn’t  have stayed on the floor 
I f  he had to wear
Those goddamned hi^h-heeled shoes I  wore,11

P a r t i * ^  th <  W a t e r s

I t ’s a  bus 
In  a  p re tty  big town. 
There’s ju s t u s . 

Strangers all around. 

Movi ng through s pace. 
Does the same place 

Wait fhr us ?
Probably not.

Awfully het 
On this bus.
We're one side 
of the Great Nation, 
And this ride 
Is our celebration,


