
 

“I FEEL THE BERN” 

 

Two huge piles of branches 

300 yards from one another  

in fields of tall trees back of   

Brown Bag Farm. 

 

Hooked to branches at the tops,  

in doll-forms, Donald Trumps.   

The men women and children 

crumple newspaper pages, stick  

 

them into the thicket of branches  

all around the base of each stack  

and, at a blue gong’s sounding,  

strike matches, get a fire going,  

 

soaring, beholding in the tall flames  

that they’re berning Donald Trump,  

not once but twice, they’re triumphantly 

berning berning Donald Trump. 

 

 

THE GENOVESE ARCANE 

          In Memory of Roy Mottini 

 

1. 

 

He was the nattiest dresser 

on the street, could have 

the naziest yap which never 

failed to twinklingly sincerely  

say, “Happy Chanukah” to me 

out of a mouth full of 

contradictions; could yabber 

blatantly to himself 

here, there and everywhere 

on the Beach or on the bus 

to and from, yell at 

anyone who passed him, 

looked askance at him, 

said something to him, 

for reasons unknown. 

He insisted he wasn’t white, 

definitely wasn’t white, 



he was Genovese,  

never white 

though he took a bullet 

in his shoulder from a Black  

that accidentally went off 

while he was being  

pistol-whipped for having 

enworded the guy  

a year before 

he died in his room 

in the Golden Eagle Hotel 

on Broadway, 

for reasons unknown, 

probably after wielding his 

threatening cane, 

which had once broken the giant 

window of the Caffe Trieste, 

who’d caused havoc and chaos 

patiently overlooked by Ida Zoubi, 

like he was the local headline 

     ROY  MOTTINI NO  

      TAKE HIS MEDS   

so watch out, 

don’t take him personally, 

he’s really bonkers, 

don’t let him get to you, 

he’s on stage and the stage’s 

the whole street; 

he’s very beloved for his  

natty charm and tender words, 

and generosity amid all these  

laptops and kindles 

in the Caffe Trieste  

where he’s always making  

a “shoutmost shoviality” 

of his schizanoic parafrenia. 

 

 

2.  

 

In that unbearable and yet 

irresistible lunacy of his, 

no one reminded me more  

of Antonin Artaud 

than did Roy, who’d also 

suffered breakdown  



and electroshock, 

whose artistic heart 

the Trieste worker and artist 

Ernesto Evangelista  

brilliantly captured in a portrait 

that revealed the privately still 

and sane blue-eyed center  

of this otherwise so public   

madman, who like  

one of the many shamans 

that hold the strings not 

to the puppets of North Beach 

down through these generations,  

but to the instruments that play  

the wild glory of the streets 

of this village to which one 

can still belong, be strung 

and played, be called, be wept,  

be no one and every, be sung, 

be nightly and mourned. 

 

    

3. 

  

And now, for Roy, no more 

the medications,  

the disability checks, 

the helping hands  

of Ida and Fady, 

Aaron Peskin,  

Tony Gantner,  

Mark Bruno the activist,   

Mark Alvarez the cop,  

and all the others 

that he whacked  

in one way or another, 

and came back to 

day after day,--- 

we who fooled for him, 

who felt for him  

as all is ash now  

or the dust of earth, and such  

is the life of death:  

Roy the rib, 

the ribby, 

the rebeginning 



of the turned down espresso cup. 

Turned up        

  

 


