
 
 
 
 
UNDER THE KINGFISHER: THOUGHTS OF WAR, THOUGHTS OF PEACE 
 
What could be wrong with these idle honey  
bees sitting serenely in riverbank mud 
not moving a wing? Nothing a big flat rock 
can’t cure. And what’s the matter with a sun 
that warms my skin? Not a thing the night 
can’t fix. What’s with the hidden crickets 
that makes them ring and ring all day? The lift 
and fall of legs on wings, nothing frightful 
here. Someone better tell the tiny spider 
he can’t fly or he’ll have to keep drifting 
by on a single self-annointed strand, 
fiteen feet above the river and rising. 
 
All that’s wrong is all that’s right: 
the world, the many worlds, the black mind. 
 
 



 
 
 
 
THE OILY RAG 
 
gets blamed for everything but 
the oily rag wasn’t always oily: 
someone must have spilled the oil. 
 
Someone found a rag. 
A rag that wasn’t yet oily. 
Maybe the only non-oily rag around. 
 
And about that combustion: 
it was anything but spontaneous, 
and it’s “rags,” okay, “oily rags,” 
not “rag.” Somebody always 
puts us in a pile. Always a pile 
of oily rags gets the blame. 
 
A corner or closet is often mentioned. 
You’re probably feeling a little 
oily, too, perhaps a little ragged. 
 
I understand. We understand. 
Come over here, to the corner. 
 
Come into the pile. Feel that? 
Nice and warm, isn’t it? 
 
 



 
 
 
 
AIR, CONDITIONED 
 
I am dry, I am droll 
And that’s just how I roll: 
 Call me Billy. 
 
I’m not mad, I’m not bleak 
I’ve a Frenchman’s physique, 
 I’m not silly. 
 
I like gin, I like jazz 
You can take what I has-- 
 Slightly chilly. 
 
You won’t mind what I write 
And if it’s patently trite, 
 C’est la vie. 
 
I can toss this stuff off 
 It’s as easy as a cough: 
 I am poemy. 
 
And when you pay my fee 
My verse isn’t free 
 Nor me. 
 


