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“Among all the many misfortunes to which we are heir, it is 

only fair to admit that we are allowed the greatest degree of 

freedom of thought. It is up to us not to misuse it.” 

- André Breton, The Manifesto of Surrealism 
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atomic smoke  

by Andres Rodriguez 

 

the carpenter inhaled a deep breath from the atomic cigarette 

  he coughed and rubbed his chin 

surrounding him, in all directions, were slaughtered trees 

  he wiped the sweat from his brow 

    and took another hit 

  alveoli, deteriorated from the radiation, 

    popped 

      (like a stressed person with bubble wrap) 

 

an ambulance arrives but is waved away by the foreman 

  who helps the carpenter into a taxi 

    (much cheaper that way) 

  the driver takes a selfie to capture the moment 

    (it's not every day that he is a paramedic) 

the carpenter lights another cigarette 

  ignoring the no radiation sign 

    (the taxi driver asks for one) 

 

the surgeon takes a selfie with a scalpel in one hand 

  the carpenter smiles along 

    squinting at the bright lights 

    of the surgical theater 

the audience roars in applause 

  popcorn is tossed about 

the surgeon winks, lights up an atomic cigarette 

  and performs on the carpenter 

    slicing him into precise cuts of lumber 
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this poem needs a title 

by Andres Rodriguez 

 

the scissors ran quickly 

 across the field 

chased by angry  

 strips of paper 

 and locks of hair 

with each step 

 the scissors cut 

   into the earth 

 shallow cuts 

 sharp cuts 

 attended by  

   field medics 

the stapler swings in 

 from a zip line 

 and forms an army 

   of staples 

that evening the scissors 

 surrendered 

and everyone celebrated 
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The Hillside Council 

by P.M Naidouraï 
 

O, the grainy smells 

The lichen condensing on the window 
As the flan collides with collusion 

On the broken simmering eve of dawn 

 

The night before an ibis launches 

Into its diamond flight 
Upon the baker’s sugar wings 

At luminous latitudes 
Of angel robes 

And cuspid stones 

 
Hibiscus moans through daylight tremors 

Hands temperate yet trembling when touched 

By the judiciary’s blade 

 

All around the avid scene 

Groan killers and pillars 

And ad-hoc buskers 

 

And all are artistic only when suitable 

For the hunt 

 

And none require 

Mangled horoscopes 

For their salvation looms 

Just over the horizon 
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Force 

by P.M Naidouraï 
 

I fly through my days 

Throwing them out 

Tossing them to the dogs in a blur 

 

I fly through hours and minutes throwing out words 

Taking up scars into my cavern mouth 

 

Wavering in the gusts of ecstacy with music blaring 

 

There is nothing left to do and everything to want from it 

Everything left to do yet I have already taken what I want from life 

All the pulp 

And now only ambrose 

The words come easy now 

Swifter than those thick concentrated concrete days 

 

Words assault my head  

My temples 

Reverberate through my thoughts 

 

Distractions are now the purpose 

 

Repose or activation? 

 

I should never know 
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One Little Secret 

by Salvatore Murdocca 

 

You don’t know anyone, 

Because one little secret, 

Changes all the rules, 

Changing everything from, 

Black to white, 

From white to black. 

The smile says nothing, 

But “Don’t you know me?” 

Or perhaps you do, 

And that love is real, 

Or perhaps not, only saying, 

“Kiss me anyway.” 

The touch might be real, 

And open to meanings, 

And, being gentle, 

Might say enough to last another day, 

And leave behind a memory, 

For sleeping. 

So, even if it IS real, 

Do your lips really care, 

If one little secret, 

Changes everything, 

From black to white, 

From white to black? 
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Coney Island  

by Salvatore Murdocca 

 

Of course there were sources of inspiration that could only be called environmental, two of which were Coney 

Island and Gravesend Bay. This was where the illustrator spent his first twelve years. 

At the start of the twentieth century, the borough known as Brooklyn was still a patchwork of small farms and 

settlements. By the 1920s, new subway and elevated rail lines reached out from Manhattan and allowed passengers fast and 

easy access to the farthest edges of the borough. Some of these rail lines terminated at the southernmost edge of 

Brooklyn at the oceanfront amusement park known as Coney Island, world famous since the 1890s. 

The illustrator did not live far from Coney Island. If he walked a few blocks west from his home in the Gravesend 

Bay section of Brooklyn, across the Belt Parkway, which skirted the western and southern coasts, he could stand on the 

edge of Gravesend Bay itself, and see Coney Island’s most famous landmark: The Parachute Jump. Notwithstanding its 

mushroom-like top, its general shape and steel latticework reminded him of the Eiffel Tower. 

To get there one could walk across the Cropsey Avenue Bridge, or take the Harway Avenue bus or the West End 

train line at Bay Fiftieth Street to the Stillwell Avenue station in Coney Island. 

In summer it was one of the most crowded places in the world, a jigsaw puzzle of amusement parks, games, rides, 

fast foods, sand and people clinging to a thin strip of real estate. By the 1950s it was a resort town gone to ruin, yet alive in 

a yearly rhythm of decay and regeneration manifested in countless mutations. The Boardwalk, which ran along the southern 

edge of the island, was a wooden snake with a cold, dark underbelly that separated the beach from the street and alleys 

with its own parasitic food and game concessions clinging to its inland side. 

As many times as the illustrator and his friends visited Coney Island, they were unable to resist spending their 

last penny. Often they would walk back to Gravesend Bay too fulfilled to fear their parents’ anger. Tattooed on their souls 

were images and dreams more powerful than their temporal lives. 

Coney Island was the same each year, giving no indication of the passage of time. It was though it was stuck 

somewhere in the first half of the 20th Century, at the moment when its vitality began to ebb away. Here, in 1955, the place 

was still fecund, like a field of weed, and it was a rare day that the illustrator and his friends did not discover something 

new. Their field of vision was filled with raucous street life, paintings and signs with grotesque renderings of ghosts and 

freaks of nature and bold declarations and promises, polished vehicles of thrills, slightly cruel games of no chance, and an 

abundance of food. The fastest foods ever consumed: Hot dogs, steaming bars of corns, French fries, knishes, sauerkraut, 

soft drinks, hard drinks, beer, fake champagne from vending machines, hamburgers, pizza burgers, pizza pie, clams, and 

oysters, fried or raw. There was every kind of nut, hot or cold, popcorn, cotton candy, ice cream, Italian ices, fried chicken 

and fried fishes. 

The odors were palpable, a combination of raw garbage, half-eaten beef, rotten fish, boiled vegetation and 

perspiration. Each narrow side street of Surf Avenue was a rainbow of odors over which floated the sweet smell of spinning 

sugar becoming cotton candy. It was a cheap, virtual whorehouse for the blind and the gluttonous. 

There were freak shows, peep shows, girlie shows, ghost rides, flying pizzas dough, the Loews, the Tilyou and the 

Neptune movie theaters, clowns, rendered and real, flea shows, games shows and those terrible paintings, each  indicating 

the source of a new and rare experience. There were wax museums that offered crude, but chilling tableaux of monstrous 

criminals and their horrific deeds, their victims soaked in faded brown blood. Above the freak show stages that lined Surf 
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Avenue were huge portraits of the unique performers who waited to appear above the darkness on stage in the dank 

seatless theater, a potent source of inspiration for the illustrator. There they were, rendered in primary colors with blood 

red lips and deadly blue eyes, the Mule Face Boy, the Bear Lady, the Three-legged man and the Hermaphrodite, more alive 

than they could ever be on stage.  

There were rides for every level of thrill seeker, from carousals and bumper cars to roller coasters and 

stomach-churning pendulums. Names like Thunderbolt, Cyclone, Dutch Shoes, Virginia Reel, Bobsled, and the Whip. 

There were the mechanical horse races that ran on tracks that circumnavigated Steeplechase Park. At the end of 

the ride, in order to exit, one had to pass thorough a style on an open stage in front of rows of seated patrons who waited 

for a woman’s dress to be blown up by a rush of air, or a silent, evil-looking clown, who attacked the unwary with a cattle 

prod. This vicious, sometimes embarrassing, ending to the horse race made a great impression on The illustrator. He began 

to pay close attention to clown acts wherever they were performed and came to the conclusion that clown humor was 

basically an exercise in violence and humiliation. Why did people find this so entertaining? He came to believe that the 

clown, as opposed to a source of true joy, was really a source for the satisfaction of vengeance, acting out of the basest 

instincts, a source of vicarious satisfaction, and a way to diminish the pain of human existence. A pain brought about by an 

unrealistic expectation of happiness, the bitter disappointment of life beyond the womb. Even non-violent clowns served 

that need, presenting a diminished and easily abused victim representing a type or sub-class that is basically masochistic, 

and prone to invite violence. These are the ones who make it easy for those uncomfortable with clowns that were vicious. 

There was something about these pathetic clowns that seemed to justify their suffering. 

The illustrator hated them. Clowns built nothing, created nothing and displayed knowledge of nothing but violence 

and physical dexterity. They were designed only to satirize or destroy or suffer. Their contribution was to demonstrate 

cruelty, how to redress a perceived wrong, or relief from anger of abandonment and this was always done with anarchic 

and/or directed cruelty. This idea of retribution was the primary attraction of the clown. This permitted attack on the 

victim who represents the misery of all that fails; the object upon which frustration is can be released without guilt. This 

was their power. They were something to be concerned about, something to be feared. In this place, everything seemed 

multiplied, an out of proportion ratio, as exaggerated as a clown is to a man. 

Coney Island and the clowns shared a common denominator for the summer visitor: the unchanging need for 

personal pleasure, forgetfulness, and the quelling of loneliness in the midst of the raucous, some sense of life brought forth 

by violence, before the throne of King Death. 

Everything about Coney Island seemed to be geometrically expanded by the responses of a million pair of senses 

on a summer’s day. In Coney Island the beach forever crawls inland. Sand is everywhere, filling crevices and corridors, 

spreading grain by grain, helped along by the movement of people, animals, sea birds and wind. That wind, whose cruel 

wintry tongue, is whittled down in summer to gentle off-shore breeze, stroked the heads of the illustrator and his friends 

and took their senses through constantly changing places with indeterminate edges and made life something to be lived for 

a day. 

Growing up in the Gravesend Bay area of Brooklyn, just a mile from Coney Island, the illustrator felt that the post-

war developing landscape still presented a kind of frontier environment. The environment he grew up in was actually tribal 

and warlike, reflecting the behavior of the greater society. The United States had just triumphed in World War II, and was 

immersed in another war in Korea. We were a warrior nation continually crowing about having vanquished Hitler and 

turning our attention to the Communists and their death-rattling atomic bomb threat. One sensed that there would never be 
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respite from forever winning the endless wars. There would be triumph, but the cost would be permanent insecurity and 

the loss of untainted pleasure. The lesson was not lost. After a period of innocence fear and loathing had returned, created 

by the newest clown act. 

In youth’s perfect microcosm of society the illustrator’s environment was actually tribal, with gangs (tribes 

really) on each block protecting their turf. War was an ever-present reality, and bravery, no matter how difficult or stupid, 

was a requisite that one had to display, or else suffer the consequences. His gang had rituals, seasons, and even a kind of 

calendar of events that were prescribed, yet unspoken of, but very strictly adhered to. Even the flashes of early 

homosexuality, in which the gang innocently indulged, remained natural, essential, but unspoken of. There was no charter to 

follow in the clearly disciplined, militaristic environment. And there were the weapons. These were lovingly carved, 

sharpened and strung. Each weapon gave one an additional digit of power, a sense of being larger than life, a tool, an 

insignia that symbolized one’s belonging to the greater gang. Later the illustrator read that tools were one of the things 

that defined us as humans. (Weapons) 

The illustrator relished every moment of it. He loved the guidelines that, if followed, made one feel that one 

belonged to something important, that one had a role to play, and yet felt free. He felt that this environment allowed him 

and his friends the power to explore uncharted territory. Within that unsupervised world they were allowed to play roles 

that were clearly delineated in the greater society, searching out and assessing identities and positions of power and 

weakness. In this sense there was no need for supervision. The illustrator and his friends, like young Spartans, were being 

unconsciously trained to perform as soldiers or closer to the truth, as the next crop of society’s Clowns. 

From the ages of nine through twelve the illustrator was more formed and informed by the world outside his 

home than within. His parents both Worked. 

He was given very few rules. He was regarded as a very self-disciplined child and allowed to rely on his own 

resources. He asked for little, but when he occasionally asked for something such as a chess set or microscope or if he 

required art supplies, these were usually supplied without question. The quality may not have been the best but the support 

was of the highest order. He managed his own entertainment and shared little with his parents after the very early years 

when they supplied folk tales or songs that were used mainly to get him to eat. 

The illustrator’s social life was almost totally devoid of parental guidance. There were friends whom his parents 

would certainly have cautioned him about had they been aware of them, but that would have been the limit. He did learn 

basic moral behavior from his parents who exhibited a remarkable degree of fairness and forbearance regarding life’s 

difficulties. They expected little and were rarely disappointed. 

Outside of the home the illustrator learned a separate morality and rules of behavior. He learned self-control, 

caution, the limits of bravery, and how to exercise his survival skills when encountering those who would be physically 

stronger, older, or more cunning. He learned how to influence and achieve goals by means more subtle than could be 

learned in a home where his parents were not so skilled in the recognition and articulation of these things. He learned to 

deal with the vicious, the manipulative, and the passive aggressive, as well as the stupid or nerve tingling random violence. 

He had to learn to recognize and use their weight in his own favor like a judo master. The illustrator could see that he lived 

by different rules regarding morality than the controlled environments and theories put forth today to insure security and 

happiness in early childhood. 

After the illustrator’s father died, and his mother lost any real interest in the life that he expected was out there, 

he relied on the skills he learned from the tribal life of the “lots.” He used these social skills as tools to raise and educate 
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himself for the role that he wished to play in his adult life, that of the survivor, and not the victim. He was his own “gang,” 

and his artistic skills, his weapons, were necessarily selfish. This was what the illustrator learned after struggling through 

the first volume of Clowns. From that point on, the story took on a life of its own. 
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- Salvatore Murdocca 
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Editor’s Note 

 

 This issue features a beautifully odd poem by Guillaume Apollinaire, who was a major inspiration to the all of 20th 

century avant-garde, and whose poetry continues to inspire both writers and artists now. He coined the very term 

“Surrealism,” using it to describe a ballet, Parade, by Erik Satie. Apollinaire also wrote plays and novels, the most famous of 

his novels being “The Poet Assassinated.”  
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Océan de Terre (Ocean of Earth) 

by Guillaume Apollinaire 

translated by Elliott Ferrell 
 
À G(iorgio) de Chirico 
To G(iorgio) de Chirico 

 

I have built a house in the middle of the Ocean 

J'ai bâti une maison au milieu de l'Océan 

 
Its windows are rivers which flow from my eyes 

Ses fenêtres sont les fleuves qui s'écoulent de mes yeux 
 

Octopi crawl all around where stand the walls 

Des poulpes grouillent partout où se tiennent les murailles 
 

Hear the beating of their hearts of three and their beaks knocking at the window 

Entendez battre leur triple cœur et leur bec cogner aux vitres 

 

Damp house 

Maison humide 

 

Flaming house 

Maison ardente 

 

Rapid season 

Saison rapide 

 

Season which sings 

Saison qui chante 

 
The airplanes are laying eggs  

Les avions pondent des œufs 

 
Watch out, we are going to drop anchor 

Attention on va jeter l'ancre 

 

Watch out for the ink which we shoot 

Attention à l'encre que l'on jette 

 

It would be good if you came from the sky 

Il serait bon que vous vinssiez du ciel 
 

The honeysuckle of the sky is climbing 

Le chèvrefeuille du ciel grimpe 
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The earthly octopi pulsate 

Les poulpes terrestres palpitent 
 

And so many of us are to be the diggers of our own graves 

Et puis nous sommes tant et tant à être nos propres fossoyeurs 

 
Pale octopi of the chalky waves, O octopi with pale beaks 

Pâles poulpes des vagues crayeuses ô poulpes aux becs pâles 
 

Around the house is the ocean you know 
Autour de la maison il y a cet océan que tu connais 

 

And which never stills 

Et qui ne se repose jamais 

 


