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Editorials           

As I’ve mentioned before, one of the best things 
about being an editor of a literary journal is the    
writers you meet along the way, whether locally, 
across the USA, or internationally through mail or 
email correspondence.  

Joseph Reich and I were enjoying occasional email 
chats on all kinds of things, from poetry, prose, music 
and art, to food, Philadelphia, NY, sharing some     
favorite bands, singers, songs and groups we were                
enthralled of and then one night in an email           
Joseph mentioned, “wouldn’t it be great to have a 
themed issue of poems that were inspired by music 
or favorite songs?”   

The idea really intrigued me as music plays such a 
large part in our lives.  If I taped all the CD’s,            
records and cassettes back to back in my home I 
would have enough music to play continually all year 
and then some.  

I often question why I have this impulse to buy yet 
another album when I know that I may not get around 
to playing it for some time, but the thought that it’s 
there, accessible for when I’m in the mood, allowing 
the luxury of the occasional laid back day or night, 
pulling out that old chestnut, sliding the disc into my 
player knowing it will take me away, weave images 
and magic into the fabric of my life, and every once in 
a while even inspire a poem.    

The Jukebox Junction USA Special Edition has 
been a labor of love. The difficult part of pulling this         
collection together was that there were so many 
wonderful submissions it was difficult  for both      
Joseph and I to make the final selections.    

In our selections, the poet’s names were removed 
from their submissions, and each poem  was assigned 
a number in place of for unbiased selection.    

I hope that you enjoy this wonderful collection 
and that the lyrics, music and poems bring back some      
meaningful memories and inspiration for you as well.   

                                              Judith A. Lawrence 
                                                  Editor/Publisher 

I just wanted to sincerely and earnestly say how 
many wonderful and thoughtful submissions Judith  
and I received over the past few months for our 
theme issue, "Jukebox Junction," which likewise 
just made our task that much more challenging in  
having to choose and boil down and triage it all into 
one thematic and salient collection; appearing to 
touch on musical periods and influences all the way 
back from the Twenties to the present day, and      
encompassing a whole wide range of eclectic            
musical forms and genres.  

We were also pleased to have received a variety 
of submissions from so many different regions of the 
country, from small town to rural to suburban to the 
big city, as well as internationally.   

For all of those who didn't make it, I just wanted 
to say how honored and grateful we were to have     
received your submissions, as well as your             
willingness to share with us what appeared to be 
some real profound and sentimental and nostalgic 
memories, and do hope the experience was as       
cathartic for you as it was for us.   

I believe what Judith and I have put together 
here is a real insightful and intriguing, engaging and 
absorbing collection as evidenced by "Jukebox       
Junction," and now please feel free to dig in at your 
own leisure, and mosey on down memory lane to the 
melody of your choosing, and wherever that path may 
happen to lead you!  

                                             Joseph Reich 
                                             Co-Editor 
                                             Jukebox Junction, USA 
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Name of Songs: Thunder Road, Independence Day, 
4th of July, Asbury Park (Sandy) Hungry Heart 
Name of Album:  Bruce Springsteen and the E Street 
Band Live/1975-1985  
Name of Artist:  Bruce Springsteen   

Me 'n Bruce Springsteen Take My Baby  
off to College  
                   
We hit the turnpike early, O Thunder Road, 
every inch of the car packed: sweatshirts, prom 
gowns, teddy bears, such heavy baggage. She's both 
coming and going, this shy violet of a child,  
the teenager too hostile to be in the same room, 
breathe the same air. Now she dozes beside me as 
the car spools up the miles, and I slip in a favorite 
tape, raise the volume. Her skin, edible, a downy 
peach, her long hair unwinding. My foot taps the    
accelerator with the beat; the Big Man, Clarence 
Clemons, pours his soul out his sax, yearning,        
throbbing, as the turnpike pulls us west,  
bisecting Pennsylvania, tunneling through the  
mountains: Blue, Allegheny, Kittatinny, Tuscarora,  
this big-muscled, broad-backed hunk of a state.   

We drive deeper into the heart of anthracite, 
the wind blows through the dark night of her hair. 
A harmonica wails and whines, brings me back to my 
tie-dyed college years; sex looms like a Ferris wheel, 
carnival lights in the water, but we've reached our 
exit, here she is, it's independence day, ready or not, 
Pittsburgh, city of smoke and grit, polished chrome 
and glass, soot streaked buildings, pocket  
handkerchief neighborhoods, abandoned  
steelworks, the Monongahela River. 
I deliver her again, heavier this time. 
We set up the room, she turns cocky and sulky, 
breaks into sobs when I leave.  

On the return trip, I play the same tapes over and 
over. The miles roll by, I'm driven by the beat,  
everybody's got a hungry heart, nearly there:   
Lenhartsville, Krumsville, Kutztown, 
green rolling hills dotted with cows, 
Pittsburgh's iron and steel filling the horizon 
in the rearview mirror.  

                                     ©Barbara Crooker 

Name of Song: Dark Star 
Artist: Grateful Dead 
Name of Album: Live/Dead, 1969 
Setting: The Fillmore East, NYC 
Love Interest: Not Nearly as Important as the Music 
Verse: Dark star crashes, Pouring its light into ashes.  

The Night the Dead First Played “Dark Star” at the 
Old Fillmore East  

Dark Star: a black hole. 
But to us at the old Fillmore 
that night, “Dark Star” meant 
the music of the spheres:  

Pythagoras might’ve been up 
near the stage, twirling 
to the beat the drums laid down 
hypnotic as a snake charmer, 
the guitars and keyboards weaving, 
like the dance of DNA molecules, 
the universe forming that night.  

Garcia’s guitar a pterodactyl 
soaring on thermals, diving 
for prey just under the surface, 
then stroking skyward again 
higher and higher, almost more 
than music was capable of.  

And all the while we swayed 
like a field of wind-weaving barley 
on this night of pulsing 
planets, comets, and stars.  

When we left the concert hall, 
dawn was turning East Village 
buildings the color of doves.  

“What the hell was that?” 
one friend asked. 
“I don’t know,” I answered, 
“but I never wanted it to stop.”  

                              ©Robert Cooperman 
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Name of Song:  Purple Haze 
Name of Album:  Are You Experienced 
Artist:  Jimi Hendrix 
Year:  1967 
Setting:  Tennessee Technological University 
College Student, Loose lifestyle 
Love Interest:  The Sixties 
Hometown:  Dayton, Tennessee, Small Town, USA 
Season:  Quiet waves, Summer 
Verse:  Purple haze all in my eyes,  
uhh/Don't know if it's day or night/ 
You got me blowin, blowin my mind/ 
Is it tomorrow, or just the end of time?  

Flying Like Angels  

We made John’s Place an icon, 
Pabst Blue Ribbon like sacred wine, 
a watering hole for the lost. 
Somehow we always got back to school.  

Minds blew at the edge of knowledge, 
psychedelic dynamo, free love time, 
leaning toward darkness or light 
––freedom was hard.  

Jose Garcia wore ringlets of love 
in army green, stepped on a land mine, 
came home in a box. 
Didn’t make it back to school.  

We thought the smoke-filled days, liquid nights 
would never end––now it seems like, 
what’s the song?  Purple Haze…  

But we were cool in that purple mist 
driving the dark side of the road, 
flying like angels going nowhere 
in the smoky, yellow van with blue flowers 
and the red door painted black.  

                                         ©Bruce Majors       

Name of Song:  In the Middle of Nowhere 
Artist: Dusty Springfield 
Year: 1965 
Setting: Middle of Michigan 
Hometown: Albion, Michigan 
Season: Fall, cool evenings 
Verse:  Baby won't you tell me/What am I to do?/I'm in 
the middle of nowhere/Getting nowhere with you.  

Hooking the Gut  

In the middle of Michigan, 
just past the middle of the century, 
CKLW, the AM station out of Windsor, 
provided the background music 
to the movie of our lives. 
Across the river from Detroit, 
they played all the current hits 
to the teenagers in the cars  
in the small towns  
in the middle of nowhere, 
a non-stop stream of hit songs 
as we circled through the town, 
six or seven of us high school boys 
packed in a single car, 
singing along to Motown, 
the Jefferson Airplane, 
the Dave Clark Five, 
Beatles, Animals, Rolling Stones. 
We orbited the planet 
that was our town, our universe – 
hooking the gut, in the local phrase – 
Victory Park, the college campus, 
past fast food joints and ice cream stands, 
smoking cigarettes and talking 
about the girls with whom  
we were getting nowhere.  

                                 ©Charles Rammelkamp      

Jimi Hendrix 
Dusty Springfield - at home 
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Song: Mississippi 
Album: Love and Theft, 2001 
Artist: Bob Dylan 
Hometown:  Venice, Italy 
Verse: Well my ship's been split to splinters and it's sink-
ing fast. I'm drowning in the poison, got no future, got no 
past. But my heart is not weary, it's light and it's free. I've 
got nothing but affection for all those who sailed with me.  

Mississippi  

This song in my mind 
recurs, persists 
and it’s like that land down south 
with houses with verandas  
filled with large leaves from whose margins 
raindrops hang and never fall 
and clouds and sun clash quietly 
and pools linger harmlessly  
for a long time after the floods.  

This song steps forward with the stride 
of the long-legged heron and with it flies, 
eyes so accustomed at surveying and at one 
with the slow wings’ beating and the trees’ swaying.  

I see this room without me, 
the window-panes reflecting branches and sky, 
it’s a big room,  
like the big pace of the song’s refrain 
and I think it’s great to shed your skin and breath 
and keep walking kissing that land 
where we know everything changes 
just to let nothing change.  

                                          ©Davide Frame   

Name of Song: Me and the Devil Blues 
Artist: Robert Johnson - Blues singer/song writer 
Hometown: Virginia 
Season: May, drizzle 
Verse: You can bury my body down by the highway side 
Lord, my old evil spirit can catch a Grayhound bus and 
ride.  

May, Drizzle, Virginia  

Sixth day of pewter. 
The cat coils under 
the microwave, ex- 
cited by garbage 
trucks as I open 
mail, a little cautious 
as if something 
dangerous could be 
there. Bruise sky. 
Ozone’s cheap perfume 
in the trees. I think 
of Robert Johnson 
with a poisoned drink 
in one hand from some 
one sure he’d been 
cheating with his wife, 
sang bury my body by 
the old railroad 
sign so I can catch a 
ride on the old Grey- 
hound bus and ride and 
ride. Dead at 28, a 
voice says as the cat 
coils on terry cloth as 
if it was purple velvet 
maybe dreaming of 
gizzards or being 
worshipped with flayed 
salmon and sparrows  

                               ©Lyn Lifshin  

[Robert Johnson's death is as mysterious as his life. 
The prevailing theory is that he was poisoned in a 
juke joint in Three Forks near Greenwood,           
Mississippi.  He was buried beside the highway,  
where the busses pass by, in the small Zion Church          
cemetery near Morgan City.] 

Bob Dylan in Mississippi 

Robert Johnson 
(One of two, possibly three  

photos taken in his short life) 
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Name of Song: Gingerbread Man 
Name of Album: Mony, Mony 
Artist: Tommy James and the Shondells 
Year: 1968 
Love Interest: Stan (no name in song  
though speaker calls himself a  
gingerbread man) 
Season: Spring, more cool than I would 
like 
Verse: Hey girl, if you lost your way 
Reach out and take my hand 
I’m a gingerbread man   

Gingerbread Man   

Flip it over. I agree, 
“Do Something To Me” 
is a great A side, 
but “Gingerbread Man”  

could have Top 40’d 
on its own.  The guitar 
craves a kiss.  It’s OK,  

guitars can be 
promiscuous.  I’m a 
gingerbread man, too. 
At my worst I’m crummy, 
overdone. At my best,  

I taste good.  Songs are 
red blood cells— 
give me enough of them, 
I can stay healthy.  

                          ©Kenneth Pobo   

Name of Song: Wu-Tang Clan Ain't Nuthin' ta Fuck Wit 
Name of Album: Enter the Wu-Tang (26 Chambers) 
Artist: Wu-Tang Clan 
Year: 2008 
Setting: Princeton University, nerd camp 
Love Interest: the philosophical stoner guy 
Hometown: Alamo, CA 
Season/Weather: clear summer night 
Verse: Ti-tiger style/Tiger style/Tiger style (Wu-Tang clan ain't nothin' 
ta fuck wit)/BANG IT/Tiger style (Wu-Tang clan ain't nothin' ta fuck 
wit)/Tiger style (Wu-Tang clan ain't nothin' ta fuck wit)/Tiger style/Tiger 
style (Come on!)/Bang it! Huh! Come on!  

Untitled  

Swaybacked groaning table we commandeered 
held up by our faith in shouting and swaying raw summer nights 
roaring tiger-style banging our life-love  
(we knew everyone else was dead) 
with a badass backbeat we thought 
and protested nothing except fall and  
the waning of dazing pseudo dangerous days 
a few hands and Wu-Tang Clan gave us  
shields and arms beyond repulsion 
in our fun and need for each other 
danced on the table it was our sinking ship 
smoothing our springing anxieties  
with burgeoning laughter and foreign courage 
you kissed me alien raw wandering  
it became everyone’s bacchus kiss 
we were squished hugged chanted courted 
and there are so so many 
I hung batlike prostrate and ready off that table 
to touch cool grass remember 
there was an earth to catch me 
never felt screamed sang laughed safer 
someone else commandeered the speakers 
animal and nervous with the hastening escape of such nights 
as we proclaimed all with comic savagery (fear of losing it all): 
ain’t nothing’ to (laughter) wit 
living on ruckus that threat of collapse and rumbling still  

                                                  ©Natalie Villalon    

Tommy James  -  1960’s 
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Name of Song: Go Way From My Window 
Year: 1950 
Live Concert: Gladys Swarthout 
Setting: Centre College, Danville, Kentucky 
Love Interest: None 
Hometown: Mt. Vernon, NY 
Season/Weather: Fall, Cold. Dreary 
Lyrics:  Incorporated in piece  

Go Way From My Window  

I’m sitting in a bar – drinking a martini larger than I’d 
make at home – because I do not want  
to drink alone.  I am, of course, drinking alone.    

I like the noises, the “warm, drunken wash of voices,” 
the beat of the bad music just beneath disturbing loud 
– I’m aware that the gin is good and I’m aware that 
I’m thinking of Gladys Swarthout when she came to 
Danville, Kentucky in the  fall of 1950 to perform at 
the basketball court which four times a year doubled 
as a ballroom and once in a blue moon as a concert 
hall.  I’m sitting in the bleachers listening, something 
to do in a town and time when any something was 
better than the usual nothing.  

I float above the clinking beer glasses remembering 
how beautiful and exotic she was – broad-chested,  
dark-haired, big-voiced, and I remember wondering 
what we were both doing there. I was sitting next to 
my roommate, also from New York, who in the 
spring would serenade the girl’s dorm singing “Some 
Enchanted Evening” in his fine baritone,  
and when his former girl would not come down and 
join him (these were the days of girl’s dorm lock-
downs and house mothers and the like, and it was 
maybe two in the morning, his voice muzzy with 
drink) brought out a pistol full of threats.  He waved 
it around and shortly after waved goodbye to the 
school.  

One could say “girl’s dorm” then; Breckinridge Hall 
was the boy’s dorm in turn.  The returning  
GI-billed soldiers lived in Vet’s Village, ran a never-
stopping card game, and supported a steady trickle  
of moonshine from the hills.  I was 16 and a long way 
from home which mostly felt good. 

I can’t remember the first part of her program – 
maybe some 19th century German art songs  
about babbling brooks and the beloved which I likely 
wasn’t ready for.  At the end she sang,  
“Sometimes I Feel Like a Motherless Child” which  
explored a place in me I didn’t know existed,  
and then, “Go Way From My Window” :  

Go way from my window 
Go way from my door 
Just leave me with my broken heart 
And bother me no more, 
And bother me no more.  

I’ll give you back your diamonds, 
I’ll give you back your rings 
But I’ll ne’er forget the love we knew 
As long as song birds sing, 
As long as song birds sing.  

her big voice carrying passion so darkly that no 
sweet-voiced Judy Collins ever could seduce me a 
decade later.  

My drink is gone, though the ice cubes I suck on are 
reminiscing about the good times.  

                                          ©Nils Peterson   
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Name of Song: Apeman 
Name of Group: The Kinks 
Year: 1973 
Setting:  Heard this when I was having a miserable time 
as an English schoolboy in Aberdeen , in the north of 
Scotland (but I always liked this song) 
Verse:  I'm an apeman, i'm an ape ape man. 
(features car horn --mentioned in the poem--and  traf-
fic and city noise)  

"Days" (which is another Kinks song)  

The man who honked his car horn twice 
In the opening bars of “Apeman” by the Kinks 
Watches his granddaughter play in the sand 
In a municipal recreation ground 
On an afternoon in south-west London.  

And as he thumbs in line the brittle worms 
Of Captain Black into their greaseproof sleeve 
And tongues it closed along the join,                                                  
He is not thinking of that afternoon 
When the Sixties seemed to sigh their last and go, 
And he, just as was told to do, 
Opened the door of his Ford Cortina 
And, as if annoyed at someone pulling out, 
Banged two times with the heel of his hand  
The plastic disk the size of half a crown  

He was only someone someone knew 
Who knew the Kinks. He never met the band. 
Now the sun of another century 
Slides westward. He muses that there used to be 
An air-raid shelter where she’s playing now 
Beneath the cheerful tunneling 
And unfamiliar playground characters 
Which must be from American TV 
Where during bombing raids 
(His father used to say) the neighbours smoked, 
Played darts and cribbage, crossed their fingers, hoped 
That Jerry wouldn’t score a direct hit, 
And felt how small it was to be alive.  

The elms that stood through four kings’ reign 
Are spreading into twilight now. 
He asks himself how many years remain. 
The little girl is dawdling, looking back 
To where her pail-shaped castles in the sand 
Are growing smaller as she’s led away.  

                                        ©Roger Craik   

Name of Song: Mercy, Mercy, Mercy 
Name of Album: Live at the Club 
Name of Artist: Cannonball Adderley 
Year: 1976 
Setting: Attic of the old farmhouse where I grew up 
Love Interest:  Kristy Ketchum 
Hometown: Rural North Carolina 
Season/Weather: Summer, of course, hot and sticky 
(there are no lyrics to this song)  

Mercy  

When I was a boy and self-born in religion my aunts, 
uninterested in being washed 
with the saving blood of Jesus Christ, 
called me Preacher Boy. 
(They both lacked imagination and made a series  
of bad marriages.) 
Come Sunday mornings I traveled alone 
in a white shirt, clip on navy-blue tie, 
penny loafers shined the night before, 
down a failure of a county dirt road 
studded with rocks 
that jabbed through the red soil 
like a reef slicing a surf. 
In my memory it is always cold fall. 
At the end of my walk I'd wait for the bus 
to the Providence Primitive Baptist Church, 
practice my weekly verses, press 
my wet hair back with a ten-cent black comb.  

I strapped myself to the word of God; 
stood and swayed when hymns were sung; 
wanted death to be a wool glove. 
But the hold of that ancient agony collapsed 
the first time I heard Cannonball Adderley 
and his Sextet play “Mercy Mercy Mercy.” 
It was recorded live in '66. Cannonball 
was gone before I heard 
his funk rise from the turntable 
and wash the sea of salvation away. 
All was lost. What could I do? 
Day spun into night! 
I became blind as a fish with scales for eyes. 
That touch of the dark felt right.  

                                            ©John Riley  
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Name Of Song: "Nothing"    
Name Of Album:The Fugs First Album 
Artist:  The Fugs 
Year: 1965 
Setting: Dream Town, New Jersey 
Love Interest: No one in 1965. After 1972, Richard Logan. 
Hometown: Newark, New Jersey 
Season/Weather: Fall, brisk and drizzly 
Verse: Sunday nothing, Monday nothing, Tuesday and  
Wednesday nothing, Thursday for a change a little more     
nothing, Friday once more nothing...-Tuli Kupferberg   

Nothing Dreaming  

Tuli Kupferberg and I are dancing. 
He is light-years ahead of me, 
Maybe old as twenty. 
I myself cannot be 
Many moons past eight.  

We aren't holding hands exactly, 
Only our fingertips touch. 
They are sticky. We've been noshing 
Messy chunks of halvah, 
Melting chocolate gelt.  

Mr. Slowpoke, my uncle Phil, 
Fresh from a stretch in eternity, 
Roller-skates across the floor 
On wheels of salted bagels. 
"Kam mit tsores!" he calls to us,  

And time, the way it does in dreams, 
Whirls by, dreidel-like, 
Revealing all its sides  
To me.  

I am...I am distracted by 
Kaleidoscopic visions 
And winks from my mind's eye.  

Tuli, meanwhile, is spieling 
His nada, his gornisht, his nothing.  

I am turned around.  

Cracked and scratched beyond repair, 
One of my favorite 78s 
Is skipping like mad past all the best parts,  

Bucking the needle at every turn, 
Knocking it out of the groove.  

                               ©Peggy Landsman    

 Fugs Final Performance Concert - September 16, 2003 

[Founded by Beat poets Ed Sanders and Tuli 
Kupferberg in 1964, The Fugs pioneered a   
blend of Beat-style lyrics, political rant,  
comedy and jug band music that influenced  
Frank Zappa's  Mothers of Invention,  
The Velvet Underground, The Stooges, 
and Alice Cooper.   

Tuli Kupferberg gained indirect notoriety as the 
real life "guy who jumped off of the Brooklyn 
Bridge and lived," immortalized in Allen           
Ginsberg’s epic Howl.]  

Allen Ginsberg, excerpt from Howl   

“who jumped off the Brooklyn Bridge this  
actually happened and walked away unknown 
and forgotten into the ghostly daze of           
Chinatown soup alley ways & firetrucks,             
not even one free beer,”  
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Who was that trumpeter  

accompanying some forgotten blues piece, 
recorded on a graphite disc – circa 1920?  

What happened?  

Did you die from an overdose 
of Sportin’ Life’s happy dust?  

Were your notes absorbed 
into the ether of time, 
or handed down to your children 
like the ancient Greek epic?  

You bear me to another world; 
I spiral inward; your rich tones 
filling the hollows of my soul.  

When your music ends, 
its haunting echoes 
still reverberating in me, 
the radio announcer 
can’t identify you.  

He calls you a lost chord.  

                                      ©Anthony M. Majahad  

Name Of Song:  Symphony #3 by Aaron Copeland 
Name Of Album: Copland: Symphony No. 3 
Artist: New York Philharmonic, Leonard Bernstein, 
Conductor 
Year: 1980 
Setting: NYC - Avery Fisher Hall 
Hometown:  Hopewell, NJ 
Season/Weather: Crisp NY day - don't remember the 
season 
Verse: "Fanfare for Common Man" used as a theme for 
various Olympic Games, is the basis of the final movement.  

Copland's Third "Common Man," in Four             
Movements, New York, Avery Fisher Hall   

I 
how can I write for 
instruments with leaky pens 
black dots on white page  

I solely desire 
to write me on your body 
with this warm finger  

touch your coldly drawn 
breath, crescendo in C 'til 
notes multiply, die  

II 
dreaming your hands jazz 
body weeps, sighs, together 
we dance along brass  

III 
audience restless 
ears disregard anguished notes 
hid in open chords  

IV 
racing to leave, they 
trample our feet, curse our seats 
run for subways, cabs  

we ponder Common 
Man's ability to miss 
his own life's refrain  

                                           ©Dianna Robin Dennis  

 


