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dedication 

 

For Kara, Jackson 

(my reasons for everything) 

 

and Micael 

 

How I love you all. 
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vagaries and kitchen tile tangos  

  - for Kara 

 

 

I am St. Juan Grande Pecador in this new life; 

unpredictably weeping and loving, 

writing poetry and song. 

 

so wantonly tired and worn but not sleeping. 

sad that I cannot sleep next to you, 

sad that I cannot sleep at all. 

 

I think how I have loved you. 

in morning and night, 

I think how I love you. 

 

I am St. Juan Grande Pecador  

sitting in the sun, contemplating 

the vagaries of kitchen table conversation 
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7.62x54R  

 

the madman levels his rifle 

in calm calculus 

bright cloudless day 

78 degrees F (23 c). 

 

7.62x54R forced from the barrel 

spinning in terminal glory. 

 

the poet stands, taciturn, 

in the street with notebook 

pencil to paper 

calm calculus 

accepting and falls to 

his knees. Last poem penned 

in darkest red. 

78 degrees F (23 c) 
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dying roses are not broken promises 

 

literal or not 

we bled on pages  

and pages and  

pages of uncertain poetry. 

 

women bleed with efficiency. 

 

dying roses are not  

broken promises as 

are crumbling petals 

no longer red. 

 

I wrote this 
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rain, thunder and a smashed pinkie tip 

 

Stuck outside under an umbrella 

it has started to rain, a gradual build up so I don‟t know how long I‟ll be 

here. 

The computer battery is dying and 

the coffee is only hot for so long. 

it causes slight pain to my hand to type as I‟ve smashed a pinkie finger 

and I actually type with all ten fingers. 

I can‟t shut one of them off. 

playing piano hurts more. 

thus I am unprepared for tomorrows lesson. 

  

my back gets a little wet but the electronics are protected. 

the damn chipmunk mocks my efforts from his hole at the side of the 

house. 

mosquitoes feeding and making me feel anemic. 

the rain puts the cigarette out. 
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untitled 

 

I've never fallen to my knees 

     and prayed to God; 

tumbling on loose cobblestones 

in old town squares, 

I've spilled coffee over my shoes 

but not often new ones. 

 

perplexed but not quite daunted 

or reversed stretching out at the frailty 

     and being only man among men,  

     poets. 

 

2. 

walk with me, 

though I do not walk so much as sway, pitch 

or stagger. 

 

walk with me, 

though I shall be muted, scarcely 

swinging my arms at the sides. 

 

walk with me, 

though hell I walk, ancient seraphim 

in ash and agony. 

 

walk with me, 

though hell is too wide for eidetic 

narrative. 
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I could tell you many things 

from Aa to Gh 

but would then require a break 

 

 

in 

general 

 

there are only 

two ways 

to see things 

 

with the 

eye 

or 

the brain 

 

what could 

be more 

simple 

 

succinct  
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late or early 

 

some people are indifferent 

to the early morning hours 

classifications. 

 

but, we‟re singing. 

singing! 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                                          12 



 
stunned and lovely 

 

I'm suppose to be writing the most perfect of poems but am sitting 

around doing nothing. I'm disgusted by the news on the wire and prose 

badly written meant to move us to tears. but this is nothing that we 

haven't seen before this is nothing that I've not written before, it's not my 

birthday so there is no excuse and the book on my nightstand rests with 

the mark on page 309, SO I trade in bonds to pay for new landscaping 

and feel really stupid and wonder what I will hear next but not from 

who. 

 

most of all I really want to be stunned and lovely. 

 

fuck the songs that say differently, it is never easy unless it is. Standing 

out strongly but in fear and not beautiful but gently. It was last friday 

night and suspecting that this would be here like it is and I'm not saying 

good bye. 

 

here's to life! 

here's to life. 

viva la vida - 

a star, quarter, 

four fingers of Johnnie Walker 

choking back the innocence 

to truly gain perspective. 
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I’ve been known to take long walks 

 or, using a loaded .357 as a paperweight 

 

1. 

reading old poems over and over 

not knowing what to put out there. 

the drought extends itself to judgment, 

extends itself to dreaming. 

 

a stack of paper sitting under the weight 

of a .357 so the fan doesn‟t blow them away. 

I‟ve long understood that 

a .357 can solve anything and it sits 

waiting to solve the drought 

waiting to clean the corners of mind 

and plot out the poetry of my  

thirty-aught six, but 

I‟m taking long walks in memory 

and sitting trying to cope with the  

pain of sitting and my leg resting against 

the metal leg of the desk. 

metal on metal connected to nerve tissue 

and bone. 

 

the old poems stare at me waiting for 

recognition of potential brilliance 

I am blind to it and unable to go walking. 

 

a three fifty-seven can solve anything 

and  

I‟ve been known to take long walks 

 

2. 

je suis beau! 

I am a revolutionary. 

je suis beau! 

I hear the morning song 

     of morning songbirds. 

je suis beau! 

drinking coffee black 

but not in coffee shops 

     where the coffeehouse 

     revolutionaries sit and talk 

     and talk and drink coffee. 

je suis beau!                                           14 



 

 

on the front steps of the 

     Art Institute, Chicago. 

je suis beau! 

driving to gas stations 

je suis beau! 

in the fruit supermarkets 

je suis beau! 

under neon signs proclaiming 

     Jesus saves and no vacancy 

je suis beau! 

there are underprivileged living 

     under flowerpots in city parking lots. 

je suis beau! 

BP stains the coastlines, killing 

     sea life and tourism 

je suis beau! 

I sleep with a 9mm by the bed 

     and write with a .380 under  

     a dictionary, 

     a .357 as a paperweight 

je suis beau! 

the world is difficult to give up 

     even jejune moments can enlighten to freedom 

je suis beau! 

I am bipolar with 

features of abnormal psychosis 

     but not psychotic Friday through Tuesday. 

je suis beau! 

screaming out for imprisoned students 

     in Iran and Afghanistan (all dead warriors) 

je suis beau! 

the system is corrupt 

     the fix is corrupted 

     the shock and awe of sudden and extreme 

     capitalism from the Chicago school of economics 

     awaits another disaster with bated breath. 

je suis beau! 

from the red walls of the room in which I write this. 

je suis beau! 

from Elgin Mental to Guantanamo Bay and 

     CIA secret prisons where ECT was invented  

     still used to great effect. 

je suis beau! 

                                                                15 



 

 

3. 

I‟ve been drinking liquor after dinner 

unaffected by aspirations of straight sobriety 

the sky is not bearable without the sun and songbirds. 

the sky is not bearable without  moon and a million suns.  

 

4. 

I am slightly unnerved by ice cream eaters. I am  

slightly unnerved by cars using my thigh to correct  

their direction. I am slightly unnerved by thought.  

I am slightly unnerved by having to mow the lawn  

later today. I am slightly unnerved by voices traveling  

around the house at fifty-five mph. I am slightly  

unnerved by the squeak my shoes make from my habit of  

bouncing my leg instead of grasping it and crying out in pain.  

I am slightly unnerved by otherwise kind editors not  

letting me know if my work has been accepted or not.  

I am slightly unnerved by the plethora of poems that  

sit unfinished next to my IBM Selectric III. I am slightly  

unnerved by the adversaria that my cork board has become. 

 

 

je suis beau 
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a moment is so difficult... 

 

a moment is so difficult to surrender 

tied to it 

panic stricken 

and momentarily blinded by 

it's seeming appetite 

for notice 

 

and though I cannot smell it 

I think I can 

and inhale deeply 

and smile at what 

no-one else here can. 

 

a small thing really 

 

one of the small things really 

but I hold on all the same 

out of fright and exhilaration 

afraid to exhale and lose 

unable to cope 

or replace. 
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hors de combat 

 for Hugh Engleman 

 

it is another footprint we  

leave in death, last 

of our own, 

another in the scores 

of the bewildered mourners. 

 

you did not break form when 

abandoning the body, 

exchanging it to worms for dirt. 

 

those left shall make new footprints 

from remembrance of you. 

 

leaving fading impressions in the grass. 
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you are my own brother 

  - For MC 

 

you are my own brother. 

 

my AIDS stricken angel. 

 

a heartbreak. 

 

2. 

I‟ve come to find  

I‟ve always loved you 

and our love flows thick 

through shared veins. 

 

could I promise you a rose garden? 

or no, a field of daisies and sunflowers. 

 

3. 

you cannot help but be beautiful 

and lovely 

in summer hats 

still dancing  

under umbrellas in the rain. 
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I’m awake now 

 

The only great part about waking at five am is the quiet abound in the 

house. Even the cats still stalk the bits of paper and toy mice in silence. The 

coffee grinder makes noise but this early it is brought to the garage for its 

duty.  

I'm awake now because I was worn out early yesterday and managed sleep 

by eleven pm. The new dosages make my sleep sound and solid, they offer 

clarity for a time now and I can breathe slowly without malice. 

I'm awake now because I've enough of dreaming, I've enough of the parallel 

universe where it is the only place stranger than here. 

I'm awake now as if I wasn't this would not have been written, 

I'm awake now to appreciate the body of the coffee, the smooth nature of the 

crushed bean. 

I'm awake now because time is immaterial and time is only linear if man is. 

I'm awake now. 

 

I've had clarity these past few days and it is good, though I will doubt my 

own veracity tomorrow when the diseased mind takes control. 

 

I still write love letters on her birthday and other hallmark recognized holi-

days, this is a failure as I should write them more now then ever as I am 

harder to love on a daily basis. 

 

I am haunted by old friends whom I do not call anymore, I see them stand-

ing in windows looking on and through the corner of my eye, in the room 

with knives out. 

 

the madness of poets is measured with a mythological ruler bought from a 

store called romantic bullshit. 

 

today I will put holes through the words that failed to align properly and a 

memory that persists but asks for death and the mercy of a bullet (the pa-

pers are taped to targets and not my brain). 

  

I'm awake now and can keep writing and writing this until I fall asleep 

again tonight. 

so I will stop. 
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being amazed 

 

one of these days 

I'll get around to 

being amazed  

by you 

by the things that 

you say 

by the way 

you dress 

by the beer that 

you drink 

by the cigars you 

smoke or 

the considerable 

lies on which you 

will choke. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
                                                       21 



 

 

a bitch for fun 

 

I am tired of paying companies to advertise for them. 

I don‟t like the fruit on my computer, or the logo, small it may be,  

on my trousers and shirts. 

I don‟t care for the oval on my truck and I removed all the badges  

from my iconicly designed American motorcycle - 

The letter on my gym shoes bother me and I prefer my nameless boots. 

I prefer what I brew at home and use non-descript to-go cups when I manage  

to be lead out in to the wilds on Illinois. 

all power tools are color coded so there is no getting around that. 

even on my weaponry the maker is loudly proclaimed across the barrel  

except the rifles, which I enjoy. 

are those I shoot supposed to appreciate the extra money I spent  

getting the best available? 

I hate that the headstock on all guitars and such have contrastingly inlaid  

or printed familiar names. 

and am surprised that the strings are not embossed with the maker. 

isn‟t it the decades I‟ve put into being amazing what tells all? 

 

the other side of that coin is the pride that so many take 

in displaying these bits of advertisement to the vox 

popoli. 

as if the difference in usability relied solely on logo and 

brand instead of quality invested for two dollars a week 

somewhere in China, India, Japan, Mexico or minimum 

wage in USA (which isn‟t a lot different than two dollars 

a week in those other places). 
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Could this have been written… 

  

I am tired of paying companies to advertise for them. 

I don‟t like the apple on my iMac or MacBook, or the logo, small it may be,  

on my Dockers and Arizona shirts. 

I don‟t care for Ford‟s oval on my truck and I removed all the badges  

from my Harley Davidson FXDB - 

The letter “N” on my gym shoes bother me and I prefer  

 my non-branded Zengara boots. 

I prefer the Starbucks Espresso roast I brew at home and use nondescript  

Vanity Solo to-go cups when I manage to be lead out in to the wilds  

of Illinois. 

all power tools are color coded  

 (Bosch, Makita, Milwaukee, Dewalt, Powermatic, Jet)  

 so there is no getting around that. 

even on Ruger, Springfield Armory, Taurus handguns the maker  

 is loudly proclaimed across the barrel  

 except the Winchester rifles which I enjoy. 

are those I shoot suppose to appreciate the extra money I spent 

 getting the best available? 

I hate that the headstock on all guitars and such have such contrastingly  

 inlaid or printed - Fender, Gibson, Alverez., Manuel Rodríguez 

and am surprised that the strings are not embossed  

 with D‟Addario, Hannabach, or Saverez. 

isn‟t it the decades I put into being amazing what tells all? 
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the other side of that coin is the pride that so many take in displaying these  

 bits of advertisement to the vox popoli. 

as if the difference in usability relied solely on logo and brand instead of  

 quality invested  

 for two dollars a week somewhere in China. 

  

… and still made the same point? 

  

and I bet you thought I was going to write about a cheap sassy hooker  

 when you read the title. 

but 

 

I write this on the birthday of Our Beloved Jackie O – I mention this  

 only to make known what a great patriotic American I am. 
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untitled (wait) 

 

 

the sky darkens and we 

wait 

wait 

wait 

wait 

thunder, lightening, house shaking 

and we can know that it is time. 

 

 

holy Peter, holy Leslie, holy Dennis, holy Gary,  

holy Louise, holy G.F., holy David, holy Kazuo 

my head lowered to your memory.  

 

memorial day, 2010 
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early childhood/late summer life 

 

found you 

standing backyard, hiding from 

the boys teasing your name 

around the corner. 

  

the image of Plath or Sexton, 

  

and sometime 

dancer. 

  

but here is what I want from you: 

follow though 

burn their eyes out, 

kick their balls so hard they‟ll think of you 

fifty years later. 

then go 

go 

go 

be someone‟s little girl again 

and wait for branches to untie leaves 

and wither in fall 

before you stop dancing. 
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only sleep eases pain 

 

only sleep eases pain 

 

pain defines. 

 

joy, happiness, collusion 

love even distrust,  

having dreams, night terrors, delusions. 

all are unknown in entirety. 

 

“how perfectly goddamned delightful it is  

to be sure.” 

 

every moments considered 

length is by pains 

varying degree. 
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advice to self as a young boy 

 

 

what a handsome boy you are, just think 

you get to grow up to be this, with 

this face and these scars, 

this beard and these glasses. 

 

I hope you enjoy the tattoos, I do most of the time 

so you do most of the time as well. 

I don‟t know what to say to you other than 

don‟t squander your talent, 

watch those you call friends as they cannot be 

trusted with women, secrets or money. 

 

do whatever it takes to write as often as you can. 

 

ignore the people that hurt you. 

whether they are family of not as they will 

never reciprocate your love and honesty, I know as 

I still struggle having not taken this same advice.  

 

drugs and drinking will haunt you 

they are not as bad as they‟ve told, some  

are worse. especially the drinking, avoid it if you can. 

other things will also haunt you, some are ugly things, 

but try not to worry too much. 

 

what you do now most people will forget about soon, 

most of what you do in the future, they will forget about 

by the time you are thirty, so do not hesitate and do it twice. 

 

a lot of your life will be spent chasing girls and dreams; 

the girls will hurt you and the dreams will change. 

I know that you will not believe this until it happens, 

but, in the end, you get the girl, in the end 

you materialize your dreams. 

 

there, love me, Jhon Z Baker, Elgin, Illinois 
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Holiday Inn 

 

lights steady, turned on 

at next doors busy restaurant 

making midnight an artificial dawn 

 

transients sleeping or trying 

back turned while 

we, looking out hotel window, 

eyes wide 

in uncomfortable bed 

used by thousands. 
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it seems (prisoners of consciousness) 

 for Orlando Zapata and Fidel Castro 

 

F. Castro is   

doing well 

it seems 

Cuban dissidents are 

still dying 

in prisons  

it seems 

R. Castro blames others 

for the blood but not 

his blood 

it seems 

all the while we 

mostly remain silent 

it seems 
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an accusation  

 

an accusation and I 

calmly say „no.‟ 

 

an accusation and I 

don‟t say anything just 

 

continue to undress/dress. 

an accusation and finally I 

 

say – it was not so, 

angrily 

 

adding, „if I wanted it, 

 I would have had it!‟ 

 

and tears but 

I walk through 

 

living room, dining room 

and sit and play with 

 

army men, race cars 

and sock puppets. 
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a love poem 

 

I caught your glance 

and offered a small gift 

which you refused. 
 

an apple, 

a token, to toe 

the water. 
 

another month and you would acquiesce  

to my teenaged display of nerves. 

I was twenty-three  
 

you were soft and scared 

and thinking I‟d meant to use you 

but I‟d love you instead. 
 

you humored me 

answering every question 

I had. 

 

you were twenty-five 

and I knew, over coffee 

that first night 
 

at Denny‟s, 

our life would be braved 

unknown  
 

together. 
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Traveling at 90 

miles per hour: I 

remember California  

 

                                                  Killed a bug: my 

                                                  Life should be 

 so important.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

Old house, 

even cats walking make 

           you groan. 

 

 

 

 

Shade of white! 

       You took me by 

    surprise. 
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Garcia Lorca 

- in dedication to M. Chadwick 

  

but I loved you 

before they filled you with stars 

before they took you on a moonless night 

  

but I loved you 

even with dignity and sadness 

and now longing nights free from hearts pang 

  

but I loved you 

in gypsy bars and back alleys 

before poets were villains, while harmless 

  

but I loved you 

even when we roamed the streets 

cracking fingers, drinking whiskey, before the dawn 

  

but I loved you 

I love you now, we sing you 

on porches, in backyards, in cities across the world  
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thank you‟s 

 

Jhon Baker would like to thank Free Penny Press and Lynne Hayes 

for putting this volume together and believing in his poetry and all 

poetry. 

 

Other notable Thank you‟s ought to go to Kara (the love of my life) 

 and Micael Chadwick (my Gemini‟d twin) 



Jhon lives and breathes in Elgin, IL with his wife 

and son. While a classically trained musician and 

artist he spends most of his time secluded in a small 

room at the back of the house writing poetry that 

fists the gut on his 1983 IBM Selectric III, the Cadil-

lac of typewriters. His first book, hands on the hips 

(146939434) , available at amazon.com and other fine 

online retailers. 

 

Jhon Baker can be contacted through his blog -

 http://willfulresemblance.com 

and requests that there be no flash photography. 
 

take-it-to-the-street-poetry is a non-profit organiza-

tion whose sole purpose is,  

“ getting words to people that don’t get words” 

 

For more information,  please visit         

www.takeittothestreetpoetry.com 
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