
Sweaty Pa l m s ,  Ca l .  

Doug Lawrence 

The screen door stal ls on its spring. 
L ist less antennae wave 
from ins ide the i r  room at Roach Motel .  
The door presses s lowly closed 
but the latch doesn't catch. 

She won't answer h i s  call th is  t ime. 
She s i ps a pensive wi ne 
with a qu iet bouquet. 
U nder the l ukewarm stars 
her bare feet steam 
in the cool sand. 

There's a rose at the bottom 
of the phone booth. 
A voice with no brakes 
is out on the w i re 
in a scream ing wind. 

Powerl i nes fry the rad io. 
Mus ic  l i ke hot popping sausage 
tang les in  cigarette smoke, 
jumps through the wind-wing.  

Long sk ins of asphalt 
sl ide u nder the hood ornament. 
Sweaty Palm s, Cal. , 
balanc ing a black snake on the nose; 
The eng ine wi nds out, 
a f ly u nder the l id, 
a buzz i ns ide the ear. 

Sweaty Palms, Cal. ,  
she d idn't think I 'd come back 
and I spat 
l i ke a fat bug 
on her windshie ld .  
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