I'd always hoped to

meet him.

Perhaps at Santa Anita.
Drinking a beer from a
plastic Budweiser cup

and scarfing a ham on rye,
he’d be eyeing

the asses

of the pretty, young girls
wating to place

their bets.

I'd stroll up to him

and say

HELLO. I REALLY LIKE YOUR WORK.
I WANT TO WRITE LIKE YOU.
To which he’d smile

and belch and

try to pinch my butt.

This dream ended

eleven days ago -

the day Bukowski died.

I NEVER GOT TO MEET MY HERO
KELLY CHARLTON
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