blackouts from
roaring

blackout poems: Zoe-Aline Howard
original story: Bret Harte cover art: E.K.P. Norman

Here’s the story in short. Bret Harte’s The Luck of Roaring Camp tossed into a bag.
Read by the beach. Sandblast, spine suck, pages fallen out. Left to collage. Found.
Words circled. Phone in the blackouts. Blackout poetry makes it to the page. Is he
drunk? Is she worried? To Miss Mary, apologies. I am sure you were a sweet woman
before I cut down your sides. To everyone else. This will be what you make it.
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The Idyl
man was not
novelty

temporary

bearing 1= inscript

whiskey with
satire, personal reflection

this facetious

mule,

the

with that deep sympathy
curled
blinking one eye in
dissipation

the unconscious man

barred
yellow puffs of
passing teams
the recumbent man

stirred not
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The
statement of his inner
outward was
Su’shine
sushine?”
distance, asked if
horrid
He
trembled.
then
suddenly
gravity
replied

with great disfavor.

the ground kicked
wildly forward, darted
in the direction of the

Heavens!

drunk.
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The
amiable
blond Samson
had known the
shears the cutting
tongue

with his stammering

the azaleas
and the people all laughed

short-legged boys

and
the
foot hill shadow

the blue arm
submissive
regretted the speech,
stumbled.



blackouts from roaring camp

The Red
caresses, laughter;
fastidious
purity and cuff
hanging by a knotted
throat,
-- the luckless
drunkard.
Providence gives
a friend
when he had built a fire
and
admiration
idle,
first they met.
an easy, sensuous
liquor fear
ing intoxication

dimly conscious
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The Idyl
I fear, ‘o the danger

cipline-- indulging.

so preoccupied
at passed

remembrance - far-off

flushed cheek
the assertion

contrast

unconsciously
gathered

hesitation
in the dust
at the farther end of

kindness

Thank you thank you!
through the

war paint




The Idyl
I fear, the

cipline-- indulging.

so preoccupied
at passed

remembrance far-off

flushed cheek
the assertion
in contrast
he
unconsciously
gathered chaste
hesitation
in the dust

at the farther end of

kindness

Thank you thank youl!
through the

war paint
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Gulch
caught the girl
on her knees
money it’s all yours
school, you can go
The worst kindness
is
shame
the casement fixed on the
fading
white hands

I know it takes time to consider.

but I cannot go
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night; until you speak. I

now. You willl-- I see it in your sweet fac
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