' THAT WORLD CUP THING

' L | It's not as boring
of home 24 as you think
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Now through July 30, you can take advantage

of big savings at Decorative Fabrics.

Material Savin
Up to 70% Oﬂ‘b

Our fabulous 15th Ann’iversary Sale

offers every fabric in stock at
10% to 70% off. So if you're looking for
material savings, come to the store that offers

you more and sells it for less.

260-0510

corner of 1295 & Old St 'Augustine Rd
Next to Waccamaw
Free Evaluatwns * Pick Up & Delivery Avadable
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Unable to ever
go home

I have reason
coming back
to my home
town

for a place

to finally

die.

Deati®

That’s as close to real living as Alan
Justiss gets.

“But living,” he says, “is murder.”

At 51 years old, Justiss’ life has devel-
oped into a routine — a routine that
involves a 1923 Royal typewriter, lots of
paper, never-ending supplies of cigarettes
and beer and a caustic disposition. “I write
to stay alive as best | can,” he says, gestur-
ing toward a stack of his poem-filled pages
numbering in the thousands.

The self-inflicted anguish and strain that
encompass him is apparent — not just ver-
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bally, but physically. His small-framed
body is topped by a head of long,
pony-tailed hair and a face that raises all
kinds of questions. The sorrow in his eyes
is often transformed into a piercing glare
of hatred. But at what? At whom? His bitter
attitude and blunt-edge indictments of total
despair are occasionally contradicted by a
smile or a warm comment, but his self-per-
ception is overwhelmingly bleak.

His humbler than humble home paral-
lels his needs. In fact, the decrepit 6-by-10-
foot trailer wedged between two trees in
the woods of Jacksonville’s Westside is
smaller than some families’ shoe closet.
Inside the place, old black and white pho-
tos and books by unknown authors lay
about. Flyers featuring Justiss are tacked to
the walls, and a small silver tape player
squeezes out the gravelthroated drone of
Tom Waits, which encapsulates the sur-
roundings like nothing else could. His
half-cot bed is nestled against the back
wall — a perfect fit. The aroma of incense
combats a stale smell of coffee, sweat and
cigarettes. A broken screen door is his
only protection from the outside world —
or quite possibly the outside world’s only
protection from the inside of that trailer.

Shower? A hose.
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Bathroom? A 5-gallon tin drum in the
woods.

A sink in which to brush teeth? “There
isn’t much need for that,” he says with an
exaggerated, toothless grin.

There are a few appliances Alan does
hold sacred, including a small refrigerator
filled with Schlitz beer.

But he'’s got to eat ...

“I do. It's in the refrigerator.”

“So I've had to down-size a bit,” he
laughs, perfectly aware of my subtle shock.

“But be careful ... each step rocks this
cinder-blocked baby. We might even flip
when you sit down.”

Born in Dayton, Ohio, Justiss moved to
Jacksonville as a newborn. Son of a proud
mother and psychologist father, he attend-
ed Venetia Elementary and Lakeshore
Junior High, followed by a shortlived stint
at Lee High.

ife for Justiss began after that. The deci-
l;ion to swear off school was followed

y years marked by time in the military,
time in jail, five marriages, five divorces
and four children. He spent many a day
with Allen Ginsberg reading to graduate
level classes in Gainesville and enjoying all
kinds of chemicals and plants. He's been
homeless, hungry and hung-over. He's sur-

vived a knife in the throat and three near
drownings. He did time in a California
drunk tank with the late cult-classic writer,
Charles Bukowski, who once wrote “Some
people never go insane ... what truly horri-
ble lives they must lead.” That was living —
teetering on the edge of death to revel
effectively in real life. Justiss was on the
road that made Jack Kerouac famous, but
he wasn't following Jack'’s tracks.

“I didn’t read Kerouac or Burroughs
until the '80s,” he states matter-of-factly.
“People always say | remind them of those
guys, but I never read On The Road
because | was on the road. | was doing it. |
was hoppin’ trains, living in burned-out
cars, eating other peoples’ garbage. | was
trying too hard to survive to find time to
read.”

As years passed, Justiss’ belief in hope
passed away. So now he sits in his trailer,
enigmatic and impervious to life.

“There are a few concepts | have a hard
time with,” he begins. “Hope. Try. Need.
Want. I've lost all hope and therefore do
not try. I have no needs so | want nothing.
I've found all of those to be merely dead
ends.”

Depressing? Maybe.

“Sylvia Plath once noted ‘The moment
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we have expectations,
we are guaranteed dis-
appointment’. Not
counting on anybody or
anything keeps me
strong. It's part of what
drives me. Instead of try-
ing, I do!”

So what — exactly —
is Justiss doing?

Late last year, he
placed a classified ad
soliciting poetry and
prose for a review that
would be known as Bar
Fly, a name Justiss bor-
rowed from the film
based on Bukowski’s
autobiography.
Although the quarterly publication would
focus on Jacksonville writers, it is by no
means limited to Jacksonville writers.
Justiss has, in fact, received submissions
from all over North and South America,
Europe and Australia. The first issue will
contain but one percent of the submis-
sions. He refuses to put his own work in
that one percent.

“I'm not doing this for me. This is for
everyone but me.”
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Alan Justiss
On the Road.
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The review’s problem is financing. By
trade, Justiss is a painter. For 20 years, he
earned enough nickels and dimes to
finance his lifestyle, but nothing more. At
present, he works parttime at Chamblin
Bookmine. Justiss is seeking grants and
private contributions to publish Bar Fly.
Should the opportunity for added work
entice him, Justiss says he will fund his
publication out of his own pocket.

“l have vision, man,” he snarls. “I've
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(" GiftsFor )
Any Occaszon

When The Music
Has To Be Right.

OBweer KNothings
Oift SBoutigue
268-4533
11018 Old St. Augustine Rd.

Mandarin Central Shopping Center
k OpenT-5 10-5:30  Gift Registration Available

264-8877
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All Under One Umbrella
Home Furniture, Framed Prints,
Distinctive Lamps, Accessories,
Florals
LITTLE SHOPPE OF
ANTIQUES & GIFTS

2010 Forses St. - 389-9900
HisToRrIC 5 POINTS

Cai-L O TN BEl B R S

1550 UNIVERSITY BLvD, W.
LAKEWOOD Puum 733-8633

N

take Kaplan and get a higher score...
LSATYIEMAT

Y
...or take our refresher free!

KAPLAN

The answer to the test question.
1-800-KAP-TEST
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Justiss says, “I have no needs so | want nothing.” So his trailer home suits him fine.

come here for all of you ... so that you may
make the impact.”

Justiss is not new to Northeast Florida
art circles. He's spent many an evening
before area nightclub crowds, churning out
words, depicting the depression of his
invective. Heavily
laced with a dreary
introspection,
Justiss is a street
poet.

“I live to write
and nothing else,”
he asserts.

Not everyone
can deal with him,
but he’s never
claimed to be for
everyone. In fact,
his very existence
may be a fierce,
painful slap in the
face of the reality | §
some people main-
tain. He may intimi- |
date many, but he
may also get
through to a few.

“My door is
always open to peo-
ple. I'd love for peo-
ple to visit me.
Everyone's wel-
come here ... The
only question is
whether they’d ever
come back.”

Who exactly is
the audience eager
to sponge up this
poetic Justiss?

“I was totally sur-
prised. My crowds
range from the ages
of 15 to 70,” he
says. “Sometimes
only 15 people
show, but other
times it's well in

l_'oatl. ] was *'
dolnn it.'f ‘

“Alan is one of the few genuine poets
this area has,” Eskew states.

“There is a very surrealistic quality
about him that makes people think. All the
locals regard him as an eminent voice in
the wnter The problem is his lack of expo-

s sure. If he pub-
lished 1/16th of a
second of his mate-

mini-masterpiece.”

“He is a dear,
dear man,” says the
former journalism
professor who start-
ed his career in
California editing
the likes of Jack
Kerouac,’ Allen
Ginsberg and
Charles Bukowski
circa 1955.

“As a human,
he's superb. He
cares about the
right things. He con-
. tinually keeps him-
- self in the shadows
to put others in the
light. I cherish him
as a friend and
would even go as
far as calling him a
mentor.”

Confronted with
the question of just
what he wants from
this life, Justiss reit-
erates his disbelief
in the term “want”
with a shaking fin-
ger and sharp
tongue.

“At the end of
my road, what I find
will be all that
which I left
behind.”

Suddenly, he

excess of 70. They
really dig me, too.
Isn't that sad?”

Among his venues: the J.A.B.A. Club,
Ezells, Fusion Cafe, Heartworks, and
Chamblin Bookmine.

Among the contributors to Bar Fly is
local writer Robert Eskew.

takes a deep, deep
breath as if he were

about to blow out a lS—foot snake rising in

him. His attention is momentarily gone
and miles away. He has slipped from —
from wherever he had been. His eyes,
glazed and squinted, exit into some obliv-
ion. With locked jaws and heavy breathing,

rial, you'd have a”

he is now visibly squirming.

A moment later, he picks up precisely
where he left off, almost as if there was
never anything there. Maybe there wasn't.

“We are all islands, man,” he whispers.
“We are all alone. It's what we catch as
driftwood that makes us
lovely. We are the sole

a look at himself ... to see that all he was
doing was sitting there writing and drinking
himself to death,” Eskew remembers.

“But Alan quickly snapped back, ‘No,
I'm sitting here drinking and writing myself
to death.”

“Why is it that all my life | work so hard
for success but inches away from it, I fail or
pull back,” Justiss says with a soured face
flooded by an ocean of emotion. “I always
come from a point of despair.”

Where he has not failed — at least not
yet — is in the crafting of
what could be a gem,

finder of those treasures
and it’s what we do with
our islands, ourselves,
that makes us unique.” :

self-described sur- =
Avivor, Justiss is akind, r

pleasant man, insight- :
ful in a world where most
are unfamiliar. A friend
who would give the shirt
from his back is the man
who fails in the ability to
see any good in himself. It
hurts him, he admits.

“l once confronted

We are all Islands man..

s wllat we "catcll as |
drlttwnod that makes

us Invely."_

Bar Fly.

“] truly hope it will
become a reality,”
Eskew says. “There are
some wonderful, won-
derful writers out there
and this would give
them the showcase they
deserve.”

Would Justiss con-
sider its publication a
success?

“Oh absolutely! It
would be a great suc-
cess —yours.” O

Alan and told him to take

THE PUSHING IS PULLED

All this baggage
life

books and slacks
written pages
taller

than I am

tons of regrel

to carry upon my
broken back
heart sore
crippled stride
twisted thoughts
for the mind

to iron out

all of that

not

hidden

inside

oul

exposed.
tverywhere I look,
dust waits

to cover.

Unable to die

I live here

one line

at a time when
my ending
should be
beginning

& yet

it will not stop
or turn around:
the pushing

is pulled out off
me

as pain
looking back

if I dare

gaze

into the mirror
& see

no one there
but me
looking back
not forward.
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PreTTY HANDS & FEET
FOR SUMMER
Manicure/Pedicure Special $30
(reg. $34)

Full Set of Nails $40
(reg $50)

Skin & Nalls

Call for Appointment

9825-3 San Jose Bivd.
In Outback Plaza

Downtown Dentistry

Our convenient downtown
office saves you time.

Robin Ford Edwards
D.D.S.

260-4589

Call today for your
free consultation

353-3303

General & Cosmetic Dentistry
= Bonding « Laughing Gas (for the anxious)
* Bleaching * Most Insur. Accepted
*T.V.sinCeiling < Free Parking

137 W. Adams St. (comer of Hogan & Adams)

Introducing...
Individualized PC
Training

Windows 3.1
Wordperfect 6.0
Fundamentals for new users
PC Repairs

Call us to discuss your training needs.
IPC Enterprises
739-7661
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