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The Café Poems are poems that Rychard wrote on the street or in
the cafés along Telegraph Avenue. He would inscribe them on
someone's arm or leg with four color markers, held between his
fingers, creating arainbow of letters. Sometimes he would write on
paper and sell apoem for afew pennies, which he would put
toward another cup of espresso.

The poems printed in the large type format were the original books
printed at D Press and are now out of print. Rychard writesin his
history of D Press,

Let Me Show You, | began being D Pressd in an attic apartment in 1967 after
finding aold Kelsey handpress and several fonts of worn type and hauling the lot
away for $50. Days | worked in the backshop of the Ketchikan Daily News doing
layout, burning plates, and assisting run a 3-unit Goss webpress. At night, | set type
and hung my printsto dry on lines nailed to the angle of the attic roof. Grant
Risdon showed me how to cut linolium blocks, which enabled me to disguise some
of theirregularitiesin my printing and add a dash of color to compliment all the
big, bold words now showing through. Given a 4X6 inch type case, how much
poem can be printed with 60 point Bodoni Bold!?

They in Rychard's name has raised questions. He saysit isan Old
French spelling of hisname. It isto be noted that his sister, Lynda,
spells her name with ay, and at the time of the name change, his
father had been appointed a“Y-man” in the reformation of State



Farm Insurance, where he was an executive, the “y” meaning there
were three branches of leadership. It might, also, have symbolized a
fork in the life path Rychard was following, moving away from the
study of medicine towards becoming a student of the world.
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