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The V i s i t
f o r  R o b e r t  F r o s t

The l i t t l e  w o rld  o f  th e  ga rd en  b a re ,
S w ep t by th e  f r o s t  fro m  w a ll to w a l l ,
We c a r r y  our r o o ts  to  th e  c e l l a r ’ s b in  
When, look  ! ,  a brown th r u s h  comes to  c a l l .
The s h o r t  day ru n s  on f r o z e n  f e e t  
I t s  shadow s le n g th e n  o u t ahead,
B u i to d a y  a g e n tle m a n  in  brown
S in g s  in  o u r h e d g e , p e c k s  a t our b rea d .
A l l  th ro u g h  th e  n ig h t  we h e a r  th e  su rg e  
And ebb o f  w ind  a g a in s t  th e  p a n e s ,
H oused  in  h i s  tw ig s  and s tr a w  o u r g u e s t  
S t a r t l e s  us w i th  h i s  summer s t r a i n s .
The m o rn in g  c l im b s  i t s  sh ru n k e n  a rch ,
The sun d ia l  w akes, b u t th e  b i r d  i s  gone  
A s i f  he had t o l d  us a l l  he d a red  
O f l i f e  renew ed  by th e  g ra c e  o f  so n g .

- -  James Hearst
C edar F a l l s ,  Iow a
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The T a r n i s h

The a f te r n o o n  f a i l e d  o f  i t s  p ro m ise  and th e  sun  
H id  in  a t h i c k e t  o f  c lo u d s  on i t s  downward c lim b ,
The b r ig h t  d a y ’ s p e t a l s  t a t t e r e d  and f e l l  a p a r t  
L o s t  as a tow er c l o c k ’ s v o ic e  a s le e p  a t i t s  ch im e.
I  ro c k e d  on my h e e l s , saw th e  s l e e t  w i th  rowdy hands  
Rum ple th e  t u l i p  bed w h ile  a c o ld  w ind  goaded  
A c h i l d  a t  p la y  t i l l  she  c r i e d , I  tu r n e d  to s ta r e  
A t a s h a llo w  h i l l  w here th e  t o p s o i l  had e ro d e d .
The sm a ll mean f a u l t s  o f  th e  day l i k e  b l i s t e r s  b ro ken  
R ubbed raw , w ere s lo w  to  h e a l , I  f e l t  tim e  s wedge 
S p l i t  n e e d  from  th e  o r d e r  o f  t h i n g s , l i k e  a farm  rundown
By shabby i n t e n t i o n s ,  a p low  w ith  a r u s t y  ed g e .
My p r id e  re a d s  omens in  m i s c h i e f ,  and my hand to s s e s  
E n t r a i l s  from  s tu n t e d  dream s in  th e  a i r  as p o r t e n t s ,
I  c a r r y  my d o c t o r ’ s d e g re e  on th e s e  o c c a s io n s  
And speak a t  l e n g th  on th e  t a r n i s h  o f  sm a ll l o s s e s .

- -  James Hearst

Wonder

U n m i s t a k a b l y
L i f e  i s  a l a r g e  d a r k  p u z z l e ,  
I n  t h e  s m a l l  b o y s  e y e s .

- -  Camille Yawin
B o w lin g  G reen , O hio
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Dark Justice

Some o f  us never make out .  Some o f  us.
Some o f  us remain seed in darkness fo r  
ever;  i n s i s t e n t l y  f o e t a l ; our needs  
and our d e s i r e s  f e n c e p o s t s  aga in s t  a world  
v a l i d  as tha t  to which we each r e a c t .
With o u r s e l v e s  c e n te r in g  u n ive r s e ;  y e a s t
in s u r f e i t ;  deaf  and dumb growths; we p e r f e c t
hyperbo le  as when s tand ing ,  c l o s e l y ,
in upon a m irror ,  our large re turn
i s  o v e r s ta te m en t  true  to l i f e  as we
have t o l d  i t .  But, when we have s t e p p e d  back from
the g la s s  and, perhaps ,  a l i t t l e  to the
s id e ,  we soon see how much o f  what i s  not
us there  i s ;  and a lso  how too much o f
us has l e t  l i t t l e  in to  view.

I t  i s
as Webster says:  l i g h t  i s  the e s s e n t i a l  
c o n d i t i o n  o f  v i s i o n .  Drawn down now in 
the m i r r o r ' s  eye; o b j e c t  from s u b j e c t  turned;  
a l l  tha t  s e l f  c e n te r ed n e ss  ec l i sped .  i n s p i r e s  
rev iew  as tha t  g iven  to the home once 
sp r in g  b r i l l i a n t l y  a r r i v e s .

l e t  me s t a y  s o .l e t  me in simple  f ee  o f  l i g h t ,  remain 
p e b b l e - p r o p o r t i o n e d  as, indeed,  each i s  
o u t s i d e  the su n le s s  womb. Out. l e t  me hold
out;  ho ld  u n t i l  death  - -  devouring  l i g h t  _
in dark j u s t i c e  comes to make b l in d ,  entomb.

-- G. C. Oden 

New York, New York
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L o v e  Poems:  1
I  ra ise  my hands l ik e  black wings and fea th er  my hair: 
There is  nothing T can do to make Catherine Wheels 
Or anything, or anyone e lse  beside break you sm iles,
A linger lik e  a pearl between me and the sea 
Waving, sp in ikers  o f  sun, a wind
Suddenly up and clean fo r  every coming hour --  not 
At a ll  fo r  more than shadows in the moon’s door.
The d a is ie s  in the window-jar bend to l is te n  
To h is  g u ita r  played in the dark, and someone e l s e ’s 
Head, banged up and down fo r  tunes to get you laughing 
On and on, and running out o f  steam, to say,
'Oh that was wonderful, ’ and say 'y e s ! ’ w ith your look 

Long afterward. But what a crazy time i t  i s  
To have you f l i c k e r  up and down, snow on the surf.
Oh, but love i s  a great th ing th is  way --  
To know I  cannot k is s  you even a l i t t l e  
And have a f i r e  spring in you and stay , high,
Oh high, melt down lik e  a s t ic k  o f  gold, or g ive you 
A hat w ith d a is ie s  on i t ,  or bring you 
A glass o f  water w ith a cherry in i t ,
Or p ick  you up and throw you out the window lik e  a k i te .

Where does love go moonward from here? No,
I  th ink i t  b ea u tifu l to play the game,
To be looney in the window w ith a daisy in my mouth,
And look at you lik e  seas, l ik e  grass in a wind,
And high blue breaking out a s ilk e n  acrobat o f  g u lls  -- 
And then shrug my fea th ers , arch the fa i le d  clown,
And s i t  down in the window, w aiting  in your eyes!

--Mark McCloskey 
A th e n s ,  O hio
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L o v e  Poem s : 2
I  have thought of  our coming,
The wheeling of gold tendrils together 
In a white place, s tar-circled,
The moon bleeding the pine's amber,
And the blue odor of  brooks.
I  have thought of  our coming in dreams,
And the black light o f  the sea was there,

My hands passed over the pink shell.
And touched the sand’s v io le t ,  smoke 
That pushed the belly then, and legs 
As I  crouched down over the embers 
Of the shell,  in the dark breeze 
Where magic is, and the sea moves,
Were moved closer to the sinew 
Till  i t  crushed gold, and I  f e l l  back,
My arms white branches extended out.
Exquisite pain by the ra tt l ing night-grass.
I  have thought of  our coming
And seen silences in the sea-clouds
Far away over the water,
And refracted in the prism of the lost,
The coiling down sun, me, shaped 
Brokenly, s t i l l  through the shell blown.
The pink-rimmed horn in the grove,
The bent-backward on the pool's rim for sheer
Joy of  that pure echo, alight
From the whip of  my hair in the dark,
In the sweet touch of the ripples,
News of our coming to the sea beyond this,
News of your coming and mine to the brook,
The odor of amber the wheel o f  the moon revealed.

- -  Mark McCloskey
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L e o n a r d o  F l i e s  A g a i n

When space trackers in Texas f i r s t  heard the sound
o f  u ltra -so n ic  breathing and radar heartbeats from the 
f i r s t  ship in o rb it, they asked: ' ' I s  i t  a lion? I s  
i t  a monkey? I s  i t  a man?'' But I recognized you.

Not as you d ied  - -  an e x ile  in a fa r  land - -  or when you 
were " a ls o  a p a in te r "  in your youth in Florence, or 
when you were sketching the tortured  bodies o f  horses 
and men fo r  your lo s t  " Horrors o f  War."

Rather as you are in your secre t notebooks f i l l e d  w ith
sputnik v is io n s , f ly in g  cen tu ries  ahead on that b a tlike  
wing you hoped to put in to  o rb it  y o u rse lf.

Forgive us, Leonardo, fo r  having laughed a t your s tre tch ed -o u t, 
batwing hands. At la s t you have arrived  beyond the pa in tin g  
and the scu lp ture  and the war machines and waterworks you sold  
to dukes and kings.

I t  i s  your breathing and your heartbeat we hear in the new 
space rid er, spanning the cen tu ries , leaving behind th is  
grave-heavy p lanet to jo in  the f i r s t  man on earth who knows 
where we are r e a lly  going.

Q u e s t i o n

O ff shore tonight
sea cancers weigh anchor

and f in s  slash  
the womb o f  o yster  days 

to come.
In  the sky

s ta r  c lu s te r s  wheel
over antheaps o f  l ig h t years 

some other radar system  
i s  telem etering.
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Considering the unemployed 
galactic systems

waithing to get to work
and start  moving in on the free world, 

should I  tear up my rent book 
and turn a few more sheets of  paper 

into poems?

F or L i l l i a n  On Our 3 7 t h  A n n i v e r s a r y

Replying to your toothache of the 9th inst . ,  wd say 
my manic-depressive switch is turned o ff  and I  can’t 
t e l l  which side I  am on -- like on a Wednesday when I ’m 
down and never know, i t  seems to me I  sound like any 
other people.
And you -- with only one good arm and leg -- have been 
sentenced to ride this rocket around the light bend to 
Vega! But why blame the engine? Maybe i t ’s the tracks 
that are crooked?
Otherwise, everything is  O.K. The garbage is  put out.
The plants have been watered. And the cat we haven't got is fed.
Anyhow, even an expensive rocket plane got wrecked the
other day by a dozen irrelevant gulls i t s  engine sucked
in. So i f  you did have too good arms and legs and an
unfractured cerebellum, the going would s t i l l  be rough.
Compared to the whole par t icles who have to make their
trip without handrails, you have nothing to lose but
your balance -- and the Great Flying Wallendas themselves
couldn't keep their high-wire act on the road as long as you have
on top of  on top of  on top of  
The Man Without a Net.

- -  Walter Lowenfels
Mays Landing,  New J e r s e y
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C o n s o l a t i o n

He te n d s  to  h i s  g a rd e n ,
I t  i s  b e a u t i f u l .
He te n d s  to  h i s  w i f e ,
S h e  i s  u g l y .
He te n d s  to  h i s  g a rd e n ,
I t  i s  b e a u t i f u l .

- -  A l ine  Musyl Marks 
L in coln Park, New Jersey

H o r s e s  On O t h e r  B e a c h e s

You are fo rg o tten  in Samos.
You do not ride  my h e a r t 's  horses;
They roam the beaches fr e e ly ,
Hungering fo r  the b it .
N ight breaks in to  the water,
Wasting i t s  s to re  o f  darkness,
And waves have touched the rocks, 
Leaving a mark o f  th e ir  own.
Hear the muffled  gallop  
Of horses on o ther beaches;
You are fo rg o tten  in Samos,
Who found our sea too small.

- -  Norma McLain Stoop  

Greenwich, Connecticut
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Worm
No mat ter  what I  thought,  
warm at the core a worm, 
th o u g h t l e s s ,  kep t  e a t in g  up 
the orb o f  form.

Something d e s i r e d  the sap 
tha t  s iphoned through the stem 
and pumped the apple plump.
I t  sucked my s y l l o g i s m .

A f t e r  worming in 
- -  i t  l e f t  a n eed led  hole  - -  
something small began 
s l y l y  to grow.

What sweet  i n t e r i o r  
- -  rounded wi th  red  - -  
on which a c reep in g  c r e a tu r e ,  
f a t t e n i n g ,  fed .

S t i l l  the form remained  
p e r f e c t  as be fore  - -  
a thought tha t  j u s t  con ta ined  
the worm or e r ro r .

- -  Harold Witt

Orinda, C a l i f o r n i a
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There’ s A Moving Of L ips When The Governor Reads

That people in high p laces so rea d ily  re lin q u ish  the p leasures  
Of reading - -  not n ecessa r ily  d iv e r s i f ie d  reading ju s t  reading 
In  favor o f  p ic to r ia l  p resen ta tio n s o f  complex m atters requiring  
Signatures or stamps or sea ls or o f f i c ia l  s p i t  o f  some kind  
No longer shocks. O vertensing i s  so much a fea tu re  o f  our 
l i c k  s p l i t  l iv e s  that l i t t l e  re a lly  shocks. Hundreds thousands 
M illio n s do the agony tw is t and we ACT w ith our l i t t l e  dance 
Twist we would so d e lig h t in  seeing the f i r s t  lady do in the 
Context o f  fam ily  and world tragi forms panel a fte r  panel. So 
Now we watch the governor’s lip s  in fa sc in a tio n  w ith some o f  
Us saying THERE I  saw h is  l ip s  move he re a lly  read something 
And o thers o f  us saying NO he is  ju s t  nervous and that is  why 
His lip s  quiver. Meanwhile we take p ic tu re s  some o f  them 
Developed and p r in te d  in ten seconds and some in b r i l l ia n t  
Colors, and we also take Bromo S e l tz e r  and B u ffe r in  and 
God in small doses, try in g  to be l e f t  w ithout need. But we 
Need. And some o f  us bleed when we watch the governor's lip s  
So h o pe fu lly . And our own lip s  dry and s p l i t  beyond repair by 
Chopsticks and k is s e s  from v irg in s  t i t i l l a t e d  by our ha ir and 
Underarm deoderant and toothpaste and other marks o f  worth --  
Our own lip s  seek again the simple milk now contaminated 
Ir re tr ie v a b ly  i t  seems by those whose lip s  moved not only  
Here not only here but elsewhere and not to read or suck or 
S ing  but to decide about us fo r  us w ithout us.

William Sayres

North Chatham, New York
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S e l e n i o  P . M a s t e r s
S elen io  P. Masters walked the n ig h t s tr e e ts  with an aggregate 
Of instrum ent p layers who thumped and tooted more or le ss  s o f t ly  
While he bellowed MAN MATTERS. So he thought; so he said. Oh, 
Those bellows! Tremendous, they were; so e a s ily  he destroyed  
Sleep. MAN MATTERS MAN MATTERS and out o f  bed you go! Such a 
Voice! His shoes were almost destroyed by so much walking without 
Sleep . MAN MATTERS he bellowed. Oh, those bellows! Through 
D etro it, Wichita, El Paso. Santa Barbara, Topeka and e sp e c ia lly  
New York C ity  he walked w ith h is  aggregate, bellowing, s le e p le ss .  
MAN MATTERS he bellowed, sending i t  crashing through the n igh t 
S tr e e ts .  Thump thump thump MAH MATTERS blow more or le ss  s o f t l y  
In the n ig h t s tr e e ts  w ithout sleep through Sandusky, Syracuse, 
Hamtramck, A ustin , Las Vegas and e sp e c ia lly  New York C ity . Oh, 
S elen io  P. Masters walked limping stum bling w ithout sleep w ith  
Fewer instrum ent p layers than the year before. MAN MATTERS !!
Oh, those bellows! He looked up at me through my window at n ig h t. 
MAN MATTERS! I  opened my window and dropped him my doubt. Oh, 
Those bellows! Thump thump thump MAN MATTERS MAN MATTERS. I  
Closed my window, but h is  voice crashed through the n igh t s tr e e ts  
And through my window. Oh, those bellows! Tremendous, they were. 
S elen io  P. Masters walked s le e p le ss  destroying  sleep bellowing  
Through closed windows thump thump thump- MAN MATTERS and I  
Groaned and shook in terro r and rushed in to  the n igh t s tr e e ts  
Shouting EXCEPT ME! But my voice was lo s t in the bellows that 
Moved towards Scranton, Mobile, Montgomery, E rie and Eugene.

- -  William Sayres
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G i l  O r l o v i t z

I
tha ts not your face  
i t  was mine fo r  awhile 
give i t  back 
you s to le  i t
you ll regret i t
because you s to le  an already sto len  face  
I  took i t  from somebody e lse
and when he demanded i t  back I  laughed in h is
and to ld  him he had s to len  the face I  had taken from him

somebody w ill s tea l your sto len  face from you

look at i t  th is  way
somebodys got to be the f i r s t  one t o  g ive the face back 

no I don't know how far its going to have to go back before it reaches its rightful owner
for a ll I  know he might not recognize i tand even i f  he d id  he might not want i t  i f  he had learned how to getalong w ithout i t
which is  why i t  mightve been s to len  in the f i r s t  p lace
because the owner mightve wanted to learn how to get along w ithouta face
but hes got to be given the chance o f  seeing he could have i t  back ifhe wanted to
so he can re a lly  know he doesnt need i t    
youve got to g ive a fa c e le ss  man the choice o f  regaining a face or

liv in g  w ithout i t  for

because he might take h is  face  back because he wouldnt want to
deprive you o f  your chance fo r  fa ce lessn ess

you see theres r e a lly  only one face to go around
when i t s  maker saw what he had done he rea lized  h is  error and nevermade a second face at a ll
and try in g  to r ig h t h is  error he made the re s t o f  men a mass o f  th is
since he knew by th is  way each man would have the passing experienceo f  a face
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but somewheres the man whom the face f i t s  p e r fe c tly
and although he might take i t  back i f  i t  were o ffe re d  to him
he might turn around and hand h is  face to i t s  maker
and th is  p o ssib le  event is  something we shouldnt take the chance o f

m issing
because then we should a ll have the chance o f  fo rg iv in g  the maker

h is  error
but our very fo rg iveness might be revenge
and in h is  fu ry  the maker might dash the face down and break i t

in to  a thousand p ieces
and you never know what form our van ity  would take then
we might be condemmed to searching fo r  the p ieces so as to be able to

f i t  the face  together again
and nobody would be able to t e l l  us from the o ther fo u r-fo o ted  animals
th a ts  why the man I  s to le  the face  from f in a l l y  stopped asking fo r

i t  back
and i t  wont be long before I  stop asking you
I  wouldnt fe e l  r ig h t i f  I  became an animal again
i t s  b e tte r  to be a fa c e le s s  human than an animal w ith a face  
fo r  fa ce le ssn ess  i s  your p e r fe c t r e fle c tio n  o f  another humans

im perfect r e f le c tio n
I I
have you ever seen a man break a face across h is  knee lik e  a s la t  
and then walk along h is  neighbors s tr e e t  swinging each h a lf  o f  the 

broken face in e ith e r  hand so i t l l  dry fa s te r
i f  you watch him. yo u ll see him f in a l l y  go up to a beggar and say 
l i s te n  yo u ll make a lo t more money i f  you hold h a l f  o f  th is  face

in one hand and h a lf  in the o ther  
that way the passerby w ill fe e l  twice as sorry fo r  you 
you can also t e l l  them youre try in g  to ra ise  money enough to mend a

broken face
n o tice  Ive  hollowed out the backs o f  these halves so th e y ll each hold

p len ty  o f  coins or b i l l s
and the empty eyesocket is  convenient fo r  s ta b le  grasping
lik e  a lo t o f  people I  know you have no face so th is  ought to come

in handy
but make sure you keep i t  in your hands fo r  begging
i t  wont do you any good i f  you put i t  on your head
Id  give i t  back to the man I  s to le  i t  from but I  obviously  wouldnt

recognize him now
- 13-



I l l
dont worry about your face  
i t s  not yours anyhow
what about the babys face you ask well you say the baby looks lik e  you or her or the grandparents or whatever
or i t  looks lik e  nobody you know at a ll
obviously the baby is  a master th ie f  
i t  goes around s te a lin g  a ll  k inds o f  faces
I  know I  sa id  theres r e a lly  only one face
tha ts  true  because tha t one face g e ts  tw isted  th is  way and that 
so what the baby re a lly  does is  s tea l a face from somebody 
and then when somebody e lse  comes along and s te a ls  the babys face  

the baby manages to s te a l i t  again a fte r  i t s  been snatched
from several o ther heads

IV
the actor as you can probably already t e l l  is  a baby
the actor more than anybody e lse  would lik e  to make h is  s to le nface a success
something permanent 
he guards h is  th e ft  c ea se lessly  
he p lays w ith h is  s to len  face  
he croons to i the experiments making i t  black or yellow  or white 
he lec tures i t  
he makes love to i t  
he makes hate to i t
he tr ie s  to amuse i t  w ith games a ll because i f  someone manages to s tea l i t  from him then the face  

w ill remember where i t  had such a wonderful time and w ill 
get r id  o f  i t s  new captor and make i t s  way back to the actor

but face has no memory
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V
a ll o f  us one time or another think were j u s t  face fo r  awhile 
j u s t  as we are now
I  know theres a head behind me 
but the head i t s e l f  has no face  
I  have only face  
the head behind is  faces shadow
and then suddenly theres a longing fo r  gods sake wont somebody come

along and s tea l face
so tha t i t s  shadowhead w ill come in to  i t s  own again in a ll i t s

fe a tu re le s s  splendor
to be brave as the man who broke face across h is  knee in to  two halves  
but not p ieces
we dare not face the wrath o f  faces maker
VI

even the dead mans face is  s to len
V II

s te a lin g  face is  the only th e f t  not punished by law

V I I I

god you know is  fa c e le ss
the maker o f  face mustve been jea lo u s  o f  god and decided to make 

something you could hide behind by weeping on i t  and 
laughing on i t  and c ru e llin g  on i t  and p i ty in g  on i t  and

hating  on i t  and begging on i t
you could put all. these things out there on face and hide behind 
and everybody never would know who you re a lly  were because they

would want to s tea l your face  but the facemaker d idn t know 
about tha t t i l l  a fte r  he had made the error o f  face

p e r fe c t ly  fo r  one man
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the facemaker knew he had made an error because he in s ta n tly  f e l t  
that the man w ith face was h id ing  from the facemaker behind i t  

because in that in sta n t facemaker knew he had been jea lo u s  o f
h im se lf

knew in fa c t  he was god who had become jea lo u s o f  h im se lf because 
he could no longer bear knowing everyth ing so tha t he had to 
make face  on a man so that god wouldnt be able to see everyth in

and that a t lea s t man could hide from 
but god knew he had made an error by having one man appear not to

need god because the man needed expression  
and god shrank in a ll  dimensions before the expression o f  no need

fo r  gods on the mans face
but god could not in h is  mercy a f te r  re fu sin g  to make another face

destroy the face he ha 
made

because then the r e s t o f  men seeing the face wanted the hidden fe e l  
the no need fo r  god fe e lin g  
and god could not deprive them
gods mercy w ill  cease only i f  we fo rg ive  him by the act o f  the man

whom face f i t s  return ing  face to god 
an event we want to see and dont want to see
so that man liv e s  in the tension o f  having face  and having no face  
l iv e s  tense between the d es ire  to fo rg ive  god and have face  broken 

in to  immumerable fragments so that in enormous va n ity  he w ill 
become an animal a ltogether gods again in h is  search to f i t  all 
the p ieces o f  face  together which he w ill never be able to do 

and the d esire  to keep s te a lin g  face  so tha t at in te rv a ls  he can at
le a s t show no need fo r  god

IX
one mm whom face does not f i t  w ill one day hold on to face and n,

le t  i t  be s to len  from him
and th is  w ill be h is  psalm 
I  am a ltoge ther hidden before the lord
I  am courageous in knowing the lord cannot know me fo r  I  have by

the lords hand grown beyond the lord  
I  am more than the son m d  more than the fa th e r  because I  disown

fe a tu re le s s  splendor
- 16-



I  am f in a l ly  man because I  w ill make face fo r  each man lik e  unto noother
we w ill hide fo rever from the almighty 
god w ill not know we have moved in to  him
and god sha ll be the face ou tsid e  looking in to  our window 
and he w ill wonder where we have gone

- -  Gi l  O r lo v i t z
New Y o r k , New York

L y r i c
f o r  L . O.

Wake me, b e fo r e  you  go, 
w ith  th e  hand o f  yo u r  h e a r t  
th a t  th e  moment a t my th r o a t  
be sw a llo w e d  by m ine eye
in  th e  d e e p e s t  p i t  o f  p u ls e  
t h a t ,  as I  g iv e  back y o u r  hand,
I  know yo u r  h e a r t  s l e e p s  f u l l  
o f  me undem anding .
L ove h o ld s  m o s t, th e n , a t th e  s l i p  
o f  p a r t i n g  when, o p e n -h a n d e d ,
I  c r y  o u t in  yo u r  s l e e p in g  h e a r t  - -  
kn o w in g  I  m ust wake you b e fo r e  
you come a g a in  to  my s l e e p .

- -  G i l  O r lo v i t z
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February 6, 1962
' 'Perhaps i f  you know something about me you w ill  be able to view th is  poem in the proper p ersp ec tive . I  am a f i f t e e n  year o ld  suburban teen-ager and th is  is  my f i r s t  attempt at magazine p u b lic a tio n , The ideas expressed in th is  poem were developed when I  was th ir teen  years o ld , but the actual w riting  o f  i t  d id  not occur u n t i l  th is  summer. Since the age o f  th ir te e n  I  have w ritten  over fo r ty  poems that help to express the " I "  in ' ' I  Am Searching. "  However, the enclosed poem seems to be the only one o f  any va lue. . . .  "

I Am S e a r c h i n g

I  am searching  
For the tru th  
I  am searching
To f in d  out who and what I  r e a lly  am
To f in d  the real re lig io n  and the real r ig h t and the real wrong
To f in d  out why mankind always wants more o f  everything
To f in d  the real beauty o f  l i f e
To f in d  the secre t o f  nature and creation
To f in d  God
To f in d  the answer to e ternal l i f e  
To f in d  out i f  Darwin was re a lly  r ig h t
To f in d  out why L i t t l e  Orphan Annie d o esn 't have eyeballs  
To f in d  out why sometimes I'm  oversexed and sometimes I'm  f r ig id  
To f in d  out why I  can’t pa in t l ik e  Michaelangelo  I
I  want to f in d  out the answers to a ll  my questions 
Only there a re n 't any answers 
And sometimes I  can’ t even s ta te  the questions  
But I  am s t i l l  searching
To discover love - -  i f  i t  e x is ts  in sid e  me at a ll  
To discover a ll  the knowledge in the world 
I  am searching fo r  the day when suddenly 
''P o o f'"  and I  understand everyth ing  and anything 

For a boy who w ill  th ink o f  me as a woman not as a fr ie n d  
For a real fr ie n d  
For complete happiness 
For peace
I t  ju s t  seems that I  w ill never f in d  what I  am searching fo r
I  don’ t know i f  i t  r e a lly  m atters
Ju st searching seems to be o f  importance
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I  am searching
To f in d  a ll  my hidden ta le n ts  laying under a rock somewhere 
To fin d  tha t Pond o f  Thoreau1s
To f in d  the ' ’Iceman”  and re a lly  dig what O 'N e ill is  saying  
I  am searching fo r  an understanding o f  mankind 
A philosophy o f  l i f e  
A way o f  l i f e
A true b e l ie f  in a true re lig io n
I  am searching fo r  an answer to Freud and Khrushchev 
For a b ea u tifu l green f i e l d  garnished in sun yellow  
D a ffo d ils  where I  can j u s t  s i t  down and look at the sky 
And f a l l  in love w ith  the whole world and
R ea lly  d ig  everyth ing  and everyone w ith  u n se lfish  love - -  real love 
I  am looking fo r  the impossible
I  am searching fo r  Heaven and Hell
And my soul --  i f  I  have one ( I  am also searching fo r  the answerto that)
I  am searching fo r  the day when everyone w ill
Give up th e ir  pipe dreams and look at themselves naked
( I  am searching fo r  the end o f  the world!)
Most o f  a l l ,  I  am searching fo r  l i f e  
To liv e  i t  --  to love i t  - -  to understand i t  
I  am searching fo r  someone to take the love I  have to give  
And to love me in returnJ  am searching fo r  the end o f  space -- there must be an end somewhere
I  am searching fo r  s ix  m illio n  dead Jews in the ruins o f  Auschwitz
I  am searching fo r  our lo s t c iv i l i z a t io n  I I
I  am searching fo r  a road map to Paradise
And fo r  A l ic e 's  wonderland and the house on Pooh s corner
I  am searching fo r  an obscene word to be p r in ted  in the ''N .Y . Times"
T am searching fo r  my lo s t childhood
I  am searching fo r  my teen-age years that never were
I  am searching fo r  an answer to what happens when I  d ie
And what w ill  be happening here when I ’m gone
I  am searching fo r  an understanding o f
Ginsbergs " H ow l'"  and F e r lin g h e tti  s "Her"
And fo r  Kerouac’s road where I  can meet people who too are searching
And are screaming fo r  help, help, help
I  am searching fo r  a place where no one w ill bother me
For Alexander Graham B ell so tha t I  can k i l l  him fo r  inven ting  thetelephone
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For the men who made the A-bomb and the 
H-bomb and fa l lo u t
I  am searching fo r  Governor R o cke fe ller  who is  h id ing  in h is
F a llou t sh e lte r  somewhere wearing a " sane"  button
For a ll  the m istakes o f  mankind so tha t I  may o b lite ra te  them

and give everyone eternal peace 
But most o f  a ll I  am searching not fo r  o th e r s ’ but fo r  my own

good
I  am searching fo r  an id e n ti ty  
A soul 
A s e l f
I  am searching fo r  m yself.

- -  Marian Schwager
T e a n e c k , New J e r s e y

Hard Luck S t o r y

I  re a c h e d  to  
s t r i k e  a l i g h t  
b u t a t im e - bomb 
i n t e r f e r r e d  and 
no one s in c e  
has even  so 
much as m e n tio n e d  
my nam e .

- - Charles Shaw

New Y o rk , New York
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S a l t e d  W ith  A S p e c i a l  S a l t

S a ltin e s  are sa lted
With a specia l s a l t ,

(Sugar lumps are wrapped in gold;
L i t t l e  cakes and bonbons

Come in  accordion-pleated cups,
L ike  the dance s k ir ts  in Saturday c lass)
S a lted , wrapped, and maybe p lea ted

From fa th e r ’s banquets in mirrored rooms, 
Long tab les under w a ltz - l ig h t chandeliers,
C loths o f  snow and golden ch a irs ,

Waiters in red coats or green„

S a ltin e s  are sa lted
With a specia l s a l t  

When they appear
On the dining-room table next morning,

From a fa th e r  out in to  a n ig h t o f  banquets, 
In a long room f lo a t in g  smoke in blue scarves, 

Words shin ing  w ith the s i lv e r .
He remembered,

Brought h is  banquet to morning me,
And what w ill be on the table today:

A party-wrapped sugar lump,
A p lea ted  cup w ith a bonbon,

Or a cake w ith a candy flow er?
S a ltin e  is  su rest,

S a ltin e  specia l sa lted .

- -  Em i l i e  Glen 

New Y o rk , New York
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The B a l l o o n  B u r s t  By A P i n
A s c ie n t is t  says: What k ind  o f  p in  was used? And what 

was the weight and diameter o f  the balloon?
A poet says: What I  heard and saw was merely the n ig h t­

mare o f  an in v is ib le  in sec t, an in sec t on the verge o f  a 
nervous breakdown,

A business man says: I  haven‘t got time fo r  such nonsense; 
le t  me out o f  th is  place!

A c h ild  o f  four years says: Ha! Ha! Wheeeee!
An o ld  man o f  n in e ty  says: I  have seen th is  happen before; 

I  enjoy i t  each time. Ha! Ha! How exc itin g !
In  the meanwhile, a f i l t h y ,  homeless Foxhound has been 

standing among these specta tors, h is  hungry eyes roving  
from one person to another as they spoke and po in ted  at the 
balloon. Suddenly, a fte r  a heedful pause, the dog leaped to 
the s tr ip s  o f  rubber on the sidewalk, s n i f fe d  them cau tiously , 
wagged h is  ta i l  curiously , and eyed once again the wonder- 
s tr ic k e n  specta tors, then tr o t te d  across the s tr e e t  to the 
next crowd o f  people.

- - Frederick  Jones
Hope, A rk a n sa s

A n g e l s  On The B r a i n
The Angel
that  d a r t in g ,  g r a c e f u l , i n f i n i t e  th ing
who i s  h a l f - c h i l d ,
p a r t  b u t t e r f l y ,
f e r o c io u s  dove
and l i k e s  to sing .

- -  Matthew Hochberg
Brooklyn,  New York
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A T a s t e  Of The Lady

Truly you have hot l ip s  and a te r r ib le  tongue,
Bold to hold, to en fo ld , worth ten tons o f  gold,
Eyes too pornographic fo r  p ic tu re s  or p r in t ,
They match the speed o f  the tig e r  w ith th e ir  sudden, sexual f e r o c i ty . 
They sh a tte r  more com pletely my tir e d  o ld , fa ls e  o ld , oaken reserve ,

s i s t e r ,
Than the lig h tn in g  com pletely sh a tte rs  an oak,
More graceful than the tig e r  springs, oh s is te r !
And ears to breathe in to , e a s ily  wooed and won
With such e le c t r i c i t y  and to b i te  and chew and n ib b le ,
E a sily  won by such machinery. A nose tha t d e lig h ts  to inhale

p lea su re .
Have i t  d i s t i l l e d  inwith and return  pleasure taken 
4s pleasure given. A neck fo r  worship
Which also d e lig h ts  in the s a c r i f ic e  o f  tooth and tongue,

Greeting

Death has no la s t name.
Nor face to f in d  and mangle,
Or throat to poison and strang le ,
Head to k ick
And break w ith brick.
Or chest to shoot and k n ife ,
No fr ie n d  to betray him or w ife .
So goodbye to books 
And pipe  
And custard
Hello 0  Death you bastard.

- -  Matthew Hochberg
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The V o y e u r  As A D ream er
I  dreamed I  climbed a tree
in a lea fy  green garden
and o f  course what I  saw
through a nearby window was
a naked g ir l  looking out in to  d istance
across whose b e lly  and th ighs the s o f t
white curta ins blew
wishing they were my trem bling hands
wishing oh so badly they were my lip s
whispering over her skin ,
and I  p i t i e d  the poor gauzy curta ins
that wished they were my hands
and lip s  and o f  course
in my dream th is  g ir l  became p o ssib le ,
moving her h ip s slow ly from side to side
in a beginning dance the music o f  which
blued her eyes and s o f t ly
awakening
they (her eyes, blue with
music) found me, to rtu red  and erec t,
hungry and hot and f u l l ,
and s t i l l  swaying g en tly  she opened
her lip s  from a small smile
in to  a round k is s  and blew
over me a shower o f  white
blossoms.

- -  E. Hale C h a t f i e ld

New B r u n s w ic k , New J e r s e y
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W i n t e r  Among The I n d i a n  H i l l s

P oin t lobos and the Coast o f  Sur 
are now green flanked  though Winter 
in th is  country has la id  i t s  cover . . .
And from my window gazing upon these bleak h i l l s  
which l i f t  up naked in the Winter sun. . .
w ithout trees and only sage and rock, a nude d u n ... to g ive them

beauty.
I  am mindful o f  the Sur sea rocking b leakly  upon i t s  gran ite  shore, 
and I  hear in the s ilen ce  o f  th is ,

my fo rb idd ing  country,
the pulse o f  an ocean 's power extending to the sweep 
o f  these h i l l s ,  these ranges, these sage p la teaus  
where I ,  the watcher, weep . . .
while winds and Winter a ssa il the s to ic  and s i le n t

Indian H ills .

- -  Wendell B. Anderson
R a n ch es o f  T aos, New M exico

HOW WE, TRAPPED THE WOLVES

I  was ju s t  p laying  
w ith the dog, baying 
as a boy w il l ,  
when he turned ta i l  
and le t  out a wail 
and ran over the h i l l .
Then I  on a ll fo u rs  
went to my chores, 
and never got up.
My fam ily  sighed  
and reckoned that I 'd  
turned to a pup.
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But, child to some other 
than my own mother 
or my own sire,
I  howled about lunar 
disturbances sooner 
than lack of  f i re
when I  was lef t  
cold and bereft  
outside at night; 
and, gnawing a bone 
in time of alone, 
considered my plight .
Then the dog came back 
one night with a pack 
of wolves, six or eight; 
and I  knew that my time 
was long past i t s  prime 
for playing i t  straight.
Thus my liaison 
carried them on 
dead into danger --  
out of  the cold 
into the fold,  
the trap, the manger.
Then the quick bullet  
skit tered the pullet  
and murdered one duck 
before the wolves lay 
dead in the hay.
Such was my luck
that father or mother 
stayed the other, 
withheld their f ire;  
something, they said 
later, they read 
of my des ire . ..
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and as they led
each other to bed,
they l e f t  ajar
the door, and I
crept in, to l ie
with the bone o f  a star.

- -  Ed s e l  Ford
R o g e r s , A rk a n sa s

The V i r t u e  O f  S p e e d
Time has buried us

Before our time.
As running boys we sped 

Across the gravel schoolyard  
With such fr e e  and fa u l t l e s s  s tr id e s  
Our legs snapped up t ig h t ly  
Against us from behind.
Speed was good
When cinders fle w  before
And ro lle d  so much under fo o t
That only our speed
Kept us from skinning
Shin and shank and palms
In the sharp and b i t t e r  gravel.

And once across the yard 
We landed in the s o f t  grass 
Where d e lig h t a t shooting dust 
Became a cool and easy bounce 
In  deep green.

But there were always those 
Who came behind --  
Not w hirling  speedsters  
But g a lla n t boys whom. no one loved. 
They came jogging  up,
Their large chests heaving,
Their noses underlined by red,
Their eyes - -  w ith  tears o f  s tra in  
Squeezing in the corners - -
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Bright with the expectation 
Of joining our games.

But they were too slow:
Youth respects only speed.
We le f t  them standing in the grass 
Amazed at their own lack of  virtue.
(Somehow we were not ashamed!)

But now that speed 
Seems not such a virtue,
We wonder about the big-chested boys 
Who were slow afoot,
And we would like to see them 
Come thumping up and look at us 
As though we had jus t  come 
Sprinting across the yard,
We would like to ask them 
To le t  us join their game.
But we went too fast  for them.
We’ll  have to wait 
Twelve years after death 
For them to catch up 
So we can ask them.

- -  Robert Lewis Weeks
Eau C l a i r e ,  Wisconsin

H e a v e n  Was A Dream I  Had
When I awoke my father smiled;
I  had come home
from a personal round-about
to smell his world again.
His eyes were red; he knew I  knew 
that this return 
was a chance to repeat goodbyes 
before the final stop.
And I  look back in silence now; 
his time-slashed face 
turns alone in his private night, 
but I  can’ t touch his cheek.

- -  Ottone M. R ic c io
Belmont , Mass.
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I n  The Manner Of E. A. Ro b i n s o n
She may be seen when poets read 
In  p re s tig e  p laces such as Yale;
A lady in  her fo s s i l  weeds, 
V ictorian-pa le .
Her preference is  the mature;
Gray-templed, formal and serene.
She is  d istu rb ed  by the obscure 
Or the obscene,
For Georgian y e t is  her m ilieu , 
N osta lg ic  as her r e tic u le ;
The sneering snouts o f  our day 
Are not her school.
So, F lora in her f lo r a l  hat 
Snubs ' ' l a  G a le tte ’ ' again th is  season. 
I t ’s not genteel enough, and tha t 
I s  ample reason.

i n s c r i p t i o n

a t t im e s  my 
v e r s e s  burn in  
d e f ia n c e  o f  th e  
c i v i l i z e d
w h o ever has  
h e a rd  bones  
snap o r  v o ic e s  
t w i s t
knows
what
i
mean

- -  Hans Juergensen  
Tampa, F lo r id a
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Way L a i d  In  The K i t c h e n  ( a s  i t  w e r e )

Wun d o es  n o t s le e p  
w ith  a m (an) wun 
lu v e s

h i m .

And lu v  and l i v
and do n o t be so

c o ze e
w ith  y r (  ) hus  
bundand c h i l  
d ren a n d  how skee  
p in g !

L e tm e to u c h y o u in y o u r s  o u l .
A mf an) can ( lu v  me! ) 
lu v  and be tr u e  
f o r  e v e r  a n d e v e r  to  
o n e tw o th r e e fo u r  and 
may be more.

Luv i s  f r e e  ( l u v  m e!) 
wun m u s tn t  be s ( h )  
e l f i s h  w ith  wuns bo d ee .
Now w ont ( sh e -w e-m e)  
wun se e k  wuns ( lu v  m e!) 
u n d er ly in g  m e a n in g ?

- -  Sonia Topper Weller  
S t o r r s ,  C o n n e c t ic u t
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The P h o e n i x  And The Owl
Once in an age t he p ho e n i x  burns ,  
but  wi sdom wh i s p e r s  in t he  owl  
t ha t  o w l i s h  as hes  - -  t hough t he y  y e a r n  - -  
r e s u s c i t a t e  no newer  f o w l .

- -  W. Arthur Boggs
Os wego, Oregon

P o i n t  Of S e p a r a t i o n

I n  a l m o s t  d u s k
a p p l e  b l o s s o m s  i n c a n d e s c e .
A b o v e ,  a s q u i r r e l
l o n g  i s  s c e p t i c a l  o f  my s t i l l n e s s
b e f o r e  h i s  e l e c t r i c  d e s c e n t  t o  g r a s s
t h a t  i s  g r e e n  n e a r l y  u n t o  b l u e
i n  t h e  h a l f  l i g h t , n o w ,
w h e r e  he  i s  j o i n e d  b y  a n o t h e r ,
a n d  t o g e t h e r  t h e y  d i g  a s  i f  t h i s  h o u r
w e r e  n o t  f o r e v e r  b u t  w a n t e d  t r a n s p l a n t i n g .
E a c h  w o r d  t h a t  I  t h u s  g i v e  up t o  s p r i n g  
l e a v e s  mo r e  r o o m t o  l e t  y o u r  a b s e n c e  i n ,  
u n t i l  I  c a n n o t  s p e a k .
" I  s h a l l  be  d r e s s e d  i n  b l u e ,"  y o u  s a i d .

I  w a i t  f o r  y o u .

- -Roland F l i n t

Mi n n e a p o l i s ,  Mi nn .

For our seventh issue we have scheduled several  parodies that seem quite appropriate.  Contributors,  so far,  are: Carl Larsen, P hy l l i s  Onstot t  Arone, Charles H. Jerred, Gary Elder,  and Laurence Mintz. We are in tere st ed  in receiving more parodies for  thi s  issue.
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Patrons
Mr, G, B u s h e r
Mr, D a v i s  M. Lapham
M i s s . B a r b a r a  Snow

C o n tr ib u to r s
E l e a n o r  D, Worley  B l e n n a n
Mr, R . W. S t a l l m a n
Mr, and M r s . A r t h u r  V i d i c h

The Wormwood R eview  i s  " n o n - b e a t ,  n o n - a c a d e m i c  an 
n o n - s e w i n g - c i r c l e ," and i s  p u b l i s h e d  whenever  s u f f i c i e n t
m a t e r i a l  has  a c c u m u l a t e d  f o r  an i s s u e .  The r e g u l a r  sub-
s c r i p t i o n  r a t e  i s  $ 3 , 5 0  f o r  f o u r  i s s u e s  P a t r o n s ’ sub  
s c r i p i ti o n s  are  a v a i l a b l e  f o r  o n l y  $ 1 0 , 00  and C o n t r i b u t o r  
s u o s c r i p t i o n s  f o r  $ 6 , 0 0 ,  The p r i c e  o f  a s i n g l e  i s s u e  
$ 1 , 0 0 ,  Back i s s u e s  o f  numbers  1 and 2 are  o u t  o f  p r i nt 
and r a r e ;  i s s u e s  3 , 4 , 5  ar e  a v a i l a b l e  a t  t h e  r e g u l a r  p r i  
We w i l l  pay  $2 , 0 0  p e r  f o r  i s s u e s  1 and 2, i f  i n  good cond
i t i o n ,  i n  o r d e r  to s u p p l y  l i b r a r y  demand,
Cover  d e s i g n  by  A. S y p h e r ,  C o m p o s i t i o n ,  o f f s e t  press-work  
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