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Commissioner of Dead Horses

When a horse dies, my phone 
rings and orders me 
to hunt causes.
I lock a couple of forms 
along with my notebook into 
my briefcase and catch a plane 
to wherever horses die. There 
I ask questions and act 
suspicious and always have time 
to shadow some strangers
or sneak out at night into the hayfields 
and take off my clothes 
to learn the feeling of horses.
Back at my desk I type my report:
Killed by wet hay. I have never 
found a natural cause in 23,000 
horses —  something always kills them —  
that's what I know about horses.
I file my report in a classified 
cabinet and waiting for the phone
dream I see death 
mounted naked on a horse.

—  William Aarnes 
Washington DC
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all the days are

all the days are 
cold and short like rows

and rows of possum teeth, 
the house is empty, even the 

mountain air 
refuses to come in

afraid of the stillness 
i can sit at the kitchen table 

for hours. the white 
paint may be chipping 

but the large vein 
running through the middle of my 

forehead is firm. i feel it 
at my fingertips as i

work on crossword puzzles 
having no squares.

it's good to know 
a pack of hunting dogs were once 

baffled by the stream out back.

—  Ronald Baatz
North Arlington NJ

As The World Turns

I missed my ten-year 
reunion. But once 
I went back
& saw this girl I wrote poems to 
in study hall 
& her husband.
They were steadies 
in tenth grade 
& never stopped.
We had coffee & talked 
about things like his father's car, 
how it used to burn rubber 
when you floored it at 50.
About our friends 
& where they were 
& the camper-trailer he would buy 
for their next vacation.
I stopped by the next day 
to give them some poems 
& she was there with the baby.



She didn't look right, 
not the way I remembered 
her belly too big 
in department store slacks, 
her bad complexion,
the way the furniture surrounded her 
like friends, wearing 
clear plastic covers.

All Dressed Up For The Dance

We had a small wedding 
in the chapel of an orphanage 
to which I wore a gray suit 
with black shoes 
& a striped tie.
A few friends were there, 
some aunts & uncles,
& my mother played the march 
on a piano
the way she'd always wanted.
We were saying 
I Do
when the orphans came screaming 
& pounding at the door.
We all pretended 
not to hear 
but I remember 
the door 
rattling, 
their voices, 
the way they tried 
to warn me.

—  Joel Deutsch 
Boston MA

girl on a tenspeed bicycle

with her blonde hair draped about 
her back and breasts 
her breasts 
fisted
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apple blossoms in the city

they are reddish- 
white; the fruit 
devours its own 
skin
and becomes enlarged: 
so that from
my view there appear to be 
forty or fifty 
tinted spheres stuck 
between the fingers of the 
tree

daughter of a bus driver;
she has a thick
almost
muscular neck, but worthwhile from behind,
the ass and legs
shifting and immense;
then there is of course the face,
pointed and simple, the only expression being the 
sensual
which is ugly by itself 
her breasts are big,
trembling in the brassiere, might be 
good to suck;
then of course there's the face ...
she paints her eyes to sunbathe. 
a neighbor who's knowing in the 
ways of depravity
has seen her lover sneaking down the back stairs
at night and
swears he's black ...
now she hangs her laundry while 
glancing at me fitfully

—  Patrick McManus 
Chicago IL
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Going With Carl Hertel To See 56 Chinese Paintings In 
Pasadena: Three Poems

1: Consort Ming Crossing The Frontier by Kung Su-jan
cold wind off the high desert a carved p'i-p'a shaggy ponies 
Tu Fu wrote about her, a shih
'sierras, valleys, ravines, at last the mountain Ch'u Gateway 
the village is still here where lady Ming Fei grew up
the red brick terraces behind her, desert stretched to the

north
a green grave mound remains alone in the dusk
paintings remember her face under spring winds
jade ornaments tinkle her ghost troubles the moonlit night
a thousand years the tatar lute has spoken 
as if its alien melodies told her wrongs'

Wang Shao-chtln Sho kun in Japanese the 
loveliest lady 
relied on beauty alone
while the three hundred others bribed the painter

2: Pavilion In An Autumn Landscape by Ni Tsan
Ni Tsan his dry stingy brush 

several trees 
a bleak stretch of water 
dirt hills not far off 

a pavilion
nobody in it

over and over
he didn't like people if they were vulgar 
collected antiquities, calligraphy 
but left his possessions

lived wandering amidst lakes and streams 
was not present when the Ytlan went under 

he couldn't stand not being clean 
enjoyed: 'a relatively tranquil old age'

3: Patio Mural by Robert Rauschenberg
I used to wash the windows in Running Springs
the Wagon Wheel Cafe
lifting up carefully the neon sign
to sponge glass behind it
hot vinegar water cut
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fly specks, smoke film, dust, then 
deftly I plied the squeegee, carefully 
let the sign back down $200 sign even then ACME 

beer cans with cone tops capped like bottles 
later in the war patriotic quarts
to save metal Lucky Strike Green gone to war then too 

outside on the stoop great oaken barrels, the empties 
fifty gallons or so of draught beer 
I remember how thick the staves were 

doubly curved four 
iron hoops fit to the bulge

the bung replaced, loosely 
there was lettering carved or burnt deeply in the

wood
I forget what

you can't get beer in wooden barrels anywhere any more 
Robert Rauschenberg 
how come they still have neon

—  R G Barnes 
Claremont CA

The Phenomenologist

Bald and silent 
a thin, ascetic man 
he was one of the ten 
disciples of P.
taking the path of phenomenologist 
up the dim and seedy cliffs of 20th 
century philosophy.
The sun of La Jolla baked 
the rest of them
in their ambition but he was fair 
and liked the shade.
He did not contend.
He made no defense of anything.
He kept
his contemplations in a pile 
of little notebooks 
arranged in order 
on a shabby one drawer desk.
Now ten years have passed.
I suppose the rest are all professors now.
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Family men. They were a school 
of pragmatists 
but he —
he will be sitting by himself
with a pile of notebooks in a one room flat
hungry with philosophy
recording in his tiny script
the struggle to communicate
the phenomena
of being.

Another Poetry Reading

He was nervous and he struck his head 
on the microphone. They laughed.
He read "Dark at the Bottom of Delmore Schwartz
They applauded. They liked him
so he nailed his right hand to the podium.
They did not know what to think.
"That's o.k.," he assured them 
tearing it off, eight 
penny nail and all, waving the wound 
over the orchestra pit.
He read "Fierce in the Whiskey of Death."
Some cried. "What suffering,"
moaned a professor
with nothing to profess.
"Do you want to see suffering?" he asked.
"Yes."
He took an ice pick from his shirt 
forcing the point through his tough 
right eye, popping its humours.
"It's only a trick," he told the chairman 
of the department. "Don't leave.
Please don't leave. Art is illusion."
It made them all sick and he read 
"Beginning of the End in Pact with a Friend.” 
Drippings from his eye dotted the manuscript.
Then he tore his pants off 
ripped open his shirt
waved his wrinkled prick above the audience
pissing on the floor. Some of it splattered
the American flag and police came up the aisles
Without missing a beat
he took a pistol from the rostrum
stuck the barrel in his mouth
turned his back on the crowd
and sent his brains out
over the front seats
collapsing on his poetry.

47



When the show was over and they had cleaned up the mess 
one of the kids outside asked what had happened.
"It was just a poet," said the prof.
"He shot himself, pissed on the flag,
cut his eye out and nailed his hand to the speaker's
platform." He gave her a piece of the skull adding
"it looks like a chunk of coconut —
sorry I can't get it
autographed."

—  Ben Pleasants 
Beverly Hills CA

The Exorcist

When you see him, he may 
or may not be the same man,
but he will be consistent in age 
and size; suit recently pressed, 
wings elegantly groomed,
(both black), quick to vanish
when you see him in the full 
of your eye, but at quarter glance:
clearly the one man living
who can grab an irritable ceramic flagon
by the stem when it hovers
at half the height of the door
on the fury of jagged wings,
before it lunges, lashing half 
a pint of black strap molasses 
from its tilt in your face. And he 
will seize it, even when it rockets 
to the roof of the porch and clatters 
its impertinence against a column.

Close Call For The Secret Agent

The tiny quintets of toes that had spattered 
the parapet, as if after intermittent 
catfalls during the preceding night,
disquieted investigators,
who wondered why they were indelible,

48



what type of marking substance 
had etched them there, and what 
sort of night had happened anyhow.
If anyone had told them
of the correct gentleman in the impeccable
suit, who had walked up and down
the length of those neatly fitted
segments of granite, folded tightly in
upon himself with the severity
of a furled umbrella, and who had tapped
out his impatience with the tips of his fingers
on the rock, as if the gray of it
had merely clouded the keyboards
of several petrified typewriters,
they would have paid no attention
at all, but if they had heard the slightest
suggestion of fingertips, left there
by the secret agent, they would have had those blocks 
rooted up, hoisted, crated and trucked 
off somewhere for insatiable testing
and, as like as not, would have lost a whole 
police force in a manhunt for the secret agent, 
whose only crime had been the temporary 
dislocation of an aspect of cultural faith.
They were not told. The timely intervention 
of a sparrow easily distracted them.
The infuriating spots soon vanished.

A Covering Letter 

Dear Editors,
I am sending you five rocks.
They are overstatements 
of weight; too solid to stare 
into immediate dust; too quick 
with pyrite and quartz 
to be tedious, yet sufficiently 
conglomerate to confuse you, 
if you are normal ;
too much given to erratic winking 
to leave you in peace. Infusible, 
insoluble, and entirely 
untractable, but just vivid enough 
to make a vague blur out of anything 
you choose to set beside them.

49



If you reject them,
you will be ridding yourselves
of the five best items
for keeping other people's poems
from blowing away,
of the five items best suited
for throwing through the windows
of the Ford Foundation,
and if you keep them, 
you had better not forget 
to make them available 
for public inspection, 
because, if left unused, 
they rot, and in so doing, 
they are radioactive.

—  Barbara A. Holland 
New York NY

olga korbut

always having been fascinated with gymnastics
and mans' ability to twist himself into tangles
I flicked on the television
in an hour of poetic godless despair
and the womens' team championships were under way
the Americans trailing the Russians
I watched with a three year old amazement 
as the girls vaulted into the still air 
danced on the huge square mats and tip-toed 
along the balancing beam
they all had rhythm 
concentration and guts 
and were polished under the gun 
Hemingway and Goya would have smiled
then I saw the baby Russian girl prance up 
I can still see her image pausing on the top unparallel 
bar, waiting for balance to leap backwards 
head-over-heels into the boundless air
backwards with grace of a porpoise threading a hoop 
she flew ...
I am still cheering
If you missed olga korbut that night
as she caught the bar with chalky hands
you missed one of the rare reflections of God.



massive weeds and wild ferns
hid all the front windows and porch
often a cat could be seen 
disappearing into the high brush
someone once said that a valuable old 
model-T was hidden in the queen's garage 
which had never been driven
she was an idle old woman 
as the reports sifted down to us 
and she never really bothered a soul 
and she was said to have a good heart 
idle yes but good natured
no one ever saw the queen except
when she ventured to scoop cat food onto
an old automobile hood
for the cats that gathered on
the white picket fence
she would snigger and lift her red caftan
returning to her house
peeling back the overgrown weeds
and stepping with long masculine strides
one day someone heard a scream
and in a matter of minutes the queen's
sanctuary was surrounded by deputies
they found a twelve year old girl 
boarded up in the back bedroom 
and took her to the hospital
we all felt sorry for the little thing 
but there was no community consternation 
nor threat to the queen from the neighbors
the queen of our block was idle 
was crazy
but never spoke to no one
and was easy for us to live with

the queen of our block
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toad, friend and competitor

on thursday evenings after his lecture, 
you can find him challenging all comers 
at the foosball courts in the rear corner 
of the 49er's tavern behind the pool tables.
in class, he props himself rodin like, 
over the top edge of the podium, reaches into 
the pocket of his scruffy levis and pulls 
out a fresh supply of rolaids,
those little white discs that settle the traumas 
of the previous nights, nights spent in love 
and in blister making over his slowly improving 
game, we usually play partners and swap
tales of the grander courts in germany and 
italy that we have plundered. this gallant 
athlete of our campus gathers his literary 
history together in a minute or two
and begins to lecture about shelly winters 
expiring by drowning in the film adapted from 
a novel by theodore dreiser, and follows up 
with some nifty info about horace liveright
and the conversation takes off to shane
(the best movie ever made). if the class is
in luck we adjourn and regather for the final
titbits of wisdom, in the hallowed chambers of the 49er
these are the usual plans, but it is generally 
impossible to keep him off the tables and out 
of the beer, and this gallant foosball magician 
reminds one of the great tommy of pinball fame.
on the tests for our 20th century lit class 
we are given several bonus questions: name two 
movies that shelly winters has the opportunity 
to drown in, and who slowly rises over the horizon
and stomps the shit out of bambi (second best movie 
ever made). In between questions, down in the 
courtyard a cheer resounds and he draws up on 
his toadish haunches and says: "at last the revolution.

-- John Kay
Long Beach CA
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son of toad

someone recently asked my kid, 
john william (kubla) locklin, 
what he wants to be when he grows up. 
he said, "a toad.”
naturally i was as thrilled as any father 
whose son aspires to follow in his steps.
here then, my boy, is what you may look forward to: 
an onanistic adolescence, 
a promising but brief young manhood, 
consummating in a steep descent into obesity, 
declining powers, and the nether twilight 
this side of oblivion.
son, i would like to spare you this, 
but another of the toad-conditions 
is the forfeiture of the capacity 
to alleviate the destiny of one's loved ones.
what's more, all that is offered in compensation
is the chance than an occasional young girl
or literary magazine will find insensitivity refreshing.
think it over, my beautiful and innocent young john-john 
wouldn't you prefer to be the eagle, lion, or the shark?
if, however, your mind is irrevocably set,
accept this charge: you must always wear
the verdant mantle with a wry hauteur ...
and never reveal the secret of making love toad-style.

the hook shot

at one time basketball was my life, 
no one taught me more about the game 
than don garland, my eighth grade coach, 
he was a big man, firm and gentle;
only his patience exceeded the bulk 
of his forearms. i never knew him to 
raise his voice —  but who had the 
cojones to test him? he was the man.
he drilled me nightly in the hook shot: 
bounce pass, step to the basket, lean 
with the shoulder, brace with the elbow, 
sight the glass target, and arc it up lightly.
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over an over, a couple hundred 
hook shots a night, but i loved it, 
and i mastered it, and we won 
the diocesan tournament.
you drilled me well, mr. garland;
nothing is more a part of me than my hook shot.
when i can't sleep at night,
i count hook-shots, not sheep.
and how i wish you had been my mentor 
in other skills as well, like writing 
and fucking and lying and being a father,
but i'm not sure how many of these
were really up your alley.
still, would that the quatrain
were as second-nature as the hook shot.
even now, on those rare occasions 
when i get down to the outdoor courts, 
it's nice to have the hook shot going for me; 
it's about all i have left.
one last thing: i can still picture your face, 
i have almost no visual imagination;
i can't for instance, remember what my first wife looked

like,
but i can still picture your stepping towards me,
feeding me a bounce pass. i hope your life 
(like mine) has had its moments.

pedagogy

in sixth grade they gave us a belgian nun. 
she was just learning the language, and she often 
had to ask the english word for something, 
little things, like doorknobs, blackboard, chalk.
we were a rotten and sadistic bunch, 
we gloried in sabotage.
our previous teacher was now in r-wing of the local

hospital,
which is where you went when you couldn't stop screaming.
one day sister bonita asked us what you call 
an electric outlet —  you know, the thing on the wall 
that you plug the plug into, 
we told her it was called a cunt.
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she left the room to find the janitor, to explain 
what it was of hers that needed fixing, what it was 
exactly that she couldn’t fit the plug into, 
she returned to class a tearful but a wiser woman.
which reminds me of a piece of profound advice 
imparted to me by a young professor upon the occasion 
of my going forth from graduate school:
"remember, locklin," he said, his hand upon my tweedyshoulder,

"in teaching you are always dealing with the criminalmentality."

a later poem for maureen 

i've been obsessed with it of late,
that picture of maureen, our love-child in her arms, 
she still upon the operating table, 
slightly dopey, but relieved of pain,
transfigured.
they took a snapshot of her,
and her face was clean and sharp and radiant; 
it shone a rodent innocence.
mo, life is not as clean and sharp 
as your smile in that radiant instant; 
still, how did i make it go away, 
that unifying flash?

a paragraph from the financial page

i sometimes fall into a lamentable habit 
of post-talkshow newspaper perusal, 
i tope a few last drinks and linger over 
batting averages, illiterate letter-writers,
and the latest recipe for le poulet parisienne. 
the other night i came upon an interview 
with a successful financier. he'd written 
a best-seller on the stock market
and his first principle was simple: 
pick a blue chip; buy it; keep it. 
well, that rang a bell, 
because my aunt elizabeth
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(i called her lebou) hit upon 
that same controlling notion back when 
the baby brownie was still just a gleam 
in george eastman's irises.
oldest of fourteen kids, a practical nurse, 
without the benefit of economics courses, 
she simply sank her earnings
into kodak stock. even during the depression,
she would generously relieve her grateful relatives
of badly depreciated paper.
she died two years ago at eighty-seven,
worth about two hundred thousand bucks.
(it took me just about a year to blow 
the ten grand after taxes left to me —  wives and 
kids and friends and girlfriends ... and europe. 
i even donated ten dollars to a little magazine.)
well, anyway, there are important lessons buried here 
about america, the little guy, and common sense, 
unfortunately i've been overeducated —  it will take 
a simpler mind than mine to point them out.

a theresa trilogy 
i.

in spite of frequent showerings, 
she always smells of hamburger, 
fortunately i love ground meat, and i 
love my little short order cook.
i would like to smother her 
in ketchup onions mustard pickle 
garlic melted cheese ortega chilis, 
i think she might stick to my ribs.

ii.
her grandfather had a bad heart 
so her grandmother harped upon the uncut grass 
until he dragged his ass outside, yanked the 
power mower alive, and died.
at the funeral she was furious, 
she said it was just like him 
to die first and leave her with 
the burial expenses.
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iii.

a native californian, theresa 
assures me she would love the midwest, 
she says it's healthier there 
and the people are happier there.
i tell her that the Colorado
and the hudson rivers form
the borders of a continental loony-bin,
but she insists they're very happy there,
even her Okie uncle 
who sent his labrador retriever 
away for four years at 
a university for bird-dogs.

happy hour

i like to call my girl at five on thursdays 
when she gets home from work 
and meet her for the happy hour
at seaport village on the marina in seal beach.
our first stop is the steak house 
for cut-rate harvey wallbangers, a primary 
source of vitamin c. then, at the jolly roger, 
double gin-and-tonics for a buck, and each half-hour
they roll out a steaming buffet
of chicken, shrimp, and cheeses.
later we wash down enchiladas at hungry jose's
with a couple of volcanic margaritas.
it's a pleasant ritual,
reminiscent of the free lunches of the depression, 
and of cheap pub fare, but infinitely more edible 
than many a sheepdip pie.
meanwhile the sailboats glide as wistfully
as forfeited ambitions,
and the waitresses move in-and-out
of onanistic half-worlds.
my students scorn the seaport village 
as a capitalistic scheme, which it is, 
and as an apotheosis of plastic, 
which of course it is ...
but was there any chance it would remain 
a stolid carapace for indigent fishermen,
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or that small businesses would lease space for arts 
and crafts authentic as the vanished sea bass?
i wishy—washily will make the best of things: 
tanqueray martinis, yachts beyond my means, 
and women that may not be. 
i will be happy at the happy hour.

across the river and into the bullpen 
i.

after the midterm we were drinking 
in the tavern and this one young man 
who had missed a number of questions 
kept going from table to table challenging
everyone to a chug-a-lug contest, 
when all of us declined, he said,
"there's not a man among you, 
not a drinker in the place."
we shrugged and sipped our beers, 
while he threw back first one, 
then two, then three, then four
straight eight-ounce mugs in rapid fire succession.
the next time i looked up, i could discern 
him through the back door standing among
the tall goldenrod of the deserted lot, violently puking, 
stetler and lindsay were holding his head.

ii.
later, another of the lads began to feel his oats, 
he loudly announced that the real poets of our age 
were the pop musicians, and that he knew more 
about david bowie than i about plath or bukowski.
he was having trouble enunciating, however, 
so he finally quit talking and began to get it on 
with the girl sitting next to him. from time to 
time, he'd leer my way to make sure
i was properly impressed with love among the 
undergraduates, what he didn't realize was that 
i'd fucked the same girl two years before, as had 
half the male population west of the san gabriel river.
i had to run off to my seven o'clock class, 
when i returned, the girl was there, but alone.
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"where's kenny?" i asked. "in his car," she replied, 
"what's he doing there?" "he's passed out," she giggled

iii.
eventually someone had to get on my ass about hemingway. 
papa, do you realize what we go through on your behalf, 
those of us who love you? how anyone who wants to get 
our goats invariably uses you as a pretext?
this guy was saying, "hemingway was a latent homosexual, 
so i said, "look, there's no such thing as a latent

homosexual,
there are people who perform homosexual actions, 
with greater or lesser frequency and proficiency,
and there are people who don't. hemingway didn't, 
otherwise, symptomatically, you can classify anyone 
you want as queer, either because he loved his mother 
or because he didn't, or he never got laid or he got
laid too much, or he likes athletics or 
he doesn't, or he dominates his women 
or they whip his ass, or he does or doesn't 
go around calling people latent homosexuals.”
"well," he said, "i'm still convinced i'm right." 
i wasn't surprised. people of few ideas 
are generally addicted to them, 
but, for Christ's sake, ernest,
what with fending off your imitators and detractors, 
there's hardly time left in the day to wipe one’s ass.

it's getting harder all the time 
to keep things sorted out

i've got a pardner who's bi-sexual.
he's a little guy, bird-thin, jockey-high,
with shining eyes of celtic blue,
a sly smile, and the gift of gab.
he's also a more-than-promising playwright,
an avid sports-fan, a pretty fair shot at pool,
and a cosmopolite: he's swung both ways
in paris, london, l.a., and The Apple.
having known a lot of famous people,
more than a few of them carnally, i suspect,
he's a great raconteur,
he's always a kick to tie one on with.
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he doesn't consider himself gay. 
the way he puts it is: "i don't think 
sucking an occasional dick makes you queer, 
do you?"
still, it's there: in the way he loves to touch you, 
in the merest hint of a wiggle when he gets high, 
in his forms of address, like "oh my dears ..." 
some of the queening is for laughs; 
some i don't think he’s aware of.
here, however, is the irony:
he does more numbers with the fairer sex
than any other guy of my acquaintance,
and not ostentatiously, not so as to prove anything.
in fact i've never seen him on the make;
the girls just flock to him.
he worked two weeks in a resturant once
and scored one-third of a waitress staff of twelve.
it was during an august that he looks back
upon as a dry spell.
his present true-love is fifteen,
a little sweetie of good family,
whose parents have come to accept him,
and who doesn't seem to mind if he kills a little time 
with someone else on nights when she has to do her homework 
when i see them together i shake my head in envy, 
even his younger sister admits she's sometimes tempted 
to find out if he's as good as she's heard he is.
i wonder what his secret is?
it must be his lack of inhibitions,
or the breadth of his experience,
or maybe it's just that he's such a good guy.
at any rate, dear reader, let us ponder this sad truth:
we may not be as homosexual as my friend,
but apparently we are not as heterosexual either.

mama bell

i know a girl who works as a 
customer relations representative 
for the pacific telephone company.
every call she answers is monitored.
she has 20 seconds to dispose of one call
and get to the next one on the board.
she has to answer the customer in his own words.
customers are referred to as contacts, 
she is referred to as a weirdo
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because she goes drinking beer on her lunchhour 
instead of sticking around to trade stories
concerning the contact who insisted 
she had made no long distance call 
to any city known as 
"total."
automation may be a blessing in disguise.

bobby fisher

i don't like anyone who kicks a guy 
when he's down, and the europeans were 
exultant when he went behind 0-2. 
their press excoriated him
as vain, aggressive, jejune, materialistic, 
a typically arrogant american
to be contrasted with the obedient and undemanding russian 
(who incidentally had had things his own way for years).
yeah, they exhausted the pejorative entries of roget's, 
and i’ll admit i got a little nervous 
that he might be cracking up, steaming in a 
pressure cooker of his own devising.
but when he showed up for the third game 
i knew everything was going to be all right, 
the european press has Vietnam on the front page again, 
but where is j.d. salinger to chronicle this newest glass.

on the present state of affairs in dixie

jim smith is just back from 
tuscaloosa, alabama, his home town, 
he says the favorite conversation 
piece is still the recently dead, 
he was regaled on several occasions 
with the one about the kid whose 
motorcycle collided with a diesel 
truck and he had been one 
hundred sixty pounds, but all the 
pieces they could gather in a sack 
just barely inched the scales to 86.
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at chucker's bar the local motorcycle 
rats line up their beers and scowl a lot. 
everyone mocks them openly. the story 
goes that they went out with chains to whup 
a seventy-year-old recluse and he put 
ten of them in the hospital. the 
tuscaloosa bikers don't scare nobody —  
they're good for laughs is all.

iii.
things are a bit behind the times
in tuscaloosa. the flower children
still hate blacks. by dope
the kids mean dr. pepper. the college
newspaper has just begun to satirize
the president. a poll shows 38% of the students
oppose the war in Vietnam. the women's libbers
are demanding a sadie hawkins dance.
a historian, in protest against the treaty
of Versailles, has emigrated to paree.

iv.
jim smith is an engineer at north american. 
he has hair half-way down his back, but wore 
a short-hair wig to the job interview. he must 
be one helluvanengineer because they haven't 
fired him. he's also a helluva pool player, 
a helluva guy. quiet, introspective, he has 
recently begun analysis. he says it's difficult, 
being from tuscaloosa. he complains particularly 
of a sense of deja vu.

ii.

to our leader

look, i know you don’t like football,
but the sport has its instructional, its edifying side, 
some players, for instance, especially in the waningafternoons
of their careers, become what is known as cheap-shot

artists.

these are the guys who have lost a step in quickness, 
and the rookies have begun to overtake them, 
and sometimes they have lost their nerve as well —  
they can't come head-on anymore.
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and so they compensate by piling-on,
by cracking back, by pulling the face mask,
everyone loses his respect for them,
the fans, the sportswriters, their fellow-players,
and they lose their self-respect as well, 
they become defensive, sneering, hyper-critical, 
they give a lot of brittle parties, 
they boast a lot when they drink.
well i read your poem about the party 
and it was a lot of crap, 
the loose yellow variety that flows 
so freely of a morning after.
you whine about the professors, the tenth-rate poets 
Christ, who the fuck invited them?
time and again, you demonstrate your need for suchpeople;
you seem to need them more than you used to.
with gracelessly aging poets, 
our literary cheap-shot artists, 
wit and honesty seem 
simultaneously to depart
to be replaced by diatribe and self-congratulation, 
perhaps beer shouldn't be allowed 
to poets before thirty, after thirty-five, 
i'd hate to think so,
but you're writing beery crap of late 
which was not always the case, 
although you were never in the same league 
with hemingway, your hero.
no, you were just the best
the old pacific coast league had to offer -- 
a sort of little-mag steve bilko, fanning often, 
but annually leading the league in doubles.
nah, you were better than that,and still are; you’re just not as good as you think, 
and you have a habit of coming on one way in letters, 
another in poems.
i'm sure you're aware of that 
and that you excuse it in yourself, 
you excuse everything in yourself, 
while magnifying others' lapses.
i'll shut up now, save my energy 
for survival. if i'm unfair 
in the above, i apologize.
I have a lingering esteem for you.



open letter

just received your reply of 2/17 to my missive of 2/12.
brace yourself: i am about to pay you a compliment.
we have hurled bouquets and brickbats each other's way 

from time to time, in person and in print ... BUT
you do answer your mail promptly.
more promptly than the doubleday book club, art linkletter, 

the atlantic monthly ...
more promptly than the ovaltine conglomerate, purveyor, 

in 1949, of the captain-midnight-get-the-drop-on- 
'em-combination-gun-tattoo-ring-magnifying-glass- 
and-secret-compartment . . .

(i was the first on my block to order mine, the last to 
receive it —  you wonder why i write about toads? )

you answer your letters faster than a speeding bullshit, 
more powerful than a local anesthetic, able to leap 
to the liquor store at a single bound ...

whoa, nellie, there i go again fucking up a serious poem 
with half-wit parody ...

when all i wanted to say was that your response to letters 
shows a consideration that is generally lacking in 
the people to whom you are a god.

i lack it too.
it’s dangerous to let the guard down with you, you fucking 

alley-fighter,
but my thanks for the good words, the good lines, the good 

times.

the good life

my girlfriend is talking about finding a new apartment, 
she doesn't like this place because it has few windows 
and is situated between buildings on a narrow walkway 
and consequently there is no view and little air.
but i like the place. no one ever visits me here, 
no one ever calls me. hardly anyone even knows
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where i live, when i come home, i am
really home, no interruptions from the outside world.
i have my books and booze and cans of spaghetti.
i have a television and a typewriter.
i have a telephone for when i get drunk
and start calling my friends and relatives, collect.
on weekends i seldom venture outside, 
i send my girl out for the Sunday paper, 
i live a block from the beach and i haven't 
had the sand between my toes since 1965.
my girlfriend is beautiful and excites me greatly, 
i love her most when she is asleep and she sleeps a lot. 
she is gone to work when i wake up in the morning, 
god, i've got it good.
it's too good to last. she'll probably catch me 
slipping off for a little sampling of the strange stuff, 
or else one of these days when i get pissed at her 
and storm to the door, she may not bother to call me back.
or marriage.
if i marry her, well that's the killer, 
if i don't,
she'll eventually have to find someone who will.
but for now i only have to discourage a move, 
if necessary i'll accompany her apartment hunting, 
what landlady is going to rent to a chick 
with a two-hundred-forty pound mole for a pet?

bobbie at slumber
i'm glad your new job tires you. 
you sleep, and i set up in bed. 
i watch the news and johnny carson. 
i watch you.
earth has not anything more fair to gaze upon 
... especially on these hot nights 
when you are tangled with your comforter, 
bare-titted, and your wet pants
cleave to your little crack. it is that 
stasis that joyce talked about: 
i do not even want to fuck you then, 
or anyone.
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i feel then that i am to blame, 
i fear the losing of you. 
i vow not to fuck around. 
i leave you funny notes.
tonight's note will compare 
hoyt axton to hoyt wilhelm 
and will conclude: 
i' ve never meant to hoyt you.

my six-year-old

i take my daughter out to lunch, 
she reads the wine list 
and remembers fine points of oenology. 
she inquires about the function
of the cork and soon has mastered 
the fermentation process from the grape 
to vinegar. she's sensible in ordering 
and takes an interest in cuisine.
in fact she's about the only member of 
the gentler (sic) sex whose conversation i enjoy, 
for one thing she may be the only girl i know 
possessed of a genuine intellectual curiosity.
and she escapes the tyranny of the obvious. 
if we are dining at el matador, and i explain 
the principles of the corrida, she doesn't 
take the side of the goddam bull.
she doesn't tell me i shouldn't drink so much, 
she doesn't want to marry me.
she doesn't regale me with anecdotes of the office, 
memorabilia of the student cafeteria.
she asks about paris; she asks about rome. 
she finds the world funny; she finds its words 
wonderful, we love each other, 
i think i'll go see her right now.

old fucks
i had just enjoyed my ritual
half-bottle of chenin blanc
backed by a hearty bowl of albóndigas soup
and in the parking lot i came upon
these old fucks necking in a white-and-blue
'57 buick special.



frankly, i was shocked, 
i mean, i knew that older men are 
practically obliged to have affairs with
younger women, and i'd seen all these r-rated 
acapulco cheapies where the old bags shell out 
big coin for flat-bellied surf bums,
but it had never really occurred to me 
that people in their fifties ever went at it 
with each other!
well, these two were really going at it, 
believe you me; their mouths were locked 
like model railroad ties
and something besides his heart must have been 
in the right place, because she was bouncing 
around like the nun in the
proverbial asparagus patch.
no put-on here —  she'd had time to forget
about worrying about trying to seem coming.
i started my car
and they came to a stop.
i hope they got back to it.
i drove away musing upon kierkegaard,
and about the soft upholstery of old cars,
and with a nick in my predilection for younger girls.

Announcing another hard won 
W O R M W O O D  A W A R D
for the "most overlooked book of worth for a 
calendar year" —

1972: Poop, and Other Poems by
Gerald Locklin. MAG Press,
Long Beach, CA 90805, $2

For previous winners see 
Wormwood Review: 46, page 65
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The Beginning of a Bibliographic Checklist for GeraldLocklin:

Sunset Beach (1967) Hors Commerce Press, 22526 Shady- 
croft Ave., Torrance, CA 90505; 18.1 x 26.0 cm., 
stapled text, perfect—bound into green wrappers 
(silk-screen text with letter press two-color 
cover and title page); 34 pp.; edition: 300 copies. 
$1.45 (price unlisted on book), o.p.

J Edited by James D. Callahan with design and 
typography by David Stanislaus. Contains 20 
poems and a short biography. Unpaged.

2. Star Trek & Such (1968) Special yellow-paper section
in The Wormwood Review:31 (v.8, no.3; the worm 
oil on view), P.0. Box 8840, Stockton, CA 95204;
22.1 x 14.5 cm., stapled wrappers (goldenrod matte 
paper with black offset design and offset text);
8 pp. (pp. 15-22); edition: 600 copies. $1.00. 

i Edited by Marvin Malone with cover by A.
Sypher. Contains 10 poems including the title 
poem and "Beer.” Twenty-five signed special 
copies were produced.

3. Toad Poems (1970) Runcible Spoon, 2230 Jay Street (#6)
Sacramento, CA 95816; 21.7 x 28.1 cm., stapled into’ 
wrappers (goldenrod matte cover stock and lighter 
goldenrod sheets; black mimeographed cover and text); 
32 pp. (front-printed only); edition: 300 copies. 
$1.50 (price unlisted on book).

y Edited by D. r. Wagner. Contains 15 poems. 
Unpaged. A few copies are still available 
from present agent of Runcible Spoon: Serendip
ity Books, 1790 Shattuck Ave., Berkeley, CA 94709.

4. Poop, and Other Poems (1972) MAG Press, 3802 La Jara
Long Beach, CA 90805; 17.3 x 21.2 cm., stapled into 
wrappers (textured yellow cover stock with black 
offset design; offset text; blue front and end 
papers) vi + 90 pp.; edition unspecified for first 
printing. $2.00 (price unlisted on book).

y Edited by John Kay. Cover is a photo of the 
author and his plastic fish in the tub —  the 
author holding a can of Coors Beer. The back 
cover prints a short biography. Contains 54 
poems. The 1972 WORMWOOD AWARD book.

5. Son of Toad (1973) Special yellow-paper sect ion in 
The Wormwood Review:50 (v. 13, no. 2; wormwood 
bugs you)

y Forty signed, numbered copies will be pro
duced with a total edition of 700 copies.
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The Angels Say Keep Going

to bitch too much of everything, 
that's weak,
or to accept too much of anything, 
that's weak;
we grow weak, we live weak, we die weak; 
strong men are myths, they don't exist;
I am the strongest man I know 
and I know that I am weak, 
where does that leave the rest?
I've finally met certain creative men 
whose works had a minor appeal to me, 
but when I have listened to them 
and looked at them across the room 
I knew that I had been fooled by fools, 
therefore I was weak.
well, to be weak and to know you are weak,
there's a certain holiness there,
and that's what we need:
holiness, a feeling of holiness,
for this only means a feeling that is
sanctioned and direct
and we have all too few of
these .
we must be our own gods forever; 
it's a difficult work, 
but it's a work that must begin 
or we will hate these walls 
simply because we are within 
them.
we must be our own gods and our own
angels and our own devils;
my devils are working well,
they are in first-class condition,
and my angels are beginning to fly about
t o o ;
it's my gods that need working on,
they are timorous and very pale and uncertain;
maybe they must be this way,
we'll see.
we would like all our things powerful
we would like all our things to be of grace and
sense and in good condition;
too often we fall apart upon a drop of rain; 
maybe that's necessary, 
we'll see.
or maybe we'll never see —
1 have hope.
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my hands tell me so.
this small circling
from shoulder to shoulder
from neck to belly,
it wanders and whirls inside.
I would most love to please myself, 
tonight my angels all sit about 
and we counsel each 
other ...
all we need do is exist and continue —  
that is the answer and the answer is that 
simple.
my devils and my gods are asleep 
this moment.

Vacancy

sun-stroked women 
without men
on a Santa Monica monday; 
the men are working or in jail 
or insane;
one girl floats in a rubber suit,
placid and waiting ...
houses slide off the edges of cliffs
and down into the sea.
the bars are empty
the lobster eating houses are empty; 
it's a recession, they say, 
the good days are 
over ...
you can't tell an unemployed man
from an artist any more,
they all look alike
and the women look the same,
only a little more desperate,
strips of cloth about the butt and the
vagina, awaiting better
moments . . .
we stop at a hippy hole 
in Topanga Canyon ...
young boys with red and blue bandannas 
about their hair,
smooth-skinned, as supple as ladies, 
so soft-eyed you almost like them, 
they shoot pool, lounge 
and wait, they wait, wait;
the whole area of the canyon and the beach 
is listless 
useless 
demented ...
VACANCY, it says, PEOPLE WANTED.



the wood has no fire 
the sea is dirty 
the hills are dry 
the temples have no bells 
love has no bed
sun-stroked women without men

—  Charles Bukowski 
Los Angeles CA

Hard Times

In a VW bus
I see it coming hellbent 

across the cleared acre
shoot out

the lights they'll be here 
before I can flip off the switch

You Would Like 

To think of me
you sitting there

in Europe 
Me back here

eating this 
dumb cucumber
You left

in the
refrig
Well, I can tell

you, in
the garbage she goes
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The Visitor

She kept
eating bean

sprouts 
And farting

all the way 
to the ski tow
Once on skis

her legs
kept going 
Every which

away
those health 
Food addicts

my daughter 
said, once she
Shook the visitor

finally
and made it 
To the bottom

of the
run
Those health

food
addicts, ugh

—  Judson Crews 
Chillicothe MO

Thru Blue Dust, New Mexico 
24:
drifting in the bus thru 
Blue Manzano Mountains 
down to Jemez Springs 
place of the boiling water
Giysewa Pueblo
settled before Columbus
We buy some beer drive
off highway 380
The old County Court House



L. G. Murphy and Co. 
in the 1870's
It was from this 
building that Billy the 
Kid ran April 28, 1881 
ran down the two guards 
dead flowers
A caretaker and attendant 
are the pamphlet says 
on duty at all times
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rabbit hunts deer hunts
sage thrown in the 
fire so the smoke 
would go all over 
the world
smoke for strength 
red paint on the skin 
prayers to the sun father 
deer blood to thank earth
One winter of snow 
the deer came like 
tame horses
that great deer winter 
4000 died 
with no offering 
of blood or flesh 
to the earth mother
who was so angry 
since then there've 
been few deer 
sometimes none at all

41:

71:
climbing from the 4th 
earth womb without 
light or warmth men 
with tails black bodies
climbing from the white 
world to the red 
animals guiding them 
fir tree as a ladder
climbing higher wood 
pecker eating thru 
to the blue world
4 years in that blue 
world badgers and 
whirlpool guiding 
them up the tree 
ladder to the 
chosen yellow land
my heart iyatiku 
says will be your food 
gave each an ear of 
corn smiling the sap 
from it milk 
from my breasts



80:

tetela new mexico
4 fragments of a 
huge bone covered 
with carved cats 
heads snakes 
monsters hunting 
scenes under a 
full moon before 
the bow and 
arrow before 
dogs
roasting meat 
cutting stone horn 
bone and skin 
bison skeleton with 
the tail bone gone 
the robes taken 
studded with red 
beads dust mixed 
from iron dust
around the time 
that niagara falls 
was starting to 
be water

81:
praising and fearing earth 
the hokokan dug canals 
made earth and pole houses 
they worshipped dream beings 
white wind clouds had 
few signs of war none of 
aggression until the papagos 
came and made them fight 
like wolves. when the success 
ful warriors came back 4 
scalp hairs in leather they 
had a 16 day cure for insanity 
to mourn the waste of blood

91:

acoma
tall and craggy
but the Spanish 
crawled up the 
mesa thru arrows 
for blankets food
shot the male 
warriors in their 
kivas dragged
500 women and 
their sons down 
to the valley
the men over 35 
lost one foot 
became slaves 
along with the 
children for 20 
years. 2 hopis
who were visiting 
were sent home 
with their right 
hand cut off 
as a warning
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Muir Woods

Warned by a bad experience in Los Angeles. Captain Allison 
arranged to go with an organized tour to Muir Woods when he 
got to San Francisco. Accordingly, immediately after break
fast he joined the party from his rocket ship. The cars 
were waiting for them at the gate to the launching pad in 
Hayward. Unfortunately, Captain Allison was put in the 
front seat next to the driver, Witherspoon, who was a sallow 
restless and unhappy looking man. He smoked Camel cigar
ettes continuously, one after the other. When he lit one he 
took both hands off the wheel; often he did this at corners 
and he drove so fast that Captain Allison's bus soon out
distanced all the other cars on the freeway. When they 
nearly rear-ended a truck he gave a savage laugh. Wither
spoon never smiled except at the corners. He was an orphan, 
as he explained to Captain Allison, brought up in New York 
by the Salvation Army. He had been to London once; that 
was a good town, full of very rich people. Did he like his 
present job? What else was there to do in a stinking place 
like California. His immediate ambition was to ship out.
They drove to San Francisco in an underground freeway, eight 
lanes of fluorescence, then above ground and across the 70 
year old Golden Gate bridge and on to Sausalito, once a 
small fishing village on San Francisco Bay but now a maze of 
giant housing projects. Captain Allison and the bus driver 
lunched at a motel managed by Germans and ate hamburgers and 
drank coffee. Muir Woods is a new city. The whole place 
seemed in a rudimentary state of construction. At every 
corner there were huge half-finished buildings, some already 
abandoned; on others, crews of ragged blacks and browns were 
still at work. Muir Woods extends over four or five miles 
of what used to be a beautiful valley and forest. Down the 
center of the main thoroughfare runs the freeway, bordered 
on either side by a great over-head pedestrian walkway and 
at each end there is a huge shopping center; at frequent 
intervals are corrugated iron sentry-boxes, inhabited by 
drowsy, armed policemen.
Up on the slope of the mountain behind is a small grove of 
redwoods.
As Captain Allison emerged from the bus he came upon a large 
party of Canadians dragging their feet under the leadership 
of a ranger, across the street from the parking lot. Captain 
Allison fell in behind them.
"This was once a vast forest." the guide explained.
On either side of the path ranged the redwoods; they marched
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along very solemnly the full 75 yard length of the park; 
the guide counting the trees aloud for them, "one, two, 
three...." Number three was a bit small; there were 22 
of them. Most of the Canadians counted them aloud with him.
What a funny lot they looked, trooping along that pathetic 
gallery of trees, asking stupid questions.
"How old are they?" Asked the woman next to Captain Allison.

"The oldest is 500 years old." Said the guide.
"How much are they worth? Asked an old man.
"Priceless!"
"How tall is the tallest?"
"189 feet."

"How many did there used to be?" Asked a little boy.
"Well now," the ranger guide said, "Dr. Davis over at the 
University estimates that in this area alone there were 
perhaps 50,000 redwoods at one time."
"What killed em all off?" Asked the same little boy.
"We did!" The ranger said solemnly.

—  Don Brown 
Piedmont CA

Miniaturization

Pet Shop. Big sign in front about if you buy a mammal 
from us, if anything "natural" goes wrong with him you 
get an immediate replacement, same breed, same size, same 
markings, same temperament, gait, bark-pattern ....
If, on the other hand, the death or injury wasn't "natural" 
... well, the whole second part was about cars, poisons, 
drownings, shootings and the like.
Two girls standing in front of the miniature panda's cage 
—  one tall, the other short.
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"I used to have this miniature Polar Bear, and when he was 
a puppy he'd fit right on my hand
She put her palm up by way of illustration.
"And he'd kind of circle around me, he had this long kind 
of stride, kind of like my Uncle Ned. You know how my 
Uncle Ned walks ...."
She demonstrated. Her Uncle Ned hunched along loose- 
gaited, lumbering. Then she got the giggles.
"Too bad they don't miniaturize men," said her ungiggling 
pal, "then they'd be cute too ...."
The first girl stopped, giggled, put her palm up and 
stared at it.

Analyst

Santa Monica Oceanside Park.
He was sitting wrapped in an overcoat with an old time 
fedora on his head and a muffler around his throat.
It was four PM, the fog was coming in.
"Mysterious, that's what a lot of people are saying about 
his whole administration. He can't see governors but he 
can see football coaches, he couldn't campaign but he can 
go fishing ... sure, mysterious, but it's more than that, 
he's zany, unpredictable, self-indulgent, light-hearted 
... it's all the characteristics of a man on vacation, not 
responsible for anything ... it's that what he's on ...
A VACATION, THE CORPORATION'S TAKEN OVER ...."
"Which corporation's that?" I asked.
"The big white phantom Spider on tall, white legs, stalk
ing, stalking, stalking, waiting to strike ...."
He looked expectantly out oceanward at the thick fog 
moving in around us, stopped talking, seemed to be listen
ing.
All I could hear was cars on the highway that ran along 
the ocean in front of us, down at the bottom of the sand 
bluffs on which we were sitting.
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Bottom Drawer on the Left

Her one sister had gotten pregnant before she got married 
and had had relations with another guy even before that. 
Her other sister had pulled a married man out of his 
marriage —  and had lived with him for almost a year be
fore they got married. And now her best friend was trying 
a different guy every night, and then calling her up and 
crying. The girl she worked for, Marge, was in love with 
another girl she worked with ... Fran.
And she knew lots more sexual secrets about people, and 
she wanted to tell everyone everything about everyone 
else, only when she took out the blue satin box on the 
left of the bottom drawer in her dresser where she kept 
HER secret, no matter how hard she shook it there wasn’t 
any sound, and she still didn't open it, although she was 
tempted and knew that at least by her thirtieth birthday 
next year that she would.

—  Hugh Fox
East Lansing MI

MODERN CLASSICS:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::
Charles Stetler's Roger, Karl, Rick, and Shane Are Friends 
of Mine and Ronald Koertge's Meat/Cherry's Market-Diary, 
each $2 fm. MAG Press, 3802 La Jara, Long Beach CA 90805 
5 Don Brown's How to Dope the Quarterback fm. Gargoyle 
Books, 4300 Harborview Ave., Oakland CA 94619. 5 Dick
Higgins has issued foew&ombwhnw (subtitled: a grammar of 
the mind and a phenomenology of love and a science of the 
arts as seen by a stalker of the wild mushroom), a fan
tastic book (printed on Bible paper in Bible format, in
cluding a black silk page-marker) that one can dip into 
and enjoy fully. The testaments are artistically important 
now and will be more important. Only $5.95 fm. Something 
Else Press, P.0. Box 26, West Glover VT 05875. Almost as 
exciting fm. the same press:Breakthrough Fictioneers, an 
anthology edited by Richard Kostelanetz ($3.95) and Dick 
Higgins' A Book About Love & War & Death ($2.45). Write 
for complete catalog. 5 Uneven but classic American is 
Jack Kerouac's Visions of Cody (complete version) $8.95 
fm.: McGraw-Hill Book Co., 1221 Ave. of the Americas, N.Y. 
NY 10020 —  a book that does not need Allen Ginsberg's 
introduction to communicate what it's about. This volume's 
much more satisfactory than the emasculated section pub
lished by New Directions under the same title in 1960. 
Kerouac will continue to be important to poets but not to 
the critics.
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VERY HIGHLY RECOMMENDED
Lillabulero #12 is the Paul Metcalf Special Issue, $2 fm. 
Northwood Narrows NH 03261. 5 Colleen McElroy's The Mules
Done Long Since Gone fm. Harrison-Madrona Center, 2036 East 
Madison St., Seattle WA 98122. Ï Albert Drake's Pomes 
(fine found- and eye-poems) and Barbara Drake's Narcissa 
Notebook fm. Stone Press, P.0. Box 227, Okemos MI 48864. Î 
Russell Edson's The Childhood of an Equestrian, $3.95 fm. 
Harper & Row, Publishers, 10 East 53rd St., NTY., NY 10022.
5 The Lemon by Mohammed Mrabet (transi, by Paul Bowles)
$5.95 fm. McGraw-Hill Book Co., 1221 Ave. of the Americas, 
N.Y. NY 10020. J McGraw-Hill has also released the latest 
book of Vladimir Nabokov, Transparent Things, $5.95 and very 
fine translations of some of his earliest short stories,
A Russian Beauty, $7.95. Both are well worth digesting but 
the earliest Nabokov is mint, while the latest Nabokov is 
an indulgence.
HIGHLY RECOMMENDED:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::
Loves, Etc., an anthology on love edited by Marguerite 
Harris, $1.95, a Doubleday Anchor Original fm. 277 Park Ave., 
N.Y. NY 10017. Ï John Oliver Simon's The Woodchuck Who 
Lives on Top of Mount Ritter and AnimaT7Poems 1970-73,~both 
fm. Galactic Approximation Press, 2209 California St., 
Berkeley CA 94703. J Light Benders, edit, by Roger Steff
ens fm. Goliards Press, 3515 18th St., Bellingham WA 98225.
JT Clayton Eshleman's Coils $4, Ron Loewinsohn's The Leaves 
$2, John Cassavetes'Minnie & Moskowitz $4, Diane Wakoski's 
Greed, Parts 8,9,11 $3, David Meltzer's Hero/Lil $4, Sam 
Shepard's Hawk Moon $4, and Fielding Dawson's The Greatest 
Story Ever Told $2 fm. Black Sparrow Press, P.0. Box 25003 
Los Angèles CA 90025. 5 Parm Mayer's Giving Voice to My
Beard fm. Northwood Institute, Midland MI 48640. Ï Brad 
Robinson has effectively interviewed Stan Persky for Beaver 
Kosmos #5, $1 fm. George Bowering, 2521 Balaclava St., 
Vancouver 8, B.C., Canada.
RECOMMENDED : : : : :
Francis Ponge's The Voice of Things (transi, fm. the French 
by Beth Archer) $5.95 fm. McGraw-Hill Book Co., 1221 Ave. 
of the Americas, N.Y. NY 10020. Ï William R. Lamppa's The 
Crucial Point $4.95 fm. Windfall Press, 1814 E. Norwood St., 
Chicago IL-6Ô626. JF Hollis Summers' Start From Home $5 fm. 
Rutgers Univ. Press, 30 College Ave., New Brunswick NJ 08903
LOOKING FOR MANUSCRIPTS::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::: :
Mr. Cogito (edit. R.A. Davies, J. Gogol) $3/3 nos^ fm. Box 
627, Pacific University, Forest Grove OR 97116. y Inland 
Writers (edit. E. Rimbaugh) 50«i/copy fm. 1051 Western Ave., 
Colton CA 92324. ÿ Chernozem (edit. S.L. & S.L. Deal) $1/ 
copy fm. Box 404, Gothenburg NB 69138. Î Jam To-Day (att: 
Frederick G. Cook) P.0. Box 249, Northfield 7T 05663. 
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numbered copies, and this copy is: 4 8 9
E. A. Ahearn 
Anonymous: G.I.L.
Anonymous: A.R.M.
Anonymous: G.C.O.
Donald R. Peterson O U R  P A T R O N S
Anonymous: W.S.
Dr. Marvin Sukov 
Ben Tibbs
The Wormwood Review is a member of COSMEP (Committee of 
Small Magazine Editors and Publishers) and CCLM (Co- 
Ordinating Council of Literary Magazines).
Wormwood may be purchased from the following shops at the 
regular price: Asphodel Book Shop, 17192 Ravenna Road, 
Route 44, Burton"! Ohio 44021; Chatterton's Bookshop, 1818 
No. Vermont Ave., Los Angeles, Calif. 90027; Compendium 
Bookshop, 240 Camden High St., London, N.W.l, England; 
Either/ZJr Bookstore, 124 Pier Ave., Hermosa Beach, Calif. 
90254; Ithaca House, 314 Forest Home Dr., Ithaca, New 
York 14850; Leaves~of Grass, 39 Maplewood Ave., Philadel
phia, Pa. 19144; Paperback Booksmith, 516 Commonwealth 
Ave., Boston, Mass"! 02215; Serendipity Books, 1790 
Shattuck Ave., Berkeley, Calif. 94709; Larry Wallrich 
Books, 25 Whitehall Park, London N.19, England.
The following bookstores are delinquent in paying their 
bills and have been dropped by Wormwood: Gotham Book 
Mart (New York, N.Y.), Pages and Prints (Cincinnati,
Ohio), Singer's Paperbook Gallery (Storrs, Conn.), Sun
shine Alley Books (San Francisco, Calif.).
The regular subscription rate to Wormwood is $3.50 to 
individuals and $5.50 to institutions for four consecut
ive issues released at irregular intervals within the 
span of a year's time (usually two issues are mailed out 
at a time to cut down excessive postal costs). Subscript
ions are guaranteed through issue #60. Single copies are 
$1.50 postpaid anywhere in the world. Patrons' subscript
ions are $12 bargain for four issues with poet-signed, 
yellow-paper, center-sections. A very limited number of 
issues #16-23 and #25-49 are still available at a rate of 
$6 for four issues. Prices for issues #1-15 and #24 will 
be quoted, if available.
A microfilm edition of the first 10 volumes (#6353) is 
available from University Microfilms, 3101 North Zeeb Rd., 
Ann Arbor, Mich. 48106. Full-size reproductions are not 
available from University Microfilms.
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