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The Founding

We burned the maps we were given 
because they lied.
The terrain was different 
each way we crossed it.
Coming & going it was not the same.
We set that fire in anger. We were lost.
It might have been in desperation that we saw, 
in the flames, traces of strange markings, 
scorings, folds we'd never noticed before, 
fold within fold, layer after layer 
in the burning fabric of that unknown place.
We thought we were dreaming
since no matter how carefully we stirred,
we found nothing in the ashes
so there was no way for us to know,
& no way to reconstitute those charts.
We wracked our memories to re-draw them 
with what talents we had on hand.
We argued, we discussed 
& in the end concluded
that only those of dark races, gypsies, 
jews out on the loneliest roads
only on certain nights & themselves lost at that 
could tell us where we were.
As for us, since we were stuck, we put up 
a stone shelter on that spot, quite permanent. 
Others came gradually, building a city.
All kinds of strangers came. There are 
millions of us now & all of us don't know.



Goodbye

My farewell gift to you,
a skull & crossbones painted on a board with 
KEEP OUT, THIS MEANS YOU on it. Take it.
I painted it myself last night. Oh, & here, take 
my key to your place & use it for a nail.
Bang that warning up on your front gate for me 
to see with the eyes in the back of my head.
& Before I'm out of sight, call the locksmith.
Have him install a brand new deadfall on your door. 
Electrify it, should I ever so much as take a 
hairpin to it, may it fry my fingers.
Make the phone company trace all calls, if 
my number ever connects with yours again, 
special punishment circuits, at so much a month, 
should only lobotomize me through the eardrum.
Rig a loaded 12 gauge shotgun on your back porch 
with wires that recognize my brain wave patterns.
Have the radar people come out 
& set one up on your roof that can make out 
my shape only at a distance of a mile.
Get sophisticated anti-me weaponry to
bristle all around your perimeter. Let it be programmed 
to go off at my slightest personal tiptoe.
Have alarms ring. Get bells.
Put sirens in all the rooms.
Fasten bars to the windows.
Staple barbed wire to every shingle on the house.
By all means, keep me away. But just in case, 
keep poisoned meat & potatoes steaming on the table 
day & night. & Don't forget a bottle or two 
of spiked wine of my favorite vintage, chilled 
just the way I like it. & Roman candles.

Agoraphobia

From this distance, my eyes well 
shaded by the deep trees, I can see 
the danger they're in, those

people down there, alone, 
in the middle of that huge bank 
of the Russian River, where Austin Creek 
flows into it.
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A boat, a chair,
a camper the woman is staring into,
one hand holding the back door open, thinking
what to cook for supper.

The man
on his spine in a patio chair, hip 
boots, hat down over his eyes, open chest 
of tackle alongside, & two rods.

The child
squatting by the beached aluminum boat skipping 
stones across the thin water.

I can see
the danger. They have wandered la-de-da
into that open zone. They have driven their camper
with all their lashed gear & belongings
down onto, out into that enormous field. They are
without

protection. Don't they know 
that the unending December sky can't see them?
That it's up there with such immensity 
that a fleet of Ford Camper Trucks, of Ward's 
Lite-Wate Six Foot Fishers, all fully equipped, 
with crowds of humanity to match would fall 
equally dead center of the sky's blindness?

Can't they see
that that vast dry bank belongs to the flood to come? 
That even a naked man in a desert stands no chance? 
What's the matter with those people?

From where I sit,
they seem propped in the dark of something so empty, so 
killing, so inhuman, I want to

warn them. We need 
something to redeem our desolation, 
some counter-immensity, some enemy-space we can 
pit against this emptiness.

Or I would
have us all stones. Here & now. Us 
& all our belongings turned into stones.
Stones in the dry rivers.
Stones in the bellies of fishes.
Stones in the deepest trenches of the oceans. Stones 
heavy as planets yielding finally 
to the anti-gravity of the sky.

Mother's Little Loser

Coming back from Reno, your son the loser, 
alone in the car, no money, no hope, no hurry, 
a rotten kid gone & done a bad thing again,
I cry out loud your name
in the plush upholstery like a knife, your name
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against the locked windows like a fist. As in a nightmare 
I scream at you
to forget, for once, about that big deal death of yours 
& come to me,
sit beside me & talk to me, keep me
company back to Berkeley. "Look at me," I beg you,
tears rolling down the Sierra Watershed to the Pacific
(at precisely the speed limit, I suddenly notice!)
Oh, boy! You see how it goes, 
why there's no pulling off the road, 
the chance you take
of getting caught 
in a laughing jag 
& having to tell 
the investigating officer
("...subject was apprehended in the act of catharsis...")
the joke: that as long as you obey the law, then 
no matter hell or high water,
there's not a cop in the universe can touch you.

—  Donald Schenker
Berkeley CA

Make It Or

Been working up to 
here last 14 years. 
Now it's make 
it or break it.
Woman who believes 
in me has been 
gazing out sides 
of her eyes lately. 
Dead weary of talent 
& promise.
Faith wears only so 
long same as love.

His parents have gone home. 
They lie in bed 
both nite lamps on.
She's balanced far 
over on her side afraid 
of catching his flu.
It's late. She dozes....
He considers touching her. 
Knows not too.
She jerks violently.
What's wrong he asks.
I fell she says.

Xmas Is Over
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Dream

Misery

I've tried to avoid 
it figuring if you're 
careful you could.
But it's built in.
Like death ... except 
it comes knocking first 
like a brash young 
salesman who knows he's 
backed by the richest 
company in the world.

—  Phil Weidman

I don't know how I got 
there or where I was.
There were thatch huts 
with shaded patios 
& dirt floors.
People laughed at me 
& pushed me around.
I didn't understand 
or know what to do.
I don't remember how 
but I started to exercise. 
There was a key 
to exercising properly.
You had to do it 
just right to release 
& control the "combinations 
It was too hard.
I knew I'd never do it.
But with endless practice 
the exercise became 
second nature &
I caught on.
I gained control of space 
& objects around me.
To demonstrate I picked 
up a tiny piece of broken 
pottery & tossed it 
sidearm into the air.
It turned into a large 
white bird & flew 
gracefully away....

North Highlands CA

Each To His Season

The poet pens delicate haiku 
to the plum blossoms.
The peasant gathers ripe plums 
in a coarse hand-woven basket.
Each to his season:
The poet and the peasant are one!
What is this on my tongue: 
blossom song or plum jelly?



Tub Bath

Was it Bonnard married his model 
and painted her forty years 
out of the 19th C. 
into the troubled one
where we find ourselves, tonite, breathing
the image of a woman
rising
from a wooden tub?
I know by heart 
the poem Lawrence wrote of 
Frieda rising —  her breasts 
in the sunlight were yellow 
roses.

I've read it aloud to you 
nights we were alone together

more than once.
I have my precedents
the students of the age, once it has passed, 
will scoff perhaps that a man wrote 
a poem for you taking 
a tub bath.
Your long arms towel 
your pear-shaped breasts 
and round ass, your long hair 
falls like a rush 
light to my heart.
I drew the water by 
bucket, split the wood 
for the stove.
Students of the age be damned.

Nebraska

The sun aglow like a live coal
in the pit of a passed
pipe laid aside and growing cold
on the dashboard
of the horizon. The arroyo
of a parched canto
on the crackt lips of a gas
jockey, "Fill 'er up?"

A Coke
and candy bar supper. Local yokels
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cruising up and down, back 
and forth, north, south, east 
and west the wide sundown streets 
of Ogallala, Nebraska.

Here, Black Elk
once stood
at the center of the
world

and wept for his people.
the peace broken

like a stick

Three Dollars

The double ax makes a crutch
of the alder it will cut
when I snuff the firefly butt
that flits and puffs
between my hands and smoky mouth.
Let the fools crash 
and curse ahead
destroying what's left of the wild earth 
for three dollars a goddam hour.
I'm less a man enuf
to sit and huff a while
upon a bare rock
next a lone withered foxglove,
seedpods crackt like broken bells
lost of summer's purple tone;
shaken in the wind, brown seeds fall
like gold from an alchemy cup.

Crawling

How to keep Albion from eating
cigar butts, razor blades, bottle caps, dog shit 
and a lot of other words —  supposed 
to keep my eye on him ....
So, we go out 

into the dry sun, sit 
in the brittle 
grass to share 
a green apple.
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Charm Bracelet

Cocaine blues 
glow from the radio.
The wood stove snaps, a 
bubble of water jumps 
from the spout of the tea 
kettle —  the hiss 
of a snake. The pit 
and pith of dream.

Across the harbour, 
the village like a dime- 
store bracelet shines.

—  Charles Tidier
Ganges, B.C., Canada

Lakeside

He slid the boat up to the dock with the ease of long 
practice, and the cow got out. She browsed her way up 
the hill.
"You're going to have to sit in the middle if I take you 
out again," he called after her. "You tip the boat."
His wife appeared and said, "You've been out with that 
cow again." Not accusing, just commenting.
"Cows have rights," he said.
"I don't like cows. Let them have their rights in someone 
else's boat," she said. Anyway it's going to rain."
He had been standing in the boat, holding on to the post. 
He liked that post. It was an old friend. He gave it a 
little pat, then tied the boat to it. He got out and 
rubbed his legs.
"Why do you always have to be right about rain?" he 
grumbled.

—  Ruth Torbert 
Tuscaloosa AL
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Take Care of Yourself

oxid ize:

6 drinks of whisky (about 8 ounces) or 
I bottle of “light” wine or 
8 bottles of beer, 
mark off 1416.

34.62
3.1416)108.75

94.25
14.50
12.57
1.93
1.88

5

[186]

produce the minuend.
425 

-  186

6 and 9 are 15 
8 “ 3 “ 11 
1 “ 2 “ 3

first

425 =  400 +  20 +  5 =  300 +  110 +  15 
186 =  100 +  80 +  6 =  100 +  80 +  6 

2 0 0 +  3 0 + 9
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5 . E a t adequate ro u ghage:

Vegetables Cereals Fruits
Cauliflower Oatmeal Prunes
Asparagus Cornmeal Dates
Cabbage Bran (except in Figs
Salad Greens spastic type) Peaches
Onions Oranges
Celery Bananas



GARNISH YOUR FACE WITH 
PARSLEY AND SERVE

 SEND NO MONEY, HONEY

VIBRATE WIGGLE ROLL
AND D A R T  NATURALLY

INSERT FLAP “A ” AND THROW AWAY

4. Study here.
5. Study in this school.
6. Study while you are in school.
7. Tell us an historical story.
8. Tell us a story about history.
9. Tell us a story which relates to history.

—  Bern Porter
Belfast ME



A Seven Chapter Novel

Christ do you really read all the poems written today 
these years all of it alike even mine a few men come 
crunching along john wayne gun blasting and the saloon 
clears out pretty fast when there's going to be some 
action and the killers get down to business.

ii:
some chapters are dedicated to fame and some to glory 
and some to women and some to men and some to books and 
some to poets and some to waiters and some to automobiles, 
this one's dedicated to john sanchez.

iii:
when we captured the supermarket we put our pears and 
apples in one basket and the eggs in another and if mr 
perkins sells apples for 6ç an apple how much change 
would mrs wiggins get if she bought 5 apples and gave 
mr perkins a $3 bill?

iv:
john sanchez i knew in the fourth grade and not before 
and not after and i loaned him nickels when he didn't 
have any which was often and i used to sit next to him 
down the left row near the back window where when he 
wasn't looking out into the back yard he was drawing 
World War I bi-planes and then started them shooting at 
one another until the paper was covered with pencil lines 
and heavy black circles to show explosions and john san
chez wouldn't see mrs aimes the dark-skinned white haired 
witch with long lethal finger nails coming down at him 
with her bony arm in rage, john sanchez was just into 
that war scene pencil and paper shaking away his face 
his nose touching the paper and his mouth singing away 
with noise vroomm booom eeeeaaaaaawwww brauaiglgaloga- 
glog boom boom boom.

v:
one time i looked between a girl's legs in second grade 
and another time in first grade i finger-painted and it 
turned out all the colors all together just one big dark 
bluish-grayish-brownish now that was really something and 
in kindergarten the alphabet soup and having to take a nap 
afterwards on those cots and nothing whatever we did noth
ing made any sense those first three years now why should 
i have thought it was going to change and before i was 
even in kindergarten i remember the hurricane.



vi:
his name was mr harder and he was wearing a gray, seersucker 
suit with stripes and his yellow soft straw hat and it was 
that hot summer somebody fainted and i was running across 
the street to get candy at the hills' store and he was in 
the big old car coming like a shark's mouth down the street 
he was going to the baseball game his one pleasure in life 
said he didn't have children a baseball game the pelicans a 
minor league team they tore down the ball park years later 
to make a motel with swimming pool and he didn't see me runn
ing in front of him unable to stop in time suddenly lying in
the street and when he carried me back to the house a block
away it was still hot and there were wet spots on his suit i 
could smell them as he laid me on the sofa saying still say
ing oh god oh god all the way down the street and into the 
house saying oh god oh god but mr harder it was only the leg 
and it's healed up fine and i can run and dance and play
football and tennis and even though i never saw you again i
want you to know i am all right i'm all right my life has 
been growing good and lucky and there was no need for you 
never to go to a baseball game again.

vii:
this is where the novel ends.

21: From Termination Journal

the world outside my window tonight
is in the shape of a woman
the world outside my window tonight
is in the shape of a woman
i can hear the wind
i can hear the leaves
at the door
scratching like a cat
to be let in
the world outside my window tonight 
i could hold her for centuries 
i could hold her for centuries 
my face against her face 
my chest against her chest 
i could hold her for centuries 
the world outside my window tonight 
is in the shape 
of a beautiful woman 
i could hold her for centuries 
i can hear her walking 
i could hold her for centuries
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20: From Termination Journal

i go back as far as i can go
until it seems i have reached
that point of entry
and then a face
hidden by bells
strikes the fierce hour
of suggestion.
we were staying at my grandmother's house
while my father was away.
the hurricane that came and went
and came back again the next year
was yet another year away,
and when i stood there
looking at my foot and the broken glass 
i did not know of that other madness 
that sits on the head of excuse, 
to this day
i don't believe i kicked the window in 
it must have been an accident 
or a change of heart.
the next part is part
of another day perhaps another season 
but those are the only two days 
i can remember from mama's house 
and our being there when daddy wasn't 
except i remember it being very sunny 
because the shadow of the car was in the 
street before the car was. as the car 
rolled backwards down the driveway 
i knew this time i was going to get it 
i had no business playing in the car 
doing with the brakes and shift 
what i had seen daddy do many times 
and it all happened at once and over 
before i could run from the spanking 
but in my mind, after all the years, 
it plays back a little slower 
each time
my mother and aunt fanny in slow motion
as they came barrelling down
the steps like fishwives,
then i'm turning my head to see
the car coming down the street
streaking to finish another race.
and just as it's about to hit the car
i'm in. i stop it and run it backwards,
doing several instant replays.
i can even see myself standing
in the front
like Washington crossing in his boat
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i can barely see over the seat
turning my head
at the shrieking ladies
turning my head at the other car
seeing something in the shadow
of the car as it moved like bedtime
across the sidewalk and into the street,
seeing in the shadow
a face that was my own
fiercely smiling,
smiling through the crash of metal
and the shattering of glass
like a thousand bells,
seeing in the shadow
a face that was my own
smiling fiercely
even through the spanking and
through all the hysterical nights
we spent at my grandmother's house
waiting for her to die
until the smile itself
became a point of entry
for all the terrors
that followed.

—  marcus j. grapes
New Orleans LA & Los Angeles CA

the great railsplitter 

once
when i was 
making love 
to her 
i
thought of myself 
as abe lincoln 
and
that's as close 
as this 
mad 
merry 
mexican 
motherfucker 

will ever 
come
to being 
president

taoist toddler

my daughter 
dragging 
her toy 
that makes 
plinkety 
plink 
plunk 
sounds
as the evening wind 
a weary traveller home 
from mt. fuj i 

folds the curtains 
of my bedroom window 
in rhythmic patterns 
swaying 
to the song of 
ancient wind chimes 
played by 
happy buddha 
in diapers

leroy quintana
Las Cruces NM



The Right Moment

I am so shy that I have been practicing for forty-seven 
years to say just the right thing to the girl of my dreams
And tonight in the market I saw her, the heart's desire.
Of course there is a difference in our ages by now, but
I imagined that we could still be very happy together. 
After all, I do not smell or make demands. I would be
content to peer at her through keyholes or, at parties 
given by her young friends, to stand around with a small
mirror taped to the toe of my shoe. Then after a few 
years we would learn to love one another and she might
introduce me to a record promoter who would be taken 
with my mature beauty and captivating hum and could
catapult me to fame. Then she would be glad she married 
me and I could tangle my hands in her fru-fru hair.
You see, I had it all figured out. So when I spoke to 
her and she laughed I was more suprised than hurt.
Later, at home, I used the same lines on my gray and

patient
cat: "Hello, toots," I said, "Chicken Inspector No. 23
here. Say, those gams make me go ga-ga, and by the way, 
how can you make your feet behave when you hear those

oh, baby. "
The cat purrs and rubs my legs so I go into my tap routine 
then do fifteeen minutes of Eddie Cantor. Finally we
are both tired so I open a can of tuna and while she 
eats I have a drink and wonder, vaguely, what went wrong.

tunes,

ron koertge



The Wind

blew hard last night and I woke up making 
that sound again. Some people hear it once 
and never come back. The brave or faithful or 
desperate say that it is
terror, preceded by sprinter’s breath.
I turned on all the lights, looked in the closet, 
behind the drapes: the dead were scattered 
through my dreams like kindling. Even awake 
I could feel the sound wearing 
at the edges of my heart.
Across the way, beyond the arroyo, I could 
see other windows, pipes of light 
at whose ends people wept or puked.
I turned back to the living room,
car-lot bright,
my breath as thin as a cat’s.

The Get-Together Where We All 
Got To Know One Another

The head of the department wore blue, Scandinavian 
clogs to show that he wasn't stuffy
and he stayed close to his wife to show that he wasn't 
queer.
The girl from Maine with the dancer's legs 
and a spectator's body
took down names and addresses and phone numbers with a 
red felt-tipped pen.
Beside us was a couple from Minnesota. They were from 
a Catholic school and they were both blonde. He smoked 
a corncob pipe, she did not. But she did say that 
she was going to pamper herself and only look for an 
8-to-5 job. He was twenty-one years old and had gotten
both his poems back twice.
The husband of the girl with the big breasts sat on the 
floor and she sat in a chair and put her knees together. 
Once he said, "That's just another way the university 
rips off those of us who are sensitive."
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His wife kept her mouth half-open all the time and 
was always the first to laugh. The pale girlfriend of 
The Beard tried to laugh before her once but Big 
Breasts was too quick and The Little Poet had to start 
his joke all over again.
The Big Poet and The Novelist sat in the other room 
and watched television.

Henry James
Fails The Phone Company’s Vocabulary Test

"Can you think of a word that means a place where an 
artist works?" asked the personnel manager.
"Certainly," said Henry James, "atelier."
"I'll ask you to name some foreign countries in a minute, 
Hank, but right now garret would of got you through that 
one. Try and put your mind to it this time and tell me 
what you call a man who’s good at sitting around after 
dinner and keeping folks entertained.
"Deipnosophist," said Henry James.
"Well, that's closer, anyway; some of those guys do drink 
too much. X would've taken story-teller, Hank, okay? In 
fact I would've been satisfied with all around good Joe. 
Once more now: what do we call the young people who fly 
all over the world looking for fun?"
"Jeunesse dorree."
"Just a minute. I'm sure Janie What'shername's story would 
be very interesting and to tell you the truth I'd like to 
hear a little about what those jet-setters do up there for 
hours, but it's the company's time and not mine.
And speaking of time, I can save us both a lot of it if I 
just come right out and tell you in all honesty that I 
don't think you'd really fit in here at Ding Dong Bell. 
Isn't there something else you might be happy at?"
"I have written with a considerable amount of success."
"Then I'd say write again. And if your parents won't 
send you any more, try uncles. What are relatives for, 
right? And if you want that personal touch, there are 
special rates after 6:00 and on the weekends."
"You're a coprophagous fellow," said Henry James.
"It's the suit that does it," said the personnel manager. 
"This baby is imported from England."



The Holidays

And whatever happened to the maiden aunts? Without them 
the scoundrel-cousins can't have a couple of drinks and 
say, "How's it goin’, Thelma. You still sleepin' on that 
same old cucumber?"
And the grannies who didn't believe in suitcases so they 
wore everything they owned and got off the train with their 
arms straight out like snowmen?
And the gooney uncles who talk about Satan in the wall paper? 
And the cute-as-hell babies?
And the skinney, useless nephews?
Ladies of my acquaintance are sad these holidays, and Bob 
and I are not much good to such mad women who want to 
fill up their houses and laugh like crazy and hug everybody 
and perspire in the big old kitchen;
laugh and perspire and hug; laugh and baste and hug and

kiss;
hug two people at once; hug in the kitchen; bedroom;

porch; hug
sitting down, standing up, propped against the wall.
Instead Sue lives in Long Beach among the Weight-Watchers 
and my own true love sees another icey-fingered sawbones, 
makes long distance calls to her parents and wonders what 
happened to her buccaneer brother now living in a suburb 
and chewing on his wrists.
As the two of them stand in the center of the empty room, 
their hands moving slowly through the ransacked air, they 
remind me of strong, careless swimmers who realize that 
they have gone too far and their only chance now is to try 
for the other, the distant shore.

The Addict

went to Taos with her boyfriend who started 
to kid her about forgetting the stuff.
Panic.
He had to show it to her, let her hold it, give 
her a taste. That's when she knew she was hooked.
Now she regrets it all and wonders why she ever got 
involved with somebody like that. Now she has a
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new life in a new town with a new boyfriend 
who lives at home.
Once when she and Bill were drinking beer in 
the kitchen, his mother came in and mopped the 
floor for two hours, and if he isn't in by 
1:00 on the weekends she calls Barb 
and wants to know where he is.
Sometimes he doesn't come over like he promised; 
other times he is simply mean and she cries and 
wonders why she ever got involved with 
somebody like that.
On weeknights, his mother calls at 10:00.

Killing Time

A young man on his wife's 
three-speed
watching
freshman football practice, 
a six-pack of Bürgermeister 
riding in the
baby-seat.

Laocoön

I no longer envy the
sabbatical
cat
who cannot go outside 
when the hose 
is lying on 
the bottom 
step.
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With Jose Feliciano Leading The Way

Double-parked 
the couples 
pour out of 
City Hall
new licenses 
mortarboard 
against the 
rain



Ordinate & Abscissa

The elephant on the freeway rides on an open truck 
driven by a shrunken roustabout with the pinched, 
unhappy face of a man on a diet of ice.
At 60 m.p.h. the elephant turns to me, shrinking 
from the inside out in his baggy, grey suit. We 
stare, enormous eye to eye, at one another.
I do not know what he sees in me but I do not spy 
oblivion or seminal rage, much less dim visions of 
Kilimanjaro.
He is only curious and lifts his trunk: a salute.
I waggle my penis, the only trunk I own.
No Dumbo grins for me. He turns to regard the 
shrubbery, a traveler gone wrong, 
his nose following him.

My Uncle Frank

drank and smoked and played poker in 
roadhouses until 4:00 in the morning.
Then he ate breakfast in a diner, had another 
beer, goosed the waitress, got into his 
truck and worked all day.
He had a wife but didn't mind her, carried 
rubbers, swore, fought
while I sat in the Baptist Church and 
yearned for the family car, a Nash that 
hunched in the parking lot.
Uncle Frank was always young but now my 
mother says that he will never see 
his fifties.
He has 
spells.
He feels 
poorly.
He is
on the wagon.
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I had to wait this long to write my uncle a 
letter that he will never see:
I love you, Uncle Frank. I hope you are 
feeling better. Everything is fine with 
me. California is beautiful.
Get well soon.

Things That Make You So Scared You Can't Swallow 
And You Start To Cry And You Tell 

Them That You'll Do Anything 
If They'll Just Leave 

You Alone

Three thousand down at Hollywood Park and into the 
book for six more. Two strangers are standing by 
your car, so you start to hitchhike the other way 
but they pick you up and turn down a dark street.
Spread-eagled in New Mexico: an arena of lights 
from eight Chevrolets with angel-hair upholstery. 
Your long blonde beard is already gone. Your 
balls are next.
Up against the wall in East St. Louis. Eight 
blacks, not kidding around. Old diddley-bops who 
never outgrew key-chains down to their knees, 
talking so much shit even they can't understand 
each other. One of them starts to cut the buttons 
off your shirt with a pearl-handled shiv.
Your wife comes out of the kitchen wiping her hands 
on a pink tea-towel. "It's perfect," she says, "I'm 
making a good dinner, you're having a drink, the 
baby is playing so sweet. I can't think of 
anything nicer."

Orientation Week

and a family of two is exploring the Student Union 
Dad is all decked out in the shirt she bought with 
her own money. Joyce is wearing snug cut-offs and 
her freshman breasts stir as she walks.
Dad knows that all the boys plan to slip some LSD 
in her cocoa as soon as he is out of sight. He 
takes in the monsters, their hair down to there, 
a fuselage in every pair of pants.
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Worse than he expected, certainly not the eunuchs 
and mild wethers that he hoped for. And where is 
The Jake Barnes Dormitory?
He sees them do it to her even as they stand by the 
car. Worse, he sees her ask for it, coaxing with 
her expensive teeth. Why can't he
Lock those vivid hips in her room?
Follow her everywhere, revolvers drawn?
Punch a few of those furry bastards in the chops?
So he does what he can —  lips to chaste brow, hand 
to bare arm saying,
Goodby, now. Be good.

Ever Since He Retired

Charley has paid a lot of attention to the four 
apartments he does not manage.
If there's one leaf on the little sidewalk he puts 
on his jacket, gets the broom out of the utility 
shed, stands over the offender for a full five 
seconds and then gets down to business.
Last week when he asked me for the seventh or 
eighth time to guess how old he was, he also wanted 
to know how my clothespin, the one that holds the 
out-going mail, was holding up.
"Okay, I guess.”
"I've been thinking about those big manila envelopes 
you put out there."
Next day, of course, there was a new one so when I 
came home on Friday and he was sitting by his front 
door in his aluminum chair, I thanked him.
"Got the lawn all dolled up for the weekend," he said.
"Maybe the vacant lot from across the way will drop 
over and take ours out on the town. We might have a 
big hole right here until after the bars close."
Charley liked that, so we worked it into our 5:30 
routine for a week or so.
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Tonight though he said hello and right away asked me 
how old I thought he was.
"You're 73, Charley."
"74," he said. "Today's my birthday."

Priorities

I prefer to meet young ladies by telephone 
to declare my love by wire
to touch them through their winter clothes.
I have binoculars for the lady up the street 
an inverted water glass for the widow next door 
and just before bed
the stethoscope for the stammer of my insulated heart.

"What I Need Is A Strange Piece Of Ass,

said the man next to me, so I showed 
him the one in my briefcase.
Nearly rectangular and greyish-green,
I was sure he'd never had anything 
stranger.
Was I suprised when he didn't want 
anything to do with it.

At 3:00 P.M.

down by the river in Alton,
Illinois, there was a woman
standing in the window of her 
upstairs room in the Ritz Hotel.
She was so tall that I couldn't 
see her face,
just a blue nightgown that filled up 
the window.
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Until The Fifth Drink

or so I am not very good company because 
everyone looks like my father, a man who 
has never touched himself below the waist 
or taken a drink of 
anything.
But as the clock moves and my turn comes 
to buy a round, I begin to relax: I know 
what time old folks go to bed. So I watch 
the fights, bait the gridiron catechist.
But as the clock moves, I begin to dread the 
last call: what if he is outside, anyway, 
parked around the corner in his Godmobile 
angry with me for keeping him up, thirsty 
for my salvation.
I might have a chance if he burst into some 
dim saloon at 9:00 p.m. but outside on the 
deserted street with only the indifferent 
sky for a witness
he would show no mercy.

Pets

I shoot the dogs that come to 
me when I call, strangle 
pussycats that eat what I 
offer. Birds that sing in 
my cage end up with their 
throats cut.
I have a snake that refuses 
to eat, lying away from the 
lamp and the leaves, eyes 
turned in, looking the 
length of him.
He is my favorite.
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The Day Ivan Retired

A wise old owl sat in the oak 
The more he saw the less he spoke

Frank told me about a town north of here named 
Inn City but just as often as not called Sin City 
or Gin City. The cowboys would ride for days to 
get to Inn City because they had a place there,
a honkytonk, called The Owl. And it was famous for 
its couplet and the fact that when you walked in 
a girl or two would sort of disengage herself from 
the wall and join you at the bar. The girls drank
wine-and-seltzer at 25ç a shot and the tough guys 
drank rot-gut whiskey right out of the mine shaft.
Frank had a Chevy coupe he called the Ground Gainer 
so he took that and a friend and the advice to file 
the sight off his .45 right up to the front door of 
The Owl.
"How come you were supposed to file the sight off, 
so you could draw faster?"
"So it wouldn't hurt so much when they shoved it up 
my ass. Sin City was a bad place to mess around in."
But it wasn't bad for Frank that day because when he 
got drunk he started to play the piano and when 
he started to play the piano the girls thought 
that was just about the most wonderful thing
they'd ever heard. There was one, a chunky little 
brunette, who would not stop kissing him.
"I can feel those tits of hers yet and smell her 
breath; she'd just finished eating an onion.
And you know, Kurtage, I took Mommy up to Inn 
City not long ago and I swear that if you don't 
know just where it is on that little side road 
why you don't know you've been there."
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There Is A Statue

of a kneeling Christ in a cemetery across the road from 
my favorite Der Wienerschnitzel and today sitting at 
a little table, bathed in the light from the yellow roof 
I had a small epiphany:
Jesus is not praying for strength or for the sins of man 
or even for the soul of Mary Wilkins Todd whose grave he 
is astraddle. He is praying for a hot dog, a succulent, 
mouth-watering dog.
Now some of you scoffers will say: "If He wants one that 
bad, why doesn't he turn that maintenance man into a sausage 
and those mourners into condiments?" But Jesus was tempted 
better than that the time he was mountain climbing with a 
friend. And besides, He likes to have things done for Him.
So I buy one, the Super with pickles, mustard, tomato, 
chili on the side and —  climbing the fence —  place it on 
His clasped hands.
It makes me nervous. How do I know if He likes chili? And 
what if it upsets His heavenly stomach? Well, it's just a 
chance I'll have to take. He wouldn't give me a definite 
Yes or No under any circumstances.
Remember when the disciples asked who would be saved? Would 
it be them or all the Jews? And how about the Hottentots 
and the dumb babies? Jesus just said, "We'll see."
Didn't anybody understand that He had things on His mind: 
What if the whole shebang was just a big folie trois?
After all, His Father never took him to a ball game, and 
the Hound of Heaven was just about as bad as no dog at all.
Well, by the time I'd reclimbed the fence and dodged some

traffic,
the hot dog was gone.
Now some of you scoffers will claim that a hedge-trimmer 
ate it or some ravenous nephew, so I will just follow 
His example and say, "We'll see."

—  Ronald Koertge
Tucson AZ & Pasadena CA
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Four Poems from More Cheap Thrills

Planning A Career: I

Attend a free poetry reading; wear a cape, muss your hair, 
and try to meet a pleasant old lady. Have tea with her, 
smile a lot, and try to borrow $50 (more if possible).
Spend the money on tuition to a good Writers' Conference; 
meet another lady to have tea with. Borrow $1,000 
(more if possible) to start a lit magazine; 
promise you'll put her on the cover.
Write letters to 500 well-known poets asking for poems; 
four will probably respond. Get some young chicks 
on the staff; promise them the cover, but get their money. 
Put out one good issue with slick paper, photos, poems, 
and send copies to every NYC publishing house.
Wait a week. Go to NYC and introduce yourself to the girls 
who read unsolicited novels. Show them your mag; 
promise them the cover for (non-existant) # 2, but get 
their money. Also get to know their bosses; 
promise them the cover.
Write a novel about your month-long rise to fame 
and give it to the ugliest boss lady.
This is how those books get published.

Planning A Career: II

Write poems about movie stars. Research gossip magazines 
for details; clarity and superlatives are all that's 
necessary, but leave one line suspiciously oblique —  infer 
that you know something. That you once babysat for Paul 
& Joanne Newman; that you were outside Sardi's, parked cars 
at El Capitain, emptied wastebaskets at The Hungry I.
Leave room for doubt; he/she will fill in on the dotted line.
Wait a month. If they are not jet-setting you will get 
a thank-you letter, perhaps a check for $5; if they want 
to know more, suggest an editor at Cosmopolitan wants to 
print these poems, but for $100 you will refrain.
They will say go ahead, or pay you, or say kiss off —  
try to meet an editor at Cosmopolitan, 
and also an autograph collector who pays.
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Conduct Your Own Kinsey Report

Get a clipboard and some mimeographed forms.
Go house to house in a decent neighborhood, 
asking whether the lady of the house is happy, 
is she getting it regularly, with vigor, elan, etc.
Be clinically blunt: put it to her straight.
Have some photos along: how many positions 
can she recognize? experienced? enjoyed?
You may get a free lunch.
Go on the streets in the evening.
Stop girls who look like librarians or music teachers. 
They will feel safe in the crowds, so ask anything: 
do they keep a pet? ever abuse said pet? 
going with opposite sex at present? ever abuse? 
ever peek in windows? see anything?
Get name and phone number (if possible)
then follow at a distance until she arrives home.
Peek in her window. Watch her watching
Johnny Carson in her nightgown, hugging a pillow.
Record your reactions on the clipboard form.

Start A Rumor

Start a rumor about yourself:
Say you are part Cherokee Indian.
Say that you got a call from Hollywood.
Say that you understand you have been nominated 
for a large grant from a large foundation.
Say you are writing a book about Clifford Irving. 
Say you are part Jew.
Write your name on walls all over town.
Sit back and wait for these things to come true.

—  Albert Drake 
East Lansing MI

Early Sunday Morning
—  after a painting by Edward Hopper

The light throwing the hydrant
the barber's pole
onto the white cement in long

flat shadows, shadows
that slide back into the ground
like worms caught by light.



The shades are drawn
in the red brick
above these storefronts. You
may see the hand
that lets them up. The hand with arm 
at the window, or
later, a woman in white 
with hat, pop
out of the doorway and stand,
smelling the chalk cement, pigeon 
droppings, damp canvas 
awnings, yawn
and turning to her right, click 
down the street like a tongue 
against the roof of a mouth.

Line Drawing

You fold your head
and arm across the table
like a wing drawn in 
or like a grounded kite You
are a Scandanavian Indian listening 
to horses distant in the wood
Your cheekbones are so high 
they form a butterfly
in the air under your eyes And 
when you smile he lights up
and your eyes close like the happy 
Chinese ancestor I never had

Girl Sitting Alone At A Party

You have forced your body 
into a chair as if insulted.
And now you cock
your head like a bird challenging 
a worm already dead. Lips 
as officious as a government
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seal. You hold
your knee as if vt were the thing 
blushing, and it will be 
when you move your hand. You 
are so sad: under your chair 
the chrome legs make a cross 
in the air like fingers 
across your heart.

—  Robert L McRoberts 
Bristol RI

The Mixologist

Jamal asked about my father
he was born on a farm
and lived with his
eight brothers and sisters
until he was thirteen
and ran away with a small circus
where he followed elephants
around the center ring
then became a clown and juggler
years later he almost married 
a woman who swung from a trapeze 
by her teeth but he could see how 
their life together would be
Jamal asked what happened —  
how did he end up in the city 
painting houses 
and grinning shyly 
(hiding his bad teeth) 
when at sixty-two a newspaper 
printed his picture mixing paint
I told her I didn't know

Wash Out

it rained so hard last night 
I almost became a Jehovah's witness
water poured in between the ribs 
of the patched roof
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and gushed through the sashes 
forming a pond where the floor 
is worn in front of the sink
this morning the tractor
used for repairing the gravel road
conked out at the bottom of the hill
its operator sat on a front tire 
swinging his legs as he munched 
a soft white sandwich
his teeth were as broken 
as the gears of his rig
he found a cigarette but no matches
threw the cigarette down
kicked the tire and cursed
linking his tractor
with an act of sexual perversion
I kept walking walking and somehow 
kept thinking of you

—  Franz Douskey 
Tucson AZ

Down Along The Cove

At Albertus Runyun College 
In the days of giant sloths 
There lived a race of people 
Who lived on pumpkin broth
And all their friends
From miles around
Would gather when they sang
For apples, pears, and spark plugs
And other useless whang
They gave them to their animals 
To kick amongst themselves 
And went back out a-singing 
To line their pumpkin shelves
But somewhere down along the cove 
The dylans lurked with banjos 
And as the pumpkin people passed 
They turned them into mangoes
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Tales Of Elva Farnum

Strange that I didn't own sunglasses 
In those days
Sitting on the step with Jim
With me watching the pond
And Jim not even looking at it
And the sun beaming down
On me wearing my straw hat
And Jim not wearing a hat at all
And when I could get him to put down 
"Sgt. Rock & Easy Co."
We looked at each other 
And laughed
With tales of Elva Farnum 
And the Mills queers 
Until absurd with joy 
We raided the refrigerator 
For ice cream with sauce
And after numbing our laughers 
We went up to the road 
And bounced the hardball
Up there I didn't have to watch the pond 
And Jim didn't have to not look at it

-- Benjamin S. Blake 
Willimantic CT

Empathy

Events, if they are remote and terrible enough, resonate 
at frequencies too high for human reception. Those cata
strophic earthquakes, for example, which always occur in 
Diyarbakir or Quetta, places that have never really ex
isted. Then too, if it had not been fifty-thousand 
victims, but only four victims, or nineteen —  some human 
f igure.
A moment ago, a short walk from where I sit, I was con
fronted by a chilling sight: a tortured praying mantis 
wriggling helplessly in the fingers of an amused child.
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The Indians & The Anthropologists

On the outskirts of a village in the mountains of Chiapas 
a man in a torn white woolen chamarra chops down young 
trees with his machete, chops the dead wood into bundles 
& tethers the end with pieces of hemp. The man, his wife 
& son tie the bundles to their tumplines, fit the wide 
bands to their foreheads & before dawn set out over the 
mountains. The sun comes up. It's ten when they reach 
town but late afternoon when they finally sell the three 
bundles of firewood for a few pesos to a house, say, of 
North American anthropology students. How pleased they 
are to be rid of that load! They hunker in the grass in 
the park or in the street in front of the church, eat 
some tortillas & beans, & start out for home. They trot. 
It's a long way. I have friends who've started out for 
that village & had to turn back.

ii.
At night the North American anthropology students sit 
around the fireplace with a few beers, projecting the 
ecological tragedy of the denuded forests of Chiapas & 
discussing the price of hand-made leather goods on Guad
alupe Street. A blonde girl with drooping breasts who 
has taken to parading about the streets in Indian cloth
ing tosses another log on the fire.

iii.
The man, his wife & son reach the outskirts of their 
village. It's dark & cold. There are no stars.

iv.
In the house of the anthropologists the fresh wood crack
les for a moment like gunfire.

The Poor

One point of view is that the poor are less unfortunate 
than our guilt leads us to imagine. What one lacks in 
material comforts one gains by a carefree disposition, a 
healthy physicality, a simpler & more sensuous, earthier 
life. At this point the rich, excessive laughter of the 
Black will be cited. Furthermore, it is always possible, 
according to this opinion, for the exceptional man, under 
whatever social handicap, to rise above his station, the
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corollary of which opinion is that it is for each man to 
make himself exceptional.
The other point of view is that this is not the case at all, 
& that such talk is only a pleasant way to amuse oneself in 
the evening, to bring a flush to one's cheeks, while at the 
same time reminding one's companions that we too, after all, 
are self-made men, & by thus arguing to share in the fellow
ship of agreeable conversation after a fine meal in an ex
cellent resturant, where one has been made talkative by a 
strong & expensive wine.

—  Steve Kowit 
Brooklyn NY

our song

the sirens are always going around 
here, it's number one 
on the hit parade, and 
here are some words that 
might fit,
whenever I hear a siren I know it's 
our song at
8 in the morning, 3 a.m., midnight and 
noon it's
garbage disposal day trash day laundry day 
sanitary civilization 
they even pick up
the tombstone sellers the morticians the doctors
and the nurses and the orderlies,
the living and the dying and the dead,
those ambulance sirens
they are always going around here,
you know, there's junk enough for all of us:
used bottles, used clothes, used cars, used
houses, used women, used newspapers, used
people,
some day we'll clear the whole earth of it, 
let it go,
red lights off, sirens stopped, 
who needs the dismal madness of 
everything quitting
again and again? ... falling stars, stinking seals, 
torn stockings, the whole 
Christmas tree assassinated duck 
heritage ....
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my afternoons into night

looking out the window 
smoking rolled cigarettes 
drinking Sanka 
and watching the workers 
come on in
I wonder, how much longer 
can I get away with this? 
stories and poems 
paintings . . . 
surviving on that ...
an insane girlfriend 
years younger 
who loves me as if I were 
a 7 foot 300 pound black 
with muscles and a 
12 inch penis ...
she types at her novel 
in the kitchen ...
my stories, my poems ... 
what is a poem?
a book by Celine sits on 
the edge of the bathtub ...
I read it when I shit 
and I laugh ...
the workers come in now 
I see their faces, 
the insides scraped out, 
the outsides 
missing ...
I've had their jobs, 
their goldfish 
security ...
Segovia plays to me
so softly from the
radio, the daylight's going
down, look here —
the trip's been worth it,
the jet liners go to New York and
Georgia and Texas
and I sit surrounded by hymns that
nobody can take away
as the workers bend over
hot soup and cold
wives.
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Bukowski

one comes drunk from ABC via 
taxi,
drunk with a walrus mustache 
and blue jeans
sits on the couch for 2 hours 
telling me
"Bukowski, you are one of the two or 
three great writers alive today ..." 
"Berryman drinks 2 quarts of whiskey a 
day ..."
"Bukowski, you've got a way of putting it 
down, you're one of the two or three 
great writers alive 
today ..."
"Bukowski ..."
somehow I get him back into a cab and 
back to the Beverly Hilton ...
the next afternoon 
there's another one,
he's sober and stands out on the porch,
I've seen him before
but can't remember the name, I
tell him to come in;
he asks me if I read TIME magazine
from 2 weeks back
and I say, "no," and he says
there was an article on poets
and that I wasn't mentioned
and that he was going to write TIME
and tell them about
me ...
I get him out of there 
and then there's the mail:
"Dear sir,
I am writing to tell you 
I think you are a great 
poet ..."
Bukowski, Bukowski, who is he?
I hate the son of a 
bitch.

—  Charles Bukowski 
Los Angeles CA
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See
how it 
grows.

Death : 
the

only
opt ion

on the Microstar.

—  daniel g. culla
address unknown, Spain
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CLASSICS
If one has not made contact with the unique mind of Bern 
Porter, now is a good time to become inculcated. Porter 
is always where the action is to be and always communicat
ing, always ahead of the game. Get I've Left/a Manifesto 
and a Testament of Science and -ART (SClART) $5.95 fm. 
Something Else Press, P. 0. Box 26, West Glover VT 05875. jr 
Also Bern Porter's Waste Maker $3.95 and 89 Offenses 50izi 
fm. Abyss Publications, P.0. Box C, Somerville MA 02143.
5 Other books fm. Abyss: Barry McCallion's Prepare to Pub- 
lish $2.50 and Art Maxims in a Bronx Fedora $1.75 plus 
Richard Kostelanetz's In the Beginning $3.00. V Walter 
Snow's The Glory and the Shame $1.93 (paper) or $4.95 
(cloth) fm. Pequot Press, P.6. Box 52, Coventry CT 06238 
is an uneven book but the long poems are unique poetic 
achievements (the Browning poem appeared in Wormwood:42 
while Bound in Shallows was the special section in Worm
wood :46). The above brief review was typed in place when 
this editor received news that Snow died suddenly June 27, 
1973. Retyping this page with additional information 
seemed to be in order. Walter was an essential part of the 
literary scene of the 1930's —  that decade that is just 
now being re-evaluated. He served as co-editor of the 
famous Anvil until he was "bumped" when the mag merged with 
the all too Partisan Review. He turned to poetry in his 
60's and was an exceptional practitioner of the literate 
long poem. It was a pleasure to publish Walter Snow and 
share him with readers of Wormwood. JT
VERY HIGHLY RECOMMENDED:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::
Simon Perchik's Hands You Are Secretly Wearing, fine poetry 
and fine printing in Italy by Stamperia Valdonega for the 
Elizabeth Press, 103 Van Etten Blvd., New Rochelle NY 10804. 
V Quixote v.6 #11 is devoted to Jack Gilbert and v. 7 #4 
to Latin American poetry —  a year of good issues for $7 
fm. Morris Edelson, 933 Spaight, Madison WI 53703. 5 Lyn
Lifshin's Museum (with collages by Eric Von Schmidt) $1.50 
fm. Consipracy Press, P.0. Box 7191 State Capitol Station, 
Albany NY 12224; same press also releases Michael Ruther
ford's Meat Is My Business $1.50. JT
LITTLE PRESSES I:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::
Eric Torgersen's At War With Friends fm. Ithaca House, 108 
N. Plain St., Ithaca NY 14850; same press also releases 
Alvin Greenberg's Dark Lands, Jerald Bullis' Taking Up The 
Serpent and Rochelle Nameroff's Body Prints —  each $2.95.
5 Spring Rain Press published Bone Winter, the poems of 
Patrick White, Ray Pavelsky, Malcolm Hayward, Peter Lud- 
win, Aaron Holloway, Ronan Short, Vaughn Brossart, & Bar
bara Hamlin, $1 fm. P.0. Box 15319, Seattle WA 98115. S' 
Aram Boyajian's The Man Who Wrote the World's Longest 
Haiku $2 fm. The Crossing Press, Trumansburg NY 14886.
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NEW MAGS AND EXCHANGES
Here Now (edit. Tom Kelly) 75p/yr. fm. 22 Torquay Parade, 
Hebburn, Co. Durham, NE31 2AD, England y The Fault (edit. 
Terrence Ames) $1/2 issues fm. 41186 Alice Ave., Fremont CA 
94538. y Occum Ridge Review (edit. Richard Schaaf) $1.80/ 
yr. fm. P.0~ Box 68, South Willington CT 06265. y Black 
Jack (edit. Art Cuelho & Roxy Gordon) $1 contribution/yr. 
fm. 2116 Burnstead Dr., Billings MT 59101 —  each issue with 
a different theme. y Egg, A Lit Quarterly $3.50/yr. fm. 
P.O. Box 289, Surfside CA 90743. y Huerfano (edit. D. Camp 
bell & J. M. Ferguson, Jr.) $2/yr. fm"! Box 15700 N.A.U., 
Flagstaff AZ 86001. 5 Revista Horno (edit. Tito Balza Santa
ella & Carlos De La Cruzl fm. Urbanización La Pomona, Bloque 
4, Apartamento B-l, Maracaibo, Venezuela. I The Windless 
Orchard (edit. Robt. Novak) $3.75/yr. fm. Dept. English, 
Purdue Univ., Fort Wayne IN 46805. J West End (edit. John 
Crawford) $5/4 nos. fm. Dept. English, Herbert Lehman 
College, Bronx NY 10468. y The Last Cookie (edit. David 
Arnold) fm. 765 Lakeview, San Francisco CA 94112. 5 Lunar
Adiós (to the sacred memory of Marvin Malone!) 50¿ fm.
Honors Dept., CSULB, 6101 East 7th St., Long Beach CA 90840 
—  this mag guarantees that it does not belong to COSMEP.
S Revista Guajana (edit. Jose Manuel Torres Santiago) fm. 
Las Palmas #1059, Santurce, Puerto Rico 00907 —  also re
leases Mural a long poem by Vincente Rodriguez Nietzsche, 
y Big Boulevard (edit. Wm. J. Robson) $3.50/6 nos. fm.
P.0~ Box 5580, Long Beach CA 90805. y The Wonewoc Review 
(edit. Darrel Hanold) 504 W. Main St., Whitewater WI 53190. 
y Bartleby's Review (edit. Albert Stainton) $3.50/4 nos. 
fm. Box 332, Machias ME 04654. y Lynx (edit. C. Howell,
D. Lyon & H. Minton) $3.50 fm. 58 Shumway St., Amherst MA 
01002. y Words (edit. Robt. Morse) fm. Marlborough Press, 
355 Marlborough St., Boston MA 02115. y Anathema (edit. 
David Nastav) P.O. Box 103, St. Mary's City MD 20686. y 
The New Newspaper $10/yr. fm. 2148 N. Broadway, Wichita KS 
67214. y Saturday Club Book of Poetry (edit. Kenneth 
Laird) $7.50 fm. Saturday Centre, Box 140 P.O., Cammeray,
NSW 2062, Australia. y
RECEIVED:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::
the gospel according to night —  the book of ben -- parts 
I & II by opal 1. nations, 20 p each from TNT, 35-a Edge- 
ware Rd., Marble Arch, London W2 2JE, England. y Alcor by 
Pedro Pablo Paredes fm. Liceo "Simon Boliva," San Cristobal, 
Tachira, Venezuela. y Galaxias by Anibal Castillo fm. en 
haa, Apartado 19211, Quinta, Crespo, Caracas, Venezuela. y 
Simulacro Con Todos and La Barriga Coja by Enrique Puccia 
fm. Alvarado 2093, Capital Federal, Argentina. y
n o t e:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::
On Jan. 19th. Wormie was awarded $1000 as a matching grant 
fm. Coordinating Council of Literary Magazines. Since we 
know no one or no dozen with $1000 to give us, the matching 
grant will be turned down. Ah well, good publicity.
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R O N S

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/Or 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.), and 
Sunshine Alley Books (San Francisco, Calif.).
The regular subscription rate to Wormwood is $3.50 (no 
change in price since 1960) to individuals and $5.50 to 
institutions for four consecutive 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 
on the excessive postal/mailing costs. All subscriptions 
are guaranteed through issue #60. Single copies of 
Wormwood are $1.50 postpaid anywhere in the world. A 
very limited number of issues #16-23 and #25-50 are still 
available at a rate of $6 for four issues. Prices for 
issues #1-15 and #24 will be quoted, if copies are 
available. Patrons' subscriptions are a $12 bargain for 
four consecutive issues with poet-signed, yellow-paper, 
center-sections.
A microfilm edition of the first 10 volumes (#6353) of 
Wormwood is available from University Microfilms, 3101 
North Zeeb Road, Ann Arbor, Mich. 48106. Full size re
productions are not available from University Microfilms.
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