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Making Good
for Steve Choisser
There now lives near a pond 
near Benton, Illinois, a frog 
spotted green and black and 7.8
feet at the shoulders, locally famous 
for calling sheep strange names 
and carrying off small ideas.
By necessity a recluse —  
interviews are not granted.
Nevertheless, I asked him
if he thought these talents 
exceptional. He answered,
"No." I asked him then to what
in life did he attribute his present 
success. He said nothing. I asked 
him of the recent disappearance
of America's most loved and revered 
poet, idol of millions. He 
shrugged and dragged me back
to the mouth of the cave, picking
his way over the bones and foolscap, "I"
he lisped, "was not aware
of that fact at the time.
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Fodder Image

It is a cannon that I keep in my breast.
It is fast and, the salesman assured me, 
accurate, if difficult to load. I have had
clever holes sown into my clothing 
so I might drop flap and fire 
without warning. Occasionally
I have used it on the bus. Sometimes 
in the company of others. Usually 
alone. Always with that skill
that becomes the expert. In spite 
of the added expense I do not 
reuse the ammunition.
A columnist in Sioux City, Iowa,
once implied that I had used the tiny wheels
to roll across mountains to her door.
In Tulsa they believe that I, 
breathing through the long barrel, 
had roamed the oceans.
In Munich there remains that unsolved 
parking violation. I am content with 
these legends, these mysteries, these lies.

There are Other Magazines

You did not understand.
You wrote again asking why 
we returned your manuscript, 
the stamps torn, that paste
between pages two and three 
unbroken, the foot printed 
on the love poem 
to your mother. Really
I am moved. It was all 
an accident. Your work —  
beautiful! From a distance 
it made our very desks.
Our typewriters threw off 
their covers, the addressograph
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rhymed, the paper cutters 
eloped. Yea, the very air
of your envelope seemed charged 
with drama, like an old parking meter 
thirsting for change. It only needs 
a little work: have you thought
of a different type face:
your stationery stained our pizza;
and those sloppy seals!
Are your diseases communicable?
But, you understand, we are all sensitive 
men struggling with the same beauties 
and truths, and we could never presume 
to waste your time with a reply.

April Sunday 
to Dick Martin

Christ escaped again this morning.
To his method
there are no clues but these: 
a babbling woman, a sponge 
an untorn shroud, a crown 
of small red flowers, a transparent 
man, the tracks of a boulder.
By his persistence 
the authorities are confused, 
or indifferent, their pursuit 
half-hearted.
Toward his apprehension
there had been the usual round-up
of suspects, though the questioning
has yet to begin. The guard at the gate
have been given his description. Their captain
claims no man, in a halo,
has passed. Alone, the rabbi laughs.
The condemned is supposed to be armed
and some consider him dangerous,
if mad. It is only known with certainty
that his birth was strange,
that he has walked on fishes and bread,
that the nails in his wrist ring
when he laughs, that he thinks
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his wine is blood, that he accosts the rich 
and tells them to be led by children.
A secret identity is suspected.
You are asked to be alert 
for signs, magnetic 
splinters and silver 
pieces, said to bring luck.
The reward —
not offered, but hinted at.

—  Jim Kobylecky 
Eugene OR

The Oregon Trip
1.

on the road between Tahoe 
and Redding we lost our 
direction and saw 46 deer 
three coyotes, two bears and 
one sign.

2 .
there's a rest stop somewhere 
on highway 44 that was full 
of people when we stopped 
for a drink of water. there 
was a hand pump and we heard 
them singing 
as we left.

3 .
highway 80 above Redding is 
an erratic road that is 
interesting to drive until 
you reach the Oregon border 
where it widens out.

4.
we did an errand for 
a friend and got to meet

124



one hundred St. Bernards that 
live in a kennel 
on the other side 
of an old bridge.

5.
we stopped for coffee and 
ate two doughnuts that were 
stale. Myrtle said the 
doughnut man only came on 
weekdays and this was 
Saturday

6 .
local fellow asked where we 
were from, we told him 
San Francisco and he read 
the newspaper stirring his 
coffee with a fork

7 .
a little bell rang as we 
left and local fellow 
and Myrtle shook their 
heads and 
laughed.

8 .

Mary and I visited the 
old farm (lost ten years ago) 
the orchard was in blossom 
and we have to go back 
to Oakland Sunday.

—  Stephen Morse 
Oakland CA

For Marti
I'm missing you
today, your small body
I was learning to trust
your black hair
tangled in everything
& good things you told me
that I carry like St. Christopher
on a silver chain.



Calling the Dwarf
—  for Craig

I know a small, twisted man 
a few years older than myself 
& even less successful.
He gets by
with bit parts in movies 
& a few dollars here & there 
signing model releases 
for New York photographers.
Last night, Craig,
I had the lowdown on this dwarf 
& would've told you everything 
but I got drunk 
instead of staying up till 4 
& writing
& the dwarf disappeared 
while I slept.
I think he's got a lady-friend 
in Providence 
he never brings home.
Outside of that
no particulars, not even a name.
We could just call him Eddie.
When you notice him behind you 
at the airport
he will be a small, twisted man 
who drinks more than the two of us.
His bandy legs slow him down 
on long flights of stairs & escalators 
but he'll try sneaking onto the plane 
with you.
Let him go.

Tuesday, Back in California

All the sounds I set in motion here
can't make it as loud
as New York. I've got the radio
playing Hindemith
& a small electric heater
humming at my feet. Between lines
the clunk of a blue cup

126



half, one-quarter full of coffee 
hitting the table
instead of a giant Frigidaire from 1937 
that never stops running 
& still it was so hard 
leaving you, your soft instructions 
for staying calm.

—  Joel Deutsch 
Berkeley CA

Four Spelling Poems For Ian Hamilton Finlay

K(eye)TE 
WA(tea)ER 
P(oh)EM 
SK(why)

Weather Report

“ Can you tell me what the temperature has been at noon for 
the past five days? ”  John asked the weatherman.

“ I  don’t exactly recall,”  replied the weatherman, “ but I  do 
remember that the temperature was different each day, and that 
the product o f the temperatures is 12.”

Nineteen Kites That Fly

a two-stick kite 
a three-stick kite 
a six-point star 
a five-point star 
an Imp 
a Fisherman 
an Elephant 
a balloon kite 
a tetrahedral kite 
a box kite

a box kite with wings 
a windmill kite 
a frog kite 
a cross kite 
a butterfly kite 
a yacht kite 
a shield kite 
an owl kite 
a military kite

—  M. K. Book
Lincoln NB



THE FATHERS
for Gary Gildner

We are both, and all, 
from Flint and stone, 
the dissimilar;
no one with the name 
of Gary or Danny 
can be taken serious,
let alone our fathers 
dying in our sleeves 
like laughs.
We are north, pal, our hands 
never deciduous, but 
bangled, industrious, hard,
our small memories as dark 
as Ethel Waters, as big 
as a trout death, family.
Up in the red hills our fathers 
rip away flesh, sons, their 
small pouches of past,
their fangs honed on their own 
whelp cowering in snapping sumac 
pen in hand and spectacled.

THE STARS

One day the stars 
and their every relative 
were camping there 
in the streets,
the Big and Little, 
old Orion, and every 
imaginable animal, 
greasy and lousy.
Their money no good, 
funny language hard 
to understand, radical 
as a wrench,
their smiles carved 
the sidewalk and the first 
daffodils, odd in their own way, 
so they left that night.
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We stirred like spring fish,
silver bullets in our teeth, antsy
as small towns, our breath the color
of Hue’, our arms empty, mother in our mouths.

NUMBER FORTY-NINE
1 Odd dog

floating down four feet 
at a time, just to be here?
I haven't black berries 
to feed you. I have not money 
for meat.
I will situate your carcass 
in a room of two-way mirrors, 
watch you rot.
Watch me take your picture, 
blow it up, imagine it 
into a montana storm.

2 The number two is the reason 
I don't listen to jazz
any. More.

3 He had a moustache, and one 
guitar. He could sing with each 
in South Dakota, where lawns 
grew near, and lank hills; 
everything grew near,
enough, big enough to keep, 
odd as the sun,
stalled as boots on the highway, 
bruised as baggage you never 
thought would see its way 
home again.

4 "Love set you going like a fat
gold watch." There must be something 
else to remember of her. That 
is all I recall. I've moved the gas
stove down the stairs. Right now 
you are curling tight as eternity, 
set for death, no matter 
what I tell you not to do.

5 Look: do not send me parts of You,
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send me deathless cats, locks that 
do not. I have money, I can buy.
The radio broadcasts us before we 
know it, write it down. Our name is 
not an anagram for Sylvia, & won't be.

THE MOONS
Bears mauled the girls because they were 
bleeding/red moons, spread by wind.

—  William Velde

Is that true?
In the summer hush, 
the dark green wood, 
ornaments of coon 
above in the limbs,
white girls brood
in their tents,
tiny red moons
rise like balloons
from deltas at their hips.
The bears yawn
in the evening yellow,
famished, brown
as clocks, smell
the red moons in the green wood.
They move,
three teddys humping 
through last light 
fluted as a lamp-shade,
for ladies!
The whiff of months 
in the wind like steaks 
so rare this far north.
This is Galilee, Golgotha, 
again and again.

—  Danny L. Rendleman 
Flint MI
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FOX HUNT
The fox that stalks meadow mice 
along the edge of the field walks 
with the nice precision of 
the proverbial Indian hunter.
Each foot falls neatly before 
the last as if his path 
were a tightrope stretched 
from stump to hummock to stone 
and on past the wall gap to cross 
with professional indifference 
to danger and a dash of showmanship 
the void of mown grass.
All this imprinted exactly 
with paws no bigger than a cat's 
following one after the other.
Now a sharp diversion to the right.
Ten steps. A leap with all four feet 
pinning the squirming mouse below.
A return to the line of travel 
so there seems a single set of tracks.
Thus he writes his pronoun 
and dots the "i" with blood 
nuzzled in the clean snow.

JOHN'S GOATS
I see by the paper John Stevens 
wants to sell those goats of his.
Well, that's allright. They're good enough 
goats, I guess. Mostly Nubian, it says.
That may be —  about the goats, I mean —  
but it makes me wonder about History.
I wonder why he wants to sell those goats. 
He only bought them in July.
This fellow wrote, we study History
so we won't repeat all those past mistakes.
Well, I guess everybody has to learn 
about goats for themselves —  everytime.
A good idea may not apply to goats.

—  Robert M. Chute 
Mt. Vernon ME
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Fathers fear 
daughters who grow 
up, away from them
Tell themselves not 
to cry (a man never does) 
as he laughs at her 
sunshine smile on 
ivory mornings
Fathers are husbands are 
happy lovers who 
wake rudely from day 
dreaming dreams when you say 
people think it absurd 
for a woman 2 years shy 
of 30 to run 
skipping
laughing loving everywhere she goes.

—  john h. foster, 3d.
Cape May NJ

Idling
Powerglide
I have huge wings 
like an archangel.
It's time to swoop 
over the glittering lake.
I walk from the kitchen 
toward the sun deck 
but bang one of my wings 
on the sliding glass door.

Papa Bear

He rolled down the car window 
spit some syntax on the street 
something about the English 

their teeth.

America
To find the stillpoint 
in Crazyland: 
to write from there.

Most bedtime stories 
continue for a little while 
after the child is asleep. 
Fathers sit in the dark 
talking to themselves 
about raccoons and bunnies.

—  Billy Collins
Scarsdale NY
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Ben Pleasants' TRANSCONTINENTAL AND BEYOND



TRANSCONTINENTAL

I
That summer we were all in flight
from jobs and wives
animadversions
the army and the police.
L.A. was alive with sub
-machineguns and the youth shouted
GUERNICA
GARCIA LORCA
WAR AND MURDER.
Everywhere they were on the road
going east and west
going north and south
women and birds
dogs and flower pots
an army fleeing from itself
drummed out of the hell of battle
a STRAWBERRY STATEMENT
running away from America.
We crossed the desert at night
passing through Needles
and the people boiled over
out of the radiators
of the cities
on the road
ON THE ROAD
seeking freedom while the desert
sang its death chant
to a round bowled mandolin.
The cities burst their glass balloons
and raked the faces of the people with reality.
That was the summer of suicides.
Mothers jumped from bridges 
into the early morning rush hour.
Young men hung their genitals from the Statue of Liberty. 
Priests splashed their vestments with gasoline 
and I could hear America screaming.
And we were on the road 
looking for anything:
communes among the bloodstone vistas of Taos 
cabins on the Mendocino coast.
Blackblood roses burned in the hands of the rich 
spilling over into flames like Stenka Razin.
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The nation burst its stained
glass windows drowning in the smoke of revolution. 
I think we all prayed it would come 
fleeing our own self hate.

2

From the other end of memory 
out of the Long Island rr yard
where blackberries grew in the crisscrossed sand 
and the trains ran on to Babylon 
I raced from boyhood on my bike 
like Mile A Minute Murphy
hoping to catch a last vision of the west 
before it vanished in housing tracts.
The wheels and cycles turned over the Korean War 
into an age of assassins —  
westward I went while the wheel 
went backward on itself.
Drawn off
and drawn back
we are ever drawn back home
even when all we know of home is gone.
Now I leave the Berkeley Hills
famous as the battleground of a decade
I feel them fall away
like a cancerous breast
crossing the desert.
The names of women are on my face and hands.
An aging Ovid stringing all my love affairs
into poems and stories
novels and plays
recalling just one face
riding through Golden Gate
on a Harley Davidson —  you
a ringer for Anouk Aimee
myself like Trotsky.
Down and around each other we went
in faded cable cars
dreamlike, memorial
until the lines snapped off
and sent us soaring out into ourselves.
Down and around we are drawn back home 
even when all we know of home is gone.

3
I am a rootless man
not an American. Happy when all I have
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is sold for debts 
I work only when desperate.
Shiftless
rootlessdrawn back and forth between two coasts.
The desert ground us down.
Flattened us out
beat on through midnight with its hot 
madness.

II
In Gallup and Window Rock
the Hopi, Zuni, Navajo
rise from the ashes of their past.
The coyote takes us off 
to Pueblo Bonito
eight hundred rooms full of ghosts 
wolf songs, betrayals.
And the wheel bends backward on itself.
In the dark we touch their magic hearts 
a thousand years of culture 
flame from the ruined rocks.
They have had their own GUERNICAS 
and GARCIA LORCAS.
The moon struck with arrows
flings itself apart in the redstone dawn.
In the ash and pumice of Sunset 
Crater the soul of the Pueblo
lies in pieces. We climb through the fragments 
of their death
some great explosion far off 
awaiting our own up close.
Screams of GUERNICA and I hear 
America screaming.
In wind the summer roads
come down over the mountains soaked in blood.
The sun burns up firebombed cliffs
fallen in like great cathedrals of a dead faith
fallen in one great crash.
You can still hear the echo 
climbing into Flagstaff.
Somehow they have all come home 
the homeless Indians 
blasted from their roots
hauled from the mountains like precious minerals 
dumped in city bars and whorehouses 
even the Pennitenti
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who crucified a tribe member a year 
are now here.
Our young in vw buses know these people 
as their own.
Tribes.
On the road, ON THE ROAD 
till the roads explode.

III
Then into the maggot 
neck of Texas
stumbling with fundamentalists 
and the flat thin dust 
of Kansas wheatfields 
staggered with white churches 
waiting for the Wizard of Oz 
to teach them flight.
Here you can contemplate whether the universe 
is infinite 
or if not
just what lies beyond the darkness 
at the end of it.
Oh Kansas 
bleeding Kansas 
here I hear
America screaming in her silence.
And I hear the sick and starving 
in a nation of glut
cry for doctors who live on the far side of the moon. 
Who in Europe would believe it?
I hear us screaming up the phlegm 
of our constitution 
now protecting the few
prodding the mass. I hear the drone of police 
sirens screaming always on the poor side of town.
I hear the screams of Sylvia Plath.
And I hear America screaming in varied voices
as Whitman once heard them singing:
voices of discord
boredom
madness
anger
borne up through the rubble of cities 
holding the paper roses of democracy 
stamped out by the Veterans of Foreign Wars.



I hear America screaming in hospital hallways 
where soldiers lie forgotten 
used up 
torn apart
slapped together in dirty wards
by crazy patriots
who wave their obscene banners
over the bloody bones like a magic
crucifix. There is no new life
for the legless
faceless
sexless flesh they have dumped 
into dark corners of the nation 
hidden in the shame 
of their needless sacrifice.
I hear America screaming in old age 
lonliness
in two dollar tenements 
eating dog food!
starving on social security checks.
Our patriarchs
tossed about like bandits
buying day old bread.
Take their homes with your taxes 
America
and leave them the freedom 
to die in the streets.
Why not kill them in their sleep?
I hear America screaming in alcoholic fits 
and detox tanks.
I hear her coughing up the madness 
of endless violence 
purposeless wealth 
meaningless education.
The world looks on amazed 
as tumors grow from richess 
and all the value of our wealth 
is turned to sickness.
Some day the people of the world 
will rip off 
the rubber
mask of your hardcore 
economics
and hang your philanthropists 
from their countryclub 
pulpits.
I hear the blacks cursing in prisons 
MOTHERFUCK AMERIKA 
they spell it with a K 
after Kafka.
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They know your 
trickle down 
screw the people 
justice.
They know the murder of your streets.
In Kansas I hear the heartbeat.
In bleeding Kansas.

2
What if the universe
and all that we can see/conceive
is just the inner workings
of some great insect
contemplating a larger sphere
a hundred trillion
to the hundredth power as big?
Stop and think of that 
as you cut your wheat 
0 Kansas.
The one legged armies in their impotence 
follow us through Oklahoma 
in hobbling chicken stands 
and dirty gas station bathrooms 
where a concerned citizen wrote:
THE OKLAHOMA HIGHWAY ENGINEERS MAKE UP 
FOR LACK OF INTELLIGENCE AND FORESIGHT 
BY RETAINING A GREAT 
SENSE OF HUMOR.
They have built the towns on the bones 
of buffalo
but the buffalo will someday
roam the streets munching cornflowers.
The midwestern farmers 
are wise and ironic 
with worn faces 
plowed necks 
barbed wire dreams
hobnail boots growing on cornstalks.
Their women wait
hot and horny
on broken porches
hoping for the coming of
a tornado like JEEEESUS
CHRIST. When that day comes
the white churches of the silent majority
will crawl off on their naves
in horror.
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Charlie Starkweather 
as the second coming.
Saturday night the only reality.
Torn between two coasts 
I'm tossed back and forth 
by the heartbeat of America.

IV
The beaters drive the masses into cities 
they have thrown the shot into the cannon 
priming them down 
with the rest mere physics.
St. Louis means decay.
St. Louis where the wagons once began.
The cycle turns back on itself 
until the wheel is visibly crushed 
buckled over in time.
On and on that year 
through the smoke of cities 
bridges breaking off 
in the middle of intercourse 
melted at the stress points.
Now it is underground.
The next surfacing of tumors 
will be fatal.
On the road 
ON THE ROAD
till the roads explode.
From here the pioneers set forth 
now they have all come back 
bloody with quest 
and madness.
The screams of America are real
screams and Whitman would know them from singing. 
Hart Crane in the brain.
They know the manifest destiny
proclaimed when the first Indians died of smallpox 
from blankets issued by the government.

V
So up through the slag mines 
and mining towns of West Virginia 
seeing INDIANa only at night.
Up through the black lungs of America 
up through the smoke and ruined mountains.
Up through the dead dreams of Apalachia.
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"Put the blood of yr cunt
in his whiskey and he'll marry ya."
He kissed her breasts and kissed her eyes 
(LIBERTY)
but his penis would not rise 
(REVOLUTION).
In sadness it is borne off
through the black lungs and hollow chested 
mountains.
I have watched the dams collapse
dreamed of home to find it gone
lost in the rosary of rainsoaked mountains.

VI
On to Monticello 
temple of reason 
raison
long ago we cashed it in
for Andy Jackson and his banks.
Arches and domes of Elysium 
as though our thoughts 
had once touched Athens.
But the road to reason runs backward 
through the soul of revolution 
pausing at the bridge of slavery 
from whence there was no return.
ON THE ROAD, ON THE ROAD 
TILL THE ROADS EXPLODE.
I make my bow to Monticello 
a holy place.
Here was the last great dreamer 
the last great dream.
All the rest is misery.
On to Richmond and D.C.
But the hills of Virginia 
echoing with battles 
are green and lush.
I love them most of all.
They draw me home to the home
of my forebearers, my bloodkin
and I know with Aurelius
that life is travel in a strange land
with the fame that follows it
oblivion.
Touch the thoughts of Jefferson to Pliny 
the smith weds silver to glass.



So up through the final hills at dawn.
On to Richmond 
Let them come.

VII
That summer was the summer of marches.
Soon armies will come into Washington 
no longer herded like sheep 
in even lines by police.
They will come without their cameras 
holding submachine guns 
shouting GARCIA LORCA 
GUERNICA
and men will say again
"If this be treason make the most of it."
They will fight in all the old 
stone monuments to freedom 
now cold and empty 
with lies and broken promises.
Damn me if you will but I see the people on fire 
with a new declaration 
of independence.
I see them tearing out the nuclear brain stem
of madness and scattering the secret
police. I see them ripping out the eyes of the FBI.
They will drive the lobbyists and moneylenders
from the temples of democracy.
Run corporate friends
the tribes of man are coming.
Here come the new Minute Men.
The new Green Mountain Boys.
I can see them. I can.
And the cycle bends back like a wheel 
turned inward 
into JACOBINS.
Marat, Danton. On to Richmond.
Let them come.
A new Potomac Tea Party
dumping the contents of the Pentagon
into the river.
To deny it 
won't stop it.
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VIII
The essence of all madness is the madness of Manhattan.
Running along through the streets of Danton
's revolution (as historian)
through courtyard pistol boxes
matched and balanced in the first Gironde
down through the sloping argument of metaphysics
it all breaks down and ends in terror.
Forms run through the husks of Manhattan
passing Danton on roller skates
catching up with Robespierre in Harlem
with patrolmen following
pinning down a paper dragon
on maps in some urine filthy
stationhouse. That is the way it ends
with police blowing their whistles through the flames
of a final Manhattan.
We wrap our jaws in a scarf.
Our symbol is the broken jaw 
going before the guillotine.
0 Berkeley, I saw then kill and kill back.
It is the same in Harlem 
Jackson State 
San Quentin.
If the people rise they will rise; 
if they fall it is all the same.
On the road 
ON THE ROAD
till the roads implode.
The streets of Manhattan weep like the last 
crucifixion of man.
High on Fifth Avenue 
overlooking the park
they have locked their doors against the dark
but that will not protect them
from their creations
of poverty
fear, rusted rivers
nightmares of plutonium.
Black man.
Get out of New York as fast as you can.
Death strikes hardest at the brain.

143



IX

Here at the wall of American logic
I tap reality
hoping to break through
the plaster of language
birdcage of the brain
seeing suddenly the body of the nation
gushing blood from the bowels
twisting from a carwreck of jumbled rhetoric
holding its vocal
cords in its hands
the mental patterns scrambled
sound not coming up
throat torn out
the eyes dim
the face convulsed and retching 
in a vengeance of small nations.
Only television 
tapping on
still tapping on with dreams.
Another car buckles the skull 
brains crushed like a helmet 
of oatmeal
famine and pestilence 
rage and ruin
death on a pale horse of blind economics; 
America, I knew you once.

X
That was the summer we were all in flight. 
I'm gone from the land now.
Skipped continents.
The wheel is broken 
in a splinter of spokes.
The world of America spins on without me.
Me without her.
The roads end where the sea begins.
The spokes are cycles of broken dreams.
Now I play Ovid at Tomi 
what we get away with 
as poets in this city 
with its drunken beech trees 
and rain smeared sadness.
A sudden wind sends a golden nutstorm 
through the chestnuts.
I am not working.
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My wife does not complain.
I am writing this afterword 
to you.
My daughter plays hopscotch 
in the Tuilleries.
Later I sail a boat in the fountain 
where fish take bread from my hands.
So warm I think of you
today and the girls on Rue de la Paix
show their first spring dresses.
Today I will look only 
at Matisse
and perhaps Renoir who sd 
painting would be nothing 
without the breasts of women.
In the end death comes 
as a friend.

The Disciples of Camus
"there is but one serious philosophic problem, and 
that is suicide. Judging whether life is or is not 
worth living amounts to answering the fundamental 
question of philosophy."

—  Camus: Myth of Sisyphus

Arnold Kaufman loved Camus.
In his great black overcoat 
he trod all over Montparnasse 
threatening the world with suicide.
"I will fling myself
from the top of metaphysics
to fall on the stones of Zeno."
His girl friend Jeanne
bought him wine
kept his socks mended
worked as a waitress in the Rue Pigalle.
In winter he debated with the Maoists 
again threatening with his life.
"If you say THATI will kill myself in the middle of the Louvre 
before David's painting of Marat."
Then he drew a pen knife from his briefcase 
and cut off his right eyebrow.
Ah, he waved Kafka at them and Thomas Mann. 
They waved their little red books.



It was a standoff thru February 
till one day his friends carried 
the body of Jeanne all the way back 
from Notre Dame
from whence she had jumped in silence.
It took all the wind out of his 
arguments.

Three Poets in the Dark 

at Neuilly
one with a blue pipe 
reciting Po Chi-I 
the others drinking white 
wine in chipped glasses 
with the aromatic 
smoke encircling them
three poets 
in a winter bar
the snow piled up on the banks of the Seine 
in blue heaps
speaking tonight of the Fauvists
and the Chinese
poets
Oh who would have these three 
but Paris? —  two Americans 
one North 
Vietnamese
each having fled in terror
from the extremes of wealth and order
each without an
audience
in this city of art 
happy in poverty 
three in a room on squalid 
Rue St. Jacques

"They will pick at our things years from now, 
collecting our pneumatics and post cards,” says the 
man with the blue pipe. "They will buy up 
our shirts and manuscripts and call us a 
movement," says the Vietnamese. "Who will survive to explain? Not me."

"I'll try," says the younger American eating 
almonds. They are solemn for a moment 
then burst into laughter. In the Metro cold 
touches their throats;
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hats and faces
coats and shoulders
crowd them into the rumbling
blackness
and they are suddenly aware 
of Artaud 
's "art is shit."

Poem for a Girl on Ice

I saw you
in the morning after drinking
eggs and beer
together
with a little coffee
resting on the lettuce
in between the milk and cream
cheese with the light out
and the freezer melting a watery
skin down your breasts and belly,
holding two geraniums
yr ear stuck to a grapefruit can.
When I put away the butter 
I remember seeing something 
in the late night 
coming in
stumbling on the cat's bowl 
falling on the handle 
so the white door half opened 
to what I thought was hair 
along the egg shelf.
There was no note 
only a smile and the two 
geraniums 
both white
and a nightgown of ice
that dripped all night from the freezer 
compartment
preserving all your lovely 
infidelities.

Phenomenological Photographs

1.
A litter of pens 
matches, playing cards, 
a gray ash
tray adorned with shells; 
cigarettes and coffee cups.



The cups are arranged as variables 
the matches struck 
one by one
the cigarettes consumed 
over a period of four hours 
the cards shuffled, dealt, 
played out and restacked 
the ash tray filled with butts.

2 .

This time stones and watches,
fragments of stained glass
three nude photos of orgies
stuck in and out
of an envelope
the envelope wrinkled
the stones gathered in a gold box
the fragments of stained glass
absorbing various light intensities
then darkness and the watches
stop.

3.
A rose in a broken bowl 
a ragged red rose 
wilted, scentless 
petals falling off 
filling the broken bowl 
with the color 
of smeared lipstick.

Short Dialogue

Philosopher: Do you think you have solved the problem"?
Poet: I am not sure what the problem is all about.
Philosopher: Can you state the problem?
Poet: I cannot state it properly. I mean I cannot

state it as a philosopher. I can only state it as a poet.
Philosopher: State it as a poet.
Poet: When all things are possible, the possibility 

of the impossible then becomes impossible.
philosopher: Yes, that is the problem. By stating 

it, you have solved it.

—  Ben Pleasants
Beverly Hills CA



Three from Sedimentary Popcorn
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I feel the eye's 
awesome glare
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HOLD IT, TILL THE
Garbage  TRUCK M AKES 

IT S  PICKUP.

Then you  CONFRONTED 
ME THUS, IN A  DREAM 
ONLY TO M O C K  ME
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c o m e o n ,
B O S S Y - -  Q U IT 
KiCKING AND 

GIVE !

I T'S NOT THAT I  DON'T  LIKE KIDS, 
ANN— BUT AT THIRTY-SEVEN, I'M 
SET IN MY WAYS— AND I  ENJOY THE cultural life



POEM FOR THE WIFE OF A FRIEND

You believe adamantly but 
exclusively in Dr. Spock,
Dr. Lamaze, Swami Salami and 
Healthful Food. This coupled
with the perception of a road-frog 
gives you the amazing grace 
and insight of a mud-elephant.
Thankfully you didn't come to the
Green Door with us, I would 
have scratched on the eight-ball 
and been forced to prove pickled eggs 
are more nutritious than sweet potatoes.
It's women like you that 
make us believe in Mailer 
and Hemingway. You play 
a tolerable game of darts and
this may yet save your son. You 
think I'm obnoxious & the source 
of your marital strife.
If you ever read this
you will think your suspicions 
are confirmed at last, but 
remember it's not what you think 
it's what you drink.
You will not think this much 
of a poem, but it's adequate 
for whom it was written.
These antipathies I've wanted to express.

THE SEAT OF THE INTELLECT IS THE SALIVA, II
Lately, I'd rather read 
the TV guide than plumb 
the depths of the immortal 
Ezra & I'd much rather
shoot a game of pool than 
read at all. The newspapers 
& now even the TV tells me 
that alcohol is not good
for my brain, that alcohol 
will destroy my brain. This 
worried me for a long time, 
as I had not made any plans



for my brains in the
event of my death. Therefore,
I came up with the 
following list of uses to
which my brain may be put 
after my death or 
perhaps even before:
(1) a floor mop, (2) a
wobbling lighter than air 
balloon, (3) the protagonist 
of Luis Buñuel's latest 
movie. That's it, that's
all, just three possibilities 
for my brain. Perhaps that's 
why it's difficult to drool 
saliva into syllables. But
before I become an over-the-hill 
poetry editor & gag on a sestina, 
let me drool some saliva for 
you & finish up this poem.

CHIMAERA TAKE TWO

They say that death stands 
to your left and you can 
feel its presence by a 
chill. I wonder if
Chopin felt its chillness?
I wonder if it was cold 
and ball-like? I wonder 
if he waited for it
to strike out? Oh well, 
all I can do is wonder 
because any further speculation 
on my part, would be just that,
speculation. Also, it would 
probably be consciously poetic 
and would do nothing more 
than fill up another stanza.
Perhaps when I feel that final 
chill and glimpse that 
spectre to my left, it 
would be better if I
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were pickled in alcohol 
in a large economy size 
miracle whip jar, rather 
than face those grubs,
and placed on the 
shelf beside 
c, the speed 
of light.

—  Kirk Robertson 
Trinidad CA

ISADORA
insane insane insane 
heavy intense alive 
strangled to death

CYCLES
return the saint to his temptation 
time and time again 
after he has settled that 
once and for all

curtain flapping gently 
autumn morning wind
sunlight shadowed on the old elm tree 
tea steeping on the kitchen table 
and I must go to work

KEROUAC
sadness and alcohol and going 
and then writing about going 
with sadness
never relieved by alcohol

—  Richard Dillon 
Tempe AZ
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POEM FOR POUND, November 1st, 1972

It threatened to snow all day.
The shaggy clouds 
blustered over the mountains 
and I thought
of old men going on journeys
and remembered your "Exile's Letter.”
Now you are on the dark highway.
Perhaps it is twisted like sheep’s guts, 
cold with winddriven stars.
Perhaps you move unrecognized,
among the rabble of souls released today,
your leonine white head pressing forward eagerly

ii
I imagine a painting 
by el Greco:
a host of dead poets in heaven 
lift the prince
out of his heavy armor into light.
The well-oiled doors are open.
You were prepared.
The day, which has waited ages 
is fulfilled:
death becomes your full-dress uniform.

iii 
Go.
Thou hast outlived thy poems.
Go, go leisurely,
pass beyond the great wall without hindrance.
Enter thy house of cut stone, 
thy painted paradise,
thy land of blue embroidery and smooth jade, 
thy Cathay of memory.
Go, go swiftly,leave us in exile on the barbarous frontier.

Go.Thou hast forgotten all of thy poems.
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THE STORM

the peace trees shiver 
like nervous stallions
storm approaching 
on big wheels of wind
for a few moments 
the sky turns orange
filling the windows 
with unreal light
one streak of blue 
glows behind black leaves
i watch from basement windows: 
here comes the rain

—  Harald Wyndham 
Pocatello ID
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I love Jane 
Fonda

let it be
known
I was disgusted

the first time
I saw her naked 
On the cover of

Newsweek
or was it Time 
Have the times

changed
has she changed 
She's a bright girl

she's got
real balls 
She is right on

the side
of life



As Time Passes
Bulltoven

lives on a 
chicken farm
Now and eats

raw onions 
he has a plate
From a mail-order

dentist
his breath 
Is not helped

in the
meantime 
Sometime I

feel I
should 
Disown him

even as 
the greatest
Remaining poet

living
on earth

As You
Fondled my cock

with
your tongue 
I was supposed

to be
thinking 
Of the great

American
novel. But 
As I massaged

your cunt 
from tail-bone
To umbilicus

you were
dreaming 
Of babies

babies
babies

—  Judson Crews 
Chillicothe MO

SMALL PRESS NOTES:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::: : :: ::: : ;:
y Latest good releases fm. Black Sparrow Press: Diane 
Wakowski's Dancing on the Grave of a Son of a Bitch, $4, 
Robert Kelly's The Mill of Particulars, $4; and Richard 
Grossinger's The Continents, $4.50 fm. P.0. Box 25603, 
Los Angeles CA 90025. J The 1973 "Premio" volumes fm. 
Casa de las Americas are now available: Fernando Lam- 
berg's Señoras y Señores, Poli Délano's Cambio de Mas- 
cara, Victor Torres' Una Casa en Lota Alto, Antonio 
Caso's Los Subversivos^ and Oscar Pino-Santo's El Asalto 
a Cuba por la Oligarquia Financiera Yanqui. 5 William 
Wantling's San Quentin Stranger is being published by 
Caveman Publications Ltd. in New Zealand. Second Coming 
Press is handling orders here, and an order at the reg- 
ular price of $4.95 also brings a year's sub to Second 
Coming. Write: Box 31246, San Francisco CA 94131. ^
Cafe Solo #6 is devoted to James Mechem's short novel 
Women Without Qualities, $1.50 fm. 1209 Drake Circle,
San Luis Obispo CA 93401.
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CLASSIC RATING
5 Gertrude Stein's Reflections on the Atomic Bomb (v.l of 
previously uncollected writings) $4, D . H . Lawrence's The 
Escaped Cock (a definitive version with relevant corres
pondence, commentary, etc.) $4, and Charles Bukowski's 
South of No North (stories of the buried life) $4 fm. Black 
Sparrow Press, P.0. Box 25603, Los Angeles CA 90025. IF A 
reissue of Paul Metcalf's Will West $2.95 fm. The Bookstore 
Press, 39 Housatonic St., Lenox MA 01240 —  also releases 
Ruth Krauss' This Breast Gothic $2.95. J Alphabet Anthol
ogy (one letter poetry edit, by Joyce Holland) fm. A1 Buck, 
Box 304, Iowa City IA 52240. JT Gerald Locklin's Poop won 
the 1972 Wormwood Award and now there's the equally-reward
ing Son Of Poop $2 fm. Mag Press, 3802 La Jara, Long Beach 
CA 90805. 5 Locklin's prose now surfaces in Locked In With
Locklin fm. True-Gripp Press, P.0. Box 1053, Huntington 
Beach CA 92647. JT Ezra Pound (a close up by Michael Reck) 
$2.95 and Nabokov, A Bibliography by Andrew Field $15 fm. 
McGraw-Hill Book Co., 1221 Ave. of the Americas, N.Y. NY 
10020 —  the latter is good reading for those addicted to 
bibliographies (as is this reviewer); although it follows 
a rather unusual data format. Someday there must be real 
standardization for bibliographic format while still leav
ing room for individualized comments.
VERY HIGHLY RECOMMENDED::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::
5 A1 Masarik's An End To Pinball 75izi fm. Vagabond Press, 
John Bennett, Box 879, Ellensburg WA 98926 —  also releases
6 Poets (A1 Masarik, Lyn Lifshin, John Thomas, Ron Koertge, 
Joel Deutsch, Ann Menebroker) only $1 with portrait drawings 
by Bukowski! IF Alexander Taylor's Black Stone Upon a 
Black Stone, a broadside fm. Occum Press, P.0. Box 68, South 
Willington CT 06265. IF Joe Ribar's The Book of the Buffalo 
fm. Figtree Press, Claverack NY 12513. JF Gerald Locklin's 
Toad’s Europe $2.25 fm. Venice Poetry Co. & Mime Troupe, 
mailing address unknown, unfortunately. JT Richard Snyder's 
Mind Pobie $1 fm. Titmouse Review, 3152 West 7th Ave., 
Vancouver 8, B.C., Canada. 5 Quixote 8/9 is titled as 
Natives, A New Anthology of Contemporary Poetry (edit, by
Ed Ochester) $1.50 fm. Spring Church Books, Box 127, Spring 
Church PA 15686. JT Specimen 73 (edit. Paul Vangelisti)an 
anthology of poets including Bukowski, Ron Koertge, Gerda 
Penfold, and Stuart Z. Perkoff, $2.50 fm. Pasadena Museum 
of Modern Art, Pasadena CA. IF Albert Drake's Riding Bike in 
the Fifties $1 and an unpriced poster poem 13 Ways of Look- 
ing at a Model A fm. Stone Press, Box 227, Okemos MI 48864 
—  other good broadsides available by Earle Birney, Harley 
Elliott, & Richard Kostelanetz. IF S. R. Lavin's beautiful 
production Cambodian Spring (effective poem and effective 
design) fm. author, RFD, Ware MA 01082. IT 20 Times in the 
Same Place edit. Lee Mallory re: the Santa Barbara poetry 
scene (foreword by Kenneth Rexroth) $3.50 fm. Painted Cave 
Books, 362 Storke Rd., Goleta CA 93017.
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HIGHLY RECOMMENDED
y Ann Menebroker's If You Are Creative, I Will Vanish, $1 
fm. Zetetic Press, Donald Jenkins, Box 6, Folsom CA 95630.
J Richard D'Abate's To Keep the House from Falling In, $2.95 
fm. Ithaca House, 108 North Plain St., Ithaca NY 14850. y 
Charles Foster's Victoria Mundi $4.50 and The Immanentist 
Anthology (Art of the Superconscious) $2.50 fm. The Smith, 
Horizon Press, 156 Fifth Ave., N.Y. NY 10010. y Neeli 
Cherry's Don't Make a Move fm. 2754 San Gabriel St., San 
Bernad ino CA 92404.
RECOMMENDED::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::
JT Louis Phillips' A Catalogue of Earthly Pleasures fm. 324 
East 34th St., N.Y. NY 10016. jf Wendy Rose's Hopi Road- 
runner Dancing $2.25 fm. The Greenfield Review, Greenfield 
Center NY 12833 . JF Kirby Congdon's Black Sun ~$4.50 and 
Great Art (edit, by Eric Greinke) overpriced $10 fm. Pilot 
Press, Box 2662, Grand Rapids MI 49501. y Jacqueline 
Halpern's Strings fm. Owl's Head Press, G.P.O. Box 182, 
Brooklyn NY 11202. JT R . C. Halla and Dale David collabor
ate on River Bottom fm. authors, 905 Cherry St., Oshkosh,
WI 54901. JÍ Dan Wilcox edits An Anthology of the Albany 
Vortex $1 fm. 2128 Watson Ave."] Bronx NY 10472. jf Edward 
Tomchin's Leaking Smoke fm. author, P.0. Box 761, Moorpark 
CA 93021.
RECEIVED:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::
Eduardo Dalter's Las Espinas Del Pescado fm. author, Rea. 
de Chile 1020 San Justo, Buenos Aires, Argentina. 5 Jose' 
Joaquin Silva's Hombre Infinito fm. author, Casilla de 
Corree 834, Asunción, Paraguay. y Gabino-Alejandró Carr- 
eddo's Los Lados Del Cubo fm. author, Terpedero Tucumán 26, 
Madrid 16, Spain. jf Ricardo Zarak's arma blanca fm. Edic
iones Participación, Apartado 6624, Panamá 5, R"] Panamá.
NEW MAGS AND EXCHANGES:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::
J Living Hand (edit. Mitchell Sisskind & Paul Auster) $2.50 
/issue fm: Auster, 29 rue Descartes, Paris 5, France. y 
Icarus (edit. Margaret Diorio) $2/yr. fm. Box 8, Baltimore 
MD 21139. y Lava (edit. G. P. Vimal) $l/copy fm. 26/53 
W.E.A., New Delhi 110005, India. y Berkeley Poets Co-Op
erative $3/3 nos. fm. P.O. Box 459, Berkeley CA 94701. 5T 
Schist #1 is out and good (edit. Sandy Dorbin) $5/4 nos. 
fm. P.O. Box 257, Willimantic CT 06226 (#1 contains a Robt. 
Bly checklist). y  Mr. Cogito (edit. R. A. Davies & J. M. 
Gogol) $3/3 nos. fm. Box 6 2 7 Pacific University, Forest 
Grove OR 97116. y Neptune's Kingdom (edit. Martin Gleeson) 
fm. 5 Victoria Terrace, Kilkee, Co. Clare, Ireland (seeks 
U.S. manuscripts). y  Connections (edit. Toni Zimmerman) 
fm. Bell Hollow Rd., Putnam Valley NY 10579. y Talud 
Revista Literaria (D. Orlando Flores Menessini) fm. Apar
tado Postal $79, Mérida, Estado Mórida, Venezuela.
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NEW MAGS AND EXCHANGES CONTINUED

y Puerto Del Sol (edit. David Apodaca) $3.50/4 nos. fm. Box 
3E, New Mexico State University, Las Cruces NM 88003. 5
Maryland Poetry Review (edit. Michael Egan) fm. 13919 For- 
sythe Hoad, Sykesviile MD 21784. JT Hard Knocks fm. 1549 
North Holyoke, Wichita KS 67208.
VITAL INFORMATION AND STATISTICS:::::::::::::::::::::::::::
The edition of this issue has been limited to the usual 
700 numbered copies; the first 40 copies being signed by 
Ben Pleasants. The copy in your hand is #
Our Patrons:
E. A. Ahearn 
Anonymous: G. I. L.
Anonymous: A. R. M.
Donald R. Peterson 
Anonymous: S. A. R.
Anonymous: W. S.
Dr. Marvin Sukov
Wormwood may be purchased from the following shops at the 
regular price: Asphodel Book Shop, 17192 Ravenna Road,
Route 44, Burton OH 44021; Chatterton's Bookshop, 1818 
N. Vermont Ave., Los Angeles CA 90027; Either/Or Bookstore, 
124 Pier Ave., Hermosa Beach CA 90254; Ithaca House, 314 
Forest Home Dr., Ithaca NY 14850; Leaves of Grass, 39 
Maplewood Ave., Philadelphia PA 19144; Paperback Booksmith, 
516 Commonwealth Ave., Boston MA 02215, Serendipity Books, 
1790 Shattuck Ave., Berkeley CA 94709; Larry Wallrich Books, 
25 Whitehall Park, London N.19, England.
The regular subscription rate to Wormwood is $3.50 for in
dividuals and $5.50 for 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 of 
the paid subscriptions are guaranteed through issue #60. A 
single issue of Wormwood is $1.50 postpaid anywhere in the 
world. A very limited number of issues #16-23 and #25-51 
are still available at a rate of $6 for four issues. Prices 
for issues #1-15 and #24 will be quoted, when and if copies 
can be found. 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 MI 48106. Full size reproduct
ions are not available from University Microfilms.
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