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CHANTING
—  for Steve Richmond

Sitting in an orange kitchen chair
with stone and oil can
and white cotton cloth
sharpening my pocket knife to an edge
I can shave the white hairs
back of my hand.
I am happy at this domestic labour,
I chant aloud.
The smell of corn tortilla frying 
floats through the open door,
I am happy and I am chanting 
until the blade is sharp, 
mind sharp.
I stop to catch my breath 
and suddenly hear the sounds 
of Carol chanting in the kitchen 
working over the rolling out 
of yellow corn meal.
She is happy and calls,
"come on in for supper."
Then, we can both hear Sam 
behind the house
playing with his trucks in the sand pile,
and he is chanting
happily.
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A CURSE
Shut in chickens for the night,
feed an old carrot to Snowball the rabbit,
piss a curse for the fat coon —
lives across the road in the bush
laughing at me, smacking his lips,
"chicken dinner, rabbit stew ..."

ORION AND THE LADY
Damn it's cold 
outside sighting stars.
Open cabin door 
to fresh bread smell.

THE GREEN PEAS
3 days of rain follow 
3 days of holiday
so I am sober, clean 
and clear throughout
as the green peas climb 
the fishnet in the garden.
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LIBRARY LUNCH
Thumbing through 2 books:
one a history 
of the Milky Way, 
the other a story 
of the Silk Road 
between Rome and Cathay.
Andromeda and Tamerlane.
Photos of galaxies:

"do not wail for my soul
but please do pray"

said Timur "the Lame."

DANCE STEP
Cleaned debris 
of the
chicken house:
laid out 
fresh straw:
picked up 
three eggs:
let the 
chickens out 
to scratch:
already the 
neighbor talks 
first frost.

WORKINGMAN'S SATORI
The hoe 
is a damned 
handy tool.



THE FRONT GATE
A few precepts basic as rice 
bagged in burlap
reiterated to the periphery of chant
until the day by day
takes up its unlimited forms
out of the shadows
of ebony and ivory dawn.
Let the hand tell 
the stories of the heart 
spoken through the mouth 
by way of the head
taken as a double-headed tool of force 
and gentleness.
Hand and shovel work 
with stone, sod, clay.
Stone-set path between the porch 
and the front gate.

—  Charles Tidier
Ganges, BC —  Canada

HOW TO GET A RUG-ON
1. Turn over the Tree of Life 
& sit, cross-legged,
on one seamy end.
Draw the other end 
over yr shoulders.
Hire a photographer 
to shoot the pattern 
on yr back.
2. Sit, bare-assed,
in the center of a Hamadan.
Draw up yr knees
fold yr arms over them
& rest yr head in yr arms
contemplat ing
the head of yr cock
which should just barely
touch
the center
of a geometrically shaped 
purple flower.
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SURREALISTIC FABLIAU
Writhing on a mattress 
with a fitted, striped sheet 
neither of us doing very well 
we heard the doorbell.
Rinaldo stood there 
wearing only a gray T-shirt 
and looking so goddam grave 
that I wasn't surprised 
when you asked him in.
We spent three days
holed up in our flat
and he was just what you needed —
Rope-Cock Rinaldo.
I don't have much to complain 
about either, thinking back 
on that long, claustrophobic week
end, except for all 
that pickeled mackerel 
he made us force down 
with mayonnaise
the white flesh so hard to separate 
from the soft backbone & black skin 
that we were never really sure 
what we were eating.

BLUE CAT
She sat most of the day 
in the parlor
with her father's porcelain cat 
in her lap
uneasy on its haunches
but never moving
its spine arched high.
Each
was as delicate as the other 
but they didn't look alike 
as you might expect.
A certain pinched quality 
maybe 
& eyes
that stared with the same intensity.
The cat stared at a magpie
in a Goya reproduction
on the wall
but the girl's stare
just missed this picture
& hit the wallpaper —
a fantasy
of interlocking blue feathers.
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Her father never objected
to what might be considered
regressive behavior
but every so often
after a drink or two
with a good friend
he would admit
he was sorry
she never got married
& that
he didn't see more of the cat.

—  Albert Stainton 
Machias ME

DAY HELP —  THE BINDERY 
i

It's the monotony, of course; 
the machine makes a perfect bow 
and you only have to feed it 
packages of brown paper.
You try to make a perfect package.

ii
The people here smoke a lot.
They kid each other, and gossip 
even though the machinery 
drowns all sound.

iii
The system is different.
There's a 15.93 on the card 
they've given me.
That must mean four o'clock.

iv
I understand my sister-in-law better,
I think. She's parlayed seven years 
of this into a new house and car.
She must have wanted those things terribly.
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POET PARTY
The poet-host circling the guests for drinks 

came upon us, explaining that
the poet was lost to his child 

who could not sleep.
The poet-editor circling in the guests 

discovered us, advising us
that our poems were wrought 

with the craft of children.
The poet's women circling through

their cigar smoke stumbled upon us, 
exclaiming their admiration

for that which was not yet fulfilled, 
that almost stillborn.

The poet-Ph.D. circling through an alcohol daze 
fell upon us, explaining that his talk 

was much and about himself,
but that he was paid handsomely for it.

He affirmed sobriety
but wished a cup of coffee.

—  J. V. Brummels

UNLOVED
Syracuse NY

she slapped her dog for barking.
it was trying to tell her that it loved her.
some reward.
the owner left. hours passed.
the dog thought it was weeks.
it became bored. began chewing
the rug. threw up on the sofa for kicks.
peed on the carpet.
the owner returned. the dog began to bark, 
it was trying to tell her it was joyful, 
it was beaten unmercifully. the Humane 
Society was called in. get it out of my sight, 
untrainable moron.
months passed. then years, 
no one wanted a dog with a record. 
it cowered in a corner. trembling, 
it grew sullen, then mad. 
it was put to sleep.
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AS IF COME WERE NOT ENOUGH
-- for Charles Bukowski

as if standing on its 
own goddamn good erection 
were not enough
the editors had the nuts 
to ask me to accompany my 
orgasm with an afternote
explaining what made the come to 
squirt out like it did.
no fuckin privacy left
in this goddamn Grand Inquisition
world I piss thru.
fuck off you frog dissectors!
(and don't worry, my beautiful faceless 
mexican whore baby:
they'll never get your name and number 
from me.)

FUTURE SHOCK
the punch was on target 
the man was knocked out 
but the strange thing he
didn't crumble and fall 
right away there seemed 
to be a definite delay
before lapsing into oblivion 
like a butchered cow whose 
teats go on twitching
even after its head has been 
chopped off. I was riding the K 
bus south looking out the
window at the new condominium
going up when suddenly
the poem by Ant in I had been
struggling with gaining no headway 
hit home like a flash of 
satori insight .
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and it was uncanny but this 
critic who had spewed vindictive
tirades on a poem of mine 
published in New Directions 
just last year
I'm sitting at home listening to 
Johnny Carson tell a joke: 
silence for a few seconds then 
a burst of understood applause
when the phone rings and 
this vindictive critic
in a sort of apologetic voice tells 
me he's sorry about the vituperation 
but he was reviewing someone else's work
when something clicked inside his skull 
concerning my poem and in a flash
of nirvana he knew what I meant
his eyes were opened and he had to call and make 
posthumous amends.

—  Allen Fogel
Miami Beach FL

PATROL DUTY
Four of us are dressed in swimsuits, 
sneakers and army surplus knives. 
We're on top of a barn. On signal 
we jump out a window, running.
We cross a thick, black marsh, 
not caring about leeches, suckers 
or snakes. We are like snakes.
We wade through and climb a steep 
grassy hill. A tall, good-looking 
blond and I run lead, fast as wind. 
We reach a plateau and it is steep 
again. Finally, the wire fence. 
Under we go, clipping with scissors. 
"Like a World War I scene?”
He smiles and makes bomb noises 
as he clips.
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ON SET
This girl and I watch 
a movie being filmed.
The director circles 
on a catwalk over a pond.
A singer, pianist and piano float 
on a small island.
Another island of musicians 
floats by slowly.
The camera is tight so only 
water and islands are seen.
The director walks fast, 
scribbling notes.
"Joy, joy ..." he mumbles, 
meaning the actresses 
should express joy.
This girl and I start to leave 
the museum where the film 
is being made, but 
I see a bunch of Europeans 
I know
sitting in the library.
I greet them shaking hands, 
hugging, kissing cheeks.
This girl I'm with stands by 
watching.

—  Mitchell Hider 
Monroe OR

JULIUS CAESAR 
(veni, vidi, vici) 

i

Caesar went grocery 
shopping because his 
stores were nearly 
depleted
He filled his cart 
with Roman Meal bread 
spaghetti noodles 
olives 
frozen fish 
chianti
chicken drumsticks 
and a box of
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Wheaties
(breakfast of champions)
Caesar paid the 
checkout with Roman 
coins which she mistook 
for Kennedy half-dollars

ii
Caesar went to
the movies and saw
"Fall of the Roman Empire"
He couldn't believe 
how big Sophia 
Loren's mouth really 
was and it teed 
him off when the 
Forum was shown 
on fire; any ass-hole 
knows marble buildings 
won't burn

iii
Caesar turned his 
chariot into a 
gas station and 
asked that oats 
be given to the 
horses
He went into the 
waiting room to 
get a road map 
of Gaul but could 
only find the street 
plan for Scarsdale,
New York
After the attendant 
had checked the 
wheel rims for wear,
Caesar mounted his 
chariot and pulled out 
into rush hour traffic

iv
Caesar complained 
to the lifeguard 
that the water in 
the baths was too

cold and the lifeguard 
said this was a 
swimming pool buddy 
and anyway where's 
your trunks?
Caesar pleaded innocent 
in court to charges 
of indecent exposure 
and was let off 
because he had 
good references from 
three million subjected 
barbarians

v

Caesar went to 
the coliseum 
to see the Rams 
against the Bears
Though he looked 
hard all afternoon 
Caesar never saw 
one bear or ram, 
just a bunch of 
gladiators thrashing 
around over a leather 
ball that didn't seem 
worth fighting for

vi
Caesar being a 
great leader 
offered his services 
to the government
They asked him 
if he could drive 
a truck and he said 
marching was more 
his style
They asked him 
if he could fire 
a rifle and he said 
a sword was more 
trustworthy
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They asked him 
if he could read 
a battle plan and 
he said creating 
one was more in 
his line
The government 
classified Caesar 
4-F on general 
principles

—  Robert Matte 
Tempe AZ

WORKING THE TWO WEEKS VACATION 
is not bad
there are a few of us 
just me 
on my floor 
i set up a fan 
and a radio 
next to my saw 
i cut alot of rods 
i take a rest 
when i feel like it
i eat my lunch alone 
but i always do that

OLD JANET
old Janet retired
on tuesdays 
she'd have your pay up to you 
by 10:00
now they got a machine 
to do it
and two extra women
and payday is Wednesday 
and lunchtime's too early 
to go cash your check

SMOKING
the sign says no 
but you're allowed 
back by the door 
just don't throw 
the matches around 
that's the first thing 
the inspectors look for
you can take a break 
without a smoke 
but it feels too lazy 
if the boss comes



TWO THINGS
I have to remember 
if ever I'll hear 
you people again
the things that you told me 
and the things that you said

—  Gary Keizer
North Haledon NJ

MONOLOG FOR E. E. CUMMINGS AND HIS SWEET OLD ETCETERA
We thank you Cummings
most for finding exits out 
of this enormous room,
for leading us back 
to that pretty how town 
where memories are mosquitos 
buzzing in the head: 
of times when tulips, 
kites and wee balloonmen 
were the fingers 
that made early flowers, 
we the hands;
and we thank you Cummings 
glad and big
for showing us somewhere
we have never travelled,
gladly beyond this realm
of brittle treacherous bright streets
where Buffalo Bill's defunct
and serpents bargain
for the right to squirm;
we thank you Cummings 
in just spring, when all 
in green go our loves 
riding, for the intricate 
imperfect various things 
you give us, even 
Cambridge ladies who live 
in furnished souls 
(since feeling is first),
and next to of course god 
America thanks you too:
eddieandbill, hey wait for us!
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MONOLOG FOR DYLAN THOMAS AND HIS FORCE THE WRONG KIND WAS

And after all that ranting 
with an accent: death 
will have dominion none, 
do not go gentle, death 
refuse to mourn, etc. Ha!
How is the white giant's thigh?
But it was always so:
from Fern Hill to the running
grave the hand
that signed the paper
always was a little just
this side of the truth.
Take love: from her first 
fever to her plague 
Grief, thief of time, when all 
your five and country 
senses failed to see, stole 
the process in the weather 
of the heart and left 
you chained to a kennel 
in the dark; for you, 
the rub turned out to be 
a slap, and not a tickle.
How _is the white giant's thigh?
The boys of summer cheer
you: but this force the wrong
kind was that through
your body drove. Below a time,
you only wake up once:
how soon the servant sun
betrays a saint about to fall!
How is the white giant's thigh?

—  George Drew 
Troy NY

HOW MY COUSIN WAS KILLED
by his girlfriend 
they were drinking 
muscatel had to drive 
his old station 
off reservation to score
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took long deserted dirt 
road back
got into fight with
his honey has
to piss gets out
she hops behind steering
wheel back over him
throw it into first
drive over him throw
it in reverse back
over him
back & forth
next day indian police
shovel his body into
gunnysack that
how my cousin was killed

GRANDMA #2
grandma's got a world of her own 
just her a few old cronies the 
bartender oh yeah and her 
husband who wears the beer can 
hat she made him for his birthday 
i think she married him because 
he looks just like the guy on the 
old burgermeister label 
we call him "burgie" 
grandma's a real swinger likes 
to dance have parties: 
wedding aniversaries, going aways, 
st. Patrick's day, birthdays 
on new year's eve she felt penned 
a butterfly on her thigh and 
went around to each old crony 
lifting up her dress and showing 
them her pulsating butterfly 
she was a real hit that night 
on her birthday she fell 
off the barstool and broke her hip 
i think her stay in the hospital 
was the longest she ever was away 
from her dark hideout 
but i guess it's not really a 
hideout for if we ever want to 
find her we know just where 
she'll be
on the eighth bar stool next 
to the man in the beer can hat

—  nila NorthSun
Missoula MT
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THE BERRY BUSH
there is this berry bush out back 
it doesn't look like much 
a hulk of leaves & branches 
berries & flowers 
purple berries, white flowers.
the flowers look like popcorn & 
they seem to have appeared overnight.
shortly after the flowers came 
the birds came 
about fifty oversize robins 
pretending it's spring here 
when it's only February.
the birds have taken over 
& after assaulting the berries 
they strut across rooftops 
their salmon chests bloated 
& sun warmed.
they seem to be waiting for something 
lined up on the back fence 
or in formation on the roof.
my cat doesn't know quite 
what to make of them 
he's a little too young yet 
but he studies them carefully 
lying out back on his belly 
low crawling thru the dirt 
making these clicking noises 
with his mouth
waiting for understanding 
for some blood sent command.

FATHERS & SONS
the last time I was home it was 
pretty bad & we never got around 
to talking much 
or relaxing with each other 
I mean it was his turf & 
we were a lot like a couple 
of dogs in the park 
pissing on trees & bushes 
& setting up boundaries 
& what with my long hair 
& mustache & poems he
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seemed to view me as 
something other than son 
like maybe I wasn't the 
howdy doody look alike he 
taught to fight & play ball 
maybe I was some kind of 
sissy or fruit 
& when the relatives came 
to observe this curiosity 
& my polish aunt asked me 
to read some poems 
the final perimeter was 
pissed upon & we stood there 
facing off & growling inside 
steamfitter & poet 
father & son
both of us caught up in it 
a couple of privates in a 
war waged through centuries 
a war we neither understood 
nor wanted.

MOTHER
it's not that I never liked her
that isn't exactly true
she just wasn't very
important to me
or at least not as important
as she thought she should be
& there was always that
disapproving gaze
that well I don't know
you suit yourself I'm
only your mother
& always searching for defects
in her creation
like when I was really little
the times when I'd feel her
studying my face
& then hold still a minute
& then she'd lick her finger
the way she did when
turning pages in a book
& then I told you
to hold still
& then the wet finger
on my face
rubbing away at a
speck of dirt
that smelly wet forefinger 
sculpting my face.
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THE SALVATION ARMY
the dress would have looked good 
on the Andrews sisters 
it's tissue thin & 
coming apart on the side 
& you can see dark nylons 
& a garter belt 
as she wobbles thru the door 
on spiked heels.
decked out like that 
in thrift store 
elegance
you get the feeling she 
might have walked in there 
naked
& bought the whole wardrobe.
she has trouble walking 
& stops at a parking meter 
to adjust one of her heels.
she leans on the meter 
& the old guys in front they 
quietly watch the girl 
& all that flashing leg.
they look pretty serious 
they don't know this is a joke.

THE PLANT LADY
three days a week she comes around 
& waters the plants 
climbing up this ladder 
in front of my shipping table 
wearing a pair of faded jeans 
cut off about mid-thigh 
& made into a skirt .
good legs are like good poems
they belong to mankind
& her legs will take your breath
away, long & tan &
laced with curly blonde hairs
they speak the language of
sunsets & sunflowers
& just looking at them
can make living a
whole lot more
tolerable.
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but legs are attached
unfortunately
to a person
& this person has all sorts of 
intellectual pretensions 
& all sorts of 
ontological obsessions.
still, for a while it seemed 
we might hit it off 
she even liked my poetry 
but soon enough she found 
the person behind the poems 
& she found him to be crude & 
disgusting & not nearly 
as good as the poems.
when she waters the plants now 
I try not to look 
at those legs .

KISSING TIME
she has her boy friend's initials 
carved into her arm, tells you 
she did it in reform school 
all the girls did it.
it is 1958 & you are selling 
popcorn at the speedway 
it is demolition derby time 
& the girl is wearing what 
the guys call a see-more 
blouse.
you can't stop staring 
at her big tits & 
she catches your eye & 
asks you if you like 
what you see.
all those reform school movies 
flash through your head & 
you know she must do it 
figure she's at least 
done it with TK 
the guy on her arm.
at intermission Bobbie Rydell sings 
Kissing Time on the loud speaker 
& you turn in your vending gear 
telling the man you don't feel good.
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you have six hard earned dollars 
in your pocket 
& you walk out of there 
with the reform school girl 
holding on to your arm.
in back of the speedway she 
makes you come with her hand 
& promises to go all the way 
next time.
you're fifteen years old 
& you'll never feel any better 
in your life.

THE FIGHT
the kids had traffic blocked & 
no adults could get thru 
to break it up 
& from my upstairs window I 
had a hundred dollar ringside 
seat
but the fight itself wasn't much 
one of the boys didn't really 
want to be there 
in that circle 
in that ritual
but the crowd was worth the view 
there must have been fifty kids 
running up the street to see it 
all sizes & ages & they 
could've been running to a 
carnival or circus or fire 
& some of the kids had dogs 
running along with them 
& the guys would be shadowboxing 
& bobbing & weaving as they ran 
& there were plenty of girls 
making even more noise than the boys 
& I hadn't heard so much laughter 
in a long time
& one of the boys in the circle was 
dancing & jabbing like Muhammad Ali 
while the other backed up 
fear all over his face 
& then something happened 
the scared kid got lucky & 
landed a roundhouse right 
flush on Muhammad's nose
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&. the crowd was suddenly silent 
& Muhammad looked like he 
didn't want to fight 
anymore
& just about then a couple of 
grownups got thru & 
broke the thing up.

IT’S ONLY A GAME
ah yes, it is truly crazy
to be freezing your balls off
10 o'clock at night
playing softball
the 33rd annual city wide
men's softball league
& a whole lot of the players
look like they've been here
every one of the 33 years
& it's just for fun
you know
nobody will hassle you it's 
only a game
but things do get hairy I
mean their bald headed 1st baseman
would block the base line &
the ump would ignore it
till our 50 year old catcher
got pissed & sunk an elbow
deep into baldie's beer gut
as he was rounding first
& by the time he got to second
most of their bench was out
on the field after him &
when the ump tried to calm things
someone on the bench tossed a beer can
his way & called him an asshole
& the ump said he'd forfeit the
goddamn game if we didn't start acting
like mature adults
& with much griping & bitching we 
went back to the game 
& the final score was 30 something 
to 20 something
& the only other excitement came late 
when our shortstop kept telling 
our left fielder where to play 
& what he was doing wrong 
& some clown hit this pop fly 
that dropped between them
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& they stood there staring at each other
& cussing each other & then no shit they
started duking it out
right there in left field
while the ball sat on the grass
& this old guy who could hardly run
circled the bases & the ump just
said fuck it this is ridiculous
& called the game
but it was a lot of fun it
really was & next time we're
going to take it easy I
mean it's only a game
right?

HAPPY THANKSGIVING
it's the same every time they call
& they call every holiday
three of them talking at once
my mother starting it off
how is your wife's weight
she's at that age where you
have to be careful
& would she like some earrings
for Christmas
& then it's which relatives have died 
& which relatives have married 
& she'll be sending clippings 
from the papers
some high school classmates in politics
& my old friend Rick called her
he's designing developments now
making a fortune
sounds very happy
& then it's my grandmother
on the rec room extension
she wants to know when they're
going to put my poetry
on the market
& why don't I write stories 
I could write just one book 
like Gone With the Wind 
or Peyton Place 
& I'd be set for life 
never have to write again 
& no one understands why I write 
the things I do 
& then it's back to my mother 
on the kitchen phone 
a martini quiver in her voice
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she is being very frank with me 
she says
she thought poetry was supposed 
to be beautiful
she's embarrassed by my writing 
she's ashamed to show my books 
to her friends
& she never knows what to say
when someone asks what I'm doing
& my father's cholesterol count is
down to normal
& he's back on the beer
the gout hasn't bothered him
in months
& I can hear him belching & wheezing
into the phone
on another extension
& my mother scolding him
say something to your son, Albert
it's thanksgiving
he's 3000 miles away
& there are a few minutes of
strained football talk
some jokes about the catholic church
& my mother's pumpkin pie
& finally the inevitable silence
the four of us listening to
cross country static.
well, I guess I better go 
my mother says 
this is costing us 
& then the three in chorus 
wishing me a happy thanksgiving.

TWO GENERALS
this old woman lives across the street
she wears an army surplus overcoat
when she walks her dog
walks him all hours of the day
never stays out long
dresses the dog in fancy sweaters
carries him in her arms
when another dog comes near
lets him crap in this
patch of grass
right under my window
she acts a bit like a maniac
a movie maniac
she could be Peter Lorre's wife 
& she's always looking around 
looking over her shoulder 
when she walks him



like it's some great adventure 
some perilous mission 
& when the dog is finished she 
scoops up his shit 
on a neatly folded paper towel 
& carries it to the street 
places it oh so carefully 
into the gutter
like maybe it's an abandoned baby
on a church doorstep
or some kind of bomb
& then she marches back
across the street
lock stepping with the dog
a couple of generals
home from the wars.

CUSTER’S LAST STAND
baby, we have to cut this out 
I mean, it's getting to be like 
Custer's last stand 
around here
& you've got so many horses
so many arrows you're
shooting my way
like why don't we ever go out
& why don't I cut down on the drinking
& why do I have to stay up all night.
but it's always like this 
when I'm writing 
you know that
the poet's isolation is not a 
romantic myth
& like Custer I've gathered
my wagons & my cavalry
all about me
closing myself off
from all those Indians out there.
& listen it's bad enough 
knowing I'm not going to win 
knowing they'll get to me 
soon enough
so please baby hang on 
just a little longer 
these poems I write they 
aren't bullets & they won't 
make those Indians go away
but they will help me to stand tall 
& look those bastards in the eye 
when they come in for the kill.



THE STAR TREATMENT
the photographer used about four rolls 
& we must have hit ten bars 
that day
& there would be pictures of me with old men
& pictures of me with peroxide floozies
pictures of me with bartenders
pictures of me pissing
pictures of me shooting pool
pictures of me passed out at the bar
etc .
I was driving home drunk that night
listening to the Giants game
on the radio
feeling like a real star
my picture would be on the book
a book of my own poems
I was on my way
on my way to
something or other.
when the cop pulled me over 
for missing the stop sign I 
kept the radio on 
& when he asked to see my 
registration 
I told him to be quiet 
to wait just a second 
the Giants had the bases loaded 
& Bonds was at the plate.
the warrant check turned up 
two outstanding parking tickets 
so he was afraid he'd 
have to take me in
& he kept apologizing all the time 
asking me about the ball game 
while twisting my arms 
behind my back & 
snapping on the cuffs.
on the way to the station I 
told him I was a poet 
& I told him about the 
picture taking session 
& how it seemed ironic 
that my day should end 
like this.
not much was said after that.
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THE DOG
there is nothing quite like it 
just touching him will make you 
feel good
or going to the park with him 
& playing stick, swinging 
him around as he holds 
the stick in his mouth 
& he won't let go even if 
his mouth starts bleeding 
& to please me he goes after 
tree limbs & boards 
struggles up this hill 
sisyphus with a tail 
& then there's the fire engines 
when they go by we howl 
together, a regular serenade 
these limp howls wiggling 
up thru our throats 
& unfortunately for him I 
don't always want to play 
unfortunate because his mood 
his well-being is so linked 
with my own
he knows me better than anyone 
from five years of sitting 
under this table while I write 
the good times when I get up 
& dance around the room 
his eyes closing 
his face smiling 
he can hardly take 
such good times 
dancing along with me 
trying to wag his tail 
his whole rear end shaking 
& then there's the table pounding 
the fucks the shits the goddamns 
the fists of paper flying about 
the room
& him taking it to heart so 
like maybe it's his fault 
cowering & trembling 
under the table 
every bit as neurotic 
as his master.
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THE BASKETBALL PLAYERS
we went over to the local playground 
& it turned out to be a junior high 
but there were enough baskets there 
enough for a whole city 
so we warmed up & started playing 
some one on one
it had been years for both of us 
& we hadn't been so good even then 
but in a few minutes it seemed like 
it was coming back 
it seemed like we had the touch 
but we started slowing down 
soon enough
we slowed down to a walk 
it was kind of pathetic 
sweating out last night's booze 
unable to follow up on a shot 
or run after a loose ball 
& we had set the game at 20 
but we were having trouble 
reaching 10
& then the thing got out of hand 
it was all elbows & shoulders 
nothing but shoving & pushing 
we were taking everything out 
on each other
it looked like we might even fight
when the bell rang & they came running out
hollering & screaming & full of energy
I guess they were 7th graders
the boys talked dirty & asked us
if we had any grass
they kept laughing & jiving &
stealing the ball from us
while the girls stood in little groups
pointing & giggling at this strange sight
these broken down basketball players
& one of them kept staring at me
as if she understood something
I probably imagined that
& I started thinking how nice it might be 
to be alone with her
in all that innocence, all that energy 
& I started showing off 
trying half court hook shots 
that didn't even hit the boards 
dribbling behind my back & 
losing the ball
& soon I was hoping for recess to end 
I couldn't go on much longer 
but we were on show
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we couldn't just quit 
we were on display
& then this beautiful gym teacher appeared 
walked over & introduced herself 
& the girls were really giggling now 
& I didn't have enough breath 
to talk to her
but that wasn’t necessary anyway 
& she was the director of phys. ed.
& were we there for any particular reason? 
& you couldn't play basketball 
during school hours 
without administrative permission 
& administrative permission was never given 
during school hours
& it looked like we'd have to leave 
which is what we started to do 
as they lined up to go back inside 
& the boys kept breaking ranks & 
running over & stealing the ball 
then driving in for layups 
while the girls cheered 
& the gym teacher fidgeted & stared 
& waited for us to 
make our exit.

JEHOVAH'S WITNESS
two of them in front of 
woolworth's 
hawking watchtowers 
standing & smiling 
like mannikins.
one of them 
just plain ugly 
ugly like 
an unmarried aunt.
the other beautiful 
wearing her woolworth smile 
like a chastity belt
trembling when a man 
approaches
avoiding his eyes.
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3000 POETS
there are 3000 poets here 
in the bay area & 
it's beginning to look like 
a bad Hollywood movie 
all these poets huddled together 
like junks in a Shanghai harbor 
rubbing up against each other 
& going nowhere
except for the endless readings 
where gay poets read to gay poets 
& women poets read to women poets 
& black poets read to black poets 
3000 poets huddled together 
like junks in a Shanghai harbor 
hoping for Clark Gable maybe 
in a single engine Hollywood special 
buzzing the harbor 
then shooting up into the blue & 
skywriting their names 
for all to see.

—  Al Masarik
San Francisco CA

A BEGINNING BIBLIOGRAPHY OF AL MASARIK

1. WHITE HORSE (1970) The Lone Ranger Biology Press, 57 
Scott St., San Francisco CA 94117; 21.7 x 28.0 cm.; 
edge stapled into wrappers (black photo-montage front 
design on matte blue stock carrying the words "Meat- 
ball 6" and "Free" —  back cover blank); unpaged (26 
pp.); black mimeographed text on blue matte paper; 
edition unspecified. Free for postage, o.p.

J Appeared as issue #6 of Meatball, a little mag
azine edited by Joel Deutsch. Contains 15 poems. 
Magazines cited in acknowledgements on page 1: 
Desperado, Hanging Loose, Laugh Literary and Man 
the Humping Guns, Meatball" and(The)Wormwood Re
view . Dedication (page 3) is; "for SPOTTY DOG." 
The central figure of the offset cover design is 
a leaping white horse. The lead poem is "Marilyn 
Monroe" —  her picture appears twice in the cover 
design.
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2. invitation to a dying (1972) Vagabond Press, P.0.
Box 2114. Redwood City CA 94064; 14.0 x 21.2 cm.;
stapled into white wrappers (black offset lettering 
on glossy stock with portrait-photo on back cover);
72 pp.; black mimeographed text on yellowish green 
matte paper containing dark blue fibers: 1000 copies. 
$1.50

J A delux (sic) autographed edition of 25 
copies was issued at $5/copy. Contains 36 
poems as well as a four-page introduction by 
Charles Bukowski dated "late November/71." 
Dedication (page 2) is: "for jill." Three 
text illustrations by Cindy Krieble. ISBN: 
0-912824-02-6; Library of Congress No. 76- 
189839. Vagabond Press continues under the 
management of John Bennett, but now from 
P.0. Box 879, Ellensburg WA 98926. A 
three-paragraph biography appears on page 70 
and cites work as being influenced by Henry 
Miller, Lenny Bruce and Charles Bukowski.

3. an end to pinball (1973) Vagabond Press, P.O. Box 
2114. Redwood City CA 94064; 13.6 x 21.3 cm. ; 
stapled into wrappers (black photo cover designs 
by Paul Havas for front and back covers on matte 
white stock); 32 pp.; black mimeographed text on 
cream matte paper containing dark blue fibers; 
edition unspecified. 75<£

J Contains 15 poems. Originally was to have 
been published under the title of Blues for 
Son of Cochise by Atom Mind Publications. 
Dedication is: "for alicia." ISBN: 0-912 
824-04-2. Magazines cited in acknowledge
ments on page 32: Atom Mind, Desperado,
Focus Media, Hanging Loose, Hearse, Invisible 
City, Mag, Meatball, Second Coming, Vagabond. 
and (The)Wormwood Review.

4. CUSTER’S LAST STAND (January, 1975)/detachable 
booklet, center-section of magazine/ The Wormwood 
Review (#57), P.O. Box 8840, Stockton CA 95204;

what you have in hand.

5. Red Mountain, Agatha Christie & Love (projected 1975) 
Caveman Publications Ltd., P.O. Box 1458, Dunedin,
New Zealand (release date uncertain, but to be dis
tributed by: Vagabond, P.O. Box 879, Ellensburg WA 
98926) .
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MARLBORO COUNTRY
Rick Strause always measures problems out in smokes. 
An eight ball bank is "a fresh ciggy shot." 
Straight-ins are just a puff.
Six clubs is a Tijuana Small, 
seven hearts rates a Roi-Tan.
Dogs are useless on three pack nights.
This translates quite readily 
into grander smoke rings.
Burton and Taylor took their last drag.
Kissinger just lit up a fresh one
who looks like she has a long way to go.
Muhammed Ali could stand a hit or two.
When last seen, Nixon was shopping in Virginia 
for a wholesale deal with Liggett & Myers.

ONE FLEW OVER THE CUCKOO'S NEST
my wife had claus and acrophobia
so for therapy we went
milling around in angry mobs
until she was ready for the acid test:
department stores at Christmas clearance
and back to school specials.
weekends were devoted to ferris wheels, 
cookouts on Needle Rock, a season's pass 
on the Palm Springs cable car.
the cure took. for pleasure rides 
she takes the Santa Ana Freeway at 5 pm. 
her strolls are on a tightrope over 
the Grand Canyon and Niagara Falls.
She's mailed Evel Knievel a challenge.
the only problem is I'm scared to leave 
my room, step off a curb, 
or climb a flight of steps.

A MANY SPLENDORED THING
Love is never having to say you're sorry, 
says Erich Segal, Ryan O'Neal, and Ali McGraw. 
What do they know?
Love is KISSING ASS, says Roger Corbin, 
an existential Ovid,
far ahead, and well behind, his time.

- 31



This Don Juan of the derriere maintains 
kissing ass is good for the soul, 
it cleanses the mind:
"you know exactly where your head is."
To kiss or not to kiss is not the question.
Thou shalt kiss ass if you want to get any.
Show me a man who won't kiss ass 
and I'll show you a man on the brink 
or headed for a shrink.
Roger speaks with tongue akimbo 
puckering up for the job at hand.
His girl says "we enjoy doing things together." 
Roger translates that:
"I kiss her ass. It's that simple."
He wanted to see "Deep Throat."
They settled for "The Great Gatsby."
"I'll kiss Gatsby's ass if that's what it takes, 
although I'd prefer Mia Farrow's.
Line 'em up, I'll kiss 'em.
The lower you go the higher you fly.
I can kiss ass with the best.
I even do impressions. I kiss her ass
like Steve McQueen, Omar Sharif, or Charles Boyer.
My Burt Lancaster really knocks her out.
I really get my teeth into that one.
I've never met an ass I didn't like.
There's no such thing as a bad ass.
Sighted ass, kissed same.
I kiss 'em because they're there."

WORLD’S FARE
from dollars to T-shirts 
we're living in a world 
where all things shrink.
it’s vital that you buy 
every item two sizes too big: 
reputation, sausage, honor, 
beef rib eye, incredulity.
unfortunately we're all stuck 
with what's between our legs.

THE PROFESSIONAL
The unwary dealers in Vegas
have no idea he is headed their way.
Cigaret between his lips, snap brim
hat back on his head, he smirks
all the way from Riverside to Barstow.



Gassing up at Baker,
he purses his lips from there on in.
Time for the final psyche-up on his system.
Posing as a salesman for Chef Boyardee, 
he checks into the Flamingo.
The desk clerk doesn't suspect a thing. 
Shower, shave, he rejects the pin stripe 
as too much Al Pacino. Opts 
for the orange turtle neck instead 
with sunglasses on top of the head.
Downs his double scotch neat, 
is ready for the action.
Blackjack: stay on 14, dealer showing three; 
double down on 11, splits a pair of eights, 
all goes off like Timex.
28 skins. next morning 14 more.
Tip for the dealer, an inside smile 
for the pit boss.
Back in his Falcon, he leans back
and lites a Winston. He'll be back again
next year. Ha! Little do they know.

WOULD YOU RATHER HAVE YOUR TEETH FIXED IN LIBYA?
Now it’s being told by the likes of 
Ishmael Reed and Helen Gurley Brown 
the truth
about the white American male.
He never could turn on or tune in, 
get it up or get it on, 
suffer, dance, or hear the beat, 
steal second or the show, 
tell a lager from a Luger.
All he ever did was
invent war, the church & guilt,
Holiday Inns and the male Chauvinist pig, 
plagiarize poems and talk like Jimmy Stewart.
In other words,
Mantle, Ruth, & Lenny Bruce;
Lincoln, Truman, JFK;
Gone With The Wind, On The Waterfront, & Shane; 
Hawthorne, Hemingway, & Harry Heilman;
Brando, Bogey, & Jonas Salk;
Jefferson, Edison, & Groucho Marx;
Astaire, Sinatra, & Moby Dick:
Walter Mitty & Bob Cousy;
Brubeck, Goodman, & Glenn Miller;
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Eugene Ormandy & The Philadelphia Orchestra; 
John, Walter, & Houston Sam;
Lewis & Clark;
Steak & Eggs, DiMaggio's 56; 
didn't or don't exist.

THE SEMINAR
this gal we know was doing her 
sociology homework in the 49-er tavern.
"What's up?" we asked.
"I've got to list the 
ten dirtiest words I know 
and after cunt, clap, syph,
I'm running low."
We helped her out:
guilt
reality
junior high school 
Regan
Orange County 
Love Story 
Rod McKuen
We could have done better but
she was only taking the course pass/fail.

THE MANLY ART OF SELF DEFENSE 
everybody knows the champ
whether it’s the Brown Bomber, John Garfield,
M. Ali, Kirk Douglas, or
the Sweet Swatter from Sweetwater.
and the boys in the prelims have 
a following, too. their fans come 
early for a burger and a beer 
to beat the traffic to the punch.
but how about the cabinet makers who ply 
their trade after the main event?
marty the mauler's one of these.
34, he's never fought a windup or a champ, 
his record's 90 won and 90 lost and 90 by KO. 
he has to fight to supplement the wage 
he makes as part time honey dip and onion topper, 
still he takes pride in his work.
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he's so expert at his craft the promoter
tells him what he wants.
if there's been no cuts all night,
marty can bleed like Ali McGraw's heart.
after a dearth of knockdowns,
he can play the canvas like a trampoline.
you like snorting? he'll sound like porky pig.
is footwork your thing? he'll give you
Willie Pep, Fred Astaire, or Sugar Ray.
of course, nobody watches. the customers 
are all filing out. he plays to their backs.
later at home his wife will ask:
"How'd it go tonite, hon?"
"Terrific! My new fall makes such a thud 
five people actually turned around."

—  Charles Stetler 
Long Beach CA

SANTA CLAUS COMES DOWN FROM THE MOUNTAIN
a thermos of vodka under his arm
and his girlfriend braced beneath the other
we three ambled down a 1000 steps
toward the crowded dinning room
for his poetry reading. he said to her:
"someday you will give readings
and you won't need booze. this is my courage —  
you were born with it."
after a few more steps he continued:
"they want to drain every immortal drop of 
my blood, and I've got to give it to 
them. I'll let them ask questions
after each poem." we arrived 
at the room and I guided him to the 
stage where he immediately sat down 
and poured himself a drink.
I crossed my legs and listened as 
the master of wordsmen and toughness 
tried to give away some of his spoiled blood; 
his $300 check folded in my shirt pocket.
someone asked him to sing melancholy baby 
so he broke forth a few bars, then someone 
brought up the free press and he said:
"the free press is shit and people only



buy it to read me." he went on coveting 
his thermos and 35 minutes from word one 
he was mumbling inaudibly and nearly 
fell from the stage.
I looked over at stetler who had been 
laughing all evening, then I looked back to 
the face of one of the ugliest men alive 
and wondered: is there some sort of sacrifice
going on here? knowing, that in the end there would 
be no forgetting his scarred face and performance, 
what he had been in his books was the real McCoy.
I see santa claus coming down from the mountain.

OFFSPRING
three red and green rattlesnakes snap 
at each other across my back 
but never touch
life has been an army of pepper 
marching on my lungs
my mother is now locked in a padded 
cell where she sculpts 
and reads the classics 
beneath an unshaded light
my querulous father buys 
3 quarts of oso negro in mexico 
each month
and is racked with varicose veins 
and premature baldness
i am here by myself
with three restless rattlers dancing 
across my shoulder blades
doing all i can to overcome
my genetics
and sing my own song

WINGS
—  for Robert Peters

on a tour of the house 
i was taken from room to room
a drawing of three dead 
elephants resting in african grass
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then in the room beyond 
his son's bedroom hanging 
above the waterbed a mobile
bobbing in the orange air 
several sets of wings with 
feathers folded back 
some with wide span and brown 
some tiny sets in ebony 
while
balancing the wings were 
spent shotgun shells 
charred around the edges
he was a young son 
who had put together 
a thing of beauty
to sleep beneath

HEARTBEAT
a sweet woman lives nextdoor.
she's married to a busy doctor who never
pays her no mind,
he just keeps her in silver thins & cold cream.
I can hear her arguing with the gods 
while throwing fresh eggs against the shower walls 
to loosen the knots of her frustrations, 
it is a bad scene.
lately, the talk up & down the block is, 
that some action will have to be initiated, 
maybe lock her in a bell-tower, 
she has all the local kids
gathered about her
and involved in her practice.
she roams the tract,
stethescope dangling about her neck
hunting for dogs to examine: 
st. bernards, beagles, danés, pomeranians. 
she listens to their heartbeats, 
i think it is funny.
the topper is,
that the residents around here aren't 
worried about their children, no, 
but about their dogs.
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what concerns me is the poetry of her 
operations, what does she hear when she puts 
the scope up under the dog's belly? 
is there something special about a heartbeat?

—  John Kay
Long Beach CA

The Whales of Albuquerque
Two cottonwood trees.
The bugs and the wind 
Have carried away the bark.
They are very white 
With age .
They rest by the river 
Waiting for a chance 
To jump in.

Ode To Sobriety
this sweet darkness 
free of bruises
the woman behind the bar 
surprised to find out 
my eyes are brown
she smiles and pours 
another shot 
of whiskey

—  Carl Mayfield 
Albuquerque NM

POOR TROCHI
poor Trochi 
poor Mimi Trochi
she is probably the hansomest woman I have seen
and young too, still young,
she keeps running into traps,
twice in the madhouse,
married, shacked and deserted
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beyond count
mostly by homosexuals and bi-sexuals,
she knows I am one of those rare old-fashioned straights 
and she comes to me for strength
but all I give her are my hard-ons and hot kisses
and we are always interrupted by lightning and chance
and luck —
her lover or my love,
to be a lover is to be loved,
but poor Trochi and I never seem to get beyond the 
hot kisses,
and I am usually luckier that way,
and she certainly must be —
if you want to call it luck —
all these babies,
and then the big decision:
abortion or birth? which is the crime?
but the crime is that always the guy who did it
vanishesTrochi has met the greatest vanishers of all time, 
and for one of the handsomest women on earth 
this could be a puzzle
especially since she has a mind and a soul also,
Trochi simply choses wrong,
actually she choses indifference to begin with;
she believes indifference is a strength
when it's only a family flaw in her upbringing.
I have suffered right along with Mimi Trochi 
although I have never stuck it into her 
she keeps coming back 
with stories and sobs
while looking more handsome than ever.
we don't even kiss anymore,
all those hot kisses are useless:
I am not indifferent enough.
"You had your chance,"-she tells me, 
showing me her last baby
live and from a trip from Florida, and sucking 
tons of milk.
I don't know what to do about it 
so I phone my girlfriend and say
"Do come over. Mimi is here with her latest baby 
and we are drinking whiskey to celebrate." 
my girlfriend comes over and picks up the baby and 
tortures it in her loving way
•just as she does me, and then I tell Mimi that we must leave for dinner,
and Mimi Trochi says, well, hell, all this traffic 
now, it's 5 in the evening, could I stay a while, 
and so we leave handsome Mimi Trochi there 
and drive off,and I don't worry too much about robbery 
because I feel that Mimi does love me in her
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sort of way,
and coining back the next morning 
I find nothing missing, 
there's only a small phone bill later, 
a call to Van Nuys and a call to Pasadena, 
hardly anything for a woman in her state, 
you know how it usually happens: 
a call to New York or Philadelphia 
or London or Paris or worse.
I have her phone number written down
and I am going to invite her to my New Year's party
if she's still in town
then.
that day we left her at my place
she said she was going over to try to get a job
as a belly dancer
at the Red Fez. a Turk, she said, owned the Red
Fez and he was giving her some
trouble
having known Mimi Trochi this long 
I was afraid to ask her 
what the trouble was.

FAIR STAND THE FIELDS OF FRANCE AND NEGATION
in the awesome strumming of no 
guitars
I can never get too high
in places where giraffes run like 
hate
I can never get too lonely
in bars where celluloid bartenders 
serve poisoned laughter 
I can never get too drunk
along bottoms of mountains
where suicides flow into the streams
I smile better than Mona Lisa
high lonely drunk grin of doom 
I love you.

ROUND TRIP —  FOR T.H.
he got the love letter in Peru
and drove his motorcycle all the way to
Boston and when he got there
she told him she didn't mean it,
she was in love with an architect
a married man, and would he help her get him?



he said no, and walked the streets all day, 
it got cold that night 
and he found this motel
and the man looked at him through a little hole 
in the doorand he said, all I've got is this room and it costs 
eighteen dollars, 
eighteen dollars? he asked
yes, said the man talking from the little hole, 
if you want the room
pass me 18 dollars through this hole, 
so, being weakened with afflictions, 
he passed the 18 dollars through the hole 
and got the key and went up to the room, 
it was a terrible room 
but it had a bed
and he thought, maybe a night's sleep will help, 
but he couldn't sleep,
it was the toilet, the toilet made so much noise, 
so he went back to the man who stood behind the 
hole in the door and he said,
I can't sleep, it's the toilet, the toilet is keeping 
me awake, please fix it,
and the man said, the toilet is all right, go back to 
your room and go to sleep,
and then the hole closed and all he could see 
was the door and he beat on the door and the door 
wouldn't open,
and he went outside and found two cases of empty
coke bottles by the vending machine and he began
throwing coke bottles
through the motel owner's window
and it was a large plate glass window
and the police came and grabbed him and took him away,
they put him in the madhouse and
he sat on the toilet and masturbated,
he stayed in the madhouse 19 days, masturbating
most of the time,
and when he got out
he got on his motorcycle
and drove all the way back to Peru
no longer in love with the lady who had written him 
the letter from Boston.

THERE'S PEOPLE IN PLACES WHERE SNOW LIVES
1,2,3,4,5,6,7,8,9,10,11,12
12,11,10,9,8,7,6,5,4,3,2,1
the ability to translate life into 
art or sense,
the dog's head is all swollen to one 
side
H. Hesse is dead
there's people in places where snow 
lives



my love limps on one foot
and I feel that somehow
the barracuda is
damned
14-7786
wrong number
city lights telegraph nothing 
I've lost my putty 
knife.

—  Charles Bukowski 
Los Angeles CA

WORMWOOD’S EXCHANGE LIST:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::
Subscribe to the little mag of your choice. We exchange 
with the following: Abraxas ($2/2 nos.) 2322 Rugby Row, 
Madison WI 53705; The Beloit Poetry Journal ($3/yr.) Box 
2, Beloit WI 53511; Berkeley Poets Cooperative ($3/3 nos.) 
PO Box 459, Berkeley CA 94701; Beyond Baroque ($10/yr. 
for inst.) 1639 W. Washington Blvd., Venice CA 90291;
Big Boulevard ($3.50/6 nos.) 5585 Orange Ave., Long Beach 
CA 90805; black Jack ($?) 2116 Burnstead Dr., Billings MT 
59101; Black Sparrow Press, PO Box 25603, Los Angeles CA 
90025; Camels Coming Newsletter ($7/12 nos.) PO Box 703,
San Francisco CA 94104; Casa de las Americas ($3 Canada/ 
yr.) 3ra. YG, El Vedado, La Habana, Cuba; Chernozem ($2/
4 nos.) PO Box 404, Gothenburg NB 69138; Clown War ($?)
153 Albermarle Ave., West Babylon NY 117041 Cold Spring 
Journal ($10/yr.) PO Box 303, Cherry Valley NY 13320; 
Corduroy ($2.50/3 nos.) Crouch Rd. Rte. 4, Jonesboro TN 
37659; December ($7/4 nos.) PO Box 274, Western Springs IL 
60558; Descant ($2/yr.) Dept. English, Texas Christian 
Univ. Stat., Fort Worth TX 76129; The Edge ($l/yr.) PO Box 
25042, Victoria St., Christchurch New Zealand; Empty Belly 
($l/no.) Box 14, Ganges BC, Canada; en haa ($?) Apartado 
19211, Quinta Crespo, Caracas Venezuela; Epoch ($3/yr.) 245 
Goldwin Smith Hall, Cornell Univ., Ithaca NY 14850; The 
Falcon ($2/yr.) Mansfield State College, Mansfield PA 16933; 
Happiness Holding Tank ($?) PO Box 227, Okemos MI 48864;
The Fault ($1/2 nos.) 41186 Alice Ave., Fremont CA 94538; 
Free Lance ($l/no.) 6005 Grand Ave., Cleveland OH 44104; 
Ghost Dance ($2.50/yr.) Univ. College, Dept. Am. Thought 
and Language, Michigan State Univ., East Lansing MI 48823; 
Global Tapestry ($6/4 nos.) BBbooks, 1 Spring Bank, Sales- 
bury, Nr. Blackburn, Lancs, BB1 9EU England; Granite ($5/
3 nos.) Box 774, Hanover NH 03755; Grapeshot ($?) Progress- 
ive Club, Riverina College of Adv. Education, PO Box 588, 
Wagga Wagga NSW 2650, Australia; Greenfield Review ($4/4 
nos.) Greenfield Center NY 12833; Grupo Cero ($?) Viamonte 
2440, piso 4° "A", Capital Fedral-Buenos Aires, Argentina;
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Hanging Loose ($3.50/yr.) 231 Wychoff St., Brooklyn NY 
11217; Heirs Magazine ($4/2 nos.) 657 Mission St. (#205)
San Francisco CA 94105; Hey Lady ($?) Morgan Press, 1819 
N. Oakland Ave., Milwaukee WI 53202 ; Hiram Poetry Review 
($2/yr. ) PO Box 162, Hiram OH 44234; Huerfano Ç$'2/yr. )
Box 15700 NAU, Flagstaff AZ 86001; Icarus ($2/yr.) Box 8, 
Baltimore MD 21139; Interstate ($4/yr.) 4319 Airport Blvd. 
Austin TX 78722; Invisible City ($2/3 nos.) Red Hill Press 
6 San Gabriel Dr., Fairfax CA 94930; Isthmus ($3.25/no.)
PO Box 6877, San Francisco CA 94101; Journal of Modern 
Literature ($8/5 nos.) 1241 Humanities Bldg., Temple Univ., 
Philadelphia PA 19122; Journal of Popular Culture ($15/yr.) 
Univ. Hall, Bowling Green Univ., Bowling Green OH 43403; 
Lazarus ($8/yr.) PO Box 7, East Lansing MI 48823; Litmus 
($?) 574 3rd Ave., Salt Lake City UT 84103 ; The Little Re
view ($2.50/yr.) PO Box 2321, Huntington WV 25724; Living- 
Hand ($8/4 nos.) 62 Georgetown Rd., Weston CT 06880; Mag 
($3.50/yr.) 3802 La Jara, Long Beach CA 90805; Man-Root 
($5/4 nos.) Box 982, South San Francisco CA 94080; Madrona 
($5/3 nos.) 4332 4th NE (#3), Seattle WA 98105; Minotaur 
($?) Box 4-1166, Anchorage AK 99509; Mushroom ($7) 3310 
Bainbridge Ave., Bronx NY 10467; Nausea One ($3.50/4 nos.) 
PO Box 4261, Long Beach CA 90804; Neptune's Kingdom (10 p 
/no.) 5 Victoria Terrace, Kilkee, Co. Clare, Ireland; New 
($2.75/yr.) RD 3, Trumansburg NY 14886; New Poetry ($77 
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