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FROM THE THREE HUNDRED AND SEVENTY-FIFTH EDITION OF DOCTOR 
BODY —  STAMMERING

This defect of speech sometimes proceeds from functional 
disorder, sometimes from nervousness, sometimes the result 
of irritability. Whatever the cause, it can be cured by 
exertion of the will. Stammerers, although they cannot 
speak a single sentence without hesitation, can sing a song 
of many verses as fluently as anybody; and it is almost as 
true that they can read poetry with equal ease. It is, 
therefore, recommended that those who stammer should begin 
by chanting the first bars of a simple melody, such as 
"My Country Tis of Thee," and then practice singing on one 
note, ending a note lower or higher each time, slowly at 
first, but gradually increasing rapidly.
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COCHISE AND MANOLETE

I'm a first-rate businessman 
but a lousy poet. My friends 
believe anything I tell them.
The line to my front door 
is imaginative. The bell rings 
and another word gets written. 
Soon I'm admitting anything that 
walks. Turn them upside down 
and they come back for more. But 
the titles are unrepeatable.

—  richard snyder 
Ossining NY

THE MAN WHO WANTED THE WORLD TO END WITH A BANG

When this man's relatives come to see him, he gives the 
grandfathers exploding cigars. He puts smoke bombs in 
their automobiles. After the goodbyes and waves, the 
cars go down the street belching black smoke. The rela
tives drive on grimly, condescension all over their faces. 
He has been doing this for years.

Lady Fingers to wake his baby up. Cherry bombs to throw 
at his cat. Rockets and roman candles to illuminate his 
night. He made a piece of pipe into a pistol and, stuff
ing it with a two-inch firecracker, shot a marble into 
the side of his house. It went through all the walls and 
plaster, through the back of his desk and into the upper 
right-hand drawer where it rolled around on his papers.
This man argues that explosives have aesthetics. They 
benefit man in three ways. First they further his edu
cation by instructing him in the effect of a sudden 
alteration in his physical surroundings. Second, explo
sives make possible grand and stirring celebrations.
Third, and greatest in value, is the inexplicable joy 
conveyed by explosives.

Take the ancient Chinese, for instance. They celebrated 
by firing off black powder. Marco Polo saw it and dream- 
ed of cannons.
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It can be argued that cannons have negative aesthetic be
cause of their destructive capabilities. But many have 
found experience with a cannon to be quite educative. And 
they point out that the successful use of large numbers 
of cannon has never failed to lead to a celebration.
Which brings us full-cycle back to the ancient Chinese.

And as for joy, he says, looking his relatives straight 
in the eyes, it's wherever you find it along the way.

This man moved all his relatives to that part of the 
country which records the greatest number of sonic booms. 
This is what it will sound like when the world ends, he 
said. After a while you won't even notice it.
Sure. Great. Whimpered his relatives.

His father came to visit. He accepted his son's mono- 
grammed, pre-Castro, Cuban cigar. When it went off he 
shit in his pants. The relatives all smiled wanly. 
Everyone shits in his pants the first time.

On the explosives aesthetics index an exploding cigar 
with shit in the pants rates a four. An explosion lead
ing to pure joy (for exploder or explodee) rates a ten 
if there are two corroborating witnesses.

But this man says getting a ten is almost impossible.
Only through involvement in the bang does one experience 
the most intense explosive joy. And the closer one is 
to the bang, the less chance of his surviving to reap 
the educational and celebrative benefits of the experience. 
One approaches the top and bottom of the aesthetic index 
at the same time. Such moments are instantaneous, aware
ness of them is never reached.

The ultimate explosive experience requires that everyone 
in the world would be involved in the bang at the same 
time. Like if a giant flaming star, thousands of times 
larger than the Earth, were to come hurtling out of the 
heavens and mow us down.

That, he tells his relatives with a wink, is how the 
world will really end.

IN THE UTILITY CLOSET —  FOR CARL LARSEN

In the loneliness of the utility closet the tousle-headed 
mop has begun to fantasize a relationship with the 
plumber's friend.
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The pumber's friend is my child, thinks the mop. She has 
her father's wooden handle and will soon grow thick white 
hair like mine.
Late at night the mop awakens to shouts and running feet. 
The door to the utility closet flies open and the plumb
er's friend is yanked from her side.
The mop herself is flung to the kitchen floor. Later she 
sees the plumber's friend returned to the closet. Then 
she is stumbled over, kicked and cursed, taken down the 
hall and made to sop up the goo.
When they are together again in the dark utility closet, 
the mop regards her silent child. The plumber's friend 
has a bad smell and is dripping water on the floor.
My child, my child, weeps the mop.

—  Joseph Nicholson 
Flemington PA

LOVE AMONG THE SILVERWARE

my wife said, i am making sweetbuns, 
get the jar of honey down
and i said, where is it
in the cupboard, said my wife

i opened up the cupboard 
and the jar of honey said, 
i love you, carl

no, said my wife, i love you, 
carl

and the jar of honey and 
my wife both looked at me

and i said, i love you too, 
honey
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ROAD TO MECCA

Awkwardly rolling his great hairy home, 
the dung-beetle came to a fork 
in the road, where sat 
the firefly.
"Friend-creature," said the beetle, 
pausing on his endless journey,
"could you guide me to the path 
to Mecca?"
"I suppose I could," said the firefly, 
"but tell me first: what is that 
odious globe you push so reverently?' 
The beetle smiled and said,
"It is my home, my food, my nesting- 
place, my burial cask. It is the 
finest excrement on all the continent. 
I'm taking it to Mecca, to fulfill 
my Destiny."
"Balderdash!" the firefly exclaimed, 
"only an idiot would undertake 
a journey such as yours. There is no 
Mecca, and you are a fool!"
"Perhaps you're right," said the 
dung-beetle, "but won't you tell me 
why you fly about each night 
with such a brightly-glowing lantern?" 
The firefly preened his shiny rear.
"I'm looking for an honest bug," 
he said.

—  Carl Larsen 

Lock Haven PA

A 1937 LINCOLN ZEPHYR V-12

My Uncle had a 1937 Lincoln Zephyr V-12.
It had an ice-cream white paint job 
and shiny chrome Zephyr-winged hubcaps 
to spin round the sun and the moon.
Once he parked it in front of the Walhalla Skating Rink, 
and posed stately-cadish in his blue pin-striped suit.
He put his foot on the running board 
and said 'cheese' into the eye of all eternity, 
trapped with the hummingbird flash of the shutter, 
in front of his 1937 Lincoln Zephyr V-12.
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THE LAST HEAD SHOP IN ALHAMBRA

At the last head shop in Alhambra
the high school kids snicker and giggle
at all of the busted and flyblown paraphernalia
while the proprietor reads the National Enquirer
with yellow eyes.
At the last head shop in Alhambra
it seems more like a museum —
a cut-rate museum of cultural history,
full of condemned rainbows,
flesh & nightmare kaleidoscopes,
and other grim reminders
of the politics of electric neurology.

At the last head shop in Alhambra
they are having a special on Janis Joplin posters
(was $2.00 now 25ç)
and 75-watt blacklite bulbs
(was $3.99 now 69ç) ,
and if you hurry, you can pick up
(for next to nothing)
a fake-ass day-glo illustration of infinity 
and a faded fluorescent bumpersticker that says: 
"Strawberry Fields Forever."

—  Gary Griest
Los Alamitos CA

A SUSPENSION BRIDGE ACROSS A CHASM

pretended to be a footbridge across a drainage ditch.

"Pay the bridge a penny," said a little hand-written card 
by a coffeecup full of pennies. And travellers would 
drop a penny in the cup if they were honest, ignore the 
card if they were so-so, or steal from the cup if they 
were fuckers. But whatever they were, when they got to 
the middle of the bridge it would rear up and thrust a 
large, professionally-lettered sign in their faces.
"GIVE ME EVERYTHING YOU'VE GOT OR I TOSS YOU IN THE CHASM

So that there were always naked people hurrying off the 
bridge, which brought even more people hurrying on to see 
the free private parts.
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So that the bridge became so rich it hired another bridge 
to cheat people while it toured the world, stretching over 
grand and scenic places letting the little fools swarm 
over it and call it "brother."

THE HYPNOTIC TURTLE

A turtle whose shell makes people think they're rich, 
crawls into a shack and tries to burrow under an unemploy
ed weed-surgeon's foot.
"Momma, bring me a little caviar. And do see that Robert 
waxes the Caddy before we go to the club," he yells to his 
wife, who squats in a corner boiling a shoe.
She picks up her crutch to give him a good drubbing, but 
sees the turtle and coos, "Yes dear, but can I please have 
a new coat —  chinchilla would be divine."

"Anything for my angel," croons the man, feeling good for 
the first time in years. "But what's this? Reggie's let 
some silly animal in the house." He picks up the turtle 
and walks toward the door.
"I wonder how far I can throw this thing?" he chuckles, 
grinning at his wife over his shoulder, like a man about 
to step off a roof.

ZINJANTHROPUS DISEASE

What would he do? What would become of him, stricken with 
Zinjanthropus Disease? No one had ever had it. There 
were no precedents. But he refused to fool himself. A 
thing was what it was. Zinjanthropus Disease. How else 
explain the receding forehead, increasing stoop, flatten
ing nose, hairiness (him, who'd avoided beaches, cursing 
his naked chest). And the wild craving to sit in a cave 
by a sacred fire and gnaw on charred giant-sloth leg! How 
he envied pregnant women, whose pickles-and-yogurt crav
ings were tolerated, satisfied, encouraged.
Like any smart young man, he'd put off marrying until he'd 
sowed his wild oats, and put off sowing until his job left 
him time, which it hadn't yet. Where would he find a mate 
now, looking like he did? How would he rise in his firm? 
The grappling hooks he'd thrown over that vice-presidency 
—  and which had caught, too —  were growing brittle, like 
vines in winter.
Try as he would, he couldn't conceptualize the way he used 
to.
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"One thing to do," he mused, stifling an urge to put on a 
bearskin and stalk small, horse-like creatures. "Find a 
woman, drag her to a lair in the mountains, and infect 
her with my disease.
"We will learn which gods rule where. Learn how to please 
them and avoid their anger. We will sing songs to the sun 
and moon, eat and wear what the forest gives us.

"It will be hard for her at first, but easier with time."

WEEB HURLS ONE SMALL MONKEYWRENCH INTO THE WORKS

In a light rain, fire is shooting out of the socker field, 
right next to the sidewalk. A wispy foot-high flame 
straight up, like from a bunsen burner. The old dump!
1930's garbage rotting under the grass, giving off natural 
gas. Add an idiot to light it —  Cataclysm! We could all 
be blown sky-high.
Not quite convinced enough to run, I walk-fast away and 
tell the campus cop who guards the Intramural Building 
door. In an official voice, he assures me the danger is 
"minimal," the problem will be "taken care of." "As," 
his eyes imply, "will the one responsible —  probably 
you. "

After class, I walk back past the fire-spot. It's cover
ed with white foam, the fire gone. But not 10 feet away, 
a patch of mud is fizzing. I dare myself to light a 
match, stand staring as the flame eats toward my fingers. 
Tentatively, my hand moves toward the fizz.
A quick hiss. I leap back. A flame!
I dash to my car and speed away, singing like a madman.

PLAYING THE FREE SPIRIT, WEEB FALLS ASLEEP IN THE WOODS

He wakes lying on his back, staring at blue sky through 
the branches of a oak tree. The undersides of the leaves 
shimmer in a light breeze, the way a lake-surface shimmers 
under moonlight. He can almost believe he's in an under
sea world.

This would all be very pleasant except that his legs are 
tied in a hard knot around the tree-trunk, which is just 
thick enough to make it impossible for him to reach a- 
round and untie them.
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He's worrying about becoming bow-legged when a group of 
nymphs and fauns scamper into a clearing a few feet away, 
and begin an orgy. Some of the nymphs look suspiciously 
like girls he dated in high school, who told him they 
were saving themselves for their husbands.
"Help! Over here!" he calls, just as the head faun is 
saying "This is a great spot for an orgy, as long as you 
ignore the talking trees."

MICKEY AND THE SHERIFF

Mickey had just opened his music shop for the day when a 
man with a bright silver badge and a sawed-off shotgun 
walked in and told him to reach for the sky.
"Who who are you?" Mickey stammered.

"The law!" came the stern reply.
"But but your badge says, I think —  please correct me if 
I'm wrong —  says 'I. M. Adildo.'"
"Well, you gotta Marksalot pen?" the man demanded.

"Sure." Mickey pulled one from his shirt pocket.

"Well, cross out the name and write SHERIFF." Mickey did.

"Convinced?"
"Yes. Of course. What can I do for you, sheriff?"

"Lemme see what's in them coffins. Everything you or I 
say will be used against you."
"Please sir, those aren't coffins, they're guitar cases."
He opens one at random.
"My God, the poor kid!" The sheriff turned away, hand over 
his mouth. "You monster!" he choked.

"But it's just a guitar.”

The sheriff whirled on Mickey. "What kind of trash are you? 
Because a kid has a birth defect, looks a little different, 
you want to kick him out of the human race. Why I oughta..." 
(as he spoke he scrawled BOY across the guitar).
"Please sir, I'm sorry he's dead sir. But I didn't kill 
him. He was like that when I bought him. I swear it," 
Mickey pleaded.
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"Tell it to the judge, slave-trading, necrophiliac scum!" 
And the sheriff herded Mickey into a guitar-teaching room 
where Zeke, Mickey's cat, was curled up sleeping. "Judge,
I got a bad one for you. Oh, you don't think he's a 
judge? Give me some cardboard." The sheriff wrote JUDGE 
on the back of an enrollment card, punched a hole in it, 
and tied it around Zeke's flea collar.
"What's the sentence judge? Death? O.k." and he raised 
his shotgun, pointed at the blanching Mickey, and pulled 
the trigger. There was a click, a pop, then a red flag 
wrapped around a stick poked out the barrel and unrolled, 
spelling BANG!.
"What a relief," Mickey sighed. "It's all a stupid joke." 
He was just noticing the word DEAD stamped in purple on 
his hand, when his head started to fly apart at the seams.

—  Charles Webb 

Seattle WA

POET-BONE

I have an irregular bone near 
my elbow that makes me lie.
I call it my poet-bone:
it is very contemporary.
a poet-bone is a passport
to fabrication. it twitched
last week & I wrote about how
tuff & quick-witted I was;
how I drank a quart of jim beam
in three hours;
how my heart had been broken
by the blonde down the court
& it really didn't hurt.
I love that damn bone,
it's better than any costume, mask,
or the most sophisticated wizardry:
at once, I am the image of starshine
& I needn't wear underwear.
some folks call it a crazy-bone.
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ACCORDING TO CLYDE

everyone from Ohio reads Archie comics.
Clyde is from Ohio &
hasn't been back to the states for 15 years, 
he is ever ready for a blast, 
but usually he ends up holding the shards 
of everyone else's brilliant ideas: 
he's the kid in grade school that everyone 
knows will come with them to the deli & 
pilfer half a dozen Milky Ways. and Clyde is 
usually the guy who gets caught & stays quiet. 
Clyde is from Ohio & his character is mythic. 
two months ago he bought a diamond ring from 
a spade who was returning to the states & 
needed the cash. the ring had originally 
been purchased from an ad in a comic book 
for $150. Clyde had seen the ad himself, 
he paid $50 for the jewel & after washing 
his hands three times the diamond turned black, 
indeed. Clyde is a rare find.

-- John Kay
Bad Kreuznach, Germany

DACOITS

Reaching the bridge beyond Morena, 
in that region of sinister ravines 
between Agra and Gwalior, 
we found a large flock of sheep 
blocking the road.

A shepherd leant 
over the parapet, gazing 
at something in the river below.
As we slowly came abreast 
of him he turned to us and pointed: 
'Dacoits. Three of them. The police 
shot them less than an hour ago.'

From his slow casual manner 
he might have been talking of rabbits. 
Certainly the bullet-torn 
bodies had the same vacant 
innocence of slaughtered animals.

Two of them were floating face 
downward in the shallow water.

55



The third sprawled on his back
in the reeds. He was no more
than twenty, and seemed to be gaping
towards the bridge, not with fear,
but with utter astonishment
that such disaster could happen to him.

KAMA SUTRA

This is a book for the specialist 
or the enthusiast. It is for those 
for whom the yoni and the lingam are 
the adored objects of constant delight 

and continuous research.

It is for those who will find nail and teeth marks, 
the many kisses and artificial devices, 
no less absorbing than the eight stages 
of oral congress, the sixty-four arts 

and the eighty-four postures.

This book is not for the half-hearted, 
for those who like everything easy.
It is not for the ethereal or over-modest, 
for those who lack dedication or have 

little taste for the subject.
Nor is a great deal of it, my darling, 
now that we have grown a little fatter 
and slightly more lazy than the gods 

prescribe, for you and me.

—  Raymond Tong 
Kuwait

LITERARY NOTES:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::
The 11th edition (1975-76) International Directory of 
Little Magazines and Small Presses is now out. A $5.95 
bargain from DUSTbooks, P.0. Box 1056, Paradise CA 95969. 
The 2nd edition (1975) of A Directory of American Poets 
has been released. Also a $6.00 bargain obtainable fm. 
Publishing Center for Cultural Resources, 27 West 53rd 
St., New York NY 10019—  also includes a subscription to 
CODA: Poets & Writers Newsletter.
Best Poems of 1973 (v. 26, 1974), The Borestone Mt. Poetry 
awards is $4.95 fm. Pacific Books, P.0. Box 558, Palo Alto 
CA 94302 (contains Donald Schenker's "Agoraphobia" fm. WR)



LETTER TO FRANK O ’HARA

How do the flaming ships 
reveal themselves 
when two and a half 
men come up the street 
and only one returns 
(inside the painting)?

Frank, you might answer that 
now that yr dead ...
I have rejected your type
of thought
but not the style
and dreams were painted wide
inside my shoes once
so I walked them sideways
never wanting to disturb anyone
except Derain
and the surrealists had failed me.
I'll say that, Frank.
The road inside the clock was wrong for me 
and I put my painted shoes up 
washing out the dreams like socks 
till they faded
though I still hear the ticking 
and the ties
yes I still hear the ticking.

POST CARD TO MYSELF FROM LONDON

In the morning on the bus 
my nose is always running.
And I never have a tissue.
The agony of London 
colds as it runs down 
into my moustache.
Can I brush it with my sleeve? 
Can I wipe it with The Times? 
God, not with the TLS.
Quick with the thumb 
then into my pocket.
And I am supposed 
to be an authority 
on Taoism.'
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LETTER TO A LADY

The wind comes black 
and around 
in a dark Mercedes 
scattering leaves
the roads run off 
through a white-walled day 
the weeks fall down 
a staircase of names 
through dark wood thoughts 
in an old cafe.
The face is blurred against the rain 
the days cave in with hospital songs 
the face is soft against the glass 
white as the frost on northern coasts.
The lady waits in a dark wool coat.
The fool in the rain is always late.
"The Greeks are dead," the fool begins. 
The rain continues every night.
The girl in the soft wool coat is right. 
"The Greeks were only Romans given time."
The fool drinks Roman coffee black.
The lady sips her Grecian wine.
If thought could cross the Alps of time
They pause perhaps at Lac Lehman.
The lady makes her way to France.
The fool continues on to Rome.

—  Ben Pleasants

Beverly Hills CA

WORMWOOD AWARDS:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::
Presented for the "Most overlooked book of worth for a 
calendar year." Previous winners and new awards(*) noted 
below:

1961: Alexander Trocchi: The Outsiders, Signet 
1962: Kurt Vonnegut Jr.: Mother Night, Gold Medal 
1963: James Drought: The Secret, Skylight 
1964: Russell Edson: The Very Thing That Happens, New 

Directions
1965: Christopher Perret: Memoirs of a Parasite, Hors 

Commerce/Callahan
1966: Stanley Crawford: Gascoyne, Putnam's 
1967: Peter Wild: The Good Fox, The Goodly Co 

*1968: Ian Hamilton Finlay: 3 Blue Lemons, Wild Hawthorne 
Press . . , continued on page 81 of this issue



EPI-GRATIS

Sanctioned in
palm oil

between her 

Jet black hair
and her

snow white skin 

What cliches
but there

it was
Jet black hair

and snow white
skin made of 
Meat and blood

it would
have been 

A kick
man just 

to touch
Her even if

she did not
breathe

SO I KNOW

Many who
go around

with

A great stone
at their

very center 

Some days
hot ones

it is 
A very

hot stone
other 
Days it

is very 
very cold

JUDSON CREWS'

BULLTOVEN and OTHERS

CATS ALL DAY 

I fed them
and they slept

they woke 

And I fed them
again they 

wanted to go out
I let them out

cold as
the weather was 
And unsettled

it is five
o'clock 
They want

back in to eat
some more 
Sleep some more

so I can
let them out 
Again

unsettled as 
the weather



THE PLAIN SUN

THE CURRENT

State of
affairs

she cut 
Her bangs

she
expected

Me
to believe 

she

Was down
on her knees

barking

Somehow
you would think 

we would know

Each other
standing here

no shadow 
But on

the ground 
somehow
You wouldn't

think
it would be 
Necessary

to tear
a piece 

Of raw flesh
out of

your ass 

Chew it
to pieces 

and spit it

Out for
pissants

and
As they say

the kingdom
of God

AS KNOTTY A QUESTION

As three white hens on the hen-house roof 
squawking their head off

when no
bushy tailed fox has shown 
his pointy muzzle
Put another way

what is all this 
commotion in the dormitory 
when I have not even reached 
to unzip my fly
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WITH REMORSE

to Che/
six feet under

She was not the first 
slut
to suck you in

No, I don't mean 
that hapless, dear girl 
that lead them 
to where
they gunned you down

No, I mean 
that ideology 
persuading you 
that an old hyaena 
would face you 
like a young lion

EVERY ELECTRICAL 

Hair emanating
from

your head 

Is thick
as hemp 

and binding

As rope
your small 

slit eyes
In your

obliterated 
face is all
I can see

but I
can hear 
Your

breasts
heaving

Powerful
as lone 

dark hills

SAND-BLASTING 

A way through darkness
if my ears

are punctured I will not hear 
the screaming pain 
"how she runs," little children 
caught in napalm
So we would move beyond darkness 
red screams penetrating

where
we have not heard, but our eyes 
have seen it all

real as a movie
old and grinding, expecting smiles 
when the act is over
The President, at least, supreme ruler 
benign leader

should have
electrode implants to feel the pain



SUPPOSE TOMORROW BULLTOVEN ONCE

I may hear
that Bulltoven

is dead 

That message
was omnipresent 

always it was
Enclosed free

of charge
on the house 
Neatly printed

as in a Chinese
fortune cookie 
With my

diapers
there
On the first

day, oh
they wept 
You fatherless

babe, you 
fatherless babe

A MANGLED

Said
for about the 

hundredth

Time
once you've had

good

Pussy
real pussy 

you can

Forget
about

pussy

Old
Bulltoven, he 

could

Never
stop talking

about
Forgetting

about
pussy

Hand
which has now become 

a chromium prosthesis
Bulltoven

still calls it 
his cunt-scratcher

Well, I understand he was 
an old 0.B.

I just, thought it 
was one of those tools

you make
a tough delivery with
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HOLED UP THREE DAYS

With this
dumb-assed 

dumb broad
Bulltoven

in Gallup 
New Mexico

87301 and
nothing to 

do but screw

And listen
to her quips 

about sampling

Her pubic opinion
with his

Gallup pole 

Sample shit
having counted 

every kinky hair

THE SINS

I only hint at 
are more 
conventional
Which is not 
to say
slicing cheese

I never use 
a meat cleaver 
to pare the mold

YOUR CUNT

May be 
a sow's ear
Deirdre 
Ludendorff

But for 
my money
It fashions 
quickly

To a silk 
purse

TO BREATHE

Spell me
I pant in winter 
too
Its spirals vapouring 
from
my big mouth
These are seasons 
we reach for 
do not clasp

The bone 
of our knowing 
is austere
Too
we share it 
grudging

Whet it 
with our 
hunger
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EASTER SUITE

Reaching 

To take hold
of something

a physical 

Symbol when
what I wanted 

was for the air
To sustain me

so what
I grabbed 

Was your
buttock 

in one hand

Your slender
neck

in the other 

Two ends at
the same

time
This ought to

be some kind 
of a beginning
Of course

it is
my lips 
Are soon on

your mouth 
and my fingers
Are inside

your
breech

Though what I
wanted

was essence 

Not substance
what you

wanted 
Was a baby

you shall
have it

ii

I_ can not 

Be as
symbolic

as I

Would like
to be

grabbing 

For air
my breath

raking 

My throat
you did not 

come at all
But you have

what you
set out for

iii

Let's get 

Our ass
out of here 

Eve said

And there
began

the journey



IV

We grew 
Some turnips

the worms
got them 
Some sow side

salted
for winter 

Maggot filled
your belly

grew and grew 
My hairy balls

ached
for some more 

But you were
morning sick 

day and night

You held
my cock

a moment 

Once and
said

poor guy

v

So squalling 

A brat was
born red

as sin 
But perfect

feed him
on manna 
And honey

but God said 
kill a goat
And brand his

forehead
he will be 
Known

grasping 
for air

He will
find

flesh 

God's own
in the host

blood

In the wine
though

reaching out 

He hoped
to encompass

the air
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WE DANCED OFF

In two separate directions 
Ticonderoga

you came back 
sweating like a cow 
that steam rising from you 
in the cold air

This wouldn't have been likely 
in Yuma

it wouldn't have been 
likely in Kalamazoo
I got you out of that 
sopping jersey

you shivered 
as I rubbed you down

NO, I

Never
liked

breasts
So

big
but

Yes
yours are 

stunning
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OPEN 

Your ass
the minnows 

are biting

ENRAPTURED NUDE 

I never thought
you

had a figure like that 
angel and daemon

you are flying 
one flat foot reaching 
very long

but your breasts 
and arms ride the air 
like a whole armada

on
a coral sea

CONNED OUT 

Of my
ass

by a 
Dumb

broad
she
Touched

my sleeve
put
The tips

of her
fingers 
To the back

of my
neck



I HAVEN’T SPOKEN 

Much about
the escarpments

of my soul 
But my

backbone and 
my ribs
Jut or heave

in crooked
prominent 
Ways, bespeaking

I might
suggest 

More than
meets the 

casual eye

IT WAS 

Not
a skeleton 

I found

It was
a skull 

I

Imagined
eyes

in back 

Of its
head

teeth

All
over the 

earth

TOGETHER 

In bed
we thought 

for that

Instant moment
our commitment

was total 

No commitment
is total

our eyes 
Suddenly

are searching
out

Any unlikely
inane

evasion 
We neither

of us
want 
To be

the first 
to lie

YOUR EXISTENCE 

Is not
your own 

when he
Steps

inside 
the door
When he

steps
out the
Door, the shards

of
his existence 
Remain jutting

out
from the walls 

Jutting up
from

the floor



IF MY FRAGMENTED

Search contrives barely 
to cast one thin blade 
of light cutting across 
the raw meat of your groin

Have I despised it ever 
in word or deed? I have 
pushed for a wider compass 
if only arcing the puckered

Nipple of your globed breast 
or a bangle on your convoluted 
ear. Hear me now. I would 
kick the door down. I would

Let all light in, flooding upon 
the great purple pupils of your eyes 
looking, looking into your heart 
what raw meat might I find there?

EXAMINING

My own cock, pondering the silky 
softness of its warm flesh 
and the astonishing firmness 
beneath that softness

pondering
your horror of holding it
with either your hand or your eye

Is the root of man so time burdened 
and myth branded to inspire such terror 
your error of renunciation but salting 
the wound you carry in your heart 
not in your groin

it is neither the horn 
of the unicorn nor the winged serpent

Its flesh surrenders to your flesh 
as surely as waking
to sleep

surrenders again

Though your's is the burden of its rigour



I SHOULD NOT

Have returned
it should

not have 
Returned

the world 
should have
Stopped

turning 
it should

Have been
returned to 

God's hand

You
would

see
JESUS RANCH

They said
they were going to
We met naked

at the hot springs 
her body seemed nice in the dimness 
of my having no glasses on 
he swung his arms for warmth 
drying off in the cold air
I said they could ride with me 
that I would drop them off
Dressed

they began to distrust me 
with my glasses on 
her face seemed ratty and peaked 
his beard scraggly 
and his body obese 
Looking at my sports jacket 
nattier than I'm accustomed to 
he said he was going to work for 
three weeks

to make a thousand dollars 
to go back to school
Jesus Ranch, you said

I asked
as we drove toward Ranchos 
Yeah, they said

but they'd
just get off at the first turn
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WHEN I

Was
wrong

when 

Was I
not

wrong
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THE FLOOR LEVEL

Looked as if 
it was rising up 
over me
Like a great 
wave
about to break

I took off my 
glasses 
with their

Distorting 
lenses 
but it was

The same 
I was not drunk 
I was

Struggling 
with some new 
truth
Fighting 
at last 
to break
Through
upon
me

BECAUSE YOU 

Have hidden
it, I

revealed it 
But if it

had not
been

Revealed
in every

living

Flower
in the rain

and in 

The sun
if it

was not

The very center
of the earth

of every dream 
I could not

have
revealed it

—  Judson Crews 
Lusaka, Zambia



BEES
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OLD BONES

old bones dance 
he cried 
and they did 
around the house 
old bones do more 
than dance 
he shouted 
and they did 
old bones fly 
he screamed 
and they did 
through the glass

-- Herb Wrede 

Ontario CA

IN THE KITCHEN IN THE YARD

nude
in the hot breeze of the fan
mother and daughter
move about
their bodies lithe
and tan
their bottoms white 
like moons

coming home at dusk
Becky
we'd see
under the giant oak 
our five kittens 
prancing after 
fireflies

THE PEACEABLE KINGDOM

in the morning after rain 
I stand in the doorway 

marvelling
at the waterdrops 

on my daughter's
blue tricycle

—  Ben Jacques 
Tucson AZ
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PATCH

Mesmerized by grain patterns 
in plywood patch on 
backyard fence stuck 
fire end of cigar 
in my mouth.

WORKING MAN'S A DAM

Course I'm uptight 
like any working man.
I’m being screwed over 
from up above & I 
don't mean God.
My time & money's 
losing value fast & 
my woman's losing faith.
Right now I feel like a dam 
holding back a flood 
& if I was sure 
my time was up
I'd take a mess of highliving 
motherfuckers with me.

WIND CHIMES

You have to wait for 
jets stereos & TV 
to shut down to 
hear our round stringed 
pieces of shell. 
Delicate too delicate. 
Winter winds tangle 
rip them up only 
3 pieces touch.

FIGHTS

For Perry more than 
for me went to Memorial 
Auditorium saw all scheduled 
fights one championship 
& a bonus 2
amateurs slugging in the aisle.
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HERALD PHILEMON

When 17 my father drew a 
portrait of his grandfather Peter.
A masterful charcoal —  wise 
90 yr old face long white hair 
& beard fading into yellowing paper.
A classic Whitmanesque head.
Now my father a tube draining
bile from his liver another
draining urine is the same classic head
silhouetted by silk white hair
neck too weak to bear its weight.

FOX & GOOSE

Dalton's pub. British beer. Darts. 
Hadn't seen him in 2 yrs.
Made me a sandwich.
Spoke of his ex-wife. Children.
Old times, painful times.
Planned to expand into resturant soon. 
Keep it select. Quiet.
Hopes, dreams blossomed 
as we drank, talked.

PLAY-OFF

Listening to the Warriors on radio 
knowing my friends are down there 
I imagine I hear them, see them 
packed in the crowd, yelling, whistling 
swearing, cajoling, living with the 'team' 
me living in them 80 miles away.

PAY

Art. I teach art. Something 
you can’t teach. To kids 
14 to 18. I teach conventions. 
How to do things. Things 
I already know. For money.
To pay for my middleclass life.
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FIRST TOOTHACHE

Perry has a toothache. 
Won’t listen to his dad's 
advice wants to handle it 
himself discover 
over & over the pain. 
Examine it.
Know it.
Put it to work 
in his favor 
if he can.

RITUAL

Can't get past mirrors. 
Always stop for a look 
far back as I remember. 
Lately I'm getting vague 
fragments...receeding hair 
sagging eyelids, crowsfeet 
double chinline advancing 
dividing face... 
a forgotten name at 
the tip of my tongue.

—  Phil Weidman

North Highlands CA

safari 
rhinoceroses 
tramping. 
the kings 
of beasts 
purring. 
a small 
cross 
bird
in charge

caviar 
a business 
man
in boy's
clothes
eats
caviar
left
there
to see

mary 
slew me 
with her 
axe.
there is 
nothing 
left on 
any street 
but
pumpkin 
seeds 
& lye

somebody's 
house 
in fancy 
brick. 
three 
flags 
flung 
out, 
a seat 
for infants 
on the 
porch

—  Gloria Kenison 

Millis MA
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A DOZEN FAVORITE ANGLO-ARABIC TERMS

ANSWER TO ANIMATE

amine, amain, amen, ament, amentia, anemia, ante, 
anti, anta, atman, name, neat, inmate, item, main, 

mate, mana, matin, mane, manta, mania, meant, neat, 
mina, mine, mien, mite, mint, tain, tame, taenia, 
term, time, tine, tinea, emit, etna

45 MINUTES OR UNTIL TENDER

ARTICHOKE
ARTICHOKE

ARTICHOPE

ARTICHYPE

ARTICTYPE
ARTIETYPE

ARTHETYPE
ARCHETYPE
ARCHETYPE

—  Jack Grady

Charlottesville VA
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1. alchemy 5. amalgam 9. cipher
2. alcohol 6. azimuth 10. elixir
3. algebra 7. borax 11. nadir
4. alkali 8. camphor 12. zenith



STARE

you know, you stare at people and immediately they divert 
their eyes as if they expected a bomb to explode 
but if they would regress a little back to childhood
remember when we bet each other who could stare into 
each others' eyes the longest without

laughing

INCENTIVE

the last place I worked
they started this incentive plan

posters all over the place 
telling me that if I
exceeded optimal output
(or something to that effect)
a few extra pennies would be 
added to my paycheck.

the others fell for the 
accelerated slave labor ploy

but I kept up my natural pace 
paying no attention when

two weeks later I was called in 
and the Boss asked if there was
something the matter for it seemed to him 
that I had slowed down quite a bit.
I hit him with the excuse about 
problems at home and never showed up
after that.

IT'S REACHED THE POINT ...

it's reached the point where 
at night my mother says 
to my father I love you
and my father says to my 
mother I love you then 
my father purses his lips



and then my mother purses her 
lips and then the two pursed lips 
start to move(ever so slowly)
on a line heading towards each other 
and after they touch 
(ever so slightly)
my father says to my mother 
good night and then my mother 
says to my father 
good night
and they go to bed.

-- A1 Fogel

Miami Beach FL

Take a magic word like tundra
or timber wolves
Malamute
or North Slope, Yukon 
the gold lust days 
from books of course, Service 
the cremation, the shooting 
rinky-tink dance hall
women crazy-eyed at the end of the earth 
a place to go
whooping it up at the Malamute
the killer frost, and six-gun
from radio too, as a kid, I
heard King growl at the friendly trapper
long before good Sgt. Preston
found the miner bushwhacked and
the claim jumped
"should have figured, a trapper with no furs?" 
so I can understand, Friend Prosak 
the pull
the frozen purifying getaway 
to leave the lady 
and the son, the Pasha 
pack it in, head north 
maybe a pipeline job 
the ice
for the first time in twenty years 
no books, just like Thoreau 
the ice
watch the ice, Friend Prosak
the long midnights
and those mother timber wolves.
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THE SHOWDOWN

The stranger stepped down from the stagecoach 
and stood for a moment in the dusty street; 
a few townspeople glanced at him quizzically 
then moseyed on about their business, 
deciding he was no threat.
He didn't appear to be packing any iron.
Then, in the fading twilight
the stranger strode over to the Last Chance Saloon. 

"Which way to Stockholm?"
he said to the man polishing glasses behind the bar.

"Don't rightly recall no Stockholm in these parts, 
stranger. Maybe you mean San Antone?"

Just then a voice 
filled with cruel mirth 
bellowed from across the room:
"HEY BOYS, THE DUDE'S LOST!
HAW HAW HAW."
It was Bad Bart, with six or eight of his gang.
"WHERE'S THAT YOU'RE HEADING, DUDE?
ALL FANCIED UP LIKE THAT.
HAW HAW HAW."
The stranger looked over at Bart.
"You talking to me?"
"HEY BOYS, THE DUDE WANTS TO KNOW IF I’M TALKING TO HIM. 
HAW HAW HAW
MAYBE I'LL DO MY TALKING WITH THIS,"
and he slipped a glinting Bowie knife from his
boot and hurled it across the room.
It stuck in the floor between the stranger's feet.

The stranger ignored the Bowie 
and stepped further down the bar.
"No, not San Antone. Stockholm.
Reckon I'll get directions later 
from someone that knows."
"I know this territory pretty good, mister 
and most of the people in it.
They call me Moxie."
"Glad to meet you," the stranger said, 
not offering his own moniker.
"I'll have a bottle of sarsaparilla 
and a glass."
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"Sarsaparilla? Don’t get much call for that, 
but I recollect we do have some on hand."

"Much obliged."
"HEY BOYS, DID YOU HEAR THAT?
THE DUDE WANTS SASSPARILLY
LET'S SHOW HIM SOME REAL SASSPARILLY,"
and he filled a tumbler with straight whiskey
and walked up to the bar.
"NOW, I'M THE SOCIABLE TYPE, DUDE 
AND I WANT YOU TO HAVE A DRINK WITH ME.
HERE, DRINK THIS."
"No thanks, friend. I've got my own."
"BOYS, I RECKON THE DUDE JUST DON'T COTTON TO REDEYE, 
WELL, TRY SOME ANYWAY,”
and he splashed the full tumbler in the stranger's face.

"You shouldn't have done that."
"AW, DID I MESS UP YOUR CLOTHES?
THAT'S A SHAME. ALL THEM FANCY DUDS.
THEM SURE ARE RIGHT FANCY SHOES, TOO 
AIN’T THEY, BOYS?
I WONDER IF THEY'S DANCING SHOES,
C ’MON DUDE. LET’S SEE YOU DANCE," 
and he whipped out his twin Colts
and peppered the floor around the stranger's feet 
with smoking lead.

The stranger didn't move.

"Okay, friend,” he said finally. "You've had your fun," 
and with cobra quickness
his hand darted to his inside jacket pocket 
and emerged holding two sheets of paper.
"WHAT'S THIS?"

"Read it and weep," the stranger said,
"it's my acceptance speech for the 
Nobel Prize in Literature.
I'm on my way to Sweden now 
to pick it up."

"THE NOBEL PRIZE IN LITERATURE?"

A murmur broke out in the bar
and the rest of Bart's gang backed out the door.
"Your boys are hightailing it, Bart.
It's time for you to do the same."
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"Jeez! The Nobel!"
The stranger's eyes narrowed to slits. 
"That's right. For a lifetime 
of poems and philosophy."

"Pomes?"
"You heard me, friend. Now make 
your move or make tracks."
Bart's face glistened with sweat
and his voice was a whisper
as he turned to Moxie the barkeep:
"A six-pack of sassparilly," he stammered, 
"to go."

—  Tony Quagliano 
Honolulu HI

WORMWOOD AWARDS: CONTINUED FROM PAGE 58::::::::::::::::::

New awards are noted with an asterisk:
1969: Charles Bukowski: Notes of a Dirty Old Man, Essex 

*1970: Lorine Neidecker: My Life by Water, Fulcrum 
*1971: Jonathan Williams: Blues & Roots/Rue & Bluets, 

Grossman
1972: Gerald Locklin: Poop, and Other Poems, MAG Press 
*1973: Ronald Koertge: The Father Poems, Sumac 
*1974: Steve Richmond: Earth Rose, Earth Press

Nominations are being accepted for the 1975 Award

NEW MAGS I::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::
The Alchemist (edit. Marco Fraticelli) $4/4 nos. fm. P.0. 
Box 123, Lasalle, Quebec H8R 2Z4 CANADA. U Purr (edit. 
Linda King & Geraldine King) $l/cpy. fm. Purring Press, 
2440 Edgewater Terr., Los Angeles CA 90039. Jf Bachy 
(poetry edit. John Harris) $3.50/2 nos. fm. Papa Bach 
Paperbacks, 11317 Santa Monica Blvd., West Los Angeles 
CA 90025. JT Bits (edit. Robt. Wallace) fm. The Guten
berg Annex, Dept. English, Case Western Reserve Univ., 
Cleveland OH 44106. If Hard Pressed (publ. Ellen Rosser 
and highly recomm.) #1 a folio of broadsides fm. Ellen's 
Old Alchemical Press, 2850 3rd Ave., Sacramento CA 
95818. J New Moon (edit. Michael Ward) seeking mss. 
write c/o General Honors Program CSULB, 6101 East 7th 
St., Long Beach CA 90840.
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MORE MAGS
Minotaur (edit. Jim Gove) $8/4 nos. fm. P.0. Box 687, Eagle 
River AK 99577. JF Willmore City (edit. Alex N. Scandalios) 
fm. P.O. Box 704, Cardiff-by-the-Sea CA 92007. IT Juice 
(edit. Stephen Morse , J. Lien & S. Edwards) $l/cpy. fm.
75 Monte Vista, Oakland CA 94611. JF torre tavira (edit. 
Ignacio Rivera Podesti) fm. General Luque 5̂  Cddiz, SPAIN.
JF Wine Rings (edit. Joyce Odam & Ann Menebroker) fm. 2432 
48th Ave., Sacramento CA 95822. JF Gallimaufry (edit.
Mary MacArthur & Richard Grossman) $3.60/2 yrs. fm. 359 
Frederick, San Francisco CA 94117. IT McLean County Poetry 
Review (edit. Terence M. Fitzgerald & Ruthie Wantling) fm. 
101 E. Sycamore St., Normal IL 61761. IT Intermedia (edit. 
Harley W. Lond) dissemination of info, ideas, concepts, & 
creations, $4/yr. fm. 2431 Echo Park Ave., Los Angeles CA 
90026. JF Chowder (edit. Ron Slate) fm. 2858 Kingston Dr., 
Madison WI 53713.
MAG NOTES:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::
New address: The Ark River Review to: 627 3rd Ave., Salt 
Lake City UT 84103. jf New address: Schist to: P.O. Box 
4536, Santa Barbara CA 93103. JF Morris Edelson's 
Quixote now fm. 1302 West 24th, Austin TX 78705. JF Nos. 
13/14 of West Coast Poetry Review totally devoted to "Ex
tensions of the Word" $3 fm. 1127 Codel Way, Reno NV 89503 
JT Vol. 4 nos. 1/3 of Abyss is After Brockman: A Symposium 
$2 fm. P.O. Box C, Somerville MA 02143. JT No. 10 of Man- 
root is a thick Jack Spicer issue, $4 fm. Box 982, South 
San Francisco CA 94080. JF Accompanying No. 7 of Nausea 
is an excellent bonus book: John Kay's Plate Glass, sub. 
is $3.50 fm. Leo Mailman, P.O. Box 4261, Long Beach CA 
90804. JF Adios Againe (edit. Michael Ward) continues and 
terminates Lunar Retorno, $1 fm. General Honors Program, 
CSULB, 6101 East 7th St., Long Beach CA 90840. JF Karl 
Kempton of Rainbow Resin, 815 18th St.(#4), Sacramento CA 
95814 is seeking works ^bi amerikan & kanadian tungs" 
for a "konkreet anthologee" and especially seeking the 
unknown "kompozer."
SMALL PRESS NOTES
Latest releases fm. Vagabond Press, P.O. Box 879, Ellens- 
burg WA 98926 are: Gerda Penfold's Done With Mirrors ($1) 
and Robert Matte's Star Kissing ($lH 5 Now fm. Black 
Sparrow Press, P.O. Box 25603, Los Angeles CA 90025:
Theodore Enslin's The Median Flow ($4), Stephen Stepan- 
chev’s Mining the Darkness ($4), Sherril Jaffe’s Scars 
Make Your Body More Interesting ($4), Joyce Carol Oates'
'Ihe Seduction ($4), John Ashbery's The Vermont Notebook 
($3.50, illust. Joe Brainard), Charles Reznikoff's Holo
caust ($4), Rochelle Owens' The Joe 82 Creation Poems
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($4), Gilbert Sorrentino's Flawless Play Restored ($3) and 
The Collected Books of Jack Spicer ($5). J Latest fm. West 
Coast Poetry Review Press, 1127 Codel Way, Reno NV 89503: 
William Stafford’s Going Places ($2.50) and Enrique Ander
son Imbert's Cage With Only One Side ($3, transl. by Isabel 
Reade) . 5f Now fm. Pulp Press, Box 8806 Station H, Vancou
ver, B.C., CANADA: Tom Walmsley's Rabies ($2).
CLASSIC:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::: 
Ronald Koertge's The Hired Nose, $2.25 fm. MAG Press, 3802 
La Jara, Long Beach CA 90805. 5 Lyn Lifshin's Upstate
Madonna/Poems: 1970-1974, $4.95 fm. The Crossing Press, RD 
#3, Trumansburg NY 14886 . IT Al Drake's Cheap Thrills,
$1.50 fm. Peaceweed Press, 926 Oakdale Ave., Rock Hill SC 
29730 (also releases Michael Sheridan's Warm Spell). 5T 
William Wantling's 7 On Style, $2.50 fm. Second Coming 
Press, P.0. Box 31246, San Francisco CA 94131. 5 Tarzan
and Shane Meet the Toad, $2 fm. Nausea, P.0. Box 4261,
Long Beach CA 90804 (a selection of the work of Ronald 
Koertge, Charles Stetler, and Gerry Locklin, respectively).
VERY HIGHLY RECOMMENDED::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::
John Bennett's Like a Street Child Rushing to a Celebration 
50jzi fm. Quixote” 1302 West 24th., Austin TX 78705. 5T Al 
Masarik's A Post Card From Europe, $1 fm. Vagabond, P.0.
Box 879, Ellensburg WA 98926. 5T~ Richard Morris' Poetry Is
a Kind of Writing, $2 fm. Thorp Springs Press, 2311-C, 
Woolsey St. , Berkeley CA 94705. IT Maureen Owen's No- 
Travels Journal (incl.brilliant illust. by Hugh Kepets) is 
$1.50 fm. Cherry Valley Editions, Box 303, Cherry Valley 
NY 13320. 5T J. D. Whitney's Some, 75 ft fm. Never Dismount 
Press, 131 State St., Oregon WI 53575. J A. D. Winan's 
Tales of Crazy John, $2 fm. Second Coming Press, P.0. Box 
31246, San Francisco CA 94131 (also releases Ed Lipman's 
No Capital Crime, $2). J Charles Potts' Th Golden Calf 
$4 fm. Litmus, 574 Third Ave., Salt Lake City UT 8410$
(also re-issues Chas. Bukowski's poems written before 
jumping out of an 8 story window which contains heretofore 
unpublished correspondence, $3).
HIGHLY RECOMMENDED : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : :
James Scully's Santiago Poems, $5 ($2.50 softbound) fm. 
Curbstone Press” 321 Jackson St., Willimantic CT 06226. JT 
Joseph Bruchac's Flow, $6.50 (sgnd. ed.) fm. Cold Mt. Press 
4406 Duval, AustirTTX 78751. JT Charles Webb's The Abolit
ionist of Clark Gable Place, $7.95 fm. McGraw-Hill, 1221 
Avenue of the Americas, New York NY 10020. J Jack Grady's 
Surrealist Fairytales, $1.50 fm. Alphaville Books, P.0. Box 
3424, Charlottesville VA 22903 (also issues Orlan Cannon's 
Six Days from Toujours la Truite, $1.50).

... rated reviews to be continued in issue 60
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The edition of this issue has been limited to 700 copies; 
the first 20 copies being signed by Judson Crews and the 
next 20 copies carrying one of the signed manuscripts used 
to construct the center-section. The copy in your hand

is: # 508
OUR PATRONS:
Anonymous: J. C.
A1 Fogel 
Lloyd R . Gig 
Anonymous: G. I. L. 
Anonymous: A. R. M. 
Anonymous: G. C. 0.
Donald R. Peterson 
Dr. Marvin Sukov 
Herb Wrede

Wormwood may be purchased from the following shops at the 
regular issue price: Asphodel Book Shop, 17192 Ravenna 
Rd., Rte. 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; Seren
dipity Books, 1790 Shattuck Ave., Berkeley CA 94709; and 
Larry Wallrich Books, 25 Whitehall Park, London N.19, 
England.
NOTE: The date printed in issue 57 should read 1975 rather
than 1974 as printed. It was typed in 1974 but published 
in 1975. Sorry about that.
All paid subscriptions are now guaranteed through and in
cluding issue #72 (the index issue). The regular subscr
iption rate for Wormwood continues to be $3.50 to individ
uals (no change since the founding!) and $5.50 to instit
utions (because of the extra correspondence they seem to 
insist on and because of the use of agencies). A subscr
iption consists of four consecutive issues released at 
irregular intervals within the span of a year's time. Four 
issues are guaranteed per year. Usually two issues are 
mailed out together in order to reduce our excessive postal 
and mailing costs. The price of a single issue is $1.50 
postpaid anywhere in the world. A very limited number of 
issues #16-23 and #25-57 are still available at the price 
of $1.50 per issue. Prices for issues #1-15 and #24 will 
be quoted on an individual basis when and if clean copies 
can be found. These issues will not be reprinted. Micro
film volumes of Wormwood are available from University 
Microfilms, 3101 North Zeeb Rd., Ann Arbor MI 48106. If 
you have $12, Patrons' Subscriptions are a rare bargain for 
four consecutive numbers with poet-signed, yellow-paper, 
center-sections .
The review of Wormwood by Rich Magelsdorff (p. 19) in #16 
of Margins is quite perceptive ($1 fm. 2912 N.Hackett, 
Milwaukee WI 53211).
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