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THE ORACLE

This morning, after washing 
my ex-wife's laundry, part of 
that mountain of clothing 
she's accumulated since Winter,
I notice my Euphorbia now has three stems,
each with a cluster of red
blossoms which smell like aged port.
At that point, I determine 
to finish writing the final 
examinations for my students, complete 
chapter eighteen in Churros y Chocolate.
But I wander, spying
Robert Duncan's The Years As Catches 
on my bookshelf, walk over and open it, 
surprised to find as a bookmark, a poem 
I wrote in June '77 on the back 
of a commentary for the showing of Oshima's 
"The Man Who Left His Will On Film."
The poem is melodramatic, but then, 
it was the year for melodrama.
The only good part of the poem is at the end, 
when the heart as speaker cautions the poet, 
"For every tanager you send into the air, 
send also a hawk.”
Reading this, I am reminded
of what it is that I like most about poetry, 
that sudden appearance of the oracle.
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WHEN SILENCE TURNS THE LAST HOUR OF NIGHT
—  for Carlos Fuentes

I think of Il Carnevale: 
boats strung with colored lights, 
the canals drunk with lovers 
and well wishers;
how death in a white mask
that had no mouth, or was it the angel
of writing, handed me a rose.

—  Dieter Weslowski 
Pittsburgh PA

FROM SHELLED OUT FRANKFURT TO POSTERITY

After leaving Zeilsheim near 
Frankfurt and its shelled out 
Buildings when she was a little girl,
Edie Cawley came to Carolina 
To tell me where George Redfield 
Had left my novel, The Bitter Roots,
When he was a medic in Germany 
During World War II. George 
(Along with two other young
Radicals in Davenport)
In nineteen-thirty had edited
The Left while drinking bootleg booze,
Read the New Masses and gone 
To Manhattan, where after 
Glenn Miller's Moonlight Bay
(We could hear their voices singing 
Red Sails in the Sunset, 0 bring 
’fhem all back safely to me) ,
The F.B.I. inspected George's 
Apartment. "Why do you have 
Books on your bookshelf by that
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Communist nut, Ezra Pound?"
One of them asked. Another editor, 
Jay du Von, obtained a post
In the State Department (Jerre
Mangione told me) by telling
The F.B.I. the names of all people
He knew who were communists.
In nineteen-seventy-three another 
Editor, Herbert Klein, at the
Strand Palace Hotel in London 
(Opposite the Savoy where my 
Father had written that last letter
To my mother in Montana) told me 
Redfield had disappeared. It was 
Thought he had drowned himself
In the East River. I told Edie 
I would try to get her into 
Posterity for the long haul together.

AFTER THE REAL JAZZ WENT TO CHINATOWN

Whether I am Li Po 
And Liam is Tu Fu
Or conversely I 
Am Tu Fu and Liam
Is Li Po, I am 
Uncertain. This is
An identity crisis 
That has given Arthur
Waley and Witter Bynner 
Nervous breakdowns —
And I must confess 
The Wang Wang Blues
Has taken me away 
To a Giant Panda China
That Ezra Pound had 
Never discovered
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Before the stars went 
On strike and Satchmo
Romped to Chinatown 
And all lights went out.

—  Norman Macleod 
Greenville NC

OKRA AND COATHANGERS

Neglect the okra just two days —  
dozens grown too big to eat, 
long, ribbed, tough, full of seed.
Wear long sleeves when harvesting —  
the leaves and stalks will eat your arms 
alive, haired with needles.
But no need to get angry —  
any more than at coathangers, 
it's in their nature to tangle.

PLUMBING

It is a half-inch union
with three-quarters of the flange
on the female end snapped off by ice.
I had to go to town to replace it 
in order to get up enough pressure 
to find out an elbow was ruptured.

broad sun at dead noon 
twenty bright stadium lights 
contest of power
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THREE GUITARS

My guitar lies silent in its case at home —  
excellent of workmanship, expensive, a gift. 
Visiting in New Mexico I have only my sister's, 
a cheap toy my brother found in the garage 
and gave her rather than see it go to waste.
It reminds me of Campion's —  his is beautiful, 
old, and can sing like a brass choir, but he never 
changes the strings, so it won't hold a tune.
I must make do with what I have —  tune it,
the creaking pegs and stiff wire strings,
and sing "Red River Valley" at the top of my lungs.

—  John Herndon 
Austin TX

HOUSE OF WORSHIP

It's Sunday morning and I've just dropped 
off my wife and kid at church. I know I 
probably should have gone in, my wife tells 
me that my daughter always asks why I haven't 
and "Does that mean daddy won't join us 
in heaven?", things like that. And I've 
tried, once or twice, not lately, but it's 
like brussel sprouts, you don't just develop 
a taste for them. You either like them or 
you don't. Anyway, my father used to do the 
same thing. He'd come back after services 
to pick us up. He spent the time at a donut 
shop, drinking cup after cup of black coffee, 
having only one plain, brown donut to eat.
You could see him there every Sunday with four 
or five others, their backs to the window, 
maybe talking about the football game on later 
or this year's baseball team or the weather 
or nothing, just sitting. When he'd pick us 
up, he'd always ask, "And how were services?" 
And my mother would kind of wink and say,
"Fine. How were yours?" I'm not too different, 
except I put cream in the coffee and have a 
donut with something in or on it. We all 
worship in our own way, I guess, some with 
jelly and some plainly unadorned.
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101 THINGS TO DO WITH PLASTIC PLANTS

In this anonymous government office where I work 
there are all these plastic plants.
"Plastic plants are the death of art," said one 
of my co-workers, a 60's liberal arts major who, 
like me, couldn't find a job and so ended up here, 
with me, surrounded by the death of art.
The plants are big and floppy, like something 
from the jungle, with metal wires running through 
so you don't trip over them. They're also plastic 
and green and badly in need of first dusting, then 
waxing.
But we have no choice. They confiscate the real 
plants. Something about sunlight per square inch and 
percentage of humidity around the computers.
The plants have their uses. One guy grabbed 
four of them, put them on top of his cabinet, 
making about a 7 1/2 foot wall between his cubicle & 
the outside world. We call him 'Fred of the Jungle.' 
In there, I swear, he sharpens his teeth. More 
than one of his appointments have disappeared.
But, mainly we tolerate them, though some guerrilla 
actions are taken. Excess coffee is poured in 
their pots. Sometimes spit and chewing tobacco. 
Cigars and cigarette butts. Candy wrappers and old 
gum. Someone snuck in a condom. One weekend, when 
I was working late, I whizzed a bit. And some green- 
grey growth has been spotted, looking like a space 
age rock garden, in a few of the pots. A perfect 
match of the sea monkeys in cubicle 8, the ant farm 
atop the desk in 6 and the x-ray glasses I always 
wear when I'm near the receptionist.

—  John Stickney
Fairview Park OH
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ROAD NOT THE TAKEN
"A poem may be worked over once 
it is in being.... It can never 
lose its sense of a meaning that 
once unfolded by surprise as it 
went."

—  Robert Frost

diverged Two yellow roads a wood in 
I both not sorry could travel And 
traveler, stood And long I be one 
one And as I could far looked as down 
in the undergrowth; To where it bent
just as fair, Then took the other, as 
better claim, having the perhaps And 
wear; wanted grassy it was Because and 
passing Though as the that for there 
them about really the same, worn Had
And lay that morning equally both 
step black. In leaves had trodden no 
kept day I Oh, another for first the I 
leads way, Yet on how knowing to way 
ever should I back. if come I doubted
be I shall with sigh telling this a
ages hence: ages and Somewhere
Two a wood, in roads I —  diverged and
I took one by, the less traveled
the difference. And that made has all

CONVERSATION FROM ANOTHER PLANET

"John, I'm leaving you."
"But Martha ... why?"
"Oh, John, you know there's love for you in me. 
You know we once thought that our love would 
forever survive any poverty we faced. But this 
constant lack of money has found us at each 
other's throats so often, John."
"Martha, but you know I love being a lawyer."
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"I know that, John, and I would never try to convince 
you not to do what you love."
"... So you're leaving ... and that's it."
"That's it, John."
"All right then, you ungrateful bitch. Go. Go find 
yourself some rich man, someone who can pour money on 
you day and night. There are lots of poets out there."

—  Jay Dougherty 
Storrs CT

CRIME STATISTIC

Daffy Duck sustains a point-blank shot-gun 
blast to the head; his bill spins around 
like a propeller. When it comes to rest, 
he is annoyed at Bugs Bunny for having 
erroneously stated to Elmer Fudd 
that it was Duck Season.
At this point, Mr. Fudd interjects: 
"Awwwww! No more buwwets!"
To which Mr. Bunny sarcastically replies: 
"Awwwww —  no more buwwets?"

M-79 ROCKET

sergeant said: men
a child could fire this weapon:
a mailing tube
with a 4th of july
armor-piercing rocket —
it's so pretty, you'll never forget it.
sergeant said: a child,
men, could carry ten of these in his arms, 
an old lady could whip one out of her coat.
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a crazy man could haul a trunkful of them.
it's so easy to use them,
it's a wonder they don't use themselves.
(joe and freddy jammed their weapon 
and were jumping around like idiots; 
philly missed the target completely, 
so sam, his partner, slapped him in the head, 
al and leeper (danny) slipped on loose 
gravel and partially crushed their weapon; 
jose and mr. soap didn't care —  they popped 
a rocket into a dirt slope and hid in a 
latrine, to smoke cigarettes. that day, only 
cateye and ogden hit a tank. they said it 
was a damn shame, a waste of money, and they 
hated doing it.)
ogden said: sergeant —  this is a bunch of 
bullshit.
sergeant gets angry:
i oughta take the damn things away from you 
and give them to a platoon of damn children.
ogden said: 
do that.

—  Cory Monaco 
Bronx NY

IT’S ALWAYS DARKEST BEFORE DON

turns on the projector THE MORE THE TERRIER
to show 
his latest
home movies. dug beneath

the trash pile 
the farther the rats 
retreated.

—  Saul Manilla 
Pest TX
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TURNING ELEVEN

The man in 
the telephone booth 
deftly takes a dime out 
of his ear and drops 
it into the coin slot.
Looking on, his 
ten-year-old daughter 
acts embarrassed —  
no longer amused with 
his tricks —  bored by 
that old sleight-of-hand.

EARTHBOUND

On the quad, 
in tree-shade green,
a man sits 
in his wheelchair
gently embracing 
the girl on his lap,
mindful of
her folded wings.

—  G. 0. Clark 
Davis CA

SLOW POETRY

My aunt pronounces "college"
like the cowardly lion of The Wizard Of Oz
pronounces courage.
It's an absolute for the brain, she proclaims.
I have to disagree.
The only thing I got out of college is 
this:
Klein, my English professor, told me: if you 
want to be a poet, you got to learn to type.
If you can't type, you can't be a fucking poet! 
And he's right too.

131



CHEAP SEATS

We had a double date with a friend 
of hers
who wrote romantic novels for a living.
And she
asked me who my favorite writer is, 
and I said I didn't have one.
We had a disagreement on where we should eat
and the guy she was with recommended "Le Saucier."
My girl asked how much it would cost, and 
he said 200 bucks.
I suggested we go to the nearest Beef Steak Charlie's, 
because at the time, they had a special all-you-can-eat 
for 7 bucks.
With that his girl said,
"Where did you ever meet a guy like him?"
And she said, "You write like shit.”
As it turned out we insisted on paying the tip, 
which of course wiped us out.

PASSING GRADE

Last week
Tom Zubicki invited me to play tennis.
Neither one of us knows how to play properly.
Our longest rallies
consist of four times over the net, not both ways.
Half our passing shots end up atop of HARRY'S AUTO PARTS
which is directly across the street
from the courts. But we figure if we dress proper
and move somewhat in a way as if we know what
we are doing, who is any wiser?
Next week we're enrolling in an avant garde pottery class.

—  Matthew Boylan 
Bayonne NJ
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GOOD STUFF

Red had a job cleaning rooming 
houses
and he often brought me the 
leftovers of the dead.
"nobody wanted this stuff. look 
at this shirt. you can't buy a 
shirt like this anywhere today."
"thanks, Red."
"Here, try on this robe. look at 
that god damned thing. ever seen 
anything like it?"
"no, no, I haven't."
"he died Tuesday. try it on."
I got into it.
it was like a bed quilt —
thick, and yellow and green.
I tightened the belt.
"it's almost too big for you but 
it looks good. he was a big 
guy. I knew him. he worked as a 
janitor and drank malt beer."
"thanks, Red, I can use this."
"need any stockings? underwear?"
"no, I'm all right there ..."
Red left to go clean out more 
rooms ....

that big robe was something like the 
kings wore in the old days.
I really liked it, I'd never seen 
anything like it in the stores, 
it must have passed down through the 
generations.
my new girlfriend came over one 
night and we sat around drinking.
I was still in the stage where I was 
trying to impress her. 
so after drinking a couple of hours 
I told her, "I'll be right back."



I went into the bedroom and put it on 
and then walked out with my drink 
in my hand.
"Jesus Christ, what's that?"
"this, my dear, is class!"
"it's too big and it's 
filthy! where did you get 
it?"
"some guy died and they were going 
to throw it away."
I sat down next to her.
"it stinks!"
"there's nothing wrong with death," I 
told her, "there is nothing shameful 
about death."
I decided not to show her the shirt.
I also had a good pair of reading 
glasses.
we didn't make love that night ....

the next time Red came by he had a pair 
of leather gloves.
"this guy died last Friday. he worked in a 
paper box factory, his relatives came by 
and cleaned the place out. but they 
forgot these. I found them on the closet 
floor."
I put them on.
they were a little small but they were 
almost new, just a tiny hole in one of 
the fingers, left hand.
"thanks, Red, they're beautiful."
"you can't get gloves like that any
where ."
"hey," I told him, "don't I know 
it?"
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BACK TO THE MACHINEGUN

I awaken about noon and go out to get the mail
in my old torn bathrobe
I'm hungover
hair down in my eyes
barefooted
tenderly stepping upon small rocks and branches
still afraid of pain behind my four day beard
as the young housewife next door shakes a rug 
out of her window and sees me:
"hello, Hank.'”
god damn, it's almost like being shot in the ass 
with a .22
"hello," I say
gathering up my VISA card bill, my PENNYSAVER, 
the Dept. of Water and Power
plus a notice from the Weed Abatement Department 
giving me 32 days to clean up my act
I mince back again over the various debris 
thinking, maybe I'll write tonight, they seem 
to be closing in
there's only one way to handle those motherfuckers 
the night harness races will have to wait.

THE 7 HORSE

the two old guys behind me were talking, 
"look at that 7 horse. he's 35 to one. 
how can he be 35 to one?"
"yeah, he looks good to me too," says 
the other old guy.
"let's bet him."
"o.k., we'll both bet him.”
they get up to make their bets.
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I've already bet. I've got 40 win 
on the 2nd favorite.
I win four days out of five at a 
racetrack. it doesn't seem to be 
any problem.
I open my newspaper, read the financial 
section, get depressed, turn to the front 
pages looking for robbery, rape, murder.
the two old men are back.
"look, the 7 horse is 40 to one now," 
says one of them.
"I can't believe it," says the 
other.
the horses are loaded into the gate, the 
flag goes up, the bell rings, they break 
out.
it's a mile and one sixteenth race, they 
take the first turn, go down the backstretch, 
circle the last turn, come down the stretch, get 
past the finish line.
the 2nd favorite wins by a neck, pays 
$7.80. I make $116.00 on the race.
there is some silence behind me.
then one of the old men says, "the 7 horse
didn't run at all."
"nope," says the other, "I don't understand 
it."
"maybe the jock didn't try," says 
his friend.
"that must have been it," says 
the other.
like most other men in the world 
they believe that their failure 
is caused by any and many factors 
bes ides themselves.
I watch the two old guys 
gather over their Racing Form 
to make their selection in the 
next race.

137



"gee, look at this!" says one of the 
old guys, "they got Red Rabbit ten to 
one on the morning line. he looks better 
than the favorite."
"let's bet him," says the other old 
guy.
they leave their seats and move toward the 
betting windows.

AN IMPORTATION

after the reading we went to her house, she had a large 
house with an iron gate imported all the way from Spain 
and the house was full of her beautiful daughters who 
were smiling at me with their lips and their eyes and 
their bodies but 
they left
and I sat with the lady in her breakfastnook and we 
drank and she showed me her book published in Europe 
some years ago and I looked at the cover and flipped the 
pages but I felt very unconcerned about ancient European 
literature: I had my money from the reading and a young
girl in a large house (hers) in L.A. was waiting for me
but
this lady was cultured or 
once had been and
I enjoyed watching her smoke her long cigarettes and 
putting on her act
and she told me that I could have my own bedroom that 
night and I told her that was fine and we drank and 
drank and she talked and later that night she showed me 
my bedroom and she went off and I got under the covers 
for a while 
then
I got up
found her bedroom and got into bed with her and we did 
that ordinary and everyday and everynight thing and then 
we slept and the next morning

I waked through her imported Spanish gate and I took a 
cab to the airport and I flew back to my young girl with 
her large 
house
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a couple of weeks later we got a package in the mail 
from this lady and the lady had enclosed her book which 
had been published in Europe by this major press 
some years back
she signed it "love" and asked in an enclosed letter 
if I might get my editor to re-publish her book here in 
America.
I read it
disliked it and
mailed it on to my editor.
that was eleven years ago, as yet my editor hasn't
published that book
but here's a poem about it:
not much, you see, maybe never should have been 
written
except for the Spanish gate.
I liked 
it.

EMERGENCY

"if you ever need to find 
Charles Bukowski 
there is a very good chance 
that you will find him at 
the racetrack (whichever 
one is running)."
along with various addresses 
and phone numbers 
she carries this message 
along with her I.D.
I find this particularly 
enchanting 
even more so than 
when she says,
"I love you, Reebers ..."
her pet name for me,
I hope.
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THE OLD MOVIE STAR

there's one with dimples
he was the dasher
he's 75 now
still has the dimples
mainly the one
in his
chin
and he stands the 
same way 
you know:
flexible to all the 
forces of life.
he really seems the 
Forever Guy 
the way he 
was
still is: 
necktie proper 
and when upset 
only in the grandest 
manner.
I was in the parking 
lot of the racetrack 
with Linda 
the other day 
we were walking in 
and she said,
"I'm sure I saw him!"
and I asked her 
who
and she told 
me.
"he got onto that 
special elevator that 
runs right up the side 
of the building and up 
into the clubhouse!"
we looked —  sure enough 
the special elevator 
was going right up the 
edge of the building
up and up
and he was on it.

we watched.
we stared upwards 
as the elevator ran 
all the way up 
stopped
and he must have 
gotten off.
the elevator 
descended and 
Linda said, "Mother 
loves him!"
we watched the 
elevator descend 
slowly
it seemed as if 
he were still 
in it.
then we sensed 
he wasn't and 
moved together toward 
the entrance with 
some of the other 
people.

MORNING AFTER

I awaken sick 
go to the bathroom 
do what I do 
then
come back 
to the bedroom.
she's sitting up 
in bed:
"you know what you 
did last night?"
I climb into bed. 
"no, what did I 
do?”
"you pulled your 
knife on the 
maitre d'."
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"yeah?
"yes, we'll never 
be able to go to 
the POLO LOUNGE 
again," she 
says. ONE FOR DEAR OLD DAD

"is that where 
we were?"
"yes, we had to 
take a taxi back, 
our car's still 
out there."
I get out of bed 
walk over to a 
window
stick my head 
out: "holy shit,
I can't live 
without my 
car.' "
"they should have 
known better than 
to invite you to 
the wedding,” she 
says.
I pull my head 
in from the 
window
turn and look 
at her: "who 
got married?"

Hemingway typed first, 
then drank.
I drink and type.
I drink and type 
and write about 
drinking and typing away 
most of the nights, 
it's easy.
my father —  who has been
dead for 25 years —
would hate to see me
doing this now
with this small smirk
on my face ...
the bottle
to my left, and
the room blue
with cigar smoke and
classical music.
but he'd like the 
money.
he was crazy about 
money.
he would finally say, 
"well, any way you 
do it, as long as ..."

she turns over 
in bed 
facing away 
from me 
and pulls the 
covers up 
almost over 
her head.

he always said, 
"you'll always be a 
bum and a drunk, 
you can't face 
anything. you 
hate work."
he was right, you 
know.
for his sake, I 
hope he can't see 
me
fucking off again 
tonight.
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WRONG WAY

o, Maxie
clearly the dogs have time to

die now
I drove up 
a wrong way street

today
four lanes of cars quickly 
approaching 

me
I put it in

reverse
and

started blinking my 
headlights

they
slid around me
me
I

did a U-
turn and followed

them
Maxie
Maxie
where's
Maxie
clearly the dogs have time to

d ie now
Maxie,
do you remember Two-Ton Tony 
Galento?
he trained on women and beer 
and got knocked on his

ass
Maxie, the young boys still write me 

asking me
how it's done
Maxie, it's as bad as it has always

been
the dogs are dying the mice are dying the 
elephants are dying
as old ladies sit behind pulled shades 
I train on horses and wine 
get knocked, Maxie I

type.
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CASABLANCA AND EVERYTHING ...

Bogie smoked 4 packs of cigarettes 
a day
and was never in a good movie.
he only made them good by being 
in them.
some men have this invincible 
presence and some 
women too.
Bogie had it.
you listened when he spoke.
which is more than my women do.
all my women have told me the 
same thing: "listen, I've heard 
all that before."
"heard it where?”
"from you."
Bogie had the delivery, it never 
varied.
sometimes I get voice changes 
sometimes I sound like a 
homosexual
although I don't feel like 
I am.
I try my voice again and again,
I practice, I gird myself, I 
put the steel edge to my vocal 
inflection:
"listen, you whore, I've had it 
with you!"
"Oh, go to sleep," they say, "you 
bore me!"
Bogie with his 4 packs of smokes, 
he had this instinctive knowledge, 
his clothing sloped across his body 
in a gentle smirk.
he represented the modern author
ity of what was wrong all around,
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and with the telling raise of an 
eyebrow above those sucked-in 
cheeks
he looked like he 
knew too much
through all my shackjobs I've tried 
to get like that.
I mean, we are all infected by 
somebody.
think
if he had lived
what he would look like
now:
smoking a long pipe 
sitting on a front porch 
stoop
staring slightly off to 
nowhere over say the 
small rooftops 
of a small town in 
Arkansas
a truly terrible and 
beautiful man ....
"this is Bogart Week on tv,"
I tell my woman.
"just think, a Bogie movie 
each night for 
seven nights!"
"this is trash night," 
she says, "have you 
taken the trash out front 
yet?"
I cup my hands 
light a cigarette 
inhale 
look at her 
while
gently exhaling smoke 
from my mouth and my 
nose:
"you take it."
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PICK UP

the rivers the dogs don't swim across 
we enter.
the women other men don't need 
we live with.
the horse that wears the bandages 
we bet.
sit me at a bar with 3 women: 
one, faintly obnoxious; 
one, generally stupid; 
and the third, 
a killer.
the killer will leave her stool 
and come sit by me.
the gods always make sure. 
the gods watch me 
and fix me up 
real good.
"hi, honey," she asks, "how ya 
doin'?"
"what're ya drinkin'?" I ask.
she states her drink 
I order her drink and 
mine.
outside, it's better: cars are 
crashing together; future suicides 
whistle through their teeth while 
walking west or east or south or 
the other way.
"whatcha got on your mind?" she 
asks.
"I hope the Rams lose," I tell 
her,
drink it down, go to the 
men's room, come 
out, go out the rear 
entrance.
there's an alley.
I walk west 
whistling through my 
teeth.



A CLOSE CALL WHILE SHOPPING

pushing my cart through the supermarket 
today
the thought passed through my mind 
that I could start
knocking cans from the shelves and 
also rolls of towels, toilet paper, 
silver foil,
I could throw oranges, bananas, tomatoes 
through the air, I could take cans of 
beer from the refrigerated section and 
start gulping them, I could pull up 
women's skirts, grab their asses,
I could ram my shopping cart through 
the plate-glass window ...
then another thought occurred to me: 
people generally consider something 
before they do it.
I pushed my cart along ...
a woman in a checkered skirt was 
bending over the the pet food section.
I seriously considered grabbing her 
ass
but I didn't, I rolled on 
by.
I had the items I needed and I rolled 
my cart up to the checkout stand, 
a lady in a red smock with a nameplate 
on
awaited me.
the nameplate indicated her as 
"Robin."
Robin looked at me: "how you doing?" 
she asked.
"fine," I told her.
and then she began tabulating my 
purchases
not in the least knowing that
the fellow standing there before her
had just two minutes ago been
one grab from the
madhouse.
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100 JUMBO GEM CLIPS AND SOME HOLLYWOOD CIGARETTES
you know, driving through this town or any town 
walking through this town or any town I just see 
people with assholes, nostrils, fingers, feet, 
eyes, mouths, ears, chins, eyebrows and so forth.
I go into a cafe, sit down and order breakfast, 
look around and I am conscious of skulls and skele
tons stuffed with matter and I watch a man stick 
a piece of bacon in his mouth and I think, you are 
dead, but I don't like to consider my own death 
because I might have someplace else to go and I've 
had enough trouble here, being right here, 
like
maybe it's all those snakes in glass cages, they 
can't move about, breathe right, kill right, they 
ought to let them out and they ought to empty the 
jails too as soon as I get my luger in order and 
my dogs unleashed, what do you think? 
the
buildings are constructed wrong and the human 
body too; I sometimes watch ballet dancers leaping 
about and I think, that's really ugly and awkward —  
the human body is built wrong, it's ungainly and 
stupid.... compared to what? compared to the cactus 
and the leopard, 
well,
my women have always said, "you're so negative!" 
and I've looked at them and answered, "I find real- 
ity negative." compared to what? unreality ... 
yet, for all of that I've had more joy than any of 
them, they were positive and depressed, positively 
complaining. 
well,
it could be the firemen sitting about waiting for a 
fire, it could be some guy in Moscow going down on 
some 6 year old girl, it could be that fog is no 
longer fog the way it used to be —  fresh, wet, cooling; 
now it's mixed with tiny ashes of imbecility, but 
everything's hurting: they found some guy playing
football for U.C.L.A. who couldn't read or write 
but Christ he had a body, what a body, he might have 
gotten by but he got upset and murdered his drug 
dealer and they found out in lock-up that he wasn't 
much of a college boy, just kind of a kept goldfish, 
which reminds me
hardly anybody keeps goldfish anymore; you know when I 
was a kid, one household out of 3 had a goldfish bowl
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with goldfish ... what happened to that, Marty? they 
even had goldfish ponds in backyards covered with slimey 
moss and under that moss, hundreds of goldfish, small, 
medium, large, they just lived on breadcrumbs and some 
of those fuckers got so fat and stupid they just rose 
to the top and flattened out there, one eye to the sun, 
quits, like some bad message of the future, but people 
quit too. 
there
was this fighter, got $5 million for going in there, he 
was the Macho Man, had never been defeated but he got in 
there with a guy who could handle him and some rounds 
later he just turned his back and quit and later he told 
the press: "stomach cramps." you'd figure for $5 million 
a man could stand a little stomach ache, I've seen men 
get their entire lives destroyed for 55 cents an hour 
and less, 
well,
maybe men ought to piss sitting down and women ought to 
piss standing up; maybe it's the lines in the sidewalk 
that drive us crazy. I can't open with this hand; I pass 
I need a young girl with green knee socks with yellow 
stripes to throw a wet towel at me. 
the
placidity is enormous as a photo of a man in a canoe 
rolls toward me, CITY FISH MARKET, it says and I look 
down, I look up, I look sideways, the proper feast is in 
the malfunction, let the old songs play yowling memories, 
it's the way it is. 
it's
the masonry, it's the water pump, it's the hog in the 
hedge, it's the ending of the luck, the angels are flying 
low with burning wings, your mother is the victim of her 
ordinary nightmares, 40 faucets are dripping, the cat is 
in heat, only 245 days until Christmas, the dental assist 
ant hated me the last time, 
now
I wake up with a stiff neck instead of a stiff
dick.
you
can write me in Denver,
Colo.

—  Charles Bukowski 
San Pedro CA
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INDUSTRIAL ACCIDENT

is what the radio 
called it w/out com 
ment but you called 
it coming to work 
pulling into your usu 
al place & seeing a 
hand land an arm & a 
ripped shoulder socket 
meat in front of your 
tires others there 
before you had gotten 
coins of blood & grey 
brains on their win 
dowshields everywhere 
tiny parts of the weld 
er that had blown out of 
the green refuse site 
lay steaming on black as 
phalt by 9 city coroner 
had masked that black 
flesh w/his polyethylene 
2 women that'd arrived 1st 
were allowed to go home af 
ter lunch the new Vietnam 
ese programmer walked out 
to the largest flapping 
sheet lifted looked shook 
his head sideways gas 
tank he sd returning 
too bat too bat
you laughed when you 
told me just now then 
suddenly shuddered sd 
hold me

SHE WANTED ME TO

autograph 
the white cast 
on her arm 
the lady who 
lived on the 
corner with 
curly red 
hair skipped to
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her house to 
get a marker 
& a peach 
told me that 
husband of 
hers broke it 
last night she 
tried to knife 
him she said 
from behind 
the drapes she'd 
waited because 
he'd come in 
from mcquire's

smelling like 
CUNT again 
she spelled it 
you know what 
that is she 
grinned all gold 
handed me the 
peach (no i 
said) & looked 
at me bit 
ing the peach 
bared her teeth 
& said you 
come in 
i'll show you

—  Kenneth Funsten 
San Marino CA

INNOCENCE ON THE REBOUND

I like meeting women 
who don't know how 
to kiss; 
they press 
their lips 
together, hard 
shoving 
their faces 
forward
like little boys
kissing a cream-faced aunt.
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THE NEIGHBORS

At a table 
in a restaurant 

they wave 
I wave, 
pay the check 
& leave.

SIMPLE STATIC

It's simply 
the rejection slips 
& the phone bill;

that's it, 
that's all.



MORE INNOCENCE ON THE REBOUND
Even though I've just 
turned 33
have a college degree 
several, if not a bellyfull, 
of dull working years 
lists of girls 
I know 
lived with 
slept with
one night balled with,
seen Sandro Botticelli's
'Venus on a Half Shell' —
seen Roman Polanski's
'Tess of the D'Urbervilles' —
and even envisioned
Bukowski's 'Shot of Red Eye'
on a hot plate
full boil,
I still cannot help, 
when lying coiled 
here
with you,
lifting the flowered cover 
down,
when you've fallen 
asleep, and staring 
at your bared 
breast —
if only because I know 
that if I get caught, 
it can, and will be 
at this late hour, 
embarrassing 
for me.

—  J. H. Parsons
White Rock, B.C,,

RELATIONSHIPS

She's working on her Master's 
has had at least one abortion 
used to be "into drugs" 
and may go to Harvard 
for her Ph.D. The
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furniture is all hers 
and the dishes and pots 
and pans under the sink.
You're almost thirty and 
don't know what you want 
to do forever. At first 
she says it's because you're 
too sensitive and cooks 
you Chinese food in her 
wok. She likes wine and 
cheese. You like beer 
and pretzels. Her ex
boyfriends were handsome 
wrestlers, poets & musicians.
At least one was a 
"rising star" in his field.
Your ex-girlfriends left you 
the way they found you.
When you first move in together
she buys a gold chain for
your neck. After six
months she gets you
new underwear. In a
year you wake up,
kiss her back, her neck,
stroke her hips and try
to reach for her cunt.
She gets up and makes 
coffee. You drink it 
on the couch with a headache 
while she runs 
the vacuum cleaner 
under your feet.

MEXICO

Kerouac called it "Fellaheen earth.’ 
I still know it 
as some barefoot place 
far away as 1955.
Every winter drinking too much 
I say I'll go there soon 
driving an old Chevy nobody wants 
to that spot on the map 
I pull from the bookcase 
the coldest night in January —  
promises of poems and love.
$3000 left me by a distant aunt
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could keep me there a year.
Drunk enough I convert it 
to pesos and hours in the sun.
But I can't get past the border. 
During February vacation I cross 
alone at midnight and get 
gypped by the cab driver who hands 
me the wrong change in the dark, 
disappointed I don't want Boys' Town. 
In the only restaurant open I eat 
cabrito and hear a guitar. A small 
boy plays, his mother sings. I 
tell the waitress, "Mas cerveza, 
por favor" and know I * 11 
be back the next night.
This time I let the driver 
take me where he wants.
A cowboy from Del Rio 
tells me not to fear 
the clap. Ten years 
he has come here safely.
Whores who've traveled up the roads 
I wish to follow down 
tell me I've grown old and weak 
and mock my need.

CUNT IS JUST ANOTHER FOREIGN COUNTRY

I toss the word "vagina" around my head. 
It makes me think of Argentina.
They're equally distant.
It's been so long there was a woman 
I could imagine naked 
and imagine it could 
happen.
I stare at them 
in travelogues; 
flat bellies and 
breasts nearly 
exposed to the nipple.
$700 and they will 
be waiting in Montego Bay.
There are whores 
somewhere for the hungry 
1ike me.
I could come quick,
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pay $20 and be free 
to watch the 11 o'clock news, 
noting the weather report and 
basketball scores.
I'm not greedy
just honest
with all my mirrors.

—  Kevin Sweeney 
Portland ME

PIECE OF ASS

I told her I couldn't 
write a poem about every 
guy that fell in love with
her; even my jealousy has 
its limits. She told me it 
wasn't a question of falling
in love —  all these guys 
want, she said, is a piece 
of ass. Stroking my beard,
I replied, in my worldly- 
wise way, that perhaps to 
these guys love is a piece
of ass. Thinking back on 
our conversation, I've 
decided to expand the
boundaries of my envy 
just enough to accommodate 
this poem.

MIDDLES

There's something about this 
day that will not allow me 
to begin or complete a single
poem. I've got seven pages of 
"middles" and little else, but 
the general observation that it's
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going to be too hot to sleep 
tonight. Standing naked before 
the mirror, six feet of bones
stacked on the bathroom rug,
I'm bothered by my inability to 
sweat. At 145 pounds, I feel
fat & heavy and at 30 years of 
age, a little too old to be 
planning my future.

—  Steven Doering 
Chicago IL

3 SISTERS

I went to pay rent on my storage 
which is now run by 3 middle-aged sisters 
cheerily they greeted me "Oh how nice 
youve come to pay early"
I responded "Well you burnt me so bad last month 
thought Id pay early this time" 
that off-handed remark ruffled their feathers 
"Sir we did not burn you"
"Well I was 2 days late and you charged me eleven seventy 
over"
"Thats what rules are made for sir" said the other fat one 
"Five bucks bookkeeping? Whats that?"
Furiously digging thru the files for a copy of the letter 
they sent me
"I never received any letter"
"Sir its not our problem if you didnt get your mail"
"Well itd help if you sent it 
And a dollar seventy for postage?
I thought stamps were twenty two cents"
Feathers were really flying now 
"And five dollars for a fine
Ive had my stuff in here for five years and never 
been charged a late fee"
"Sir thats what rules are for" I didnt 
know how to take that
but clearly not making any friends here 
I resolved to get my valuables out of there soon 
cant trust these bitches 
theyd put a lien on it quick
if I was unable to pay the rent for some reason
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THE PHOTOGRAPH

this fellow I work with
having seen Picasso's "Three Musicians" 
hanging at my desk area
decided to give ME a discourse on Cubism
me of all people
I listened vaguely
to the usual and added
a few of Cezanne's theories
about the way an eye sees
and that 20th Century painters
do not have to work with direct representation 
since the photograph has arrived

—  Mark Weber 
Upland CA

from FOOTNOTES

—  ‘ Many American and German texts have insisted that 
the U.S. move from radio to television was Promethean. 
Consider the A.R. Jenkins article (The American Psychol
ogist, Winter, 1958), where it is argued that Ed Sullivan 
represents the fire-bringer and encompasses as well the 
stone god origins of Prometheus. Clearly Ed Sullivan is 
a stone deity, but it is equally clear that his affinity 
is with the ancient Cretan stone god (later to be called 
Zeus on the Greek mainland), not with Prometheus. How 
else could we explain the semi-conscious praedipal fan
tasy which can be seen again and again in Sullivan aud
iences? It is hardly necessary to point out the parri
cidal rage and oral frustration which have been well 
documented elsewhere. If it were not for his irrational
ism, dualism, and pessimism, unsuited to the American ex
perience, Freud's Totem and Taboo (New York, 1950) might 
prove to be particularly helpful here, Reisman and Fromm 
notwithstanding. Witness the Sullivan show of August 22, 
1957, where a large russet horse was led on stage in the 
final moments of the broadcast.
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— ’ Under "fair trade" laws manufacturers may demand 
that unscrupulous customers submit to various tests.
The well-known "bait and hook" test requires skin pene
tration without blenching. An interesting variation on 
the usual barb through the web of the hand is two wood
en pegs lodged in the breast flesh just above the nipples. 
Both male and female customers are eligible. These pegs 
are connected, in turn, to lines by which the customer 
is twirled around a light pole at the center of the park
ing lot. The participation of State Bureau representat
ives is suggested but not required. Of course, "loss 
limitation" necessitates payment in full for test fail- 
ures, although items over $100 are excluded by statute 
from this provision. Overcharges are refundable every 
third Thursday.

— * The caves were originally published in 1902. In 
a niche of cave 133 the excavation team discovered famed 
sinologist Sir Reginald Worthington. He first appeared 
to adhere to the surface, indistinguishable from a bas 
relief of the teachings of the Lotus Sutra. Kuan Yin on 
the Morning Waters. In the second printing Sir Reginald 
completely disappeared. Subsequent research on the 
Worthington heraldic coat of arms has revealed remarkable 
correspondences to Shang motifs (fang-i type) on bronze 
ritual vessels. Percival Harris has suggested an ex
planation based on irregular Lap migratory patterns, but 
this is not generally accepted. It has been pointed out 
that Tunhuang is, in fact, hundreds of miles from Hang
chow.

—  Lawrence R. Smith 
Ann Arbor MI

* *  *

Wormwood exchanges with the following magazines. Each 
deserves more readers and more support. Keep them alive 
and independent.
Abraxas, 2518 Gregory St., Madison WI 53711($8/4 nos.). 
Amelia, 329 E St., Bakersfield CA 93304 ($8/year). 
American Book Review, Box 188 Cooper Union Station, New 

York NY 10003($l2/year).
Apocalypso, Fourth World Ltd., 673 Ninth Ave., New York 

NY 10036($4/copy).
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Asylum, P.O. Box 8234, Mission Hills CA 91346($2.50/copy).
The Beloit Poetry Journal, Box 154, RFD 2, Ellsworth ME 

04605($6/year).
Bogg Magazine, 422 N. Cleveland St., Arlington VA 22201 

($7.50/3 nos.).
Cat's Eye, 165 S. Mansfield Ave., Los Angeles CA 90036- 

3018(Send a contribution).
Cincinnati Poetry Review, Dept. English 069, University 

of Cincinnati, Cincinnati OH 45221($9/4 nos.).
Clock Radio, 116 Northwood Apts., North Eagleville Road, 

Storrs CT 06268($4/3 nos.).
Comet Halley, 376 W. Park Ave.(#22), El Cajon CA 92020 

($7/4 nos.).
Crawlspace, 908 west 5th St., Belvidere IL 61008(For copy 

send 39d and 6 x 9" SASE).
December, 3090 Dato, Highland Park IL 60035($12.50/4 nos.)
Dog River Review, P.O. Box 125, Parkdale OR 97041($6/2 

nos. ) .
Epoch, 251 Goldwin Smith Hall, Cornell University, Ithaca, 

14853-0199($8/year) .
Gargoyle, c/o Paycock Press, P.O. Box 3567, Washington 

DC 20007($8/2 nos. Individuals; $10/2 nos. Institut.).
Ghost Dance, University College, Dept. American Thought 

& Language, Michigan State Univ., East Lansing MI 
48823($3/year).

Greenfield Review, RD #1, Box 80, Greenfield Center NY 
12833($8/2 nos. Individuals; $10/2 nos. Institutions).

Grimoire, 8181 Wayne Rd., Apt. H-2084, Westland MI 48185 
($8/year).

Gypsy, c/o Bumgarner, 105 Elledge Mill Road, North Wilk- 
esboro NC 28697($14/year).

Hanging Loose, 231 Wychoff St., Brooklyn NY 11217($6.50/
3 nos . ) .

Hiram Poetry Review, P.O. Box 162, Hiram OH 44234($2/year)
Home Planet News, P.O. Box 415 Peter Stuvyesant Station, 

New York NY 10009 ($6/year).
Invisible City, Red Hill Press, P.O. Box 2853, San Fran- 

cisco CA 94126($2/copy).
Joint Endeavor, P.O. Box 32, Huntsville TX 77340($7/year).
Journal of Modern Literature, 921 Anderson Hall, Temple 

University, Philadelphia PA 19122($14/4 nos.).
Kaldron, P.O. Box 541-h, Halcyon CA 93420($3/copy).
Kangaroo Court, 847 East 7th St., Erie PA 16503($4.50/no.)
The Long Story, 11 Kingston St., North Andover MA 01845 

($4/year).
Magazine, Beyond Baroque Foundation, P.O. Box 806, Venice 

CA 90291($7/4 nos.).
Mockersatz, 104 Woodgate Ct., Sterling VA 22170($2/copy).
The New Southern Literary Messenger, 400 S. Laurel St., 

Richmond VA 23220($4/year).
Nude Erections, c/o Illuminati, Dept. Nu, 8812 W. Pico 

Blvd.(#203), Los Angeles CA 90035($3.95/copy).
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The Old Northwest, Miami University, 302 Bachelor Hall, 
Oxford OH 45056($8/year).

Open Letter, 104 Lyndhurst Ave., Toronto, Canada M5R 2Z7 
($14/3 nos.).

Open 24 Hours, 702 Homestead St., Baltimore MD 21218 
($7/3 nos.).

Oro Madre, Ruddy Duck Press, 4429 Gibraltar Dr., Fremont 
CA 94536($12/year).

Pig In A Poke, P.O. Box 19426, Pittsburgh PA 15273(50«i/ 
copy).

The Pikestaff Forum, P.O. Box 127, Normal IL 61761 ($2/no.).
Pinchpenny, 4851 Q St., Sacramento CA 95819($8/year).
Planet Detroit, P.O. Box 28414, Detroit MI 48228($8/4 nos.)
Poesia de Venezuela, Apartado Postal 1114, Caracas 1010A, 

Venezuela($6/year).
Poet News/Quercus, The Poet Tree Inc. (Sierra 2), 2791 24th 

St. m T ,  Sacramento CA 95818 ($10/year) .
Poetry Australia, Market Place, Berrima, N.S.W. 2577, Aus- 

tralia($25/year).
Poetry Motel, Suburban Wilderness Press, 1023 E. 5th St., 

Duluth MN 55805($5/3 nos.).
Poetry Northwest, Univ. of Washington, 4045 Brooklyn Ave.

N.E.(JA-15), Seattle WA 98105 ($8/year).
Poetry Now, 3118 K St., Eureka CA 95501 ($7.50/4 nos.).
Puerto Del Sol, Box 3E, New Mexico State University, Las 

Cruces NM 88003($5.75/year).
Pulpsmith, c/o Generalist Assoc. Inc., 5 Beekman St., New 

York NY 10038($2/copy).
Random Weirdness, 6092 N. Newburg, Chicago IL 60631($2.50/ 

copy).
Raw Bone, P.O. Box 120661, Nashville TN 37212($l/copy).
Realities Library, 2745 Monterey Rd.(#76), San Jose CA
---95111($5/12 nos.).
Rhumba Train, c/o Barker Books, 1595 Saginaw St. South, 

Salem OR 97302.
Second Coming, P.O. Box 31249, San Francisco CA 94131($6 

/year Individuals; $8.50/year Institutions).
Slipstream, Box 2071 New Market Station, Niagara Falls NY 

14301($5.50/2 nos.).
The Small Pond, P.O, Box 664, Stratford CT 06497 ($5.50/yr.)
Small Press Review, P.O. Box 100, Paradise CA 95969($16/ 

year Individuals; $22/year Institutions).
So'wester, Dept. English Language & Literature, Southern 

Illinois Univ., Edwardsville IL 62026-1001($4/year).
The Spirit That Moves Us, P.O. Box 1585, Iowa City IA 

52244($5/3 nos. Individuals; $6.50/3 nos. Institut.).
Swallow's Tale Magazine, P.O. Box 4328, Tallahassee FL 

32315 ($9.50/3 nos. Individuals; $12/3 nos. Institut.).
Taurus, Box 28, Gladstone OR 97027 ($7/4 nos.).
Thirteen, Box 392, Portlandville NY 13834($5/year).
Unspeakable Visions Of The Individual, P.O. Box 439, Cali- 

fornia PA 15419(Send for list).
Vagabond, #1 Morris Way, Ellensburg WA 98926(Send for list)
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The Volcano Review, 142 Sutter Creek Canyon, Volcano CA 
95689($15/3 nos. Individuals; $18/3 nos. Institut.). 

Zyzzyva, 55 Sutter St.(#400), San Francisco CA 94104 
($6/copy).

Note: Of the 58 exchange mags listed in WR:80, only 25 
remain in some incarnation on the present exchange list 
of 66 magazines. For our 100th issue, Bukowski represents 
the spirit of Wormwood past and present. He is surround
ed by first-appearance poets (young and old), who repre
sent the spirit of Wormwood present and future. The ed
itor thanks all reading these words for your interest and 
support. The edition of this issue has been limited to 
700 numbered copies, the first 70 being signed by Charles 
Bukowski and the editor. The copy now in your hand is 
number: 169

THE PATRONS OF WORMWOOD:
Allen Berlinski 
Anonymous: J.C.
Lloyd R . Gá g
In Memoriam: Two-Ton Tony 
David D. Ginsburg 
R. C. Gross 
Anonymous: D.H.L. 
Anonymous : G.I.L .
In Memoriam: P.J.M. 
Anonymous: J.J.M.
Craig G. Myers

Terry Persun 
Donald R. Peterson 
Anonymous: S.A.R. 
David Rose 
Michael L. Ross 
In Memoriam: Ruffian 
Dr. Marvin A. Sackner 
Samuel A. Smith 
Jeffrey H. Weinberg 
Anonymous: W.C.W.
Herb Wrede

Wormwood subscriptions are now $6/4 nos./year to all indi- 
viduals and $7/4 nos./year to all institutions. Patron's 
subscriptions (when available) are $20 for four issues with 
poet-signed center-sections/chapbooks. Free inspection 
copies are not available because of our very limited press 
run; however, copies may be purchased at $3 per including 
first-class postage. Back issues 16-23, 25-44, 46-52, 54- 
70, 72-84 and 86-99 are available at $3 per issue postpaid. 
Microfilm volumes of the magazine are available from Uni
versity Microfilms, 3101 North Zeeb Road, Ann Arbor MI 
48106. Our contents are indexed in the Index of American 
Periodical Verse, available from Scarecrow Press, P.0. Box 
656, Metuchen NJ 08840.
Wormwood mailings are made at no fixed times and a single 
mailing will consist of 2-4 issues. Nevertheless, subscrib 
ers are guaranteed four issues in a year's time. The press 
cannot respond to subscriber claims when the issues in ques 
tion have not been released for mailing to all of our other 
subscribers. Please keep us informed of changes in address
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