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ANATOMY

Between each of my fingers your lips are pursed.
Deep in my hair your eyes are hiding.
Engraved on my shoulders are your listening ears.
The pores of my skin are your nostrils breathing.
In the dunes of your ribs is my boyhood.
In the hollow of your belly is my old age.
In the arch of your foot is sanctuary.
Within your waist is my gravity.
In your mind is my air supply.
Your navel is folded in the crook of my neck.
Your eyelids stretch over the skin of my thigh 
Your nipples beat, one in each of my wrists.
Your buttocks, sleeping, dream of my heart.
On the slopes of your shoulderblades I garden evenings 

and weekends.
Up and down your legs, by various routes, I run each 

morning, five days a week.
Between your breasts I read or watch TV, or simply 

meditate.
Across your throat I sleep, head in one armpit and 

feet in another.
In the crotch of your legs, fresh from sleep, I write.



My body is your bed, my skin your cover, my cheek your 
pillow.

My tongue is your soap and water, my breath your towel. 
My fingers are your comb and brush, my lips your make-up. 
My woven hands your underclothes, my circling arms your 

skirt and blouse.
My hair your stockings, my nails your shoes.
I am earrings, necklace, bracelet of bone and vein.
My Adam's apple swims in your cool navel.
The back of my knees blink with your eyelashes.
My pulse rises with the tips of your breasts.
My heart has two round halves and follows you.

CLOUDS IN THE KITCHEN, FIRE IN THE SEA
—  for Vertigo Play

Little bit of dust blow in my eye. Brush it away.
Clouds in the kitchen, fire in the sea. Who's to say? 
Dust in the kitchen, eyes in the sea. Something to see. 
Fire and clouds are in my eye. Dust is me.
Two little feathers in a rocking chair. How they get 

there?
Clouds in the kitchen, fire in the sea. What do I care? 
Feathers in the kitchen, chairs in the sea. Let's be 

free.
Fire and clouds sitting down in a chair. Care for me.
Three dry leaves let go of the tree. Say goodbye.
Clouds in the kitchen, fire in the sea. Don't ask why. 
Leaves in the kitchen, trees in the sea. Who you be? 
Fire and clouds falling out of trees. Leaving me.
Four tiny birds get stuck in the sand. Washing away. 
Clouds in the kitchen, fire in the sea. Time to pay. 
Birds in the kitchen, sand in the sea. Water is me.
Fire and clouds get stuck in sand. Burying me.
Five fat fishes, no place to hide. I see you.
Clouds in the kitchen, fire in the sea. See me, too. 
Fishes in the kitchen, hide in the sea. Look for me.
Fire and clouds, no place to hide. Fish I be.
Six big pigs dance to a song. All day long.
Sing clouds in the kitchen, fire in the sea. Sing along. 
Piggies in the kitchen, songs in the sea. Dance with me. 
Fire and clouds dance to a song. Hee, hee, hee.
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Somebody, anybody, hold my hand. Call my name.
Say fire in the kitchen, clouds in the sea. All the same. 
Come through the kitchen and over the sea. Look for me. 
One hand fire and one hand cloud. Let me be.

—  Donald Schenker
Berkeley CA

JAIL ANTICS

I know of a bee
I know of a big bee
I know of a spider
I know of a big bee of another kind
I know of spawning the little bees 
I know of all the colors of the rainbow 
I know of the scooters that go dashing over the 

lavatory floor 
I know of the danger signals 
I know of the little red bees 
I know of the little red ponies 
I know of the cardinal's forces 
I know of the serious itches 
I know of the serious wounds 
I know of the funny itches
I know of the serious bees that sting mightily 
I know of a jail
I know of a jail of another kind 
I know of counting the scooters 
I know of counting the funny bugs 
I know of counting the funny bugs all nightlong

THE CARDINAL IN THE BUSH

I wanted to know more about the cardinal 
I wanted to know more about what the cardinal did 
I wanted to know more about the cardinal in the bush
I wanted to know more about what the cardinal said to 

the cricket
I wanted to know more about what the cricket said to 

the cardinal
I wanted to know more about the cardinal in the bush
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—  Alfred Starr Hamilton 
Montclair NJ

THE JOB INTERVIEW

You go to apply for a job that will have you dancing
naked in a cocktail lounge. Men and women will stare 

at you
in a kind of sullen excitement. You imagine them looking,
the way they will squirm in their seats, the way they 

will grip their drinks.
You report for the job interview early in the morning.
They ask you your name, your previous experience, and
where you graduated from high school. When they don't 

like the sound
of any of your answers, they slap you across the face.
"Have you ever visited Asia?" "No." They give you a 

slap.
"Are your children old enough to vote?" "No.” Another 

slap.
"Did you ever have sex with your father?" "Many times."

A slap.
You give them the names of everyone you have ever slept 

with.
You're not happy about the way this interview is going.
The questions about car crashes you messed up completely.
They light up cigars the size of Roman candles. The 

smoke
smells like burning money, a smell you remember from 

childhood.
They flick their ashes on your clothes. They ask you 

why you want to
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I wanted to know more about what Frère Jaques said
I wanted to know more about what Frère Jaques said to

the cardinal
I wanted to know more about the cricket in the bush
I wanted to know more about what the cricket said
I wanted to know more about the light of the silvery moon
I wanted to know more about those little white lies
I wanted to know more about a fair day
I wanted to know more about a fair night
I wanted to know more about the tickets to the fair



quit your present job as a long-distance operator.
You tell them that you want more exposure, not mentioning 

that
just standing in lighted windows at night is no longer 

enough.
You don't tell them about the restroom incident, or 

what you
like to do at the public library, between the rows of 

books.
When you told your mother that you were getting a job in 

show
business, you didn't say that you would have to show 

everything.
"You realize that this club is run by organized crime," 

they
tell you. To this you know you have the right response: 

"Organized
or not," you say, "we're all criminals underneath our 

clothes."
You remember your deep religious training and convictions.
You've always been fond of the doctrine of original sin.
They look at each other without saying anything else.
You unzip your jeans, and slide them down to show your 

perfect thighs.
You feel alright now. "O.K., kid,” they say, "show us 

what you've got."

TO A SERIOUS EDITOR

I want to disappoint you. I don't mean that I want to,
but I probably will. If you are looking for what 

they call
the "well-crafted poem," then I know I will disappoint 

you.
I am a poet of the cheap effect and the dirty joke,
the elbow in the ribs and the slap on the ass. If 

you are
a woman, then I would rather be squeezing your tits 

than
writing this. If you are a man, I would rather be 

sitting
with you in a downtown bar, watching a topless dancer.
But here I am, and if you think the things I'm saying 

are stupid,
that's your problem, not mine. I know there are a lot 

of mistakes
in my poems. But don't wait around for me to fix 

them up.



It might be possible to write a good poem without mistakes. 
But really great poetry always has mistakes in it —  
it almost has to. Look at all the mistakes in Shakespeare; 
look at the mistakes in Ezra Pound. But we're not talking 

about
great poetry anyway. I know this isn't a great poem.
I don't know if you've ever printed a great poem in your 
magazine or not —  I know you've printed a lot of good 

ones.
If this is a good poem, then it might be good because 
of its mistakes, not in spite of them. What do you think 

of that?
In any case, you probably won't learn much from reading it. 
I would rather make people laugh than make them understand. 
Sooner or later, we all have to realize that it takes 
more courage to be an entertainer than a teacher.
Poetry is about nothing if not about courage.
I don't want to be your teacher. What could you learn 

from me?
Look at yourself, reading this poem through binoculars, 
while the house next door is being demolished by vandals, 
your wife is getting undressed in the back of a taxi cab, 
your husband is letting down his pants in front of school 

children,
someone is trying to paint your shrubbery with silver 

paint,
and an evil hunchback is building robots in your cellar.
And you think that I can teach you anything? If you 

look down
right now, you will see that a tarantula is crawling 
across your foot, and your other foot is stuck in the 

waste basket.
I can't teach you anything more than that. I might be able 
to teach you about the fine hairs that curl along the 

crease of
your daughter's ass, but if you loved her as much as I do, 
you would already know about that. I am going to marry 
her as soon as possible, with or without your consent.
I have already promised to let her tie me up in bed.
And so this poem, as bad as it is, is all I have to give.
I know that it won't make the world any better, no 

poem will.
Anyone who really wanted to make the world better 
would not be writing poems; he would sneak an aphrodisiac 
into the water supply. But here I am writing poems.
So don't take this seriously; please don't take it 

seriously.
Just laugh at me, god damn it, laugh, that's all I want 

from you.

6



TO JON ANDERSON

Jon, there are many things 
I remember about your reading 
at Epstein's Bookstore in 
Iowa City, among them the 
two girls on the floor in 
front of me, the way their 
low-cut jeans pulled down 
when they leaned forward, 
showing their ass-cracks.

—  F. Keith Wahle 
Cincinnati OH

EVERY SUNDAY LITTLE KNOWN FACT

darrin spehar
carries his hangover
in an aspirin jar
down to the granada theater
doesnt care whats showing
just needs to drown
in someone elses life
for awhile
says that theater seat
is the only friend
hes ever gonna have
till the camera goes blind
& all the grain
in the midwest moves
to arizona

CONNIE LARSON

its a little known fact
that ron & nancy
used to own a gag shop
in santa monica
sold a lot of rubber vomit
& plastic dog crap to kids
& weirdos sd
if you cant find it
at bonzos fun house
its not funny
& both really loved
to cater parties
wearing clown masks
& huge floppy sneakers
crooning happy birthday
& squirting ink
out of flowers
into wide little eyes

connie larson
was the best lay in high school.
connie larson was
the only lay in high school.
a helluva reason
for me & bernie scarpelli
to always keep a rubber
tucked away in our wallets
just in case connie
ever sd yes she'd go out w/one of us.
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haven't heard a thing about her
since graduation
but today i'm watching
this shitty t-n-a movie on showtime
& there's connie larson
stripping off her shirt
& bra & panties.
that mole on her thigh
all the football guys sd she had
was right there in front of me
dancing behind the thickest
piece of glass
ever made.

—  Patrick mckinnon 
Duluth MN

SAW

recent photo 
chuck berry in 
people magazine 
seems men 
definitely look 
more fragile 
older they get 
berry's face 
ponderously gaunt 
& weathered 
seemed to be saying 
it had had 
enough

NERVOUS KID'S

mom brought him back 
stones from the shore 
cloud gray & powder green 
basalts
precious looking 
quartz rocks & red 
to purplish feldspars 
he said 
thanks a lot

STAY UP THROUGH THE NIGHT THEN

around 6:30 time becomes so strange 
to me i don't know what to do, read 
type stay up sleep or what, 
only the bugs bunny cartoons keep 
me thinking straight. i guess the 
daily ritual sacrifice of elmer fudd 
or the coyote roller-skating off 
a 1000 ft. cliff somewhere in america 
is what reassures me most, 
if the tweety-bird can pull out a 
mallet & bash the cat's head in 
maybe i'll be able to get through
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another day. (i guess what saves 
the world is cats coyotes & morons 
never become smarter than 
smaller creatures wielding wits.)

HIS ( 1974 )

apartment stood wide open & everything in it 
could have been ours for the taking 
he'd died about a day before & the landlord 
had just left the place as it was
he was a poor minister, he didn't own much, 
nothing more than a gray-yellow pile of 
taiwanese pajamas & slippers & cheap bathrobe 
that couldn't have been warm at all & a 
disorganized mess of books strewn throughout 
the place, he didn't have much in his kitchen 
either, a few onions, potatoes canned soup, 
stale bread but certainly no wine or any 
other liquor —  for that matter, he didn't 
have any medicines except for a bottle of 
aspirin & iodine.
my friend who was an irishman took a history book 
on ireland, his girl took one on trees & shrubs 
& i found a copy of h.g. wells's outline of 
history. i remember this whole thing because 
i came across the book the other day.
those were the days we thought we owned 
the whole world & that it was humbly & gratefully 
smiling down upon us as we did 
whatever we damn well pleased.

WARNING

a place with too-literal religion 
will also have too-literal pornography

HAD

a better understanding of dinosaurs 
when i happened to look at my own scrotum
the holiness of that 
strange flesh hints 
at different life-realms
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YEAH, RIGHT

i remember
mingo the indian
from the daniel boone
tv series mingo'd been
saved from savagery
by an english benefactor
who sent him
to oxford
dan'I'd say
whal, mingo, them traps 
gotta hev ketch in 'em 
b'now —  let's g'down 
thar by th'river 
n'see
& mingo'd say 
my word! 
before tea?
i think he was really 
the first mr. spock

DROPPED

bathroom scale 
on my foot
i'd never considered 
what it weighed

—  Cory Monaco 
Bronx NY

GETTING DRUNK WITH MY THIRD MOTHER-IN-LAW

She laughs the way a madam might 
having finally found herself 
a thousand-dollar john.
She's the only woman I know
who can outdrink me
and she likes me to pour hers
half vodka half juice
then two-thirds vodka a third juice
then she winks
we drink
communal beasts
nothing else mattering.
My first mother-in-law nagged me 
for not diapering the baby enough 
my second one didn't like me 
knowing I wasn't a virgin 
and my third one
just wants to laugh and have a good time.
Once the two of us
alone sitting on barstools
drinking gin she told me
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her first husband walked out on her 
the second one beat her.
I told her my second one beat me too
tried to kill me with his bare hands
and my third mother-in-law
looked me straight in the eye
for the first and last time
and told the bartender to bring two more
and not so much juice this time.

GO-GO GIRL REUNION

Those who don't show up at reunions 
either have something to hide 
or think they're too good. So since 
go-go girls once let it all hang out 
of bikinis and can neither claim 
that vice nor the virtue, we all 
showed up at the Playgirl Club 
where 10 years before we'd slung 
beer and shook our tail feathers 
till 2 a.m. Jenny, the most 
beautiful and best dancer was there 
wearing shantung and Joy parfum 
the only one of us to marry a 
millionaire (the boss) although we 
all tried. Roxie showed up, now 
thinner and a reborn Christian;
Sunni, too, in spite of warrants 
out for her arrest. Judy was still 
a barmaid, but now lived with a 
younger, better-looking, better
shooting pool hustler; Carol Lee 
just got a new Z, a nose job, a 
boob job and an abortion too, all 
paid for by one of her old sugar 
daddies who wasn't the daddy. And 
Dinah, wearing thick glasses, her 
eyes having gone bad from taking 
too much LSD, had gone straight, 
and now drank nothing but Southern 
Comfort on the rocks. Betty had 
given up macrame and now taught 
aerobics; Jimi got her real estate 
license and a perm; Sharon got her 
Ph.D. in psychology but said she'd 
seen more weirdos when she worked 
at the Playgirl than she ever had 
in a psycho ward. The new Playgirl 
owner, Dick Dale, had the band play 
"Night Train" and all the old go-go 
girls drunk enough got up on the stage,
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raised their skirts over their knees 
and wiggled around. Dick Dale took 
Polaroids and said over the microphone 
to the audience and to us that we 
weren't getting older we were only 
getting better and over the whistles 
and applause I heard one of his 20-ish 
waitresses laugh and say to a cohort 
"Yeah, sure," knowing that she would 
never show up to any reunion of any 
kind. Wizened with young, she 
thought she knew how to hold back 
sunsets with her tongue.

HOW YOU TASTE THE APPLES

The winner of Yolo County Fair's 
1984 First Prize for Apple Pies 
showed me how to keep 
my pie flute golden while it baked 
by simply making
an aluminum foil collar for the pie pan 
like you might for the Tin Man's 
whiplashed neck.
While she showed me
how to weave a lattice top
for my cherry pie she told me
her apple pie won because of the Gravensteins —
those large, yellow, red-striped apples she
drove forty miles to Sebastopol to buy
that only are ripe two weeks in July, the same time
her husband's parents came from Pittsburgh
to discuss her bad marriage getting worse.
While her husband and his parents
drank Wild Turkey in the living room
in her kitchen she rolled the pie crust dough
made of lard and butter for a nutty flavor
and then she arranged inside
the Gravenstein slices
apple halfmoons-halfmoons
a perfect swirl ad infinitum
so that when they baked down in their juice
the top crust would not go hard
and fill with stale air.
Many highballs later
after her husband told his side of the story 
his parents came to the decision 
that their son's obligations 
to his baby and wife
should not interfere with his personal happiness or life. 
The last place her husband took her
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before he went away
was to the Yolo County Fair
and when she saw her first place blue ribbon
she covered her face to hide her tears
asked him to leave her alone with her pie for awhile
and he carried their baby away to see the clown.
The main reason, though, she told me she won 
was simply because those Gravenstein apples 
are the perfect sweet-tartness for pies.
You don't have to add lemon or cinnamon or sugar or spice. 
That way
all you taste are the apples.

BEEF AND BARLEY SOUP

A year ago my mother wouldn't eat soup
not even Bouillabaise
or Vichyssoise
she called it goop
only fit for people sick with flu
or without teeth
not agreeing with my soup theology
or its St. Francis humanitarianism
to feed all the people
its Jesus way of healing
until a few months ago
when she became bedridden
and the doctor prescribed soup
so today I sauteed in olive oil and butter
a diced filet mignon
until it was crisp around the edges
and then I added diced onion, garlic
celery, green pepper
stirfried until tender then
added two quarts of beef stock
three par-boiled, peeled
and quartered tomatoes
a little basil, bay leaf, parsley
rosemary, thyme
some carrots
a cup of barley
salt to taste
and covered it all
and simmered it for a hour
until it was as thick as
white polka-dotted velvet.
The soup is good 
said my mother between bites 
was it hard to make she asked 
and I said no
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not when you believe in soup 
and I smiled
her conversion widening the river of my kitchen 
by a Nile.

WITHOUT GROUCHY OLD PREMINGER

Before my Aunt Lil and Uncle Jimmy
sold their tract home, piano
and the gold Cadillac
with the white upholstery
to go to Costa Rica to buy a cantina
in the banana groves,
my Aunt Lil had a white fox stole
she wore low on her shoulders
with a mother-of-pearl cigarette holder,
highheel wedgies, and a white, tight sheath-dress.
A very sexy lady.
A Gypsy Rose Lee 
doing what she pleased 
without grouchy old Preminger.
Aunt Lil and Uncle Jimmy didn't get rich, though,
down in Costa Rica, which in English
really means "rich coast,”
and since I was just a kid at the time,
it was none of my business
what they did with all that money.
But today, 25-some years later,
my Aunt Lil tells me
how it was too damn hot down there
in that godforsaken place to wear her fox.
So hot that the white satin lining
stuck to her skin like Scotch tape;
the scorpions and bugs
were as big as her shoes
and got right in bed with you —
and she never got so sick
of bananas in her entire life.

—  Joan Jobe Smith
Fountain Valley CA
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THE MALCOLM LOWRY OF LONG BEACH

My friend John wants to go to Mexico.
He's wanted a pink villa on the coast 
for years.
But now he's been reading the biography 
of Malcolm Lowry, 
so he wants to go to Cuernavaca 
which he calls Quauhnahuac —
Indian for valley of the trees —  
as Lowry did.
He never drinks much
but the other night he came over
and had five straight tequilas.
My good tequila.
He's a painter and a designer, 
and he said, "I think I want to be 
a writer now." Jokingly, I hope.
I like his painting.
Now he sees symbols, he says, in everything 
around him. He wants to go to Mexico, he says, 
because he has a Jungian urge to go south, 
to go into himself.
He asks my wife if she liked Mexico.
He pulls maps out of his pockets of Mexico.
He made a painting of a night in Mexico.
I've seen John like this before.
When he wanted a house, he only spoke 
about houses. Then he bought one.
When he wanted some chairs, 
he bought five sets of four,
gave them away when he couldn't live with them, 
then bought a sixth set, 
which he couldn't afford.
John is a man of extremes, a monomaniac 
like Lowry was, I guess.
The only difference is that John 
is an expert at tying his shoes.
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DOWN AND OUT IN AMSTERDAM AND L.A

My brother Tony traveled for a few 
months in Europe.
When he was broke he went to Amsterdam 
and waited for a check from home.
He hung out at the Stedelijk Museum 
where he said they had good hot cocoa.
One day while he was drinking his cocoa 
Ed Kienholtz walked in and sat down 
Tony introduced himself and Kienholtz 
invited him to join him. He bought him 
lunch, because Tony was broke and 
I suppose because Tony was an artist 
and an American, and a good guy.
Kienholtz is a famous artist and 
since Barney's Beanery he's done well, 
but he'd been broke a few times himself 
when he was young.
So when Tony told him his story he handed 
him 20 dollars.
"How can I pay you back?" Tony asked.
"Oh, don't worry about it," Kienholtz said,
"You'll figure something out."
So ten years later in L.A.
Tony was printing lithographs
for everyone from Jasper Johns to Lichtenstein.
And one day Kienholtz walked in to do some 
multiples of gas cans that looked like t. vees.
Tony helped him and when Kienholtz was ready 
to leave Tony said, "I bet you don't remember this 
but we met before."
And Kienholtz said, "Sure I do. The Stedelijk 
in 1970. You owe me twenty bucks."

17



WALL STREET

Since my father had a flower shop, 
some mornings in the summer he got me 
up at five to go with him to the 
flower market on Wall Street 
up in L.A.
I dozed while he drove the truck up Alameda 
past the refineries, junk yards, steel mills, 
and factories.
When we got there, he grabbed a pushcart and 
I walked beside him through the warehouses 
full of roses, glads, carnations, and pom-poms; 
they had plants there that looked so strange 
you'd swear they could eat dogs.
He'd stop at a booth where a Japanese guy 
was selling mums.
"How much?" he asked.
"Three a dozen," the Japanese guy said.
"How about two-fifty if I get six dozen?"
"How about two-sixty?"
And we piled them on the cart.
The cement was wet and the smells would come —  
roses for awhile, then carnations, then some
thing like malaria out of a swamp in Panama. 
Dumped glads and daisies and orchids lay 
rotting in piles on the curbs.
When he finished buying, we rolled the cart 
to the truck and piled the bundles in the back, 
locked it up, and went to a cafe there on Wall 
for breakfast.
Japanese growers from Gardena,
Mexican growers from Encinitas,
German growers from Riverside sat around 
drinking coffee and playing Liars' Poker.
They squinted at the serial numbers and called, 
"Five sevens," "Six fives," "I'll pass,"
"I'll call."
We ate steak and eggs and watched.
An old florist named Sam came in.
"Yeah," he said, "florists are either gamblers, 
crooks , or queers."
My father laughed and said,
"It's a gamble all right.
If we."don't sell those flowers 
we sure can't eat them."

18



BURRITO

My brother and I delivered flowers 
for my father for years.
We drove all over L.A. 
from Long Beach to Gardena 
to Pico Riverato Whittier 
Hollywood to Central L.A.
And we never had time to 
stop and eat anything 
but burritos that we could 
grab and take with us 
down the road.
So we gained a facility for 
picking burrito stands that 
were good on sight.
They usually had a sign 
painted green and red and yellow 
that had been done by a novice.
And they usually had a couple of 
people standing around, Mexicans 
and maybe a couple of Blacks.
When we got closer
there was always that menu
that was in Spanish
that reassured us that
this was a good place
for a red chile or green chile
burrito that we could take
to fill us and drip in our laps
as we took the flowers to funeral
parlor, hospital, birthday girl,
or lover.
We with our full stomachs.
They with their sadness, recuperation, 
happiness, or love pangs.
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ROOM MATES

i.
It's Friday night at the bar and 
the women are running like salmon 
up and down the aisles and the men 
are running after them.
"Where's John?" Carl asks. "I haven't 
seen him in months."
"He's probably at church," I say. "He told 
me he goes every night and every morning 
at six."
Kathy the barmaid brings us two Heinekens 
then swishes off.
"What John needs is a woman," Carl says.
"That's for sure," I say. "Maybe that's 
why he's going to church so much."
"There's where you find them," Carl says.

ii.
The next week Carl and I lean on the bar 
and watch the salmon spawn again.
Carl says, "I went by John's, but I had 
to leave because this total jackass 
was there. First he was sleeping and 
drooling all over John's couch, then he 
woke up and started telling us how all the 
women are after him. He's John's room mate," 
he says.
"I know," I say. "I met that guy. He's from 
the Church. A man in need."
Carl says, "John doesn't need a male room mate."

iii.
I drop by John's house. It's nine p.m. 
but John is red eyed, ready for bed, church at six. 
Bibles lie open on the coffee table, on the arms 
of his chairs, on the kitchen table.
In the bath room there are two more open Bibles 
and books on Why Evolutionists Are in League with 
Satan, When the Holocaust Will Come, and Why,
A Skeleton Key to the Holy Land.
I've seen John's extremes before.
Racquetball, camping, pistol shooting, 
house renovation, furniture fanatic.
Most flicker after a couple of years, 
but I don't know about this one.
I ask, "How's the room mate?"
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He says, "He always has a cold."
"Is he paying his share?" I ask.
"Not really," John says. "I thought he'd help 
but he's two months behind, and last night I 
got home and smelled weed in here."
"No," I say. "A church-going boy who uses weed."
He looks at me and smiles. "You're right. I'm 
just looking for a way to get rid of him."
iv.
The next Friday night Kathy drops off two Heinekens
and squeezes through the crowd,
then Carl says, "So how's John's room mate?"
I tell him the story, then say, "I think he's 
overstayed his welcome."
v .

When I stop by John's one night he's in his 
robe and he sits in front of the t.v. and watches 
an evangelist who wears his wig crooked.
John pulls a kleenex from the box and blows his 
nose.
"How are you besides having a cold? I ask.
"Great," he says. "I kicked my room mate out today." 
"Good," I say. "How'd you manage it?"
He says, "The first day that he came here I took 
him in the kitchen and told him, 'This is my 
yellow glass. Don't wash it. Don't touch it.'
So the other morning I woke up coughing and 
blowing my nose, because I had his cold, and I 
heard water running in the kitchen, but I didn't 
hear any cupboards open or close.
So I got up and went out and there he was 
drinking water out of my yellow glass.
I ripped the glass out of his hand and told him,
'I want you out of here today.' I yelled,
'You're a scum bag, a creep.'"
"A jackass," I say.
"He just said, "Gee whiz, John. Don't get violent.' 
But I kept yelling at him. I'm a happy man.
Except that he took my keys and I have to 
change the locks."
"He's a good church-going guy," I say. "You can 
trust him about as much as some guy from the bar." 
John looks at me. Something's cooking in there.
I think that next Friday I can tell Carl that 
John may soon join us to watch the salmon spawn 
and have a couple of Heinekens, again.
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CLARO IN CABO COLONET

We sit on the cliff overlooking the sea 
and on the cliff cattails dance in the wind.
We are down for a few days, Mike to get away 
from his script writing, me to get away from 
the whole mess. I'm so used to noise, that as 
I doze I think I hear music, rock and roll, on 
the wind.
Two Mexicans walk toward us from the shack 
down the cliff. A boy has told me that Jose 
Goats-and-Cheese lives there in the shack.
When the two arrive, one is fifty, the other 
thirty, with moustache and black hair.
The older man looks Chinese, and he says, 
in Spanish, "How is the fishing here?”
I tell him, "Jose says that there are perch."
"We are waiting for a boat, to catch some 
langostino,” he says.
"They're going to catch lobster," I translate 
for Mike.
"My name is Ramon,” the older one says, "But 
they call me Chino. My father is Mexican, my 
mother was Chinese." He points to his friend.
"This is Miguel." Miguel nods.
"This is Miguel, and I'm Rafael," I say.
"The best fishing is at San Antonio Del Mar,"
Chino says. "I'm a cook there. A lot of people, 
a lot of drink last night." He motions that his 
head is big.
"My head isn't big today," I say. "It was big 
yesterday."
"The best fishing is in the Sea of Cortez," Chino 
says. "Tutuava."
"Yes, tutuava is good, but they're fishing it out."
"Yes," he says in English. "You don't have a little 
drink, to clear my head, eh?"
I see what he's been fishing for, and I understand 
out here thirty miles from the nearest beer bottle.
"No, I'm sorry," I say. "I drank it all last night."
"Well," Chino says, as he nods to Miguel, "let's go." 
"Hasta luego," I say.
"See you later," he says, and they walk toward the shack. 
"Hard to get a beer around here," Mike says.
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COWBOYS AND INDIANS

Jose cruises Watts in his '74 chevy coupe that's lowered 
to the ground and painted burgundy. The other night he 
told me that he was going to buy some new rims.
"It's good deal," he said. "My rims and fifty dollars." 
"What's wrong with the old rims?" I asked.
"Nothing," he said. "But these rims are better.
I got to be absent tomorrow."
"To get the rims?"
"Yeah," he said and smiled.
That was too bad, since Jose was often the only student 
to come to class.
But a couple of nights later he came back. It was 
raining, the wind pushing the rain inland.
"Did you get them?" I asked.
"Yeah," he said. "Want to see them?"
"Sure," I said.
"I think the mayates want to get them."
"Not in the rain," I said.
We went out to the parking lot where the chevy was parked 
under a light. The rain was beading up on the wax, the 
rims were shining. A couple of black students stood under 
a tree. They smoked cigarettes 
and talked.
"Nice rims," I said.
"Those fucking mayates," Jose said.
"What?"
"Didn't you hear those guys?"
"Nope," I said.
"They want to get me rims. Didn't you hear them?"
"What did you get them for? Around here nothing's safe." 
"I have to have something," he said. "Those fucking 
mayates.
They think I'm stupid."
We went back inside, out of the rain.
I haven't seen Jose for awhile since then. Antonio, a 
guy from Salvador, said a guy with a rifle was chasing 
him the last time that he saw him.
"Why's that?" I asked.
"I don't know.” Antonio shrugged.
"I think they like those rims."
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THE PHILOSOPHICAL EMANCIPATION

We are on the roof today
laying fiberglass shingles
and Steve Parisi, who is younger than I,
but much more experienced
is measuring the lap with his hammer.
My hammer is makeshift
an old axe I once used as a tomahawk
when my father wasn't looking.
I look down my line of shingles 
and see that it waves.
Beyond the wave rise the palm trees 
for the half mile to the beach.
They're straighter than my line is.
So I ask Steve, "You know, I think
I'd better rip these up. Look at them."
He stands with his roofing hammer in his hand 
and looks down the line.
"Don't worry about it," he says.
"Roofing is not an exact art."

OUT IN THE WORK ROOM

Taylor could always make anything 
out of wood or silver.
Out in his work room
half-made bracelets and rodeo buckles, 
rings and squash blossom necklaces 
lie on the table next to his 
torches and hammers.
"I can get eight hundred for some 
squash blossom necklaces," he says 
while he hammers the silver.
"People are always calling me up 
to make one."
I say,
"Why don't you quit your job
at the paper mill and just make these?"
He takes a sip of beer and looks at 
the squash blossom he's making, 
then says, "I like doing it too much 
for that. I don't want to go and 
make a job out of it."
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DURING VIETNAM

I got a letter from Dave Heath, 
who was a medic over there.
The envelope was stained with 
mud and grass.
I'd beaten the draft and 
was in London staying away 
from America until it got some 
sense.
I took the letter to the Chelsea Potter, 
a pub on the King's Road.
Dave had called me from Oakland 
when he was about to board the plane 
for Vietnam.
He'd asked me if I'd put him up 
for awhile in L.A. He wanted to go 
back to Brazil. "To hell with this 
war," he'd said. I'd told him,
"Sure, as long as you want."
Later that night his father had called 
and said that he'd talked Dave out of 
going to Brazil. "Maybe I'll regret it," 
he'd said.
In the pub I ordered a pint, 
read the letter.
It was all green and brown finger prints.
"Ray, just fell from a chopper into a 
rice paddy. Lucky because it blew all 
to fucking pieces above me. A lot of 
friends. A rocket. All hell broke loose 
over here. Dave."
After that I told everyone I was Canadian, 
if they asked me how the war was.
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MORENA

Aunt Mary was brown skinned
and her sisters called her "Nigger."
When my father and mother and brother and me 
went to her house she said,
"Sit down. Sit down. I'm making some tortillas. 
Sit down." So we did.
She put the flour in the bowl
with water and salt and a handful of crisco.
Then she mixed it with her hands 
making it into a white ball.
We sat there in the kitchen and watched
and when she wasn't looking, we took a little ball
from the bowl and ate it raw.
She rolled out the dough on wax paper 
then peeled the white disc off 
to then pat it between her palms.
She dropped the tortilla onto the hot pan 
on the stove.
The smell filled the room.
She handed me a tortilla.
She handed my brother one.
"Where's mine?" my father said.
"Kids first," Mary said.
The butter on that fresh tortilla 
made a dish I thought fit for Montezuma.
There are piles of tortillas in the Lucky Market. 
Everyone eats them now.
But I'd rather have one of Aunt Mary's tortillas 
right now, than a fifty buck dinner at Ma Maison.

—  Rafael Zepeda 
Long Beach CA
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POEM

1. I never write poems 
about poetry 
because it is 
like washing the soap 
or eating your stomach
for lunch, then what will you do with supper

2. I never write poems 
called "Poem"
It's like calling your dog 
"Dog"
or your mom 
"Mom"
when her name's really Alice, or King

3. I never write poems 
that don't rhyme 
or flow
smoothly so that 
or don't make sense

4. I never go outside without a coat because I'm afraid 
I might get sick

LIFE

It starts with birth.
It ends with death.
And somewhere in between you have to sweep the garage.

ED'S REDEEMING QUALITIES

He's very good at 
Stacking the dishes 
In the rack 
After he washes them
For example
And sometimes he says 
What he thinks
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ED'S IDEA

I don't know 
I might
eat supper first 
tomorrow
and save breakfast for later

—  Dan Leone 
Durham NH

THREE WOMEN

Captain Tom's mother tried to stab him when he was 17
Captain Tom went AWOL from the Army when he was 19.
He stole a car and drove to San Francisco.
He took acid 1,000 times, 
saw little men with bayonets 
marching out of the wallpaper 
toward him.
Captain Tom got married when he was 22.
He couldn't stop punching his wife in the eye.
She left him when he was 23.
He was committed to a State Mental Hospital.
After Captain Tom got out of the hospital, 
he moved into his grandmother's garage.
His grandmother immediately 
covered her living room walls 
with pictures of Jesus
and posters that declared "God Is Love” and "Jesus Is 

Lord."

MAKING AMERICA STRONG

We worked nights as machine operators
at Goodstone Aircraft Company, where we made parts
for the Air Force's new bomber, the K-20.
In the parking lot, before work and during lunchbreak 
we drank and smoked dope and snorted chemicals.
At work we wore sunglasses
and danced in front of our machines.
We picked up bomber parts and blew through them 
as if they were saxophones.
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We stalked each other with squirt guns, 
screaming and laughing and staggering.
We played with the overhead crane,
hoisting each other's tool boxes to the ceiling.
We unscrewed knobs off of machine handles 
and threw them around like baseballs.
Our foreman sneaked drinks
from the bottle of vodka in his toolbox
and paced about the shop in a daze.
We respected our foreman.
He'd given us some valuable advice.
"Whatever you do," he'd warned us over and over, "don't 
join the Air Force and fly a K-20. It's gonna CRASH."

A THREAT

My fellow workers and I
operate machines that cut steel blocks.
As the machines cut the steel,
my fellow workers like to stare and laugh at each other. 
They are ready to piss on each other's graves.
They fear me.
They call me crazy.
They don't like the poetry I read.
They don't like the paintings I have hung 
on the board behind my machine.
They look at me
like they want to cut my balls off.
Tomorrow I think I will start bringing roses to work. 
Each day I will stand a rose in a jar of water 
on the workbench behind my machine.
I want to really terrify my fellow workers 
this time.

AT GOODSTONE AIRCRAFT COMPANY

The blacks and the bikers
operated machines next to each other.
The bikers yelled nigger jokes to each other 
and plastered their rollaway toolboxes 
with Confederate flag stickers.
The blacks had anxiety attacks 
and read Bibles
and found the hangman's nooses that the bikers hung 
from the beams above the blacks' machines.



But the blacks and the bikers rose above this and united 
in their dedication to making the K-20 bombers 
that would carry atomic bombs 
and thus ensure peace for all.

REVENGE

Matt did everything he thought a biker should do. 
He rode a Harley Davidson motorcycle.
He never wore a helmet
and often dumped his motorcycle at high speeds.
He got into fistfights and carried a knife.
He asked his women for blow jobs all the time.
When he played pool in a bar,
he'd break a pool cue
and walk around with a piece of it
pinned above his ear like a huge pencil.
Real bikers beat Matt up a lot.
They called him a "Want-to-be-a-biker" 
and laughed at him,
or threatened to have a "party" with him.
So Matt gave up trying to be a biker, 
and became a policeman.

THE LIFERS

The new steelworkers
sucked the smoking oil and the steel dust 
deep into their lungs 
and laughed.
They laughed
as the screaming of the automatic drill presses 
pulverized their nerves 
and shot into their hearts.
The veteran steelworkers
wore 30-year Company Service pins
and died
of strokes and heart attacks and lung cancer.
The veterans laughed at the new steelworkers 
who were so sure they would never 
let themselves become veterans.
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LIBERATION

On Monday morning I reached Nirvana, 
and drove to work late.
I charged into the steel mill
and strode up to each of my fellow workers,
grabbing their hands
and staring into their eyes.
I tried to put my arms around each of them 
as I cried and smiled with the joy 
of Enlightenment.
Their faces were white with fear of me.
The foreman took me into the office
where the manager asked me what kind of drugs I was on 
and told me that I was fired.
I kissed the manager's hands 
and laughed and did a dance 
around his desk.

—  Fred Voss
Long Beach CA

COUPONS

We've got to find a way to slow Marjorie 
down on the coupons

It has something to do with Senior Center 
maybe there's a pool —  they trade 
maybe she sells them on the black market 

I don't know, but she wants our coupons 
For awhile she was getting up before dawn 

and cutting them out of our newspaper 
before she put it behind the door 

We lost the far end of too many articles 
Then we had to give her all the sections 

with coupons 
She knows when we get 

coupons in the mail 
the same mailers are sent to her 

We get predawn notes on the backs of old envelopes 
"Give me the coupons you got yesterday"
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AT MIDNIGHT OR LATER

At midnight or later 
when he comes home,

four nights a week five nights six nights
we can hear the roar of our neighbor's car
as he maneuvers it carefully
into position and drives
fast backwards up the driveway
so that at 7:00 the next morning
he can drive out fast forwards.

—  Ben Yandell 
Pasadena CA

HAPPY ANNIVERSARY
after/ Gerald Locklin

A few years ago, I remember visiting 
Some old friends of mine in Gardena
They've been married many years,
And their affection for each other 
Has always been considerable
On a recent anniversary, they'd given 
Themselves a tablecloth upon which 
Were embroidered the words:

WILL YOU STILL NEED ME 
WILL YOU STILL FEED ME 
WHEN I'M 64?

Now, this pop music sentiment gave me 
An idea for a way to sweeten my own marriage 
Which was going sour as somebody's first 
Sousaphone lesson
Already figuring her fondness for the 
Beatles would hold me in heavy favor,
I take my wife into an uncompromising 
Embrace and whisper the words I dream 
She's been longing to hear:
"Will you still need me, will you still 
Feed me, when I'm 64?"
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She lengthily exhales and looks at me, 
With her eyes full of distance, saying 
In that incomparable voice of hers :
"I was thinking about getting rid of you, 
Maybe, a week from Tuesday"

CONVERSATIONS & THE NEW POETICS

Koertge & I were born in little 
Illinois towns, so, whenever we
happen to meet, we never discuss 
the ultimate wedding of literary
politics & poetry; we talk about 
things like how far it is between
Oak Park & Aurora, or, if one were 
in Streater, would Olney be closer
than Ancona

—  Michael C Ford
Westside Station CA

THE YEARBOOK

a box, a coffin full of garbage, junk 
left over from high school, and inside 
on top my senior yearbook like Halloween 
all the ghosts returned from the tomb 
screaming, bloody, and knocking about 
my brain. I never joined anything: not 
Latin Club, Spanish Club, History Club, 
Future Teachers, Junior Achievers, Rifle 
Club, Art Club, Science Club, stage crew. 
I never went to my high school proms, 
not a dance, not a hayride, or a basket
ball game, not a football game, not 
a free night in the gym. I never 
went out for a sport: not swimming, 
wrestling, track, not football, basket
ball, baseball, soccer or any of those 
boy games, my fellow students hated me, 
generously, and I hated them. I flip 
through the pages, glossy pages, they 
feel like a pornographic magazine. I
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did not belong to a frat, or Glee Club, 
never helped out in the office, not 
in the school store, didn't write for 
the paper, I turn the pages, page after 
page of my class peers, pictures by the 
thousands, stacks and stacks all skulls 
like a European catacomb. yearbook faces: 
hungry and ignorant, optimistic, wanting 
the freedom and prosperity of American 
Ivory soap and Wonder bread. I was right 
about everybody. in their portraits I see: 
drug addicts, alcoholics, bureaucrats, 
divorcees, rapists, the murder of all life 
on the planet. I see suburbs and mortgages, 
two rusting cars, unemployment and unpaid 
bills, higher prices, wishes with broken 
spines, dreams in cold conversations over 
a second cup of coffee, ulcers, hernias, 
and ruptures, mastectomies, hysterectomies, 
wrinkles, psychosis, neurosis, schizophrenic 
eyes, open heart surgery, fat bellies, sag
ging tits, and one lousy poet.

STREET OF POETS

across the street lives a boy 
who never comes outside much 
and when he talks he chews 
his tongue, he never walks 
the dog. he never cuts the 
grass, he is a poet. and 
then there is the old woman 
with her blue hair, who is 
our block guard, who peeks 
through a crack in her drapes 
at every noise, at every car 
stopping, starting. she has 
the dirt on everybody. she's 
a poet. and then there is 
the immigrant man with his 
skin like dried clay who 
feeds the street's stray cats, 
and the divorced woman with 
her high high heels and the 
nut down the block who helps 
the garbage men heave the black 
Heafty bags full of vodka 
bottles, chicken bones, and 
moldy cucumbers: they are poets, 
waiting for the high point 
of the day: the mailman!
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who comes at 4 o'clock, on this 
street of poets everyday 
everyone hopes the mail will 
be good, rewarding, announce 
the prize, offer the trip 
to Las Vegas, be a surprise, 
a sunrise, but the mailman 
in our neighborhood is the 
grim reaper, hauling on his 
back invitations to nothing 
and nothing but rejection.

—  Michael Basinski 
Buffalo NY

FOREMAN FIRED JOE

We called them cookie-cutters —  
huge presses punching out 
their little steel cookies.
You stand on a platform
and feed blank discs into two presses,
running back and forth
to keep them both loaded.
Used to be a two-man job
till a new-hire who didn't know better
fed both presses at once
and the job got re-classified.
I did that job one day in summer heat. 
Running back and forth like that, 
sweat soaking my coveralls, shoes,
I started hating myself on that platform. 
But I needed the money 
so I kept feeding 
till I slipped and fell.
Another worker stopped the presses.
I ran to the bathroom and soaked 
my body in water. Foreman yelled 
but I had blood to show.
Driving home, I swore I'd quit 
before I did that job again.
When Joe walked off that job
and got fired, the union didn't do
anything —  he didn't have his 90 days in.
I wanted to quit in support
but I wiped my hands,
took his place up there.
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PLANT NURSE'S STORY

Some guy walked in
and said he had to get a pass
to go home.
I said
what's wrong with you?
He said
I just need a pass to go home.
I said
there has to be something wrong 
with you
or I can't send you home.
He said
I'm gonna kill my foreman.
I said
calm down for a few minutes.
He said
I'm gonna kill him 
then walked out 
so I never knew 
who his foreman was 
till they brought him in 
all smashed up.
He was a mess, I tell you.
I didn't think 
he was serious.
I mean I hear 
that kind of talk 
all the time.

—  Jim Daniels 
Pittsburgh PA

GOING ON

down at North Avenue 21 you just slept on the floor and 
there was always some guy who just about stepped on 
your face on his way 
to the crapper —
for that you had to curse him good, set him straight 
so the other fellows would know enough to take another 
pathway or just 
forget it and hold it.
there was a large hill of green, you could see it in 
daylight from the lock up
and many of the fellows after kick-out, they wouldn't

36



go back to the row, they'd just walk up into that hill 
and they lived there like animals —
part of it was a parkground and some of them lived out 
of the trashcans and others trekked down to the row for 
feed and then returned 
and
they all sold their blood for
wine ("the one who gets my transfusion is going to be 
drunk for a long time!" was the old 
joke.)
there must have been 18 or 20 of them up there and 
they were more or less as happy as corporate lawyers 
stockbrokers or airline 
pilots.
civilization has sections just like an orange and when 
you peel the skin away, pull it apart, chew at it, the 
finalization is a mouthful of seed which you can either 
swallow or spit 
out.
most swallow it 
like the guys at North Avenue 
21 .

PRACTICE

in that depression neighborhood I had two buddies 
Eugene and Frank
and I had wild fist fights with each of 
them
once or twice a week.
the fights lasted 3 or 4 hours and we came out 
with
smashed noses, fattened lips, black eyes, sprained 
wrists, bruised knuckles, purple 
welts.
our parents said nothing, let us fight on and 
on
watching disinterestedly and
finally going back to their newspapers
or their radios or their thwarted sex lives,
they only became angry if we tore or ruined our
clothing and for that, and only for that, we understood
them.
but Eugene and Frank and I 
we had some good work-outs
we rumbled through the evenings, crashing through 
hedges, fighting along the asphalt, over the
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curbings and into strange front and backyards of 
unknown homes, the dogs barking, the people screaming at 
us.
we were
maniacal, we never quit until the call for supper 
which none of us could afford to 
miss .
anyhow, Eugene became a Commander in the
Navy and Frank became a Supreme Court Justice, State of
California, and I fiddled with the
poem.

HOW I GOT STARTED

it has taken me decades to realize 
why I was usually chosen over the 
6 or 7 candidates for those 
paltry shipping clerk jobs 
in those small business houses 
across the nation, 
first, I was big —  
which meant I could lift heavy 
objects.
second, I was ugly —
which meant I was no threat to
the secretaries.
third, I looked dumb —
which meant I was too stupid
to steal.
if I had been running a business 
and a guy like me had come to apply 
for a job opening 
I would have hired him 
right away.
which is rather 
what I ended up doing anyhow 
in another kind of 
business.

—  Charles Bukowski 
San Pedro CA
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NEW MAG EXCHANGES
Two resurrections: Pearl (edit. Joan Jobe Smith) $5/yr. fm. 
3030 East 2nd St., Long Beach CA 90803 and Galley Sail 
Review (edit. Stanley McNail) $3/copy fm. 1630 University 
Ave., Suite 42, Berkeley CA 94703. Looking for USA manu
scripts: Magazing (edit. Chris Mitchell) $2/copy fm. 6 
Athole Gardens, Glasgow G12 9AY, Scotland. Innovative 
format: Nightmares of Reason (edit. Michael Mclnnis) $9/
6 nos. fm. P.0. Box 278, East Cambridge MA 02141. Mary- 
land Poetry Review (edit. M. Fallon/G. Blankenburg/R.
Klein) $12/yr. fm. P.0. Box 1385, Brooklandville MD 21022. 
No (edit. Brad Johnson) $2/copy fm. 826 West Belmont(#3F), 
Chicago IL 60657. Z Miscellaneous (edit. Charles Fabrizio) 
$2/copy fm. P.0. Box 20041, New York NY 10028. Zone 3 
(edit. Malcolm Glass/David Till) $8/yr. fm. Box 4565,
Austin Peay State Univ., Clarksville TN 37044. Open 24 
Hours (edit. Kate Pipkin/Chris Toll) $3/copy fm. 702 
Homestead St., Baltimore MD 21218. Seeking manuscripts: 
Conditioned Response (edit. John M. McKinley) $2.50/copy 
fm. 361 Hayes Ave., Ventura CA 93003. Seeking erotica: 
Catalyst, $7/3 nos. fm. McKetter Publications, P.0. Box 
85777, Seattle WA 98145. Burning World (edit. Michael Kol- 
hoff) $7.50/6nos. fm. 313 East St. Joseph, Lansing MI 
48933. Ten Million Flies Can't Be Wrong (edit. Jay 
Dougherty) unpriced fm. 116 Northwood Apts., Storrs CT 
06268.
VERY HIGHLY RECOMMENDED (continued from WR:104)::::::::::
Tony Moffeit's Coyote Blues, $1.50 fm. Comet Halley Press, 
1363 Oliver Ave., San Diego CA 92109. JF Alfred Starr 
Hamilton's an orange drink at nedicks, $1 fm. Crawlspace, 
908 W. 5th St. , Belvidere IL 61008. JT Lyn Lifshin's Re- 
member the Ladies, $1 fm. Ghost Dance, c/o Hugh Fox, 
University College, ATL, Michigan State Univ., East Lan
sing MI 48823. JF Lyn Lifshin & Belinda Subraman: Vergen' 
Mary and Madonna(intro. Gerald Locklin) unpriced fm. Gypsy, 
1101 Avalon Dr. (#J), El Paso TX 79925. If Edward Field's 
New and Selected Poems, $9.95 fm. Sheep Meadow Press, 5247 
Independence Ave., Kiverdale-on-Hudson NY 10471. JF Domain: 
Works In Progress (Paul Vangelisti's Villa, Joe Goode's 
photographs plus G.T. James' The Glass Deck) $7.50 and 
Antonio Porta's Invasions & Other Poems $10 fm. The Red 
Hill Press, P.0. Box 2853, San Francisco CA 94126. JT 
Chuck Taylor's Dry Country in Texas coupled with a reprint 
of Steve Richmond's Charlene Rubinski, $3.50 bargain fm. 
Maelstrom Press, 8 Farm Hill Road, Cape Elizabeth ME 04107; 
also released: D.H. Lloyd's Dreams, Myths & Other Realities 
$3 . JF Marginality: Voices From The Periphery (edit. Murray 
McNeil 3), unpriced fm. Comparative Literature Dept., Calif 
State Univ., 1250 Bellflower Blvd., Long Beach CA 90840. JF 
Kerouac's Last Word: J.K. In Escapade (edit. Tom Clark) $10 
fm. Water Row Press, P.0. Box 438, Sudbury MA 01776.
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