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HOW TO STRUCTURE THIS ONE

after being informed
that it's almost over
although I've appeared in only 7 issues
these pages have been my home
since 1974
which was long before my initial entry
I can't get this one right
which takes me full circle
to those days in the 70s
when I wasn't getting many of them right
ending a poem
has never been one of my difficulties 
until now

—John Levin 

Cambridge, MA



HOW TO CONQUER THE POETRY 
WORLD WITH A LITTLE HELP FROM 
THE WORMWOOD REVIEW

1. Get accepted.
2. Become a regular.
3. Get a center section.
4. Get a chapbook.
5. Repeat.

That was my plan. I worked toward it aggressively for three 
years. That's how much WR and Marvin Malone meant to me as 
a poet. I truly believed it could and would happen to me.

But I came in too late in the game. I never got my chance 
and yes I do feel cheated. Isn't that what death does? Cheats 
the living. So I'm a selfish bastard for actually being mad at 
Malone for dying, especially after he'd decided to continue WR 
for another three years. Three years, I thought, I can still get a 
center section. Three years? The 21 poems I have on file could 
appear over three years. It can happen, it can still all happen. 
But it wouldn't.

What I do have from those three years I'll never lose. 
The dealings I had with WR, with Marvin Malone, as a poet 
are my most treasured memories. The 21 accepted poems, the 
two WR appearances (in #s 138 & 144), the comments, criti
cisms, advice, and occasional compliment meant the world to 
me and always will. I didn't lose a friend or a father or a 
husband. I never met Marvin Malone, or even spoke to him, but 
he touched my life, a very important part of my life. I want to 
thank him for that.

When I got the last issue of WR, I also got back the last 
batch of poems I sent to Marvin. Among the poems were five 
that had penciled check marks at the top of the page. I knew 
from experience that these were "possibles." I wondered, would 
they have been accepted? I'd like to think so. It still means the 
world to me.

—Mark Begley 

Fresno, CA
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MARVIN

We always thought Marvin 
was a straight Okie name 
exclusive to our culture 

like Billy Wayne 
and Reba Fay

Easy and comfortable 
our cousin from Tulsa 

married a Marvin 
big roustabout 
with Skelly oil

We were due for many 
cultural shocks 

when we landed 
in the far far West

And met Doctor Marvin Schwartz 
eye ear and throat man 

whose Jewish mother 
loved that name

Also I heard tell of Marvin 
a crooked lawyer from 

Escondido 
who was hiding out 
from twenty divorcées 

fearing for his life

Then there was Marvin 
of the great poems 
in small print

late of Wormwood 
but not too late 

to qualify
for my Marvin canon

—Wilma Elizabeth McDaniel 

Tulare, CA
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NO BELL SHOULD EVER RING AGAIN

A great one
gone down into the ground 
and no mention made, 
a great one
gone down and I can't understand why 
the flies continue to crawl the walls 
and the roses continue to open 
and the lovers to join lips in first kisses,
I don't understand 
this world,
I want
the sun to stop moving and all
the tvs off and not one newspaper headline printed,
I want
the trucks and planes and ships stopped, 
all the people out of their rooms and in the streets, 
all the main control panel switches to all the machines in all the 

factories 
turned off,
Marvin Malone is dead 
and no mention made,
let the pens refuse to move in the poets' hands 
and the sunset never come
and the poets choke to death on their own ambition
until mention is made,
let the trees begin to die
and the waters stop flowing
and the children stop smiling,
a great one
has gone down into the ground 
and God
does not seem so good 
nor bread 
nor wine,
because Marvin Malone is dead 
and no mention made.

I will never forget that first 5x7" piece of paper that I received 
from Marvin Malone in that special strong and earnest hand
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writing in red ink, or the jolt of encouragement it sent through 
me. The 4 poems I had sent in my first submission to the 
WORMWOOD Review were returned, but something about the 
encouragement in that letter made me not care, made me know 
there were many more poems to pour out of my pen, somehow put 
me on my feet as a writer and told me those 7 novels I had 
written and never published had been worth it.

The next day Wormwood 101 arrived in the mail gratis, 
and I read it in my 1915 Long Beach apartment and in my car in 
the parking lot as my wash tumble dried in the Laundromat, 
read it between shifts at the aircraft plant where I had some
how ended up making bombers that could blow up the world but 
in fact simply drained the U.S. taxpayer, and somehow my life 
began to have a meaning it had never had before.

And WORMWOOD was a legend in Long Beach, with the 
shadow of all Bukowski's readings in peanut-strewn bars still 
fallen across it, and all the great Bukowski poems gracing 
WORMWOOD for all those years from the beginning of his career 
up until the very now of then, and so many Long Beach poets 
reading on the peanut-strewn bar floors having been captured on 
the magical Wormwood Review pages, poets like Gerald 
Locklin, Joan Jobe Smith, Ray Zepeda, R. Vargas, Kirk Rob
ertson, David Barker, and many more, including my friend the 
Englishwoman Nichola Manning, who rode her motorcycle in a 
black leather jacket and created poems of surrealist humor and 
magic out of the mean streets of Long Beach. Wormwood was all 
of these, but more than anything else it was Marvin Malone, 
whom no one apparently had ever seen in the flesh but who had 
created a fabled place of magic on pages somewhere up north in a 
place called Stockton.

And then I got on those pages, and Marvin Malone began 
a steady interest in my poems, selecting them in a way that led 
me down a path to finding my true subject matter, the machine 
shop. And even getting a free flight to England and a reading 
tour there because of the power of WORMWOOD.

And finally one day I met the man in the flesh. He said, 
"Hi, Fred," across an auditorium before I was even sure it was 
him, and we ended up talking over sandwiches in the Blue Cafe 
with my wife Joan and Ray Zepeda, and in a strange way it 
seemed I had known all my life this quiet man none of us had 
ever seen.

My father was one of the greatest men I have ever met, 
but in some way in my memory Marvin Malone has to be a father
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as great but of a different kind, a man who gave such wisdom to 
my soul that was still lost, who simply and graciously handed 
me a gift I can never repay.

Not that he would want me to. Not that he didn't have 
his reward, the father of all of us.

And it seems the good among us do die young, the good so 
very, very rare and beautiful.

—Fred Voss 

Long Beach, CA

DEAR EDITOR:

Marvin: Right above my typewriter is the first acceptance note 
from you for poems I submitted to Wormwood, hand-printed on a 
plain piece of white notebook paper, and I am so proud of that 
piece of paper, and I will never forget how exciting it was to have 
my work accepted and eventually printed alongside some of the 
best poets in this country, and I shall never forget the time you 
took to carefully read and respond to each submission I sent to you 
and how I felt as though I was corresponding with a long- 
known friend as well as an editor. You are not gone, Marvin. You 
live in each issue of Wormwood Review, your stamp as editor 
alive in each poem printed over all those decades. I can only 
express my deep appreciation for your incredible contribution to 
poetry as I say good-bye to Wormwood, but I shall not say good
bye to you because each time I pick up an issue of the mag and 
open it, you are there in those pages. It is not good-bye, Marvin, it 
is hello again, my friend tonight as I read over one of the 
Bukowski WORMWOOD chaps I just pulled from the shelf, and I 
will say hello tomorrow too.

—Gary Goude 

Riverside, CA
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TRIPLETS FOR FATHER MALONE

I know I've sinned, Father,
by not crediting Wormwood in my book
for the poems you published there.

If I could atone for it somehow 
I'd do anything
to get published in Wormwood again.

Punish me, tell me to promise
not to masturbate again,
though maybe that's a little too easy at my age.

Was it part of the punishment 
when someone picked my pocket today 
as I was getting on a bus?

It's the fourth time 
since I've become an old guy.
Can't that be taken into account?

Besides Wormwood, the New York establishment 
has also turned against me.
There's a new in-crowd, and I'm out.

So no readings at the Poetry Center anymore, 
no reviews in the Times Book Review, 
no poems in the New York Review of Books.

Even smellfeast sends me rejections.
I can only get poetry published 
by Exquisite Corpse these days.

I secretly revel
in getting rejection slips
after fifty years of being on the scene.

It proves I'm still a maverick.
Wouldn't you think that made me 
just right for Wormwood?

—Edward Field 

New York, NY
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Malone, 

MaloneThe Dirty old Crone, we all throw him 

thepoetry bone.
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CAULIFLOWER

At the Farmers Market yesterday 
amongst the leaves and grasses 
of basil, cilantro, asparagus, 
avocados, tomatoes, onions, 
red, yellow, and white, across 
from the Mexican woman singing 
fiesta and not far from the 
saxophonist crooning Bird, I saw 
the most beautiful cauliflower 
I'd ever seen, huge, the size of 
a dinner plate, the face of a 
Rabbit moon, taking two hands 
to hold it, two handfuls of 
thirsty water. But we don't 
care much for the taste of 
cauliflower so I didn't buy it, 
a bargain for two dollars, and 
went on to buy garlic and eggs, 
but later, I still thought about 
that cauliflower, the bright dunes 
and lacy crevices of it, how beautiful 
it would look in a bowl like a bouquet, 
uneaten, while it told our future, 
read our maps to the gold of our 
souls, but when I went back to 
buy it, the cauliflower was gone, 
off to another family's home to be 
steamed, eaten, and add 20 years 
to their lives. And I suppose 
it was good that I did not buy the 
cauliflower. I am too ordinary 
for such power.

Greer Garson, the late great actress, once said, "A good marriage 
is a blessing." Other Gifts from the Relationship Gods should 
surely include concerned compatibility with one's parents, 
siblings, and offspring. And, if one is a very fortunate poet, with 
one's editor.

My first blessing from Marvin Malone occurred in 1975
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when, upon Charles Bukowski's advice that the Wormwood 
Review was the best U.S. poetry mag ("barring none") and 
manned by the best "no bullshit editor," I sent off my first poems. 
And, sans folderol, Marvin Malone accepted them all: five. Luck? 
No. I didn't know it then in 1975 that I'd found my voice right off 
the bat, that unusual "new" voice Marvin Malone was always 
looking for. I was writing about something that, at the time, no 
one else was: my days as a go-go girl. Subsequent attendance 
(1977-79) at a prestigious university for a Master of Fine Arts 
degree in fiction writing would change all that. There, my first- 
person memoir style now in vogue was disdained by the aca
demics, my subject matter deigned "tawdry" by a visiting work
shop prof, a cofounder of the PARIS REVIEW. Shamed by them for 
my "confessional" writing mode, I floundered for many years 
writing odd-sounding novels, and avoided the pennilessness of 
writing poetry.

Until my mother died, in 1986, and suddenly my "voice" 
returned. And I was re-blessed. Marvin Malone accepted ten 
poems, many about my dying mother. And it seemed as if I'd 
returned to the Cradle of Civilization. If not for Marvin 
Malone—and Charles Bukowski, then, and later my poet 
husband, Fred Voss—I don't know what kind of poet I would've 
become. Or if I even would've become one. But for sure my poems 
about my scandalous past would've been abandoned. Perhaps, too, 
the loving poems about my extraordinary father and mother. And 
my "movie star" poems. And my "cooking" poems. I might've kept 
trying to emulate Sylvia Plath's hate-Daddy-and-Mommy 
ways. Strained to write lofty mysticism h la Ashbery and 
Charles Wright. Or Dickinson virtue. Or Hughes's ewes, Bly's 
awe of sequoias and twisted junipers. As he did the likes of 
Gerald Locklin, Lyn Lifshin, Phil Weidman, Ann Menebroker, 
Charles Bukowski, Fred Voss, Dan Lenihan, Billy Collins, Billy 
Jones, Charles Webb, Edward Field, Ray Zepeda, Catherine Lynn 
et al., Marvin Malone let me be Myself, even if it did include an 
occasional "nature" poem (there's not much "nature" in the cities 
and suburbias where I've lived), the last poem of mine he 
accepted, called "Cauliflower."

And I had the extremely wonderful pleasure-honor to be 
able to talk to him about that poem, face to face, at lunch the last 
time I'd ever see him (having met him for the first time the day 
before—April 20, 1995—when he read at California State 
University, Long Beach). Ray Zepeda, my husband Fred, and I 
dined with him at the Blue Cafe, the epicenter on Fridays of the
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downtown Long Beach Farmers Market where my cauliflower 
poem was inspired a month before. Marvin Malone and I talked 
about cauliflower per se, how in my poem the cauliflower, 
because I had wanted to make an objet d'art of it rather than eat 
it, could not have fulfilled its purpose in life. "Raison d'être," I 
tossed into the conversation, always glad for a chance to speak 
French. The Subject, my god, was Cauliflower with this Learned 
Man. "Exactly," he said, "raison d'être." Enough said.

This scholar, gentleman, and scientist, this admired 
editor-publisher and poet and artist, had not only read my 
cauliflower poem top to bottom and accepted it for publication in 
his also-admired magazine, but he had actually given great 
thought to it, even more than I, merely its writer, had. And it 
will never again, for me as a poet, be as good as that.

Our lunch arrived and we ate. Marvin Malone pushed 
through his pasta with his fork, looked at me, smiled, and said, 
"Just checking for cauliflower."

—Joan Jobe Smith 

Long Beach, CA

A PORTRAIT OF THE EDITOR AS A ROCK

There was this rock, sticking up out of the ocean. It had 
been there forever. Sometimes the waves were choppy and other 
times the sea was calm—it made no difference to the rock. It was 
rock steady. All kinds of little creatures clung to the rock under 
the water line: crabs, starfish, anemones, coral—all beautiful 
and harmless. It was a great rock, and they were happy just 
being there. A few of the bigger crabs climbed up on top and 
basked in the sunshine. Years went by but the waves didn't wear 
it down any. It was a hell of a rock.

That's the image that comes to mind when I think of the 
late Marvin Malone, editor of the long-lived, highly respected 
little magazine the Wormwood Review. The man was an insti
tution, and his mag was (and remains) a monument.

Malone put out WORMWOOD steadily from the early 1960s 
until his recent death: 144 issues, counting the last regular issue 
completed by his daughter Christa. A remarkable run for a small 
press magazine. He knew what he liked, and he knew what was
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good, and when a poem was both good and he liked it, in it went. 
One of the great things about WORMWOOD was that it was not 
at all cliquish. New writers could get into it just as easily as 
experienced writers. Another way of putting that is to turn it 
around and say that it was just as hard for seasoned poets to get 
in as for anyone else. Even if they had a reputation. Malone 
would only take poems that delighted him, that amused him. 
He seemed—judging from my own successes (few) and failures 
(many) in submitting—to have preferred poems that use humor, 
witty images, and playful language. But it had to be done ex
tremely well. Nothing dull or forced or lame or corny. Nothing 
pretentious. Nothing too ponderous or melancholy. And it had to 
look effortless. You could have gone nuts trying to write to his 
tastes. The best course seemed to be to just write what you 
wanted and send it in, and expect most or all of it to get bounced.

No doubt what made Malone such a fine editor was that 
he was not afraid to reject stuff. He probably even rejected some 
of Bukowski's lesser work (something I could not have done, no 
matter how bad it was). Buk wrote a lot, and some of it was 
bound to be crap, given his drinking. I can picture Bukowski with 
a hangover, finding some doggerel pages on the floor next to his 
old shoes and shoving them into an envelope addressed to 
Malone, and two weeks later they come back with one of 
Marvin's little notes written in red ink, saying, "Many thanks, 
Hank, but these just don't hit the mark. Maybe next time."

You could not second-guess Malone as an editor.
Bukowski probably figured this out early on and sent Malone 
everything. A few times, I sent Marvin a batch of poems that I 
felt were all strong, but for one poem that seemed so weak I 
threw it away, and then at the last minute I fished it out of the 
trash and included it anyway. And I'll be damned if Marvin 
didn't always take the trash-can poem and reject the rest! 
People would tell me it was my best poem yet, an absolute gem. 
So Malone was right.

The secret of Marvin's success as an editor was that he 
only took a writer's very best work. Nobody's second-rate stuff 
got into WORMWOOD. So you were always competing against 
yourself, not against other poets. This was a very tough situa
tion. There were times I read poems in WORMWOOD that didn't 
seem as good as poems of mine that Marvin had rejected. But, 
admittedly, the rejected poems weren't my very best work. We 
poets are monsters of ego, and this type of relativistic editorial 
standard drove us to the brink of despair. Tough luck. The only
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solution was to write better stuff, and not take the rejections 
personally.

I'll never forget Marvin's generosity: the times I sent 
him a draft of something I was writing, and he promptly 
responded with very helpful comments and corrections. Thanks, 
Marvin.

A big part of being a rock was that Marvin was not a 
flake. He was reliable, consistent, dependable. WORMWOOD 
didn't change very much during the four decades it spanned; it 
started out high and stayed there. And yet, the poetry was 
always new, engaging, as fresh as the produce in the market. 
Graphically, WORMWOOD had a classic appearance: simple and 
uncluttered. Marvin found a look that worked for him and he 
stuck with it. Every time you opened an issue, you knew it was 
going to be good from front to back, full of work by noteworthy 
poets: Steve Richmond, Gerald Locklin, Ronald Baatz, Fred 
Voss, Lyn Lifshin, to name a few. Every issue, it seemed, also 
included some new names—poets you hadn't read before—who 
were good, and deserved to be there.

Something else worth mentioning is Marvin's profes
sionalism. He was nonjudgmental about the personal lives of the 
poets he printed—their problems, failings, character flaws. He 
dealt with poets one poem at a time—everything else was 
extraneous. And that's what they needed: to have their work 
judged, not their personalities.

This is a good place to say that I owe a great debt of 
gratitude to the late Leo Mailman, who couldn't use some stuff 
I'd sent him for his own mag and passed it on to Marvin back in 
the 1970s. That's how I got started in WORMWOOD. It was from 
Leo, and Gerry Locklin, and John Kay, that I first heard the 
opinion that WORMWOOD was the best poetry mag in the world. 
We wouldn't know until later just how true that was.

The finest rock in the sea.
It's a wonderful thing to be associated with. I count 

myself lucky to have been in WORMWOOD over the years. I con
sider the poems Marvin published as my best work—the few 
good ones that got through.

—David Barker 

Salem, OR
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CRUISING WITH THE EDITOR 
(REMEMBERING MARVIN MALONE)

I guess,
for argument's sake 
you could say
the first time I met Marvin Malone 
was during a Caribbean cruise 
somewhere back in the mid-fifties.

The liner had sailed from the Mexican port 
of Veracruz late the night before— 
after much revelry.

Next morning, as the eager prow 
aimed us toward our first port of call, 
pre-Castro Havana,
I was swiftly circling the deck
in a vain attempt to quiet my pounding head.

Finally realizing that a more radical 
remedy than sun-shot sea breeze 
was needed to cure the hangover,
I headed for the bar.

Two Martians draped in what seemed to be 
strings of blinking Christmas tree lights 
& sporting stainless-steel sun visors 
brushed past me as I entered.

After downing half a double Bloody Mary,
my eyes became accustomed
to the dim mauve lighting of the lounge,
& I noticed that Ernie Hemingway 
was sitting at one of the round chrome tables 
in the company of a serious-looking chap 
I did not recognize.

Wishing to greet my old friend,
I took my drink over to their table, 
at which time he introduced me 
to his companion:
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"This is Marvin Malone, editor of editors," he said.

Marvin Malone's handshake was firm,
as he cautioned, "Never forget, what seems seamless
is never without seams."

Yes, I have never forgotten this most insightful 
of all editors' remarks.

So, as far as I can remember,
this was my first meeting with the esteemed
editor Marvin Malone.

The two Martians—I never saw those buggers again.

—Richard M. West 

Bainbridge Island, WA

POETRY
(for Marvin Malone)

Reading the really dangerous stuff is like 
sweating
bullets and nitroglycerin in Death Valley.

Writing it is like John Dillinger whittling 
a block
of balsa in a jail cell in Crown Point, Indiana.

Publishing it requires more than a small press, 
it takes a tempered mind that can sort through 
the noise

in a temple of drunken monkeys and come up with 
a few poems that sound suspiciously like 
literature.

—Gene Mahoney 

Vineyard Haven, MA
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AN INTERVIEW WITH MARVIN MALONE
BY MARK WEBER
(1 Jan 96, abridged 2 Mar 99)

MW: Where were you born & raised?
MM: Bom in Fairbury, Nebraska, in the depths of the Depression 
and raised on a 160-acre farm 9 miles from town. The area was 
depopulated by hard times but our family persisted. Since I had 
no sisters or brothers and no neighbors, my friends and playmates 
were farm animals. A Carnegie free public library in town was 
visited once a week, every week, on Saturday, and the maximum 
number of books were checked out. This self-education process 
resulted in a love of books, early attempts at writing, and a good 
measure of self-reliance.
MW: Was religion prevalent in the home during your youth? 
MM: The family was not religious and took life as it was dealt, 
trying to cope through foresight, planning, physical work, and 
persistence. Our philosophical cornerstone was to do unto others 
as you would have them do unto you.
MW: Are you musical?
MM: When I was around 9-10, my father bought a radio and 
rigged it to work on a car battery. A wind charger was set up to 
keep the battery powered. The Texaco opera broadcasts became 
important. Mother tried to teach me piano, but I had little 
aptitude. Preferred to draw and sketch instead. I like the works 
of Bach and Bartók especially but tend to avoid orchestral 
presentations in favor of chamber music. I like to be able to hear 
the sound of individual musicians as opposed to the massed sound 
of a group.
MW: If you were a concert musician, what instrument would you 
play?
MM: Flute.
MW: What years did you live in Albuquerque? What was the 
city like for you then?
MM: Moved to Albuquerque in 1958 to teach at the good 
University of New Mexico there. Liked the dry air, the long 
horizons, the straight-talking people, the distinctive 
architecture, and especially the smell of piñón smoke from 
working fireplaces at night. The varied cultural environment 
encouraged me in printmaking, painting in gouache and oil, and 
mimeograph publishing.
MW: When did you move to California?
MM: To California from Connecticut in 1969.

- 16 -



MW: What sets you off writing a poem?
MM: All poems come from actual experiences and personal 
observations. They incubate in the brain as phrases for a long 
time before being written down on paper scraps in a form that's 
quite incomplete. In my reviewing folders of such scraps, the 
fragments begin to link and fuse, and the rough poem is typed. 
With every typing, there are deletions and revisions, with the 
poem becoming more and more concise.
MW: What advice do you have for someone first reading 
F in n e g a n s  W a k e ?
MM: Reading FINNEGANS WAKE is a lifetime project, so one 
should relax with the book in a quiet room, in a good chair with a 
good source of light over the left shoulder. Be willing to read 
aloud and savor the flow of the words. Take the book in small 
doses at first, perhaps no more than one page per sitting. Don't 
force content on the words. At the next session, reread die page(s) 
of the previous session. Understanding comes from the reading out 
loud. A good secondary resource is Frances Boldereff's Rea d in g  
F in n e g a n s  W a k e .
MW: Flow did WORMWOOD Re v ie w  come upon Saul Steinberg's 
drawings?
MM: I collect little magazines and related materials and know a 
small group of sympathetic book dealers. These gentlemen also 
know that I'm interested in illustrator drawings and cartoon art. 
Such items continually turn up. In the 1950s, Saul Steinberg did 
some advertising art, and the originals finally surfaced in a 
dealer's stock and passed to me. Stripped of advertising and 
cleaned up, they make handsome covers for WORMWOOD.
MW: Do you listen to music while working on W o r m w o o d ?
MM: When reading submitted manuscripts, I prefer silence, but 
when typing copy and pasting up, I take whatever the radio 
offers in classical or modem music.
MW: What is your favorite color?
MM: A bright, clear blue, although sunflower yellow is very 
pleasurable.
MW: Were you immediately taken by Bukowski's writings upon 
first reading?
MM: I first came across Bukowski in the pages of H ea r se  and was 
attracted to his unique energy. With the publication of FLOWER, 
F ist a n d  B e st ia l  W a il , I became a fan and collector of C . B.
MW: What are your thoughts on William Burroughs's idea that 
words/Ianguage/linear thought are an invading virus, a virus 
that restricts our possibilities?
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MM: I take virtually the opposite tack: words/language dealing 
with real life observations open up possibilities in both thought 
and action.
MW: Who are your all-time top 5 favorite graphic artists/ 
painters?
MM: Rockwell Kent, Edward Hopper, Max Ernst, Stanley 
Spencer, Arthur Dove.
MW: Do you like to cook?
MM: Not really, but I love to eat.
MW: In the drink absinthe, I understand the active psychoactive 
ingredient is thujone, found in the plant shrub wormwood. Have 
you ever drunk old-fashioned absinthe?
MM: Have never drunk absinthe. I wouldn't mind trying it if I 
could find a reliable source. It's still illegal in the USA, I 
believe.
MW: How many aliases do you have?
MM: The pen names I've used in a WORMWOOD context are M. K. 
Book, Ernest Stranger, A. Sypher, and Saul Manilla. There may 
be more----
MW: Could Steve Richmond's work be called flow of consciousness 
writing?
MM: Not really.
MW: What is, to you, the distinguishing characteristic of Gerald 
Locklin's poems?
MM: Wit.
MW: Can you describe the poems of Fred Voss in one word?
MM: Muscular.
MW: Why are Joan Jobe Smith's poems so readable?
MM: Her poems are written to be read aloud, frequently as one 
long, run-on sentence.
MW: Where did you first come upon Wilma Elizabeth 
McDaniel's?
MM: As submissions to WORMWOOD in 1980.
MW: Mustard or ketchup or mayonnaise on your cheeseburgers? 
MM: While I love strong homemade mustard, the condiment of 
choice for cheeseburgers is clearly ketchup.
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M a r v in M a lo n e ’s special section:

W h e e l s  R u n  D o w n



IN REGARD TO THE GOBBETS 
IN THRESHED GRAIN

Wheat shocks are forked upward— 
Grain tops inward on the rack.
The dog in the stubble gobbles 
After just unsheltered field mice—
As snugly sheaved grasshoppers and 
Spiders and sun-sleepy snakes take 
A ride towards the roaring separator.

HOMAGE TO NEBRASKA

Black cottonwoods spray from gulches 
Into grey.
Black and white, black-white striped 
(Snow on the frozen and plowed) 
Ground is beauty and all sound around 
Is only
Stiff rustle-crackle from brown weed 
(Wind)
Stalks. Suddenly a branched crow drops 
(Craw craw kaaa craw)
Into the chill and rides the gusts 
From black to grey versus gravity.

MIDWESTERN ANCESTORS

Fortified by the truth that 
prairie grass could be parted 
and buried by steel to become 
good com and good wheat, 
their strong hands became callused, 
became knotted, became weaker, 
became dead, became earth, 
became good com and good wheat.
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LAMENT FOR THE GONE-GEESE

The young goslings (green-fuzz gone 
With their gabbling confidence in man) 
Grown feathered and arrogant and adult 
Have now gone (the flock discontinued), 
Leaving only one tough schooner-shaped 
Old gander-ancestor who lonely-and-mad 
(Muttering asides and editorial hisses) 
Insists on being present but definitely 
At the periphery of all human activity.

A CONTRIBUTION TO 
THE DISSOLUTION OF 

SULLIVAN'S POND

Those speeders
the insect-surface-skaters 

On the water
squiggle

Dare-Devil-ish-ly
zip zapp-ing 

About leaving wash-ripples
widening;

Their concentric circumferences 
Lapping the dirt-dam

dumbly and delicately away.
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FOR PSYCHE

Between warped jamb of the screen
squeezed in

A dull, filament-winged, unsightly
night-moth;

Which on seeing, was compelled, was
impelled,

Was briefly bright in my just-struck
flame.

WALT IN SUBURBIA

Posies to hoe,
Lawns to mow—
Putt, putt, puttttt. 
Leaves of Grass,
Alas, en masse.

A CAUTION FOR JUST-BORN POETS, 
BUZZING ACTIVELY

The frantic fly flutters and squirms, as 
Formaldehyde begins its stings and bums. 
He never feels the proud mounting-thrust; 
He is preserved, though the pin will rust.
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VOIDING

you and I 
are really 
excreta 
since we 
came into 
this world 
between 
the piss 
and the 
shit tubes

SCUTTLEBUTT

There is no 
falsehood so 
ridiculous 
that will not 
be believed 
if it is in 
regard to a 
rival

UNTITLED

Short of breath and 
friends, one 
struggles on to 
the next crisis

TO THE NOT VENERABLE

In the almanac 
you cannot find 
the tides described 
that so inexorably 
move people into 
proximity with 
one another.
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THE PHARMACOLOGY OF THE 
MARITAL RELATIONSHIP 
(for John and Diane)

It is taught that both efficacy and affinity are 
required for a biochemical reaction to go forward.

To assure efficacy, the Magician must 
keep his herbs dry and correctly labeled.

To assure affinity, the Lady's moon crystals must 
be sequestered and shielded from the sun.

TO SURVIVE
(for Christa and Paul)

Two vowed together 
become less vulnerable 
to the greedy world 
about them . . .

Two vowed together 
become more vulnerable 
to the infinite worlds of 
each other . . .

Two vowed together 
must risk being gentle,
just and good to GOOD HOUSE KEEPING
one another.

& they 
lived 
happily 
ever after 
each other.
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THE TRADITIONAL SASE

Twenty days 
before his death, 
Bukowski sent 
three long poems 
accompanied by the 
traditional stamped 
self-addressed return 
envelope.

Poems of life, 
not of death.
All mint Bukowski, 
all accepted.

In the acceptance 
letter, another 
Bukowski chapbook 
was proposed 
since eighty-seven 
poems now 
were in hand.

Since seventy copies 
would have been signed, 
the chapbook cannot 
be, it appears, so 
this editor will 
space out the poems 
three to four per issue 
in the usual manner.

Since Wormwood 133 
is now being typed, 
Bukowski will live on 
through Issue 158.

Maybe, at that time, 
in the year 2000,
I'll be able to 
accept Bukowski's 
absence.
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(Editor's note: The following statement about the why and 
wherefore of Wormwood has appeared in several forms over 
the years. This version of 1991, modified slightly, is the latest 
incarnation.)

THE WORMWOOD REVIEW

After 124 issues without significant debt or subsidy, it is 
difficult to deny that the longevity of the WORMWOOD R e v ie w  
is due to a small but appreciative audience of subscribers who 
actually read the magazine. This makes it a small winner in a 
crowded field often marred by unreadable mags and literary 
politics. While the mag is closely identified with its editor, 
Marvin Malone, it is not widely known that he cannot be credited 
with founding the publication.

The first issue of the W o r m w o o d  Re v ie w  was printed in 
the fall of 1959 in Mt. Hope, Connecticut, and was edited by 
Alexander (Sandy) Taylor, James Scully, and Morton Felix. 
Taylor, who taught English at the nearby Storrs High School, 
owned an antique letterpress and had the connections to get 
quality paper wholesale. Scully and Felix were graduate stu
dents at the University of Connecticut at Storrs. The press was 
housed in a bam on Wormwood Hill. Its electric motor was 
defunct, so it had to be operated by spinning the flywheel by 
hand. To print, considerable physical effort was needed along 
with expert timing. The barn was drafty and the weather cold, so 
the editors/publishers/printers of the first issue had to be fueled 
with generous amounts of gin. The gin may explain the crooked 
placement of the text in many copies. Nevertheless, the first 
issue carried a number of name poets (Edwin Broch, John Holmes, 
Jean Garrigue, James Dickey, e. e. cummings, James Wright,
Robert Sward, etc.), got good reviews, and pleased a good number 
of university accession librarians.

An encouraging number of subscriptions were received, and 
since the physical aspects of publishing did not appeal to the 
founding editors, these subscription monies were used to print the 
second issue commercially. This promptly used up the available 
cash and created an $80 debt. Since subscriptions did not continue 
to arrive in amounts sufficient to publish a third issue, the mag 
died, as all good little mags are supposed to do.

In September 1960, Malone, a collector of little maga
zines, arrived in Storrs from New Mexico, where he had pub
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lished five mimeographed booklets of poetry. He discovered a 
begrimed copy of the second issue on the newsstand of the local 
drugstore, liked it, and soon teamed up with Taylor and Robert 
DeVoe, a high-school art teacher, to print a third issue. Since it 
was commercially printed by offset, the debt increased to $265 
after the bills were paid. DeVoe dropped out when Taylor and 
Malone printed issue 4 on the Wormwood Hill letterpress, using 
the same techniques as the founding editors. This completed the 
first volume.

Librarians and individual subscribers were pleased to 
have four issues in hand and placed renewals. It seemed possible 
to do a second volume, if costs could be reduced significantly. To do 
this, paper-plate offset printing was instituted using a small 
press loaned to the editors by a local minister. While the phys
ical appearance of the mag suffered, it then became possible to 
pay off the existing debt and current bills and become financially 
independent.

With issue 5, other responsibilities took Taylor away 
from direct participation and Malone assumed all responsibil
ities. One should note here that Taylor is currently the director 
of the widely respected Curbstone Press of Willimantic, Connect
icut.

For issue 9, the Malone Manifesto was mimeographed and 
stapled into the mag as a centerfold supplement. This irreverent 
editorial manifesto originally appeared in the November/ 
December 1962 issue of M a in st r ea m  as part of the symposium 
"Little Magazines in America," edited by Walter Lowenfels.
Very few changes in editorial attitude have occurred since that 
time if one compares Malone's 13-point manifesto with his 10- 
point philosophical statement in the 1991 P o e t 's M a r k e t . Since 
the 1991 "ten commandments" are sincere statements and have 
somehow allowed the mag to survive 124 issues to date, it is 
probably worthwhile to repeat them here: (i) avoid publishing 
oneself and personal friends; (ii) avoid being a "local" magazine 
and strive for a national and international audience; (iii) seek 
unknown talents rather than establishment or fashionable 
authors; (iv) encourage originality by working with and pro
moting authors capable of extending the existing patterns of 
Amerenglish literature; (v) avoid all cults and allegiances and 
the you-scratch-my-back-and-I'll-scratch-yours approach to 
publishing; (vi) accept the fact that magazine content is more 
important than format in the long run; (vii) presume a literate 
audience and try to edit the mag so that it is readable from the
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first page to the last; (viii) restrict the number of pages to no more 
than 40 per issue, since only the insensitive and the masochistic 
can handle more pages at one sitting; (ix) pay bills on time and 
don't expect special favors in honor of the muse; and, last and 
most important, (x) don't become too serious and righteous. Ig
noring the above ten commandments appears to lay the ground for 
a mag's self-destruction. Very few little mags are terminated by 
outside forces—they self-destruct!

With issue 11, the sheets and cover were commercially 
offset-printed by Bill Dalzell at a pro-anarchist press in New 
York City, with the sheets collated and stapled by hand by 
Malone in Connecticut. With issue 27-28, a model D IBM electric 
typewriter with Bookface/Academic type was acquired, and the 
pages became much more clear and readable. The magazine at 
that point physically looked much like a 1991 issue.

With issue 35 and the move to Stockton, California, 
sufficient subscribers had been accumulated so that the entire 
printing job could be commercially produced from editor-prepared 
photo-ready copy. Beyond the printing, the mag is essentially a 
one-man operation (mail handling, manuscript reading, all cor
respondence, typing photo-ready copy, executing artwork and 
cover design, maintenance of subscription lists, serving as business 
manager/accountant, etc.), with the one man taking no salary. 
Very few items written by the editor have appeared in the re
view, and all of those have been short and written on the spot to 
fill a blank space when photo-ready copy was being prepared— 
all appear under one of several assumed names. Costs are met on 
schedule but there is no profit. If a slight profit shows, more 
pages are added or some special production is planned.

Cid Corman once indicated in a letter that he thought it 
useful to have each issue of O rig in  associated in the public's 
mind with one poet, so that readers spoke of the new "Charles 
Olson" issue or the "Creeley." This concept appealed and so, with 
issue 11, a special center section devoted to one poet was tried 
(Carl Larsen's THE STAINLESS STEEL INCUBUS). This soon became a 
regular feature of the mag. Starting with issue 15, a certain num
ber of copies were signed by the special-section poet, with half 
being retained by the poet and the remainder distributed to 
patron subscribers. The number of copies thus signed has ranged 
from 5 (WR 15, William Wantling) to 75 (WR 110-111, Charles 
Bukowski). These signed copies have rapidly appreciated in 
value—e.g., copies of WR 16 (Charles Bukowski, 24 signed 
copies) have sold for $150 on the rare-book market. This has
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encouraged patron subscriptions to the point where a limit has 
been placed of no more than 26 patron subscribers. There is always 
a waiting list.

In order to provide a better showcase for individual 
poets, a yearly chapbook program was started in 1975 with the 
chapbook counting as a single issue of the magazine. Because of 
the extra work involved, these chapbooks were designated in 
1987 as double issues, and the page count of the regular issues 
(normally 36-40 pages) was boosted to 48 pages each so that sub
scribers would not be short-changed. This is a clear violation of 
the eighth of Malone's "ten commandments." For those inter
ested in symbolism, this violation may herald the decline and 
fall of the W o r m w o o d  R e v ie w .

THE EDITOR 

Obvious

on my desk there is 
this box of
non-paper-weights—

smooth palm-fitting 
stones—

each one black-on-white 
clearly numbered.

Sorting out the last 
of the manuscripts 
they are perhaps

my only defense.
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LET ME BE

realistic but not without 
honor

nihilistic but not without 
grace

individualistic but not without 
civility

ironic but not without 
concern

priapic but not without 
humor
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SKELETONS

What a lot of trouble it would save if we 
were all bones. No more racial tension, hair 
restorer, or diet plans.

We would clatter to the store for milk 
(there would be a wide variety of that) 
and chat with our neighbors, all those 
clacking mandibles giving the 10 Items 
line a south-of-the-border flavor.

Ah, but I would probably prefer the cashier's 
creamy femur and you might want the box boy 
to play the xylophone of your vertebrae.

Nothing, not even Halloween, would console 
us from the certain knowledge that we are, 
even stripped to the barest necessities, 
still human.

—Ron Koertge 

South Pasadena, CA
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FOR SHIRLEY AND CHRISTA

A couple of years ago I 
dreamed Marvin Malone died.
The dream was vivid & frightening.
He almost single-handedly kept 
my work alive since 1965.
I'd be lost without him.
Deeply troubled, I phoned his 
home. Of course he was OK,
& when I reluctantly told 
him why I called, we briefly 
discussed our mortality.
Later he would write: "I'd like 
to survive into the 20s with 
reasonable health & relatively 
clear brain (genetically very 
probable)." Late November message 
from Christa was a sledgehammer 
blow to my chest. We'd lost him . . .
I'll do my best to carry your 
spirit into the 20s, Marvin, 
but if I can't, those fine 
younger poets you've nurtured 
will, & I'll join you where 
there ain't no roads, trusted friend.

—Phil Weidman 

North Highlands, CA
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ZIGZAG

In the woods we return to reason and faith.
—Ralph Waldo Emerson

I walk down county backroads along zigzag fences, 
thinking each angled section adds support 
like an extended farm family where each does 
a bewildering medley of chores. I remember mama 
asking me to sleep in the bam during lambing 
season, help deliver ewes, bottle feed puley lambs, 
warm newborns with fresh straw and song, and then, 
the cows, there's always one mother who won't claim 
her calf. Once the breeding season's over we'd move 
our horses down to one pasture, this was the time, 
at last, for father's invitation for me to ride with 
him for strays. He'd be in his Batwing chaps with 
bedroll, scattering yelps of our Catahoula cow dogs 
who scour and shoo the cattle from sparse grass 
and Checo Bush___

At morning light father made flapjacks with wild 
pig grease, almost as good as mother's. We'd stay in 
old abandoned bunkhouses on the range of night, 
stars sprinkled through broken roofs, father's slow 
voice between puffed glow of pipe, "Your teacher says 
your grades are high, son, have you ever thought 
of what you'd like to do or be?" Down county backroads 
where you can see the bottom of each stream in the 
cold, clear water, I'd think of father's words, trace 
with my walking stick my name in dust, touch the angled 
zigzag fences wondering where my life had gone.

Bom in 1919,1 am perhaps one of Marvin Malone's older poets. I 
was with expatriate American poets and writers in 1952 when 
Jack Kerouac lived on Calle Arizaba, Mexico City. We all owe a 
debt to Marvin Malone. Almost single-handedly he motivated 
and liberated thousands of poets who would follow the épater le 
bourgeois freedom of Charles Henry Bukowski. Marvin was one 
of the few editors who took time and concern for his contributors. 
I still have his penciled notes on poems that didn't make it and
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those that he thought had a chance for print. During the two 
years my wife Marysia and I lived on our boat at the Waterfront 
Yacht Harbor, Stockton, I respected his rule of not publishing 
those who lived within his publishing base. When we moved 
back to the coast, I was delighted to return to the pages of the 
W o r m w o o d  R e v ie w , a literary family where I felt I belonged. 
You had to have a little piranha juice in your poetic food change 
to climb over the PARIS R e v ie w  and the NEW YORKER for the 
absolute thrill of being in the WORMWOOD REVIEW. T. S. Eliot 
said, "What life have you if you love not life together? There is 
no life that is not in community." Marvin knew this when he 
nurtured and sustained a community of poets who literally 
emblazoned American literature. I'm thankful to have been in 
that number.

—Ray Clark Dickson 

San Luis Obispo, CA

MARVIN MALONE

I can't imagine him not there, the P.O. box up in Stockton 
not waiting.

I can't imagine his Wormwood's demise—no more Buk or Locklin 
or Wilma Elizabeth or Voss or Smith coming to me through the 
mail.

So I imagine him now, sitting on a cloud with Bukowski, with 
cigars and maybe a bit of wine, smiling, watching all this 
earthbound tomfoolery, taking his rest in good company, 
waiting for us all.

I still have that first acceptance letter from Marvin Malone. 
"You're in Wormwood!" he wrote. Those three words—and his 
subsequent gentle guidance and encouragement—changed my 
life, set me off on a task of creating a world of Ruth and Ellis, 
enriching immeasurably my existence.

Thank you, Marvin Malone. Thank you.

—Dan Lenihan 

Oceanside, CA



GLADIOLA

gladiola 
picked for 
the long

glass vase 
on the kitchen 
table

for guests 
arriving from 
a town

far
south of 
here

the man nearly 
blind and 
the woman

recently 
having had a 
tumor

removed 
from her 
lung

so the 
gladiola 
to make

the table 
pleasant 
on a

late summer
night
blooming

in all its
orange
redness

fiercely 
clinging 
to life

AGAIN HE IS AN OLD MAN

thinking of 
my childhood i 
cannot

picture 
my father 
as a young man

as though he 
were always 
old

i can of course 
look at 
pictures

of him from 
that time 

but those

images fade 
quickly and 
again he

is an old man 
in my mind 
old on the

day of my birth 
as old as he 
is now

out in his garden 
putting new fence 
postsup

dragging away 
to the 
edge

of the woods 
the
ravaged ones

—Ronald Baatz 

Mt. Tremper, NY



JANUARY 18,1997

I heard about Marvin Malone's death the Monday 
before New Year's Eve. I was astonished at how strong and 
physical my reaction was. As if someone had kicked me.

From the first summer I began just thinking about 
writing, W o r m w o o d  was very central, very important, to me. 
That June and July, suddenly "released" from a job at a radio and 
TV station, I wrote to almost every magazine listed in the DUST 
BOOKS DIRECTORY. Of the new and exciting worlds unfolding in 
these magazines I'd never seen on any newsstand, never heard of 
in college, W o r m w o o d  was from the start unique and a favorite. 
I can remember sitting in the sandy new backyard of a house I'd 
just moved into on Rapple Drive, totally enthralled by the 
poems in the first WORMWOOD I'd had my hands on. Such lively 
poems—spare, pared-down, conversational poems—very unlike 
anything I'd been reading in graduate school. I liked the crisp, 
clean narrative pieces, and I liked the layout: not flashy but 
attractive, cheerful, and compact.

I didn't immediately send my work to WR because I 
wanted to make sure my poems were good enough. One of the 
early poems WORMWOOD published of mine was "The Bargain" 
in 1973. From then on, whenever I sorted out new poems—in a 
tiny study at Millay Colony in Austerlitz, New York, where 
mice skittered over dressers and floors; in the gray living room 
of my mother's Middlebury, Vermont, flat; in the apartment 
that shared a wall with Janet Reno's in DC, so I could hear the 
water running, knew that she showered at ten to seven; in this 
townhouse in Virginia where geese skid onto the ice so close you 
can read a band number—W o r m w o o d  was always an envelope 
spreading to include something new I'd just typed up.

Until now, I'd not sorted out new poems without an enve
lope (or 3 or 4 or 6) to Marvin Malone. In our last correspondence, 
he had wanted me to change a line on one poem about Milne's son 
and I had returned it too late. In spite of over 20 years of ongoing, 
regular correspondence regarding submissions and the several 
editions I was featured in, most of Malone's comments were work 
related. He did remark, when in 1995 I sent him a series of 
poems written while I was in Hawaii, that he really did not 
care much for Hawaii—a rare personal, conversational note. 
Everything else was about the poems. Favorites, suggested 
changes, poems he liked but didn't feel fit into W o r m w o o d . The 
bibliography he did of my work that he published in the 1975
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sp ecial ed itio n  o f m y  p o em s, PAPER APPLES, is b y  far the m ost 
d eta iled , co m p le te , an d  in terestin g  b ib liograph y of m y  w ork . I 
o n ly  w ish  th a t it co v e re d  a m u ch  lon ger p eriod . T h at h e cou ld  
still be w o rk in g  on  it.

I've worked with many, many editors. I especially 
valued Marvin Malone's extreme professionalism, patience, 
calm balance, reliability. In the many issues I've appeared in 
and the additional chaps and sections, Marvin was always 
extremely careful, fair, supportive, kind, and unbelievably 
energetic. Few people have had the endurance and devotion to 
continue to work so hard at an ongoing project out of love and 
belief in poetry. Especially when so much in the publishing 
world is cliquish, political, a matter of power and connections 
that has little to do with the love of words and what can be 
done with them. Malone was truly unique.

Since I tend to read in California fairly often, I always 
thought on some trip I would meet him, though I had heard he 
was a very private person. Now I wish I had made more of an 
effort to invite him to a reading, suggest we meet for coffee. I 
could, at least, have asked.

From the first week of knowing of this huge loss, I 
thought of little else, keep thinking still, this is impossible. 
Early in January, sorting out new poems, I thought again how I 
missed not having a WORMWOOD envelope there, like a familiar 
voice. And, how different it was. Many of the new poems were 
definitely WORMWOOD poems, and it seemed very sad, very 
peculiar, there wasn't another magazine like W o r m w o o d  I 
could send them to.

—Lyn Lifshin 

Vienna, VA
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GAGAKU 
(for MM)

depressed this 2-2-94 mom then 
mail brought me up

70 copies of Wormwood 132 
sign 70 

return 35

this brought me 
UP

as most of you will 
understand

as I signed'em a knock
my sister

with my ma

my ma hadn't visited 
here

in 30 years

she's 82 and frail and took
about 10 minutes as I helped her 

about 50 rough feet into my 
cave 
innards

demons don't even care about th'above important to me
events of 

today

they point at their 2 chest nipples
both light green 

unshiny
and I guess they want my attention now

yes
they nod 

clearly 
nod

I like to think I'm exorcising'em but they act a bit 
bashful now

turning their faces down & to
side



little bo peeps 
shy

harmless
even cute in their red 

full cotton 
coats

—Steve Richmond 

Santa Monica, CA

FIRST APPEARANCE IN WORMWOOD

shivering in winter sun 
with a hot cup of tea 
& a good strong joint 
reading 2 great poems 
in WR: 131 by a first 
appearance guy named 
Carter from Oregon 
makes me realize 
how fortunate I am 
to be in there myself 
for the first time in 
#129:10 poems + the cover

Marvin's already accepted 
more poems & wants 
another cover

guys like him 
give me hope

—Billy Jones 

Queensland, Australia
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MY SUSPICIONS & WANT LIST

has it ever occurred to other writers 
published in Wormwood that 
we get rejected from the eastern (U.S.) 
little literary magazines 
because of that?

i know it had to be the year 1980 
when i saw my first Wormwood 
that was the year i consciously decided 
to go see what was currently happening 
in poetry
after years of writing for the jazz press 
and after years of writing poetry in the dark 
either i found a copy at Papa Bach's 
or Gerald sent me one in jail 
i don't remember exactly

actually, i had a real job then
and a jones too
th at
on occasion landed me in jail

and now i have a shelf of Wormwoods

would that every poetry magazine 
were so readable (you hear that 
you eastern bastards?)

and they're all in mint condition 
keep your dirty paws off 
i'm one finicky son of a bitch 
when it comes to my Wormskis

my collection includes:
#s 16,17,18, 21,24,31,34,35,
43,50,51,53,55, & 59-139 
just in case 
you know someone 
who can fill the lacunae

fill the void
and keep us criminals
off the streets.

—Mark Weber ( 28 Nov 95) 

Albuquerque, NM



ASSES TO ASSES,
DUMPSTER TO DUMPSTER 
(for Marvin Malone)

To those who put in only garbage,
I leave the masses, those 
brutal animals of labor, 
bent on shaming themselves 
out of existence

To those who have taken from it 
something valuable,
I leave the warrior, necessary 
because evil need not sleep 

To those who we have paid highly 
to take it all away, I leave 
the priests, who are full of 
the shit so many need to hear 

And to those who have put something 
of value into it, 
my family that never was, 
but was only as if, I leave 
the poems and the envelopes, 
full of courage and humor and dust 

Though I do not believe in death 
and would like to reject this 
entire issue,
I can no longer seem to get
good service at the Stockton Post Office

—Patrick Fealey 

Narragansett, RI
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MUSING ON MARVIN MALONE

An interviewer once asked Sammy Cahn, the great songwriter, if 
he ever wrote a song with Frank Sinatra in mind, because Sinatra 
had recorded many of his lyrics. Cahn said he wrote almost 
every song with Sinatra in mind, because if Sinatra didn't sing it, 
there were so many who imitated Sinatra that there was an 
excellent chance of the song being picked up.

There's an analogy there for me when I think of Marvin Malone. I 
don't think I wrote poems with him in mind exactly, but I did send 
just about all of my poems to him first. I was pretty confident that 
most of the poems would eventually be picked up by some editor, 
but I wanted Marvin to have first choice. I suppose that over the 
years his taste might have had an influence on some of the things I 
wrote, but more important to me was the discovery of someone out 
there with whom I shared so much. So I'll go back to the analogy. 
Marvin Malone was the Frank Sinatra of poetry editors, just as 
Frank Sinatra was the Marvin Malone of pop singers, in my 
opinion.

Marvin Malone once told me I was a "good dirty poet." That is a 
compliment I cherish.

—Charles Stetler 

Columbia, SC

MARVIN MALONE
(for Shirley and Christa Malone)

Antiquarian booksellers know their customers just partially but 
perhaps in ways no one else can fully appreciate. We do not 
function as priest and rarely take confession, though some con
fidences we share. Our stores are rarely conduits of sexual 
energy. But witness we are to emotional life and intellectual 
commitment. I have always believed that book people are 
usually indirect in their personal relationships. A wise friend 
once observed—and I believe the expression is more succinct than 
any other—that book dealers solve problems caused by books. 
But what of book "collectors" (a word I mistrust)? What do they 
do for themselves and for others?

My earliest records (imperfect) note that Marvin Malone



bought an inscribed Fritz Leiber from Serendipity Books at a 
book fair in 1972. Thereafter, I invoiced Marvin as many as 12 
times in one year but on the average just 6 times a year, and not at 
all in 1975,1977, and 1996 (the year of his death). The sums 
Marvin paid were never great, individually considered, and he 
was clearly on a modest budget. He would pay off invoices 
regularly, without fail. So Marvin was consistent, not theat
rical. Modest. Quiet, as in soft-spoken. He blinked a lot. He 
would appear unannounced and very irregularly, sometimes with 
Shirley. It was unclear if I was the intended goal of the day (we 
booksellers always wish for that); in Marvin's case, perhaps 
not. He did not mind being shown this or that, but he preferred to 
be left alone. Over the years I was allowed to guess at what was 
on his mind. I'm good at that. Re books, anyway.

I knew from the beginning, then, that post-war science 
fiction intrigued Marvin. He was systematic and gathered by 
author, so in the end he had most of the books by each of the 
authors he liked, in first printing, in dust jacket, fine.

Similarly, with detective fiction, Marvin bought 
contemporary work, the better writers English and American 
whom everyone else was buying also. Here again, Serendipity 
was no special contributor to a significant creation. Marvin 
picked and chose, asked for nothing, left no want list.

In conventional current fiction Marvin gathered unsys
tematically. One finds Bowles and Burroughs, James D. Houston 
and Wright Morris, Wyndham Lewis and Henry Miller. The 
reach in time is slightly more backward, the choices very 
personal. As Shirley is a painter, art and photography books 
abound. Here the responsibility is historical: good books of good 
images, not bought for rarity but for reference.

With poetry, Marvin's focus was more intense. He wrote 
poetry, albeit without a single pretension and in modes that 
guaranteed anonymity. But he published poetry. Lots of it. He 
edited the work of more than 750 poets, corresponded with the 
respective authors, and published them in W o r m w o o d . Inevi
tably, he gathered their books, and these are often warmly and 
genuinely inscribed. These authors became Marvin's friends, if 
friends by mail. They were often ever so faithful and generous in 
return for Marvin's gift of time. Attention to poetry in terms of 
vast chunks of time, money, and mental energy dominated 
Marvin's life from 1961 to 1996. He would not relinquish the 
responsibility.

As a book collector active to his own purposes in these 
areas, Marvin had dignity. But in a single regard he was unique,



unparalleled. For he collected the alternative literary maga
zines of his own time. Almost all of them. Systematically, 
relentlessly, religiously. I have before me Marvin's want list of 
specific missing issues for 304 little mags. I do not know which or 
how many little magazines he completed to date. Marvin was 
the only man I ever met who tried, who took responsibility for 
the whole, alone. Very alone.

Who was this man Marvin Malone? Or, who was this 
book collector Marvin Malone? In trying to answer, I am trying to 
explain the part of the man I think I knew to his own family. He 
was a reserved man, and a busy one. Marvin did not have time on 
his hands but, rather, a self-imposed workload and intellectual 
commitments, compartmented, that were concealed from the 
bookseller and others. He certainly did not have time for drink 
or tobacco—or even baseball. I did not know until after his death 
about the 200 pharmacological papers Marvin wrote, about his 
academic extra-curricular service. I talked with him only 
briefly about his outreach activities in advising youth about the 
dangers of drugs.

I chronicle his travels now, realizing that there were 75 
Serendipities in his life. Though ever limited by a modest pro
fessional income, Marvin yet knew Jimmy Lowell and Henry 
Wenning and Peter Joliffe, and Gary Oleson and Franny Ness, 
and Bob Wilson and Bill Pieper and Otto Penzler and David 
Wirshup. He was a-building. Yes, he was secretive. Or, rather, 
unforthcoming. Marvin chuckled. I never saw him angry. Of 
course, he had not read all his books. But none had been acquired 
for their appreciation potential. Like many, Marvin collected 
his own time, the portion that reflected his own mind. There is 
one striking feature of Marvin's library: the absence of acade
mia. Science fiction, mysteries, fantasy, cartoon art, mimeo
graphed little magazines, the counter culture, alternative 
thought. He kept his books clean, cupboarded. They were the 
context and structure that enabled him to think and function: 
draw, edit, correspond. These are the solitary—not lonely— 
pursuits of the mind. At considerable expense to current rela
tions, Marvin confidently maintained the bridge from the past 
he inherited from education, and he kept on building many 
bridges into the future. With literature, privately. Booksellers 
have many customers. Very few are sustained, incorrupt, by 
books. One such bookman was Marvin Malone.

—Peter B. Howard, Serendipity Books 

Berkeley, CA



MARVIN MALONE
(WHO KNEW A POEM WHEN HE SAW ONE)

what he had:

business sense, a sense of responsibility, pride without ego- 
sickness. both sides of the brain, the empiricism of the scientist, 
the rage of the just, virility, sticktoitiveness. willpower, self- 
confidence (no need for committees), the courage to say no. the 
courage to say yes to what he knew would outrage, a tolerance of 
artistic vanity, self-doubt, bravado, bad faith, addiction, 
delusion, mendacity, a willingness to listen, to forgive and forget, 
to afford second chances, the capacity to keep confidences 
confidential, wisdom to impart to others, though who can ever 
claim it for himself?

a good game plan that he did not abandon, 

a love of what he was doing.
the belief that what he was doing was worthwhile.

what he gave:

a port in the literary storm, 
a forum for the poetry of the people, 
an armor against elitism, 
a community.
permission, validation, reinforcement, all those good things that 

the educational psychologists belatedly find names for. 
sometimes instruction.
often a renewal of strength, of determination.
the possibility of permanence, that our words might be preserved.
hope.

what he left us:

the opportunity and obligation to stand on our own two feet, 
the hunch (which would appall him) that somehow he still 

knows what we're up to.

when he comes to mind:
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often, but most commonly when i'm typing up my poems for 
submission and i smile, "here's one that he would have liked," 
and frown, "i wonder if there's anyone else out there who will." 
and then, as he would want, i put it in the mail.

—Gerald Locklin 

Long Beach, CA

BITTEN BY THE WORM

I finally got my own 
center section in Wormwood. 
Marvin Malone died 
before it could happen.

This would've been 
the first time 
anyone had published 
a collection of my stuff.

A few more months 
and I might have been 
the featured poet 
in the last regular issue.

I complained to Marvin 
about the matter 
in a dream
shortly after his death.

He smiled and said,
If this grievance 
was one of your poems 
you would throw it away.

—Daryl Rogers 

Lexington, KY
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The edition of this issue has been limited to 600 numbered copies, 
the first 35 containing the signature of Marvin Malone. The copy 
now in your hand is number: 5 3 4

Patrons receive poet-signed special sections and chapbooks.
The patrons of WORMWOOD currently are: Michael Artura, Allen 
Berlinski, Dr. Stuart M. Bloom, James J. Camp III, Anonymous:
J. C., Ralph R. Cross, Michael Estabrook, Lloyd R. Gág, David 
D. Ginsburg, In memoriam: Isidore Ducasse, R. C. Gross, In memo- 
riam: 2-Ton Tony Galento, Robert W. Howington, In memoriam: 
Ruffian, Anonymous: G. I. L., In memoriam: P. J. M., Craig G. 
Myers, In memoriam: D. T. D., Tony Sotelo, Justin S. Sharp, Dr. 
Marvin A. Sackner, Sean Williams.

"Marvin" by Wilma Elizabeth McDaniel originally appeared in 
slightly different form in PEARL (Number 25, Fall/Winter 1997). 
"Triplets for Father Malone" by Edward Field first appeared in 
slightly different form in So l o  2 (1998). Some of the poems by 
Marvin Malone originally appeared in STOVEPIPER: BOOK ONE 
(Northridge, C A : Stovepiper Books, 1994), THE N ih ilist ic  
R e v ie w  (Volume 1, Number 7,1991), ATOM MIND (Volume 4, 
Number 14), and Marvin Malone's self-published chapbook 
BUCOLICS & C h e r o m a n ic s  (1963).

This is the last issue of the W o r m w o o d  R e v ie w . Individual back 
issues may be purchased at $4 each, postpaid. The following 
issues are available: 4-15, 7-44, 46-52, 54-62, 64-65, 68-70, 72-91, 
93-94,96-102,104,108-142,144. Bukowski chapbooks are not 
available. Send orders to: Wormwood Books and Magazines,
P.O. Box 4698, Stockton, CA 95204-0698, USA.

Our contents are indexed in the INDEX OF AMERICAN PERIODICAL 
VERSE (Scarecrow), A n n u a l  INDEX TO POETRY IN P er io d ic a ls  
(Roth), and AMERICAN HUMANITIES INDEX (Whitson). Microfilm 
volumes of W o r m w o o d  are available from University Micro
films, Ann Arbor, MI 48106. Printing of W o r m w o o d  is by Creative 
Printing/Printwell Press, 2232 Stewart St., Stockton, CA 95205.



IMMORTALITY

The a s p i r a t i o n  
o f  t h e  t r u e  
n o n - c o n f o r m i s t .

— P e t e r  B a k o w s k i
R ic h m o n d ,  A u s t r a l i a
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