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Joy

It is an interior ballroom
of a large hotel. The room is dark;
the walls are hidden by drapes.
The floors are waxed. A naked man 
and woman sit facing one another 
on a blanket. They are drinking wine 
and speaking softly in a foreign tongue. 
A grand piano in the far corner.
Outside the traffic is heavy; 
the light begins to fade.

—  Dennis Trudell
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Shamokin, Pa.

This is the only time 
they'll ever be alive: 
consider how they spend it, 
reflect upon the totality 
of the act as he sits 
beneath a tattoo needle, 
she squirms to the smell 
of six-packs and leather 
in the back of a Chewy; 
as he re-enlists for six 
or else sells everything, 
moves to Miami, can't stand 
it there, moves back; she, 
sixteen years old, decides 
to be a nun, becomes one, 
and after forty years 
still is; as these two 
stay married that long, 
raise five kids, and split
Appreciate the commitment 
in one day giving in 
to the rage and going mad; 
or applying some peroxide, 
or saying, "Please trust me 
buying a house or pistol, 
or following the fat smiler 
along the narrow carpet 
of some hotel ...
Look. A man turns forty, 
gives up smoking, or starts 
Is a husband, a father, 
a cuckold -- all three 
or none of these —  is 
a friend, veteran, boozer 
or not: it doesn't matter. 
Is a man, one who appears 
to work with his hands 
and who for some reason 
has come this morning 
to occupy that corner 
by the tracks. He stands 
there, touches his nose, 
checks his watch, takes a 
deep breath (he does not 
smile), has a thought, 
a feeling, or doesn't. He 
waits. The clouds pass.
And it is the only time 
he'll ever be alive.
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Consolation

That this space, I mean
the cubicle of air you occupy
at any given moment
once contained, if briefly, 
a dinosaur foreleg.

Amazing, I mean 
it seems feasible, I mean 
who would ever want to suicide 
a world of such possibility?

—  Dennis Trudell 
Buffalo, New York

Us Worship

Congratulations, Titinius, you're a hero.
Long underwear is stylish since the wind 
Lifted your tunic in the forum, your lisp is 
Everywhere among the youth, and the insolent 
Doorman is suddenly deferential. You walk 
The long hill with Fortune.
Marcus Lucius had warts and delivered 
Envoys with a catapult of his own 
Design. He showed me once how 
He had proved by plane geometry why 
Jack and Jill went up the hill but 
Couldn't have. Absolutely.
No doubt the Volscians needed 
Carving, yet why do you praise the gods 
Equally with your sword? In a month 
The temple will be jammed with faddists 
Thinking they are blessed. But can a god 
Merely, as you say, help?
Bag-faced Linus thinks another way.
There are no gods. It is all a system
And everything has a cause. Nothing, he concludes,
Is any use. He sits in a corner,
Doesn't move, and occasionally eats curds.
He is outside the system, he says.
Parades and hermits are interesting, though to carve 
An onion or eat one alone is impossible. Anyone can 
Check my figures. Linus sits, you climb,
And the crowd cheers for itself,
Necessarily. Everybody is happy.
Congratulations, Titinius, you're a hero!



That Old Black Logic

Whether to marry a witch
Or a logician is a nice question.
Manx is fascinating —  her lisp 
Beckons but keeps the latch,
Her melting form voluptuous often 
Slips the fervent grasp —
But does she satisfy? Then choose the slimmer one
Who speaks plainly, shows
Clean underwear, comes for a glance.
We meet on littered lawns
For tea and strumpets —  flo
Thru tea bags and coeds with sense.
The grass reminds us we're itchy and bored:
Would it not be easier to be constant 
To her who'd free you like a bird 
And conjure flak for argument?

—  Barry G. Brissman
Mount Pleasant, Michigan

The Aduana 1

Next morning in my levi denimjacket 
cordjeans harass the agent 
to the Aduana sort out 10 boxes 
& help load them on the trolley

The large fat dock policeman says 
-you look like Kennedy.
All blue-eyed gringos look alike 
- Johnson plot, he says &
-they need a president with cojones.
In 1578 Drake sacked this port 
& Lord Cochrane in 1820 
boarded & took the Spanish frigate 
Esmeralda what else to say?

My trunks & boxes are pushed along the quay 
past the scruffy Ebro to the checkpoint 
but the pompous chief shit wont open them 
-come back on monday, tu- 
a symbol of dollarbills target 
I'm being screwed the lineaments
of corruption in their smiles & gestures 
a sense of evil.
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The Aduana 2
Monday they tear apart my luggage
yellow & blue sheets spilt in the dust
thick grubby hands raking through kids' clothes
toys books records possessions
that bring memories of children love
& their eyes contaminate
the lineaments of envy & corruption
a sense of evil
& to take away my personal effects 200 dollars 
The gringo's screwed goddam their eyes.
Full of pith & irony sly jokes & smiles 
they advise me that
-you're in an underdeveloped country 
a poor country you must realize 
not a highly civilized one - 

& that I can't pay now but must return tomorrow.

I go back into their office
to thump the crap out of one at least
& seeing me fists clenched
adrenalin pumping pulse drumming in my head
shouting abuse they run
& 30 minutes later I'm away
with my stuff piled on a camioneta
riding along by the grey sea white mist
rising cold ashore mile upon mile of slum.

Joy on the girls' faces
as they unpack their toys
blue tricycle bricks cars & dolls.

—  Lima June 1968

Streetly Journal 1
Snow in may 
a cat among the tulips 
a discarded child's shoe in a corner 
of New Street.
Sad litter of the mind.

In the tulip patch 
crimson yellow velvet 
& the sandystriped cat 
its fluffy hair windruffled 
camouflaged but Michi spotted it.

Listening to you talk 
yr 19yearold confusion 
my 33yearold confusion.
Sad litter of the mind.

David Tipton 
Lima, Peru



for once, the city had not failed them, 
the rents were low.
the utilities didn't require deposits, 
the landlord was an old Greek who gave them extra 
furniture and fixed the sink 
for free.
the skies were bright.
the house cute.
friends did not neglect them.
for once, the city had not failed them.
but she clutched the pillow
and wept.
he sat in his red chair and stared.

cruelty is a human vice.
nothing more horrible
than two lovers shoving one another
into ovens.
notice how they pull the gold from the teeth 
before plucking each hair.
—  afterwards, you will see how they fondle 
the baked skeletons.

—  Dan Georgakas
Hackettstown, New Jersey

Lunch
at lunch we sat in athens, 
three pumped-up wordbags. 
after shrimp our tongues began.
with moussaka we felled 
the british empire, then 
salad talk of snobs.
soon there was only wine 
& words she'd found 
in plays, tasted, swallowed 
but didn't digest.
she said why dont you 
help the peasants?
a pity we lost 
india said he.
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Witnesses

terrestrially speaking nothing 
is to be denied 
or disbelieved.
Sunday athens morning 
doorbells, as might at home 
(or any day at all) ring: 
on the stairs 
two girls.
parakalo
you speak english 
sorry dee-sturb you we are je 
hovahs witness come 
speak of bible.

highly un
orthodox i'd say. no 
friend
i do not know 
where
greece is ....

—  Rolla Rieder
Conway, Massachusetts

the growly lake

on the strings of their children 
the martins soar and plunge 
among the cottonwood trees 
stepping down the low stream 
to the growly lake
which is biting all the children 
but its teeth are so soft 
they only laugh
and the sandy wind
scratches the back of the water
only the sweetly smiling sun 
singing a silent song to himself 
thinking about other things 
will bite them tonight
now the sand fleas flip and flop 
away from the wet feet of the children 
and coming upon the mothers sitting quietly 
bite and bite a little.



black beetle

like hilary with burning lungs 
dilating his spiracles the small 
black beetle astride my knuckle 
gazing seaward like odysseus 
through his faceted eyes at the lake 
pauses there an infinite time until 
my hand grows tired i wish him down 
tumbles to my brief touch 
a slick grass and off 
among his mountains of sand 
like owens laughing as he ran 
all his black knees bent backwards
and i sat thinking like a bug
then i arose went walking swimming running 
across the fingers joints hair 
of the hands of the great animal 
i call the earth
does he (like me) now write this poem?
is the sky his paper are the stars his letters?

—  Norman H. Russell 
Edmond, Oklahoma

Modern Story

I kissed gold wheels 
that pierced her ears 
I kissed her neck
where flesh is mint leaf 
then I kissed her breasts 
served by her hands
and her navel, I kissed it 
I kissed her thighs, kissed a marsh bud 
on her panties
when a Jehova's Witness
battered in my room, with the truth
about the ouija board

—  Steve Osterlund
Sarnia, Ont., Canada
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Lines Inspired by a Book on Physiognomy 
Donated by a Dead Man to His Church

& which I swiped
so compelled was I to save myself 
from faces —  "As a man 
thinketh, so is his face."
Let's face it, a full upper lip
with the rim drawn down
& a thin lower lip
hanging loose on the side
are the unmistakable signs
of uncontrolled passion & temper & proof
is Plate 38, Figure 1 —
an out-of-whack crack
that might (it's so bad)
be an ass with a sag, on its side.
Please turn to wit or repartee 
(Figure 3) & see the balls
of the cheek: prominent, inclined to dimple 
they ride rather easy 
on bright red lips —  no problem 
with wit, it's optimistic!
But keep an eye on discontent across the page
the mouth on either side is high & low
(the upper lip's a puffy little piece
that snears a "backward roll") —  known, also
as sarcasm & disgust! Figure 4
gives all of this.
As for eyes, does the liar 
or the wanton mistress fix you 
with an open look? Hell no!
Why? Because the liar's eyes slant upward 
from the nose, under brows (Figure 2) 
that also slant. And if the upper lid 
is fat & hides
the eyeball —  duck! That's a fox 
you're talking to.

Now check
your chick. Chances are she's cheating 
if her eyes are beady
black or sickly blue. But brown's OK —  
unless the lower rims are red. I guess 
in general, shy away from eyes 
that don't look like your mother's 
or your favorite movie star's.
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The sign of purity & circumspection
(also modesty & discretion)
is where the mouth is full
but balanced, & the lips give
"the appearance of mild compression
in the center only." Beware of lips that stick
slightly forward, though —  these incline to lean
to tendencies (animal).

Example: in the mouth 
that's sensual, the lower part 
protrudes, the teeth arch 
up & out (see the gums?), 
the lips look loose & swollen & 
there is no (or little) bone
formation showing in the chin. Since beasts
lack decent chin formation,
picture here a mouth that's eating
red raw meat for dinner. (Women
are suspicious if there's dark
down below their noses.) Needless to say,
you will find discretion in
a mouth supported
by a bony chin

—  & happiness
with leanless lips, eyes that fix,
& cheeks with optimistic balls!

—  Gary Gildner
Des Moines, Iowa

A Blood

A Blood is someone
who will stay by your side, 

no matter what
He don't leave you hanging
He's always there when the shit go down.
A Blood is true,

real cool,
and definitely together.
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Poem

The world today
altogether different 
from the day before

This life seems altogether different 
from yesterday's life

Today's pains
seem less tense
than the pains of yesterday

Because today's dreams are different

As I wake
first thought: My life's dream
second thought: Why I want this dream
third thought: How to accomplish it

Motion (movement from the bed): to go get it

Why

Why
do the day seem long

and the night so short

Why
is it that when I sleep 

there is no peace

Why
is it that through this weariness 

I'm pushing on and on

—  Sellis McKnight
New Haven, Connecticut
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The Ransom

I think it is plumage we envy as, floor by floor, we rise 
To paradise; there are nine of them, they say.
The garden of lilies on the roof is hope.
A pigeon with green, iridescent feathers 
Puffs like Genghis Khan on the window sill 
And advances on his reluctant mate.
Below me. on Main Street. I see standard cars and wares 
And housewives in miniskirts.
Watch repairers are not time restorers.
What is the color of a blue eye in the night?
The boy with black valleys in his hair 
And knobs on his brow 
Is sitting on the stairs,
Waiting to grow up.
Elbow on knee, chin resting on his hand,
He is waiting.
It is boring to be young.
The patch of ice on the roof 
Is diminishing in the cold sun,
Evaporating without melting.
Like a dream

or a blue eye.
What is the color of diamonds in the night?
Forgive us our flowers.

The procession stopped at her door.
"She won’t get off," my father said.
We threw rose petals on her coffin.
The priest said, "Excuse me,
But I've got to get ready for 
A wedding this afternoon."

Forgive us our flowers.
Forgive us our paranoia.
The Good Humor man in the street 
Humorlessly rings his bell.
Calling all children like some mad Pied Piper.
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Apartheid

The singing white man
Holds up
Leans against
The wall
He knows a wall
I mean the
The the
I mean the the
He does not know a
But the wall
And the dust
Under it
He pisses
Into it
It I said it
And his hat falls
Yes
Into it 
Not his eye 
No not his 
Not his 
Not
His blue glass eye.

—  Stephen Stepanchev 
Flushing, New York

From a Letter to the Editor of Wormwood
"...I don't know if you have any connection with Fulcrum 
Press or not, but I want to warn you where our connections 
with them have led us, or rather Ian, I speak for him —  
and to ask you to make the matter public in The Wormwood 
Review if you could. Stuart Montgomery (Fulcrum Press) 
was to re-publish Ian's book of early poems, The Dancers 
Inherit the Party, on June 18, 1969. Ian signed a contract 
with him. After a year of silence, rudeness and prevari
cation, the book was not published by this date. Montgomery 
was blusteringly rude to Ian on the phone and Ian withdrew 
his rights. Immediately, Montgomery got the book publish
ed and in 3 weeks we received what appeared to be proof 
copies. It turned out they were the book. Priced at 21/- 
it has no proper cover, dust cover, no blurb and the lay
out totally hashed up (Ian did not see page proofs). Fi
nally there are no acknowledgements to the 2 Migrant ed
itions of 1960 '62. Ian has spent 3 months of life and 
energy together with enormous amounts of money in lawyers' 
fees trying to get this travesty of a book withdrawn. He 
has returned his advance royalties. The contract, signed
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in good faith, turns out to be heavily loaded against the 
author. It has taken all this time and money to get Mont
gomery to concede that the acknowledgements are wrong —  
fraudulent (the 'book' calls itself 1st edition, 1969).
A fact he well knew last autumn when he tried to get Ian 
to agree not only to omitting proper acknowledgements but 
also to changing the title -- the better to fool the gull- 
able public. Ian refused adamantly back then. We hope that 
potential Fulcrum Poets will be warned. Those already en
tangled could refuse Montgomery further reproduction rights 
until he agrees to withdraw "The Dancers."

It is not in the interest of Art, Poetry, Humanity or a 
Cultured Society in any sense that poetry should be in the 
hands of those who have no care for it but only for their 
own power. We have been outraged and will fight Montgomery 
until he realizes he can't outrage people who do care and 
it have no consequences for him.
Do you have the addresses of Larry Eigner, Gary Snyder, 

Edward Dorn, Lee Harwood ... all are "Fulcrum Poets."
...With all good wishes from we both, tattered though 

we are —
—  Sue Finlay

Stonypath, Dunsyre, Lanark, Scotland

Editorial Note: As a collector of the works of Ian Hamilton 
Finlay and with a working bibliography, I consider the 
Migrant edition of 1960 of The Dancers Inherit the Party 
to be the first and the important edition. Finlay's work, 
of course, emphasizes format and in the Fulcrum edition 
(non-proofed) there are errors of layout and spacing, and 
the cover contains a wholly irrelevant Giacometti design. 
One can only regard the Fulcrum release as a re-edition and 
without the author's all-important imprimatur. This inci
dent forces me to re-evaluate the validity of Fulcrum's en
tire publishing program. Other communications are welcome.

New Little Magazines:......................................
5 Greenfeel (edit. R. Norman & A. Jurkiewicz) $1 per fm. 
P.0. Box 347, Barre, Vt. 05641. S Duane Locke's Poetry 
Review starts a booklet series: Steve Barfield’s Skullgrin, 
Richard Collier's Merchants of Rice, Paul Roth's After the 
Grapes, Silvia Krohn’s Silent Feet on Boarded Fountains, 
Alan Britt's I Ask for Silence, Also and Duane Locke's 
Rainbows Under Boards, each SI except the latter at $1.50 
fm. Univ. Tampa, Tampa, Fla. 33606. JT Global Tapestry 
$3/4 issues fm. 11 Clematis St., Blackburn, Lancs, England 
also releases Dave Cunliffe's latest Up Against the Global 
Wall at 75 cts. J le puits de l’ermite (edit. Guy Malou- 
vier) 18F/yr. fm. 132 rue de Paris, 94 Charenton, France 
 Tuatara (Mike Doyle, edit.) 75 cts./copy fm. 759 Hel
vetica Crescent, Victoria, B. C., Canada.
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T W O W I L L I A M S

WILLIAM WANTLING'S FIVE POEMS
©  1969 William Wantling

WILLIAM S. BURROUGHS' ACADEMY 23
©  1969 William S. Burroughs
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10/69
sometimes, when I get paranoid 
and am certain the Earth is merely 
a laboratory where 
extra-galactic technicians put us 
through our stimulus/response paces 
I come out the other side
& excited, realize 
So What?
I mean, you can swing on it anyway
if you don't let it get in the way
but then I think of the Swing
I lost it, as they say, on the swing
when I was 7
0 I know the Golden Age
is a farce, but at 7 you
accept the improbability of it all
she was at least 3 years older
and our knees touched
as we soared
which makes me a Romantic
but at 7 you accept the improbability
you soar, when
your knees touch in the Swing
7 to this place is a long time 
which is probably why I haven't 
written any love poems
in a long time
& why revolution isn't the answer 
either

The Visit

when She came to my place 
She demanded sustenance, 
brought men of grace 
who likewise demanded sustenance, 
intoxicants, recognition, and that 
my lovely daughters be open —  
laughter and love and wine flowed 
as did my tears...
and she feasted on my only laying-hen. 
the tears streamed down my face, 
all things had been stripped from me —  
it was then, waving a chicken bone,
She offered grace.
having nothing else, i accepted
and for the first time, the first,
i tasted what once i had only possessed...
i feasted on the last laying-hen,
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i drank the wild wine of laughter, 
i became intoxicated, recognized, and 
my lovely daughters were open to me. 
thus it is in my place, 
how are things in yours?

July 20, 1969
_ On the Apollo 11 Moon Landing

the quest for Capricorn is over 
for a time

the Goddess has been desecrated despoiled 
ruptured raped ravished 

another Mystery disappears —  dissolves 
down Apollo's greedy maw 

Say! how can a homosexual rape a Goddess 
anyway?

he can only defile Her ...
it will be different with Mars 
approach with caution, defilers 
with cowardice, with fear, with trembling 
Listen ... seduction may be an answer 

better send a Goddess!

another Apollo 
would be eaten raw 
the red god of War 
does not take kindly 

to storming

Her White Body

If you had any sense 
she sd
You'd know we're going 
to die soon, glaring 
as I tied up
Yes, I sd & hit my ante- 
cobital, that's why I'm 
fixing
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Essay on Being 35

If I could only 
remember how to laugh. . .
I can't even look a young girl 
straight in the legs anymore
& mostly I sit down to piss, now
I taught my wife to masturbate 
so I could sleep more 
or at least lay there 
& stare at the wall
She cries while she does it
After 8 days in bed
I developed athlete's foot
I wonder if I have some Jewish blood?
My mother is worried about me 
I wish I were still addicted to heroin 
things were much simpler, then
If I could snap out of this funk
I'd have enough energy
to kill myself
but if I had the energy
I wouldn't feel like it
Jesus, life is complicated 
I wonder if I have some Jewish blood?
What I need is 
a good young piece of ass 
but what would I do with it?
I'll bet you think this 
is one of those funny poems 
It's funny, alright
Today I forgot how to cry
Every day. in every way
I'm getting flatter & flatter
HELP

10/1969
Normal, Illinois
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ACADEMY 23
The first academies were established in September of 1899, 
one on a mesa north of Santa Fe New Mexico, one outside of 
St. Louis Missouri & one on the Hudson outside New York 
City. Since Eastern systems like yoga, judo, karate, aikido, 
zen were part of the training, instructors were invited from 
the Orient & Eastern African students came to learn Western 
techniques. The basic aim of the academies was to synthesize 
the most functional aspects of Eastern & Western training. 
Academy graduates, returning to various professions, proved 
themselves incomparably more efficient than those who had not 
received academy training so more & more academies were set 
up. Other countries followed America's lead in setting up 
academies, the continual interchange of students & instruct
ors tending to break down national boundaries. By the end 
of the 1920s there were academies throughout the world di
recting all research, education, police action & political 
formulations. The academies were located in sites of great 
beauty the architecture suited to the landscape. The Marra
kesh academy was built around a vast courtyard with gardens 
& trees, pools & fountains & porticos. There were a number 
of academies in the Amazon rain forest, intricate structures 
of heavy timbers & split bamboo connected by catwalks & lad
ders. Here the physical training was carried out through 
canoe trips hunting fishing & farming, the program of train
ing being adapted to the country & the landscape. The East
ern academies often used existing temples & monasteries & 
one of the most spectacular academies was built into the re
stored ruins of Samarkand. For the Greek academy all the 
Greek antiquities scattered through museums of the world 
were assembled. Dead fragments of Sunday curiosity were 
moulded everywhere into living structures. The canal city 
of Mexico was reconstructed & Mayan ruins echoed to the an
cient language which all students at this academy were re
quested to master (Mayan is very much a living language & 
in the remote villages of Yucatan nothing else is spoken). 
Always the emphasis was on interchange of cultures, langu
ages & training methods.
The St. Louis academy was a rambling red brick building on 
a bluff over the river. A twilight like blue dust was sett
ling into the river valley when Bill Harper, a beginning 
student descended from a horse-drawn carriage cool remote 
Sunday fresh southerly winds a long time ago room with rose 
wallpaper copper luster wash basins an Indian boy got up 
off one of the brass beds & introduced himself. "I am Johnny 
Bufeo from the Ucyalli. I will go on to the medical school 
as I am son of a brujo. He had many remedies & only some of 
them were good. He could bring rain & he could call animals 
& sometimes he could kill a sick enemy. I have seen him draw 
fear from a patient with his dirty old hands & so many times 
I had to tell the patients 'very sorry the brujo is slobbed 
out borracho' He dies many years ago. American doctors
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could learn from him. I am here to teach you & to learn. You 
get plenty strong plenty tough here. Then you go into silence 
rooms learn leave body go any place what you want. You come 
with me Meester William?" Room-mates were shifted every 
month, rotation being a basic principle of the academies. Many 
Western students elected to attend the Eastern academies where 
they learned the language & the local disciplines. Some stu
dents shifted from one academy to the other every three months 
& instructors also rotated from Marrakesh to the fjords of 
Norway from Missouri to Samarkand. Instructors & advanced stu
dents in the specialized academies would return to the basic 
academy course to refresh themselves with physical training & 
impart their knowledge to beginning students by direct contact. 
All academies exchanged weekly bulletins on research, experi
ments & new methods of training. With the advent of tape- 
recorders & movie camera films & tapes were constantly exchang
ed. Students with camera & recorder wandered from one academy 
to the other & guest rooms were set aside for the wandering 
students. While the training varied from one academy to the 
other, there were certain courses of training common to all: 
karate, judo, aikido, zen, breathing exercises to achieve per
fect health & control of the body, silence drills in sense 
withdrawal, chambers & immersion tanks, & the mastery of a 
simplified hieroglyphic script teaching the students to think 
in silent images. The basic academy course lasted four years. 
After graduation from the basic academy, students could apply 
for advanced training at one of the specialized academies. In 
the medical school, the students learned in addition to the 
standard Western techniques all forms of massage, osteopathy, 
remedial exercises & diet. They studied the techniques of 
witch-doctors & faith healers & examined samples of all herbal 
& jungle remedies to isolate the active principles & apply 
them to therapy.
At the time the first academies were founded, heroin, cocaine 
& morphine were sold across the counter in drug stores. A 
survey revealed there were more than 200,000 addicts in the 
United States, many of whom had become addicted through the 
use of patented preparations. The addicts were for the most 
part middle-aged or elderly suffering from various chronic 
illnesses. On recommendation of the academies, opiates with 
the exception of codeine were distributed only on prescript
ion. Once novacaine was synthesized the extraction of cocaine 
was discontinued & this drug disappeared from the pharmacopoe
ia. Confirmed addicts were allowed a maintenance dose of opium 
or morphine, whereas the use of heroin was restricted to medi
cal use in the relief of extreme pain. A program of study was 
undertaken to determine the most efficacious treatment for 
addiction with particular reference to young addicts. The 
apo-morphine treatment was used & during the 1930s the form
ula was synthesized & a number of variations were developed.
The regulatory action of apo-morphine led to the concept of 
preventive medicine with the emphasis on maintaining health 
rather than curing sickness. 'Anything that can be done
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chemically can be done in other ways ... what is missed in 
withdrawal is a certain frequency' Academy Bulletin June 
19, 1922.
The frequency of opiates turned out to be a special oscill
ation of ultra sound. The frequency was quite as habit
forming as morphine but could be gradually shut off over a 
period of several months resulting in a painless cure. Since 
it was a rule in the academies that all beginning students 
must refrain from the use of any drug, including alcohol & 
tobacco, & all young people aspired to graduate from the a- 
cademies they were easily conditioned to avoid addicting 
drugs once cure was accomplished. The discovery that the 
effects of morphine can be produced by a sound frequency 
led to realization that the effects of any drug can be so 
produced & frequency therapy came to supplant drug therapy.

training of all police was carried out by the academies, 
& only graduates of the police academies could qualify as 
police officers. The cadet officers were taught to prevent 
crime & keep people out of jail. Stop that swindler in Tor
onto before he issues any worthless mining stock. That man 
with a killer's temper should not be running a bar. Parents 
who don't want their children should have the children taken 
away from them before abuse occurs. All cases of cruelty to 
children received special attention & every patrolman was 
expected to know about infractions in his district. The pro
tection of children was an interim measure pending the slow 
abolition of the old family system after which the rearing 
of children from birth would be in the hands of special cen
ters set up by the academies. Such centers were already in 
existence to take care of abandoned unwanted children.
The sign of a well-run country is few police & few laws but 
those laws really enforced & those police really efficient. 
The whole system of state legislators was abolished & a uni
form code of laws drawn up covering crimes against person & 
crimes against property. All so-called offenses involving 
private sexual behavior, drugs & gambling were eliminated 
from the legal code.
A .S . —  Academy Security was the highest police agency con
cerning itself with any unhealthy influences impeding the 
work of the academies. A.S. was not able to stop the first 
world war but did manage to keep America out of it. After 
the war they were in position to avoid the debacle of pro- 
hibition & the concomitant infiltration of the mafia: 'A
pestiferous organization that must be dissolved at its very 
roots.’
A.S. moved to curtail the influence of the daily press by 
eliminating all coverage of crime & accidents. ’The daily 
press is largely responsible for the dreary events they 
describe.... We recommend that all daily papers be discon-
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tinued.’ The discoveries made by the academies were re
ported in weekly bulletins so that a discovery made anywhere 
was immediately available throughout the world. There was 
nothing secret about academy research.
'Admittedly any important discovery can be misused. However, 
if the destructive potentials of a discovery be kept secret 
its monopoly and misuse by a self-styled elite poses a more 
cogent threat than the possibility that some individual might 
misuse the discovery when it is made common knowledge. For 
example, the destructive potentials of infra sound have been 
openly described in our bulletins & we feel that this open 
bank policy is the best insurance against misuse of know
ledge since anyone using infra sound for unworthy ends would 
be immediately detected.' World War II was easily averted 
by mediation efforts of the French, German & English academ
ies & in consequence no atomic weapons were developed. 'No 
release of radio activity can be allowed to occur' Academy 
Bulletin August 4, 1945.

The Linguistic Institute carried out experiments with sound 
& human speech to discover what words are. Sub vocal speech 
was investigated with sensitive throat microphones. Special 
attention was given to schizophrenic subjects since in this 
condition involuntary movements of the vocal apparatus are 
most pronounced giving rise to the "voices" typical of this 
illness. These "voices" were recorded & played back to the 
patient, cut up, slowed down, inched, speeded up. The play 
back often resulted in a pronounced improvement. The sub
jects were given silence drills. At the prospect of silence 
many of them became hysterical —  that is, the "voices" be
came hysterical & were more easily recorded.
"YOU CAN'T YOU CAN’T YOU CAN'T" they scream. Injections of 
curare were given in these cases to paralyze the vocal appa
ratus while the subject was in an iron lung. Silence often 
resulted in a complete remission of the illness.
'Compulsive verbal patterns are actually word viruses that 
maintain themselves in the central nervous system by manipu
lation of the speech centers, throat muscles & vocal cords.’ 
The peculiar style of schizophrenic speech was analyzed. It 
was observed that verbalizing which occurs during dreams & 
particularly between sleep & waking partakes of the same 
style & is in fact a special language probably operating at 
all times in so-called normal individuals. The Linguistic 
Institute set out to isolate this language & learn it. Stu
dents kept recorders by their beds since verbalization in 
this area is usually forgotten if not immediately recorded 
or written down. This language has no landmarks by which it 
can be recalled as if a resident of the psyche were speak
ing in an unknown language not unknown as regards the words 
themselves but as regards referents, construction & syntax. 
The Linguistic Institute also carried out advanced courses
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in silence training. These installations were located in 
areas of natural silence, the Sahara & Gobi deserts, the 
high mountains of Tibet & South America. Silence is a med
ium in which the students slowly learn to breathe until 
they can stay there for hours with no movements of the throat 
muscles & vocal cords. A silence frequency of infra sound was 
developed that vibrates words loose from the body & this de
vice was used in the last stages of training, a slow resonance 
that grows in the neck & spinal column & reaches deep into 
the internal organs vibrating the whole body shaking the words 
loose visible as a haze. At this point many students feel as 
if a parasitic being has been shaken loose from the body to 
dissolve reluctantly into air. After the baptism of silence 
the student moves with ease in the soundless medium, but words 
are at his disposition when he needs them to be used with ab
solute precision.
During the early days of aviation the academies established 
centers to train pilots & when space travel became possible 
they took over direction of the space program. The aim oi 
the academy space program was not space in an aqualung trail
ing wires to wives & mothers.
'To put quite ordinary individuals into space at enormous ex
pense is nothing to the purpose. Any academy graduate could 
learn more about space conditions & travel further in space 
after an hour of weightless silence than teams of orbiting 
astronauts who do not dream in space. Space is dream. Space 
is illusion. Why move a PX with all your dreary verbal pre
conceptions to the moon?' The astronauts were all single 
men since they are trained to exist in total independence & 
total solitude whereas marriage conditions one to dependence. 
'To travel in space you must learn to leave the old verbal 
garbage behind: God talk, priest talk, family talk, mother 
talk, love talk, party talk, comrade talk. You must learn 
to exist with no religion no country no allies. You must
learn to see what is in front of you with no preconceptions.'
Now contrast the possibilities opened by the establishment 
of such academies with what we see in the world today. The 
cold war is used as a pretext by both America & Russia to 
conceal & monopolize research, confining knowledge to offic
ial agencies. It is no exaggeration to say that all import
ant research is now top secret until some one lets a rat out 
of the bag. Infra sound for example.... I quote from an art
icle that appeared in the Sunday Times April 16, 1967, 
Accoustics by Frank Dorsey, under the title 'Joshua Knew A 
Thing Or Two!’ —  'The world is not noticeably short of leth
al weapons but a team of French scientists in Marseilles is 
working on a death ray machine designed to provide an entire
ly novel method of human destruction. The project began when 
the Electro-Accoustical Laboratory moved into a new building 
three years ago. Staff complained of headache & nausea. In
vestigations began. Electromagnetic waves were suspected &
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eliminated. So were ultra sound waves. At this point one of 
the technicians got out an antique apparatus for detecting 
infra sound —  that is air vibrations which oscillate at less 
than 10 vibrations a second or 10 hertz (the human ear regist
ers as sound vibrations from 16 hertz to 20,000 hertz). It 
had been used during the first world war to distinguish cannon 
fire & movements of trains too far off to be unscrambled by 
ear. It quickly identified the source of the unease: the 
giant ventilator of the factory next door. After changing the 
ventilator's frequency the five man team headed by Professor 
Vladimir Gavreau decided to find out more about the propert
ies of infra sound. As everyone knows sound is a succession 
of waves in which the air is alternately compressed & decom
pressed. Fast vibrations either go right through solid ob
jects or bounce off them usually doing relatively little harm 
even when very powerful. But slow vibration below the hear
ing level can create a sort of pendulum action, a reverberat
ion in solid objects that quickly builds up to intolerable in
tensity. To study this phenomenon the team built a giant 
whistle, hooked to a compressed air hose. Then they turned on 
the air.
"That first test nearly cost all our lives" Professor Gavreau 
says. "Luckily we were able to turn it off fast. All of us 
were sick for hours. Everything in us was vibrating —  stom
ach, heart, lungs. All the people in the other laboratories 
were sick too. They were very angry with us."
The first blast was audible only down to 196 hertz. It had 
an acoustical force of about 100 watts compared with one 
watt for a football referee's whistle. From then on the team 
worked at lowering the frequency but carefully kept the power 
input down. A bigger whistle was built measuring about five 
feet across. It emits a very low but audible tone at about 37 
hertz. If turned on full blast it would develop 2,000 watts 
—  & the building would fall down like the walls of Jerico 
before Joshua's trumpet. At the pressures used it has done 
no more than put cracks in the ceiling.

The team has discovered that the wave length most dangerous 
to human life is 7 hertz. At 7 hertz turned on very softly, 
one has a vague impression of sound & a feeling of general 
disconfort. At 3.5 nothing can be heard directly but there 
is a curious incidental effect. Nearby sounds such as air 
hissing into the pipe take on a pulsing quality —  at three & 
a half pulsations a second. All sounds in the neighborhood 
seem to ululate rhythmically.

The team has suffered from its experiments. Some of the in
visible injuries appear to be persistent. "It not only affects 
the ears” Prof Gavreau says "but it works directly on the 
internal organs. There is a rubbing between the various organs 
because of a sort of resonance. It provokes an irritation so 
intense that for hours afterwards any low pitched sound
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seems to echo through one's body."
In developing a military weapon, the scientists intend to 
revert to a policeman's whistle, a form perhaps as big as 
18 feet across, mount it on a truck & blow it with a fan 
turned by a small airplane engine. This weapon they say 
will give forth an all destroying 10,000 acoustic watts.
It could kill a man five miles away. There is one snag. At 
the present the machine is as dangerous to its operators as 
to the enemy. The team is working on a way to focus it. Var
ious systems of baffles have been tried but the most promis
ing method appears to be propagation of a different & comple
mentary sound wave length backwards from the machine. This 
changes the frequency of air wave lengths moving in that di
rection thus protecting anyone to the rear.'
There is every indication that America & Russia have been 
working secretly with infra sound. Infra sound directed is 
an undetectable assassination weapon. Nine years ago in Am
sterdam I talked with a Dutch chemist who told me they had 
synthesized a drug infinitely more potent than LSD & could 
not take the responsibility of testing this drug on human sub
jects owing to the possibility of residual brain damage. Sub
sequently I heard that the drug has now been released to 
'official agencies' in America. This may well be the 'non- 
lethal nerve gas' being used in Viet Nam.
Recently I heard from someone connected with a laser research 
project conducted by the U.S. Navy: 'They can actually send a
thought.'
Some years ago experiments in Norway indicated the possibil
ity of activating speech patterns directly in the brain by 
means of an electro magnetic field.

Hearing voices?
The Black Box which develops positive ions enabling anyone 
within its range to perform at a high level of efficiency 
without fatigue was used by the U.S. Army & kept secret for 
ten years. Is it on the market yet?
Another pretext for withholding information is narcotics con
trol. The drug lomotol which greatly reduces the need for 
opiates was first used in the Lexington Narcotics Hospital to 
control the diarrhea of late withdrawal. When they found 
this drug greatly reduces the need for morphine it was kept 
off the market for three years. Exhaustive tests demonstrat
ed that lomotol is not habit-forming & it has now been re
leased on prescription. How many doctors have heard of this 
drug? Lomotol is obviously useful not only in treating add- 
icts but in any case where it is necessary to prescribe the 
opiates. If lomotol is administered with an opiate a much 
smaller dose affords the same relief from pain.

25



Important research that could be used to free the human 
spirit is being monopolized by paltry intellects in the 
name of 'national security.' What are you getting out of 
'national security?' The cold war is an essential factor 
in maintaining the establishment in the West & in Russia & 
has all the deck marks of a deal under the table. China it 
would seem is the only stand out which is why our policy is 
directed towards the destruction of Red China & substituting 
some rightist lemon like Chiang Kai Chek who will represent 
'free China' to the tune of unlimited subsidies.
One academy could bring back hope to their dead radio active 
riot torn streets to their contaminated over-populated mis
managed planet. Are they going to give you that hope?
If past performance is any indication they are not going to 
give you anything but bullshit. Whites & Blacks you have 
been sold out. If you want the world you could have in terms 
of discoveries & resources now in existence, be prepared to 
fight for that world to fight for that world in the streets.

POSTSCRIPT TO ACADEMY 23
The only government in the world today that has all out 
support of its young people is Red China. Why? Because the 
Red Guards are being offered the challenge & adventure of 
making their own world. What challenge, what adventure is 
being offered to young people in England & America? None 
whatever. It is not surprising that they turn to drugs. The 
Red Guards don't want drugs. Young people in the West would 
lose interest in drugs if they had anything else. So shave 
off your beards, cut your hair & vote those idiots out of 
office before they destroy your planet. Vote America out of 
Vietnam. Vote China into the U.N. If you want legalized 
marijuana, vote it in. Young people today are the most im
portant voting block in the world. The 18 to 25 year olds 
with the Negro vote & a considerable bloc of older citizens 
who retain a degree of sanity could vote in any candidate of 
their choice. I am not advocating the overthrow of the U.S. 
government by force. I am advocating its overthrow by its 
own legal machinery. If the people now in power attempt to 
hold their position by illegal force then you will have to 
fight or submit to a degree of control beside which 1984 is 
liberal & permissive. If the Black Muslims can cut out all 
drugs including alcohol & tobacco, organize & train to pro
tect their right to self determination, white teenagers can 
do the same. The only country to gain the support of its 
young people is Red China & that is why the U.S. State Dept, 
has put a travel ban on China. They do not want Americans 
to realize that any country which offers young people any
thing at all will gain their support. The western establish
ments are not offering anything. They have nothing to de
clare but their bad intentions. Well let them come all the 
way out in the open with their bad intentions. If it comes 
to that any number can play.

- London, 1967



Eskimo Bird

Often
when I fall asleep
I feel under me
the unsteady flight
of the large eskimo bird
which like a hesitating airplane
searches for his course.
I lie upon his back 
between his wings, 
but you,
an animal who can take many forms,
sit on the tail of the bird
and fly along,
bending over me,
and my breath
does not escape you.

Macabre Race

You spoke of the burning of ships
—  mine were already ashes —  
you dreamed of weighing anchor
—  I was already on the high seas —  
of home in a new land
—  I was already buried 
in unfamiliar earth —
and a tree with a strange name, 
a tree like all trees, 
grew out of me, 
as out of the dead 
no matter where.

—  Hilde Domin

—  translated by Alexander Taylor 
and Adeline Theis

Useful Information:.........................................
 Victor Lazarow is opening A Book, Etcetera, a shop of little 
press mags & books at 416 S. 41st St., Philadelphia, Pa. 19104. 
 GRoNK is issuing all sorts of better booklets: Nelson Ball's 
Force Movements, David Alward's Wourneys, Gerry Gilbert’s 
Phone Book, D. r. Wagner's Sprouds & Vigables, Hart Broudy's 
Cluster Pome, bp Nichol’s Nights on Prose Mountain, all fm. 
Ganglia, 29 Gerrard West, Toronto, Ont. Canada J Poetry 
Letter, 12s/12 issues carries little press news, write to 32 
Vardens Rd., London SW 11, England.



IRA

did you ever see a midnight shadow 
ira said he did but then 
he was always seeing things and sometimes he 
told us about them 
once he even saw two men lying in 
the bushes naked, but he could 
never get beyond that 
for teacher would stop him then 
and scold him for telling 
such
things and

at recess he always 
stuck to himself and 

never seemed to want to play 
he was always looking at bugs 
or else at the sky in fact 

he seemed to always be looking 
toward the the sky just above the top of the school

there was something funny 
in his look

almost as though he were 
homesick, but

that's silly for we all knew 
where ira lived

after school he'd walk by himself 
toward the forest's edge and then he'd 

look around to make sure we weren't watching and 
then he'd take off through the woods to his house down 

by the river (so he said) 
but we could never find out

our folks wouldn't let us go in 
the woods
they said at night there were weird 
LIGHTS, and betsy's mom thought it was flying 

saucers
betsy asked ira about it he just said no but he 

did see a flying saucer once and people came 
out they looked just like us except 

they had only FOUR toes and they 
had a boy just IRA's age

one day(
soon after that) at recess betsy invited 

the whole class to come to her house 
kick their shoes off 
and wade in her little pool 
but ira said
no he liked the feel of shoes on his feet 
and then he looked down at his old shoes 
and then off into the sky 
just above the school
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and there was something funny 
in his look almost as if he
were 
homesick

-- Jeff Heglin
Simi, California

steering through the jostled room and
landing against the couch

he falls
headlong

on the floor
his drink spreads on the rug

his dimmed eyes 
barely catch

the tentacles reaching toward him
as he passes out

across his chest a parade of little mice 
displaying anti-cat sloganned banners 
march to a squeaky fife

from between his knees a woman rises in the air 
naked except for traces of seaweed 

his hands sprout fingers two feet long 
which wriggle into snakes that curl over his chest 
and swallow the mice

the woman wrapping the snakes around her body 
presses two of them against her breast-nipples 
and as they bite she sinks down 
between his knees again
the corner of his eye

catches the line of the sofa's seat 
the huge frame of the window 
the movement of the curtains 
the tipped glass on the floor 

the dusty smell of the rug gags him 
he fights down the sneeze 
and turns onto his side

he sees
the drink-stain moving toward him 
with a hundred wet fingers

and closes his eyes again
not to come back too soon

29



we walk toward the wires
you whisper: what does the pattern mean?
I shake my head

through the center of the grid 
red putty pushes out 
shaping to a sagging ball

the hawk whirls
great wings slap the wind
we huddle closer together

a scream slashes from the building 
I lean toward you: it's started 
scream after scream bellies out 
to where we stand inside 
the lights go on figures move 
the screams dull to whimpers 
I touch your arm: we must go

no wait
you edge nearer the grid press your body against the wires 
parts of your flesh push through forming sagging balls 
I try to pull you away you slap me

come we must go! 
no I’m staying!
I leave you

sticking there
you scream after me:

what does the pattern mean!

—  Ottone M. Riccio
Belmont, Massachusetts

The Doll House

Say, this is some doll house; they're 
serving martinis on the cocktail 
table. —  Today

Allowed the darkest corner of the trunk 
The Duke and Duchess gradually grow old 
And chipped, their fires unlit, their hallways cold.
What could they do? They had to turn to drink.
All of the shutters closed, and curtains drawn,
Another room is shut off every year.
The servants lose no chance to overhear,
And everything they hear they tell the town:
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About the son, a known adulterer
Who finally ran off; their youngest gambles;
Behind its pillars, the east wing's a shambles; 
Their girl was ruined by the gardener.

The Duchess is a shadow among more
Shadows of heirlooms sold. The family jewels
Are paste. The Duke defends forgotten duels:
"My dear, there is no honor anymore.”
And what lies in the bottom of a glass?
Ladies with parasols and gliding swans,
Chateaus whose shadows float on lakes and lawns.
Now everything once gold has turned to brass.
Their carpets are not from the Orient.
No peer has come to leave his calling-card.
Their days are done; their nights are evil—starred. 
They cannot pay the servants nor the rent,
Nor change, nor end. And even if they could 
Escape the darkness turned to tedium 
Of trunk and closet, why should they become 
A little more of man, and less of wood?

—  Martha Grimes
Silver Spring, Maryland

The Nightmare Is Over

I'd always been a great 
lover of books 

polar ends of a continuum
Lerwick, principal town 

of the Shetlands 
founded by Dutch smugglers 

in 1670
Shetland=Zetland.
In the Zetlands as elsewhere 
children get born 
old people die

in a water cycle,
people try to get in touch with Blake 
thru the Chevreul pendulum 
automatic writing.
Bewildering multiplicity 
of gods & goddesses.
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Names

So now, little thing, she's got it 
straight.

chest

belly

bum

Nipple, she calls it apple.
I correct, it becomes nippy.

Apple should be OK, but I'm 
her dad and must worry
worry she learns the names of things 
and what they do to each other.

-- David McFadden
Hamilton, Ont., Canada

The Penguin English Dictionary

Part of the thrill of any dictionary has always been 
looking for dirty words.
As a child there were none of them 
you could really call dirty,
but it was enough if words related to subjects 
we never discussed with our parents.
I huddled over rape, intercourse and penis 
with guilty satisfaction,
convinced that grown-ups must after all talk of such

matters.
And how carefully I memorized the definitions.
Rape was "intimate carnal knowledge of a woman without

her consent."
I learned carnal from that and so added to my vocabulary. 
You'd almost think rape was one of the four-letter words 
to judge from our reactions in tenth-grade Latin.
We were titillated over an entire weekend
knowing that the imperative of rapio would appear in

Monday's lesson.
Then we hid our sniggering faces in our textbooks,
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feeling envious of and sorry for Billy Wheeler, 
who had to read the exercise out loud in class.
The funniest word that all of us had discovered 
was shittim.
I can't remember what it means now, and while writing

this poem
I have tried to find it, unsuccessfully, 
in my new Penguin English Dictionary.
Which brings me to my subject, my new dictionary.
It has the words we looked for that were never there. 
Dramatic Breakthrough in Lexicography —  I can imagine 
some pedant pronouncing, 
while smacking his lips over cunt.
But these words must be less exciting for kids nowadays 
when even a dictionary has them,
and if they read modern poetry they're well used 
to seeing them all without even asterisks.
My new dictionary seems to have all of the four-letter

words,
and the curious thing is I came across them by chance 
without even bothering to look;
and I don't know whether I'm glad they’re included or not, 
as there goes still another link with my childhood.
The one consolation is the funny definition of fuck 
which applies the word to males only: "(of males).
Now what do you make of the bloke who wrote that definition? 
What do you suppose his wife is doing while he fucks her, 
having intimate carnal knowledge of her husband?

—  Knute Skinner
Kilshanny, Co. Clare, Ireland

Why Some People Write:
Rabbits, Women

1
Suffering from an attack at nineteen 
of wisdom, I began collecting poems, 
initially, poems about the poor, 
or poems for peace, love, or exposing.

2
After I accidentally drove 
over a rabbit on the way home 
from a dance, I began 
collecting poems about killing
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things with cars: deer, purple 
ducks, a cow in Indiana, a row 
of skunks, the ghost of Dido 
in a dark fog.

3
Finally I forgot the rabbit, 
began to read poems 
about women, read them 
as others read 
Playboy; poems about 
female poets, about 
female parts, about coeds 
in a union of students.
I even added a few 
artistic nudes to my desires, 
but they never quite stacked 
up against my poems.

4
I didn't forget the women poems, 
but I was forever losing them, 
soiling them, finding them 
behind the toilet, stuck on 
the bottom of my bathtub, 
open on my office desk; so,
I decided to collect poems 
I didn't understand.

5
Consequently I've cancelled 
Harper’s, Saturday Review, 
and N.Y.R.B., and now subscribe 
(not a single one run 
by a university) 
to twenty-seven 
little magazines.
Not much, but better 
than nothing. Therefore,
I have become 
a poet.

December on the Floor
If one says absurd or sexy things 
he might become successful 
as a poet. Last week I 
made love to the Queen's butter
fly (note line break) 
but the monarch didn't 
like it;

but if one 
says he is sitting 
at his mother-in-law's 
eating a swiss cheese



sandwich and beer 
reading Wormwood 
thinking about Roland 
and Mary Duerksen, about 
Hugh Fox's unpublished book 
on Bukowski, the poem fails; 
but if he says there is 
a girl sitting here 
with a candy cigarette 
in her secret parts 
perhaps interest revives 
and the ground is laid 
for something philosophical.

—  James Tipton
East Lansing, Michigan

The Closer Sky

My son condensed 
the solar system 
in his head. Squeezing 
space with his hand 
he drew it to scale.
Finding the front 
lawn too small 
he plotted out 
the pasture, placing 
the sun by the creek.
He paced nine
million miles
at a stride and stooped
to fix Mercury
and Venus in orbit,
altered his line of 
direction to avoid 
whirling the Earth 
near the edge of the manure 
pile by the shed.

He spun Saturn 
at the fence and slid 
through wire 
stepping over 
dust rings,
and measured and marked 
his meteoric flight 
three billion 
six hundred 
thousand miles
out to Pluto
then rotated the last
planet by the road.
At the edge of the woods 
he stood and studied
the closer sky.
Behind the fence 
the cow and I 
blinked our eyes 
in static wonder.
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Decoration Day Band Concert
Before my own brother died 
I liked Decoration Day 
We'd visit with clippers 
and rakes relatives that stretched 
across Clallam County.
While my father clipped old sod 
my mother tidied headstones.
I'd run with seldom seen 
cousins across grandmothers 
and long dead uncles,
Between blood-strong peonies 
and snowballs in mason jars, 
and read familiar names 
like songs from a tone-deaf time 
I thought I could hear.
The best place was the grey stone 
that was my soldier uncle, 
my father's favorite I 
never knew. We always brought 
a flag to put there.

Having nobody dead here,
I bring my son instead 
of lilacs to play in this 
graveyard; trombones slide at right 
angles with the flag.
His blue uniform loops me cold 
in shining braid and gold 
overlay. He plays something 
military to celebrate 
an old, old way of dying.

—  Joan E. Stone
Issaquah, Washington
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 F -- Faber, RobertOh/34: 24-25; Fantl, Susan/34: 16- 
18; Fife, Darlene/27-8: 17; Finlay, Sue/36: 13-14; Fox,Hugh 
/30: 35; 32: 7-29 (The Headless Centaurs); Franks, Barbara/ 
34: 13-15; Fraser, David/32: 31;

 G —  Garcia, Barbara/34:
27; Georgakas, Dan/36: 6; Gildner, Gary/36: 9-10; Ginsberg, 
Louis/25: 35; Glen,~Emilie/27-8: 39-40; Grass, Günter/30: 
29-30 (transl.); Gray, Don/26: 15-22 (In the Outside Silen
ce of Things); 35: 27; Grimes, Martha (Holland, Martha G.)/ 
36: 30-31;

 H, I —  Haddo, Oliver (Puechner, Ray)/27-8: 19- 
26 (Maestro Insana Goes West); Hargrove, Chris/33: 28; 
Harris, David W ./25: 23-24; Harris, Marguerite/34: 9-10; 
Head, Robert/27-8: 17-18; Hearst, James/31: 12; Hebron, C.
C. /31: 25-27 ;Heglin, Jeff/36: 28-29; Heil, Tiki/34: 30; 
Heise, Hans-Jürgen/2(3: 14 (transl.); Higgins, Dick/25: 15- 
22 (Intermedia); Hoffman, Jill/34: 25-26; Holland, Barbara/ 
34: 20-21; Holland, Martha G./36: 30-31;

 J,K —  Johnson,
Sydney/34: 16; K., K./34: 11; Kelly, Dave/25: 31-32; Kem- 
pher, Ruth Moon/26: 31-32; 33: 32; Kenison, Gloria/26: 23- 
26 (Once More — A n Encore); 27-8: 14; 31 : 14; Koertge, 
Ronald B./29: 13-20 (Bird Man of Long Beach); 35: 15-26 
(Ties That Bind); Kover, Vicki/34: 26; Kreutz, Irving/31:
6-8; Kryss, T. L./25: 6;

 L —  Laufman, Dudley/26: 8-9; 
Lazarow, Victor/33: 4-12; Leary, Robert Jr./25: 27-28; Levy,
D. A./32; 32-33; Lifshin, Lyn/25: 12-13; 31: 12-14; 34:
4-5; Locklin, Gerald/27-8: 3-7; 31: 15-22 (Star Trek & Such) 
33: 33-35; 35: 5-7;Lurie, Toby/27-8: 8-13; Madden, David/
21): 2-3; Malone, Gayla Christa/26: 35; 30: 13(drawing); 
Malone, M. H. (Book, M. K.)/27-8: 1; 33: 15-22 (intro.); 
Mariah, Paul/35: 9-10; Matthews, William/25: 8-10; 30: 33- 
34; 

 Mc —  McFadden, David/29: 3-6; 3(3: 31-32; McKnight, 
Sellis/36: 10-11; McLeod, J7726: 29; Mehrotra, Arvind K./
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25- 14; Menebroker, Ann./35: 34-37; Miller, Brown/26: 9-10; 
Montgomery, George/26: 35; 34: guest editor, 1; Moore,
Robert Nelson, Jr./25: 32-33; Moraff, Barbara/34: 27; Morris, 
Tina/34: 33-35;

0,P —  Ochester, Edwin/31: 1-2; O'Connelly, 
Barb/26: 10; 33: cover, 23; O'Connor, Patricia Hamilton/35:
32- 34; O'Neil, Jim/31: 23-25; Onopa, Robert/25: 33; 32: 5-6;
Osterlund, Steve/36: 8; Owens, Rochelle/34: 5-7; Penfold,
Gerda/35: 1-3; Perchik, Simon/26: 27-28; 29: 1-2; Perkins, 
Michael726: 30; Perret, Christopher/30: 1  (Geranium),-13-23
33 (drawing); Peters, Robert/29: 9-10; Petersen, Arne Herlov 
/26: 13 (transl.); Pinsker, Stanford/30: 34-35; Piontek, 
Heinz/26: 14 (transl.); Pleasants, Ben/26: 7; 33: 1-4; 35: 
3-5; Plymell, Charles/33: 29-30; P u echner, Ray see Haddo, 
Oliver) ;

 Q, R —  Quick, Kathryn/31: 32; Ramp, Philip/33: 
23-25; Randall, Margaret/34: 28-30; Riccio, Ottone M./27-8:
33- 34; 36: 29-30; Richmond, Steve/35: 11-12; Rieder, Rolla/ 
36: 6-7; Riffenburgh, Robert H./31: 29-30; Roseliep, Raymond 
725: 11-12; Russell, Norman H./31: 3-6; 36: 7-8;

  S —
Saunders, Virginia/27-8: 31-32; Sawyer, Philip/26: 3-5; Sch- 
ram, Irene/25: 34-35; Shaw, Charles/27-8: cover, 38-39; 30: 
6-7; 32: 6; Skinner, Knute/31: 27; 36: 32-33; Slaughter, 
William R./27-8: 18; Starr, Elizabeth/35: 28; Stepanchev, 
Stephen/36: 12-13; Sterry, Craig/35: 13-14; Stone, Joan E./ 
36: 35-36; Storm, Hester G./35: 37-38; Sullivan, Mary/ 34:
9; Sypher, A. (Malone, M. H .)/25: cover; 26: cover; 27-8:
19 (collage); 29: cover; 30 : cover; 31: cover; 32: 7 (art) ; 
34: cover;

 T —  Taylor, Alexander/26: 12-14; 30/ 29-30; 36: 
27; Theis, Adeline/26: 14; 30: 29-30; 36: 27; Tidier, Charles 
/25: 4-5; Tifft, Ellen/25: 1; 27-8: 7; 30: 5-6; Tipton, David 
/36: 4-5; Tipton, James/36: 33-35; Tropp, Gloria/34: 7-8;
Trudell, Dennis/27-8: 27-28; 30: 1-5; 36: 1-3;

 U,V,W —
VanHouten, Lois/34: 21-22; Ventadour, Fanny/27-8: 34-35;
Wade, John Stevens/26: 5-7; Wagner, D. r . /25: 26-27; 29/ 23- 
25; 32: 1-3; Waldman, Anne/34: 11-13; Wantling, William/25: 
29-31; 36/ 15-18 (Five Poems); Weidman, Phil/26: 2-3; 27-8: 
28; 33: 15-22 (Two by Eight Equals 6Teen); 35: 12; Wheat- 
croft, John/33: 27-28; Wild, Peter/26: 1; 27-8: 1-2; 32: 3- 
4; 33: 14 (Wormwood Award: 1967); Winski, Claudia/26: 33-35; 
Wolven, Fred/27-8: 37-38; Wyatt, Charles/26: 30-31;

 X,Y,Z
-- Zimmerman, Eleanor B ./35: 8-9.
New Magazines:...............................................
 Panache (edit. R. B. Frank) $l/copy fm. 153 E. 84th. St., 
N.Y., N.Y. 10028 S Participacion-Poesia (edit. Roberto 
Fernandez Iglesias) fm. Apartado Postal 9901, Panama 4, Pan
ama -- also publishes handsome booklets: Arysteides Turpana's 
Archipiélago, Roberto Fernandez Iglesias' Recits and Benja
min Ramon's puta vida.
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Highly Recommended:.......................................
All Here Together '(Dave Kelly) and Broken Syllables (Wnu 
Matthews) each $1 fm. Lillabulero, Krums Corners, R.D. 3, 
Ithaca, N.Y. 14850 —  also Zirconia Poems (Robt. Morgan)
$1 50. 5 The Eastside Scene (edit. Allen DeLoach) $3.50 fm.
University Press, State Univ. of N.Y. at Buffalo, Buffalo,
N ,Y . S Stanzas Done for Alberta Coke (Arthur Vogelsang),
The Interloper (G.R . Morgan), The Reason I Am a Creature of 
the Waters (James Stephens) unpriced fm. the goodly co, R.R.
# 4, Box~277B, Sewell, N.J. 08080. 5 Surreal Songs (John
Judson) $1 fm. Northeast/Juniper Books, 1310 Shorewood Dr., 
LaCrosse, Wise. 5460. JT Which Hand Holds the Brother(Simon 
Perchik)'$4 and The Empty Hands (Wm. Bronk) $6 fm Elizabeth 
Press, 103 Van Etten Blvd., New Rochelle, N.Y. 10804.
Recommended................................................
Stephen Jonas’ XXXV and Gerrit Lansing's Working in the Low- 
er Red Field fm. the Restau Press, 10 Chauncey St.^ Cambridge 
Mass. 03138/ J James Ryan Morris' Black Swan and Tony Sci- 
bella's The Backshooter, 25 cts. each fm. The Bowery, 1640
E. 13th Ave., Denver, Colorado 80218. 5 C . C . Hebron's Rondo
$1.50 fm. Poesie Vivante, 11 Rue Hoffmann, 1202 Geneva, 
Switzerland.
Little Press News) ( ( ......... ...........
Smyrna Press releases Only Humans With Songs to Sing $1 fm. 
Box 418, Stuyvesant Stat., N.Y., N.Y. 10009 —  revolution
ary songs.  Tlaloc now publishing a pamphlet series, bp 
nichol's dada lama just out fm. Cavan McCarthy, BCM/CAVAN, 
London WC1, England. 5 Quixote issues Sy Gresser’s Voyages 
Norbert Blei’s The Water Colored Word and Suzanne Woods 
Ovaries of Mother Dark fm. P.0. Box 881, Madison, Wise.
53701  Get Ground Zero price list fm. Sandie Sigmund, P.0. 
Box 91415, Cleveland, Ohio 44101 —  last chance on some rare 
collectors' items —  recent releases: early morning death 
fragments (Don Cauble)$l, Eremite (Dominique) $1, The Sparrow 
and the Cock (L.B. Delpino) 50 cts., Dialogue in Pale Blue 
(rjs & t .l. kryss) $2.50 bargain, Songs for Dead Children 
(d.a . levy) 75 cts., Torn Birds (Kent Taylor) $1 and The Book 
of Rabbits (t.l. kryss) $3.  Write Small Publishers' Co.,
276 Park Ave. S., N.Y., N.Y. 10010 for catalog of books fm. 
Aperture, Frontier Press, Jargon Society, and Something Else 
Press.  Bargain: $6 for first 20 issues of Captain George s 
Comic World fm. Memory Lane, 594 Markham St., Toronto, Ont. 
Canada.
Noted As Received:............................. . 1 •••••• •• •
 Peter Wild's Three Nights in the Chiricahuas 25 cts. fm. 
Abraxas Press, 2123 Center Ave., Madison, Wise. 53704 —  
a minor work of a to-be-major-poet (only 200_copies).  
Chas. Graham Webb's daffodils fm. author, 715 S. Illinois 
Ave., Carbondale, Ill 62901.  Luisa Pasamanik's El Angel 
Desterrado fm. author, c/o Carlos Calvo, 4 1 9 8 Q°E) ,̂ Buenos 
Aires, Argentina.  Worlds of Dust and Jade (Ts'ao Chih 
transl. by George W. Kent) $3.95 fm. Philosophical Library,
15 East 40th. St., N.Y. ,N.Y. 10016
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The edition of this issue has been limited to 700 numbered 
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The Wormwood Review is a member of COSMEP (Co-Operative of 
Small Magazine Editors and Publishers).
Wormwood may be purchased from the following stores:
A Book Etcetera, 416 S. 41st. St., Philadelphia, Pa. 19104 
Asphodel Book Shop, P.0. Box 05006, Cleveland, Ohio 44105 
Books 'N Things, 82 East 10th St., N.Y.,N.Y. 10003 
Denver Ctr. Bookstore, 1100 14th St., Denver, Colo. 80202 
Either/Or Bookstore, 124 Pier Ave., Hermosa Beach, Calif. 
Gotham Book Mart, 41 West 47th St., N.Y., N.Y. 10036 
Ithaca House, 314 Forest Home Dr., Ithaca, N.Y. 14850 
J. M. Nunnelee, P.0. Box 291, Groton, Mass. 01450 
Nevada/Tattoo, Box 27263 West Portal Stat., San Francisco 
Pages & Prints, 2622 Vine St., Cincinnati, Ohio 45219 
Peace Eye Bookstore, 147 Avenue A, N.Y., N.Y. 10009
Information: The regular subscription rate for Wormwood
is $3.50 to individuals and $4 to institutions for four 
consecutive issues released at irregular intervals with
in the period of a year's time. Single copies are $1 per 
postpaid anywhere in the world. Patrons' subscriptions 
are $6 for four issues with signed yellow-page sections.
A very limited number of issues #16-35 are still available 
at a rate of $3.50 for four issues. Special prices can be 
quoted for issues #1-15 when and if they can be located.
We buy old copies if in good condition. Complete sets of 
Wormwood currently sell for approximately $100 on the 
rare book market, when available!
Wormwood will continue publication through another three 
volumes (_i.£. through issue number 48) ; at that time we 
will take another self-evaluation. Wormwood continues to 
seek good poems of all styles, schools, moods and manners 
that reflect the temper and depth of the present human 
scene. A good poem should be able to compete with the pres
ence of other poems with different styles and content —  we 
are non-local, non-sewing-circle, non-political and non
prof it.
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