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The Elephant Strikes

Ally roun de camphor, de hunties lit dere smokes an 
looky bout for de eyeball which glow in de dark. Spooky 
in de jungle.

Nearby an by, a savage rampage in beast is crimping 
up on little hooves making growning noises (which nobiddies 
here in de silents of de jungle). In anudder secont, de 
elephant ate em up. The End

Rip Van Wrinkled

However has make a voyeur up the Husband must remember 
the Katesmith Mounties. They be a dismembered brand of the 
grape Applechain fambly, and are obscene away to the rest 
of the river, smelling up to a noble hike, and loading it 
over the surrendering cuntree. Everly chain of semen, 
every chance of weather, indies, every hour of the day 
prodoodles some change in the mackerel hues and snakes of
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these mounties; and they are retarded by awl the goose 
whites, far and nehru, as prefect broom eaters. When the 
wetter is fair and senile, they are closed in blue and 
purpled, and prince their bowled oatlinks on the clear 
evening ski; but soomtomes, went the wrestle of the loin- 
scraps is clodless, they will garter a herd of great vipers 
aboot there summits, which, in the last raisins of the 
sitting son, will gloat and light up like a clown of glory.

At the foot of his hairy mounties, the voyeur may have 
described the light smoke curdling up from a villain, whose 
simple roots learn among the trees just wear the blue tits 
of the uplamb melt a weigh into the french green of the 
nude loinstraps. It is a little villain of great anticity, 
having been fondled by some of the Dutch columnists in the 
early Times of the province, just aboot the begging of the 
peppermint of the good Pierre Salivate (may he Rip van 
Winkle) and there were some of the houses of the original 
sweaters stamping within a fume ears, bill tov smile yellow 
pricks brought from Harlem, halfing lettuce windows and 
gable darks, surmounted by withered cocks.

It was in this very place that Rip van Wrinkled, the 
famous owld codger and young nothing about town, walked 
into the hills with a mijit and slept for twenty years and 
died of starving and exposing himself. Thank God those 
mijits have been rooted out of those mounties or we might 
awl be led astray and slept for years and years. Like 
Washington Irwin.

Alice in a Strange Place

Once upon a time, a very little girl, named Alice, was 
lying out under a tree by her sister's side listening to 
her lesson which her sister was reading from a large red 
book. The lesson was dull, the day was warm, and Alice be
gan to get sleepy. While she idly watched two butterflies 
flit past, she saw a movement behind the hedge. It looked 
to Alice like a white rabbit wearing a waistcoat and carry
ing a pocket watch. She became very excited and left her 
sister's side without being seen, to follow the strange rabbit.

Later that afternoon, they found Alice with her head stuck in a gopher hole.
"She's a real problem," sighed her mother. "Last week she walked into a mirror."

The End
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The Temptation of Ernie Frog

When Ernie Frog drifted into the city he was amazed. 
Where Ernie came from there were no stores.

Ernie wanted the things in the stores, but he didn't 
know he had to buy them. He was picked up three times for 
shoplifting, but as soon as they talked to him they knew he 
was an asshole and were satisfied with just getting him to 
realize he had to pay for things in stores.

Ernie wandered sadly, wanting things but not able to 
buy. Suddenly a voice:

"Hello, Ernie!"
"Who said that?" he asked in alarm.
"Me, Ernie, your brain."
"You never spoke to me before! Where are you?"
"I'm in your head, Ernie."
"Oh. "
"Take what you want, Ernie."
"But they said I couldn't!"
"Go on, Ernie."
"No! I dassn't!"
"Steal something nice, Ernie."
"What should I steal?"
"Steal that toaster, Ernie."
"But I was told not to take things!"
"I say it's all right, Ernie."
"But. ..."
"Go on, Ernie."
"But___"
"Go on, Ernie."
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So Ernie stole a toaster from a store and ran all; 
the way home.

"Hello, Ernie!" came a voice.
"Who are you?" asked Ernie in alarm.
"I'm your brain, Ernie."
"What do you want?"
"Make me some toast."

The Big Immense Pig

Who could but wonder at the magical giant pig that 
came down our street last week? This large pig of enormous 
proteins came along amid the laffing and gladdis of child- 
rums and housewharves. All the childring danced around, 
labbing, shrouding, and song and danced around the magical 
giant pig. The burgomouser gave this huge animarl a great 
award to the applesauce of all and Sunday who turned out 
for the apparents of our wondrous piggie. The pig made 
for great Merrymount, but what a mess it made of our street

—  John Currier 
Gloucester, MA

the woman bent-at knee

she lit three pans upon the stove, 
she stirred them with three spoons, 
she poured three kinds of catfood 
in three deep green bowls.
and then she did not cut her throat,
she did not cut her wrists,
she did not cut red tape
or even her astrologer's appointment.
no, not she,
the woman bent-at-knee.
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Wunderkind

his days were parsley
and his dishes always grimy.
he wore his hair in shirley temple curls
and his levis one mosaic inch
below the crack of his ass. 
they were always asking him 
what he was working on. 
he kept a tight-lipped dignity.
he died at twenty-six, 
and left no odes behind, 
his immortality consists 
of wry ambivalence.

—  Gerald Locklin 
Long Beach, CA

Gus Stackpole

Out they go, leaving Gus Stackpole and his store, rejecting 
him and his impossible offerings, impossible because, he 
says, they're foolish as death, or as life, the one being 
no saner than the other these days: with either, he says, 
you get stopped, and coming or going it makes no difference
What does he offer? A split
ruler. Does it measure twice or half as much?
A bone. Which? He doesn't know. They are all the same 
to him.
The one he has appeals to no one.
A stuffed bat. Stuffed with what? Gus never asked. Nor 
do his customers. A bat is a bat. Who wants to know more 
these days?A kidney. Painted blue. Why blue? Who complains?
Who bothers?
A Pillow case. Stained.A mattress depressed on the left side, his side.
A pair of snowshoes. One larger than the other.
A satrap. Who knows what a satrap is? Those who know 
don't want one.
A well. Ridiculous!A scientific doll showing all the organs and, as they say, 
zones.Almost a sale. But Gus made a planter of it.
Towels smelling of grease and onions.
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Gus has many such things. He offers, offers, offers, 
but no one has ever bought. Perhaps, he says, 
he ought to offer something besides 
himself.

—  William Sayres
Washington, DC 
Kabul ID

In the Orchards Where She Lay

In the orchards where she lay in the orchards under 
the bright sun of day favored by nature in that anthill 
darling one butterflies in absentia, butterflies in abey
ance, butterflies in the abstract, butterflies printed on 
my Bien Joli mattress... Katmandu my darling darling in 
Nepal... there was that gorgeous rise of bosom before me 
always looming just ahead of the next rise, then a neck
lace and out again in lace under her white girdle in the 
green woods in her white girdle in her extremity stumbl
ing across the fallen body I little thought at the time 
she would be my wife some day; in that it was disastrous, 
in that it was collision course.

Maybe on page ninety we will start the story won't 
that be grand or page ninety two or page ninety seven or 
page one hundred we will start the story darling children 
won't that be grand indeed darling children, and then some.

Grander and stronger all the time darling children 
and stronger and stronger all the time darling children.
And then some darling children and then some. How about 
that darling children?

Wherein Dwells the Honey

Now or never the sweet lady said to me in her cups now 
or never the sweet lady said to me in her cups now or 
never the sweet lady said to me in her cups and straws 
and strawbed and haystack and open fields and a train 
and a cinder track and a girdle missing thrown out the 
window sir and a bridle path sir low hanging branches sir 
the toast has popped sir, low hanging branches, in the 
thicket there was sir and out of all of this sir you have 
made something that still was there and there and there darling
and there and there and there darling
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and there and there and there 
darling
and there and there and there 
darling
and there and there and there 
darling and there
Now or never the sweet lady said to me in her cups now or 
never she said, in her cups, now or never, I stripped her 
bare, and then again, now and honey she said now and honey 
she said now and honey she said now and honey she said I 
bent to lick
the honey, I bent to taste the honey, I bent to scoop the 
honey out with my hand, I taste a liquor never brewed, I 
said, rising on one knee, I taste a liquor never brewed,
I said, rising on one knee, now and honey she said, come 
find the honey, she said, and I scooped out the honey with 
my paw...I scooped the honey out with my paw I scooped the 
honey out with my paw, lady in her cups, the sweet lady, 
now and honey she said, scoop the honey, she said, scoop 
the honey, the sweet lady in her cups. I scooped out hand 
fuls of the honey, handfuls of her honey, noblesse oblige 
she said to me, giggling on the bed, noblesse oblige she 
said to me without a stitch on, noblesse oblige she said 
going into hysterics while I quoted Emily Dickinson, rising 
on one knee to quote Emily Dickinson.
I taste a liquor never brewed, I quoted, perhaps misquoted 
if memory serves, yes, if memory serves, or Sacha Guitry.
Smoother and smoother she said, now or never on the daycot 
she invited, find the honey she challenged, now or never 
the sweet lady dare, in her altogether, I swear it, I 
scooped the honey, I scooped the honey with my paw, hand
fuls of it, a liquor never brewed, delirious in my scooping 
handfuls and handfuls my muzzle dripping with it, wherein 
dwells the honey, wherein dwells the honey, yes, wherein 
dwells the honey, another title, from Djuna Barnes, credit 
must be given, and then and then handfuls of it, smoother 
and sooner and smoother and sooner I taste a liquor never 
brewed smoother ladies and gentlemen... I may have misquoted
Handfuls of rice. Keeping me from it. I'm looking for a 
collaborator someone to give me the plot which I fill in for 
them. I'm looking for a collaborator, I think I could work 
with a collaborator. Yes and yes.

—  James Mechem 
Wichita, KS

James Mechem launches a new little mag with modest format 
and good contents, Out Of Sight, fm. Box 8006, Wichita KS 
67208.
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Women Is Losers

Sitting in the kitchen 
talking with his friends 
about the war, ecology, 
rock and roll, anything 
that matters,
he smokes his way
through three pipefuls
of good hash,
eats the crab curry
she has brought to the table,
generally
has a good time.
His friends 
keep looking at her, 
sometimes in front, 
sometimes behind 
his back. Admiring, 
checking for signs of wear
And after they leave her 
alone with the dishes 
for the living room 
and the stereo
a two thousand-year-old fish 
leaps
from behind her tongue,
lies perfectly still
in the sink, shining,
says a few choice words
and disappears down the drain.

10/16/70 Hollywood

For Jane

When she gets no mail
from him
for a few days
she knows he has found
another woman.
Then a letter comes, 
bursting
with what he hasn't given away
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to anyone. He says 
he feels like someone 
who keeps returning things 
to a store, the clerks 
all looking strangely at him 
because he can't explain 
what it is he wants 
or what he's lost.
He reminds her
how the leaves turn colors
and die
in the city where they 
used to live.
She puts that letter 
with the others.
Makes the bed,
makes herself up
for whoever is coming.
She thinks the vacuum he left 
is just fresh air.

10/28/70 Cleveland 
—  Joel Deutsch 

Allston, MA

The Window: Nashville, Tennessee

Before the highways were hung overhead 
we drove through the fringes of the slum, on 
our way for a day in the city.
My father pointed to a shack attached 
to a grocery, where black boys stood 
noticing me through inches of conditioned air. 
He says,
"That's where he died. See the shadow 
on the window."
There was no shadow there for me,
until several Saturdays later 
my father reminded us to look for it.
Mother told him that he sure repeated the 
same stories a lot.
Then I saw it.
The shadow of an old man
who'd sat for thirty years next to the window. 
And who died months before he was noticed.
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The shadow's explanation was then 
that getting his soul out of the room 
God had scorched the window.
My brother suggested that it was like his 
brownie box camera. The sun had got so used 
to stopping where the old man stopped 
that the pane was like film. His reflection 
was a positive negative.
Then my mother offered
that the story'd been made to suit the window. 
My father looked at her.
My brother went on with his box camera theory. 
And I stared, and stared 
at the film in my head
that was to hold that image regardless.

Live Wrestling

The Murfreesboro Mauler peels 
John Blank out of the ropes, where 
he threw him, 
and body slams him.
They ride together on the mat 
like that for several minutes, 
flipping like fish, the Mauler 
grinding salt into John Blank's eyes.
They struggle to their feet
like rapist and rapee, Blank blinking
and blanching, the Mauler, mauling.
When a huge man from the studio audience 
with sinking ships on his forearms 
pops a packet of ketchup in his mouth 
and leaps into the ring,
appalling the Mauler and drawing applause.
He goes for the villain
who steps aside neatly and plants a fist 
in the ostensible tourist's throat.
The ketchup breaks open;
the fans at home slap their knees
and the announcer stumbles on the word hemorrhaging. 
The camera spins around, simulating chaos.
And for a second we glimpse
a policeman lighting his cigarette
and a 10 year old boy dragging
his bawling brother back from the bathroom.

—  Jim Hall
St. Petersburg, FL
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ROBERT BROWNING AT SUNSET AND MID-DAY

Apocryphal Reminiscences Attributed to Dr. F. J. Furnival, 
Founder of the London Browning Society

Not being uppercrust Victorian
I sometimes wonder at the difference
between the public and the private life
of my late friend. Restraint, good taste are prized
above all else. Secrets should not be bared...
yet silence means that I will only be
a literary footnote. Now he's gone
I'm not so often quoted. Far too soon
I will be sinking back into the shadows.
For years I was an oftscorned busybody 
who fawned upon the minor literati, 
not one to win the friendship of a seer, 
a major poet like our Robert Browning.
Who'd ever think an obscure grub in our Museum, 
a lowly teacher at a workmen's school 
would ever bask in such reflected glory?
My first lame schemes got nowhere rather fast: 
my Early Text group hardly drew a handful;
I tried promoting Chaucer when but few
could read his early English. Next I launched
a ballad group long after Walter Scott's
too many imitators had exhausted
that vein. Who'd ever think my fourth society,
devoted to one cryptic and neglected,
would spread like a forest fire in a dry season?
Consider this: until I came along
the third phase Browning thought it good to sell
two thousand and five hundred copies while
Lord Tennyson soared up to forty thousand
with more of his Idyls, and over night at that.
In eighteen eighty-one, the year I founded 
our London Browning group(without permission) 
the bard was almost seventy. He had written 
a whole shelf full of books, some thirty, yet 
his wife, dead twenty years ago in Florence, 
still earned more royalties than Robert did.
Some joked about my group but not R.B.
A hostess asked him once if he objected 
to all this adulation. He replied:
"Object? I've waited forty years for it.'"
The secret goes far deeper. Browning was
a lonely man with many battle scars
and hidden wounds that festered in his breast.
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Lord Byron, as you know, awoke one morning 
world famous at just twenty-four. He made 
two thousand pounds a year, then fabulous.
(It is ironical to think that those first 
two cantos of Childe Harold's Pilgrimage,
The Traveler of Goldsmith, cast as Spenser, 
are sing-song, hardly readable today.)
That freakish luck of Byron haunted Browning.
Scott's Minstrel earlier won such acclaim 
that Edinburgh, crowned with its castle rock, 
half seemed another Athens, Periclean.
Young poets love to dream that rose-lipped lasses 
will soon discover them, that sad young men 
will stride through Oxford's mall and Harvard's yard 
declaiming verses from their first thin books.
Who else among our major bards has known 
such desolate, cold cemetery years 
as Browning did? You might expect 
his Pauline, echoing loved Shelley, printed 
at one and twenty with a fond aunt's blessing, 
wouldn't sell one copy, or the blind detour 
of lifeless blank verse dramas written for 
Macready might just gather dust in shops.
The poet scorned was fortune's favourite 
in one respect: a father quite unique, 
a banker-scholar barred in his green youth 
from Latin Quarter art dreams and resolved 
to free his kindred son from treadmill jobs, 
allow ten years for full apprenticeship.
To gain a forum papa offered cash
for three expensive books that didn't sell
and when he hesitated (little dreaming
there would be nine more, all without a profit),
the publisher came up with a solution:
cheap pamphlets, sixteen pages, double columns,
at a cost of twelve or fifteen pounds apiece,
the future Bells and Pomegranates series.
At thirty-one, older than Shelley now,
with papa paying still, Bells three, book seven,
had My Last Duchess, lyrics, monologues.
After three other plays, Bells seven, book eleven, 
showed Robert Browning in full radiance:
St. Praxed's Tomb, Lost Leader, his hymn to England. 
Belated fame at last? No cobwebs, dust.
Is it any wonder that he fell in love
with an older lady poet, sight unseen,
who praised his poems? You know of Wimpole Street,
Quixote's rescue of a dying princess
kept invalided by her tyrant father.
Dear 'Ba' (not ever Liz or Betty) was 
a tiny doll at thirty-nine, six years 
his senior but she made R.B. seem tall.
The little giant was desperate for any



admirer. What you may not know is that 
her eyes were lovely but her face careworn, 
already middle-aged; for seven years 
shifted from bed to sofa and back to bed.
While writing those love letters every day 
she took her sixty drops of laudanum.
At fifteen she'd been given opium
for TB bleeding. She gulped it now in terror
of thunderstorms, in dark moods and by habit.
In private she extolled "anreeta draughts,"
"red hood of poppies” like a Limehouse dupe.
Her public only saw the Jeckyll side.
That made elopement.' Like two teen-aged fools.'
She should have died before she reached the not 
so sunny Italy; she almost did 
in Paris. Flight and love and poetry 
became a trinity of miracles.
The historic land, then freedom's battleground, 
to Robert was his university.
He hailed Mazzini's rebels, trusted neither 
the kings nor popes....
To Ba, the Casa Guidi Windows looking 
on Dante's Florence, Michel's and Giotto's, 
the birthplace of the Renaissance was now 
far more exciting than in feudal days, 
the cradle of new liberty reborn.
It was a glorious time to be alive.
In Rome one could talk to the consul who 
befriended dying Keats. Hawthorne came here, 
the great, the near-great and the also-rans, 
the day's celebrities with their brief candles 
and arrogance; rebellious, hopeful youth 
flocked to the pagan or the Christian springs.
For a while the married poets helped each other 
flower. Browning struck fire with new monologues, 
the highlights of life's crossroads and regrets.
Her Casa Guidi Windows, little read 
today, surpass those facile sonnets, those 
"love me for love's sake only" honied sonnets 
of pale, ethereal love, always God's grace,
God's gifts, God's presence, views of Heaven, Heaven’s music 
and angels, angel lover, angels, angels.’
She'd read too much of the fifth rate of her time, 
bypassed too long her England's glorious choir.
They had to breed some future geniuses.
Soon glimpses of a nightmare can be seen
between the lines of letters. Browning writes
Ba's sisters of her courage in giving up
the crutch, morphine, for months before Pen's birth,
a boast not made again. Miscarriages
came after the one son. The hidden truth
was broadcast by the Battle-Hymning Julia
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whose eyes would see the glory of the Lord
just once but wanted Ba to praise dry, bloodless poems
that held no grapes of wrath.

For many years
being the man he was, devoted still 
to this poor ghost, a slave to recent love, 
a short Goliath here in chains, he tried 
to minister to all her petty whims, 
endured the awful tyranny that's voiced 
by an invalid once loved. His art and craft 
were luckily objective. Thanks to habit 
he sought out other troubled folk for themes.
He wasn't one to pour a bleeding heart 
into his poetry and make confessions.
A Meredithian Modern Love recording
those sickly years might be too much to bear.
As Missus Barrett Browning's husband he
composed no Sonnets From The Portuguese
to answer hers. Perhaps at times he wished
they never had been written. He had to be
the living legend of a once great love
when it was ashes. He knew those dulcet verses
enchained him closer still. His moods were black
at thoughts of how his greatest work to date,
his Men and Women hardly sold at all
while E.B.'s fat, verbose Aurora Leigh,
that novel written in prosaic verse,
half copied from Jane Eyre, with cardboard people,
went from edition to edition, proved
the table topic of the wives and daughters
of the expanding middle class, that vast
new market that skyrocketed book sales
but scorned the erudite and oft obscure
R.B. at summit, called him second rate.
Our hero was Prince Consort. Even Ruskin 
preferred her poems. Rossetti worshipped her 
and Poe inscribed a book. Her Florence friends 
thought R.B. just a minor scribbler, 
mere husband, servant to the greatest woman 
Anne Thackeray had ever known. The two 
self-helping poets seldom shared their work.
Too credulous of any nostrum offered, 
a pattern of her life, Ba even saw 
a liberal in a tyrant pope, extolled 
Napoleon the Little as Liberator 
(after he drove Mazzini out of Rome.').
Next Ba and Harriet Beecher Stowe went in
for table tapping and for spirits while
the skeptic wrote of Sludge the Medium
but kept it secret. Public shame again
came when a shocked, too realistic scribe
described Elizabeth for the U.S.A.
as "a crooked, dried-up woman," old, and "with



a horrible mouth." She was forty-eight.
An envoy's wife retorted by extolling 
the beauty of Ba's soul despite a frame 
"long shattered by disease." R.B. himself 
said angrily that he could see without 
his spectacles and that his poet-wife 
was beautiful in face as well as mind.
Meanwhile he wrote of sharp-eyed husbands seeing 
their fading wives, of matrimony's strains 
in sombre but dramatic monologues.
Despite the optimistic Pippa Passes 
(when he was young and still a bachelor), 
if God was in his Heaven, all was not right
with the world. He had to learn to live with the nightmare 
He had to face the ignominy of rout 
and the resulting blackness of despair.
His Men and Women was his own Mount Blanc, 
his fourteenth and his fifteenth offering, 
two volumes, pruned of old obscurities, 
enriched with insights, skills of twenty years, 
the best new poetry since Shelley died 
and it was bought by some two hundred people.
No trumpet voices championed his art.
He was cold-shouldered when he should be crowned.
In self-defense he lashed the great reviews, 
so prejudiced and blind to England's glory, 
as Goosey Fraser, Gander Blackwood cackling 
in the literary pond. In other quarters 
he was assailed for immorality: 
for sympathizing with Fra Lippo Lippi,
"licentious artist-monk," and charged with praising 
adultery in The Statue and the Bust.
Even controversy didn't sell more books.
He had no heart to try new masterpieces.
He haunted Story's studio, tried to sculpt.
Year after year went by with few new poems 
except some hidden from his world-famed Ba.
This should have been his golden harvest time.
Ba died on a June evening after an illness 
so brief, so like her regular attacks 
it hardly roused alarm. R.B. had sat 
up nightly through so many bigger crises 
for years of her mysterious malady, 
perhaps consumption and dope poisoning.
He'd served her jelly and some lemonade
not a quarter of an hour before the end. He'd sent
for the doctor, volunteered to bathe her feet.
Ba wanted quiet, sat with head against
his cheek. Her crises were so often linked
to the ebb and flow of the Sardinian fight
to free Italia; the last blow seemed
the death of that old statesman, loved Cavour.
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R.B. made three decisions....
Before he shipped her books and sofa back 
to England he had an artist friend record 
how Casa Guidi, home for fourteen years, 
should be remembered. He left Florence then 
forever. She was fifty-five and all 
he ever knew of Heaven and of Hell.
R.B. at forty-nine had written most 
of his best poems. Someone remarked that none 
saw Browning really on the earth again, 
only a splendid surface. Oh, he wrote reams 
of verses like old Wordsworth did but who 
now reads The Ring or those long later poems? 
He soon became the greatest diner-outer 
since Doctor Johnson, another lonely man.
Do you wonder why he put up with my questions, 
my gadfly search for new interpretations?
I was the kettle-drum for the old hero.
He was a Titian being rediscovered 
by members I enrolled like Bernard Shaw,
James Thompson, Arthur Symonds, other poets 
and Marx's daughter, Eleanor. It was 
most pleasing for a time and then he went 
back to his long-loved Italy to die.

—  Walter Snow 
Coventry, CT
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"Time passed on that mudbank as well as anywhere 
else, and it was not from a multiplicity of events, but 
from the lapse of time alone, that he expected relief.
Yet in the sameness of days upon the shallows, time 
flowing ceaselessly, flowed imperceptibly; and since 
every man clings to his own, be it joy, be it grief, he 
was pleased after the unrest of his wanderings to be able 
to fancy the whole universe and even time itself apparently 
come to a standstill; as if unwilling to take him farther 
away from his sorrow, which was fading indeed but undimin
ished, as things fade, not in the distance but in the mist."

-- Conrad, The Rescue

proem

but we were to be the king and the queen of the mountain. 
eating the forest in the morning, planting the new forest 
in the afternoon, sleeping in the grown forest at night. 
making it bloom with the richness of our love. but knowing 
also the rocks, the cold as well as the warm eyes.
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"what you were— "
It was naturally that she was a wonder 
of the sort that is at the same time 
familiar and sacred.

—  Conrad. The Rescue

your face was covered with peacock feathers 
i looked and you were turquoise and silver 
on your floor a mattress two candles incense burning 
the lights down the coast moved sadly as we watched
we said we'd dance but talked most of the night 
i guided you with care around the craters of your past 
i was your father your brother the lover you knew would

come
and you were my mama too 
my big wooden spoon
but then
0 give me a baby you whispered 
now

motel

for Mr. Gerry Mulligan

they gave us number 18 next to the highway 
you lay on the bed reading
i sat in the kitchen fooling with the radio
listening to the tires whirr in the rain
i couldn't sleep was too afraid to try
to break it open writing
then you smeared honey over your crotch
and invited me in to dine
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it was not your hair but sleeping 
butterflies lay across the sheet 
Tragic Beauty i called you 
you answered with bells in your throat
what's wanting now is dancers 
flowers in the waterglasses 
the house full of your laugh

your friend and mine
she wanted to stuff him into her bed 
so we might go home and 
"talk things out"
we drank some more beer con
vincing him it was all right 
then skidded home and 
fell asleep instead

the hot springs

high and so softly happy 
with lots of moon and pickled figs 
our velvet heads rubbed the sky 
while down in water's sweaty hold 
i thought we would never come apart 
these poems are arms stuck in the sand
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the new place

there was rose & lobster for dinner 
hot & cool sauces salad nectarines 
before they were gone we were on the floor 
laughing & pulling at each other's clothes
now we know what belongs to which 
that nappy green carpet was ours though 
our one property in common

"The socalled lyric poets are jive 
bombers. There's nothing more deadly 
than romantic love. It's a form of 
suicide, and they deserve 
whatever they get."
"And that's the trouble with writing your therapy,” 
he said, winding it up. "Excess of emotion has 
ruined more good poetry than anything else."

—  B. M. S.

"WHEN ANYBODY SAYS SOMETHING THAT'S A DRAG 
I JUST SAY SOMETHING THAT'S A BIGGER DRAG. 
AIN'T NOBODY CAN BEAT ME AT IT EITHER."

—  T. S. Monk
quoted in TIME, 28 February 1964
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the enlightenment

instead of arguing about it
about who gave whatever we got to whom
and how
i went to the doctor then came away 
with a his-and-hers prescription

still life

my daughter was still here when your letter came
for three weeks i said nothing
just watched the calender move
i continued to water your plants
when the gardenia died i knew
you wouldn't be back

while your father’s scalp was being sewn back 
for pure love of life we fucked in their bed 
before dawn you went back to your room dry eyed
next time we went to that house as strangers 
we tried to tell your mother who we were 
but she wouldn't believe us
we zipped the bags together and slept on the living 
room floor. she saw us in the morning 
on her way out to mass. the first time 
we slept together without making love
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on figueroa mtn. with child and a dog

we gathered pinecones then got under my old blanket 
on the horizon i saw rocks not quite touching 
the dog straddled us dripping saliva he was 
leaning against my head when i came 
then he trotted off somewhere
your eyes moved open and close 
opened and closed 
ocelot all ocelot
and the little girl utterly silent 
moving down the slope of a hill 
toward where the sun should be

”0 blush not so! 0 blush not so!
Or I shall find you knowing;
And if you smile the blushing while, 
Then maidenheads are going."

-- Keats

that summer there was a dinner party
we turned out to be the only guests
down my shoulder the town & harbor
but your eyes never left mine except to pour
for three hours we drank wine & said everything we knew
then i came around the table & touched your foot
just where the bee had stung it
one night a month later my wife stood & said
I think it's time you two left
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i'm tired of explaining to tired friends 
then going home to wail it in the shower 
Telling It All to the Elephant Lady every tuesday night
"Just fuck the bitches man," Sir Charles says
and two weeks ago when Benjamin told me
you were living with your shrink
the first thing i thought was
she always was more practical than me

somehow we ended up naked outside the cabin 
lying on the walk our heads against the door 
smelling the orangetree ten feet away 
hearing Nikolai's guitar sound on night
our heads were soft rocks just touching 
we giggled touched tongues and giggled 
the night was full of hands

—  Sanford Dorbin 
Santa Barbara, CA 
10/15/70
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the bombing of Berlin
the Americans would come over, he told me,
there was nothing to stop them,
they had red and blue lights on their planes
and they took their time,
and it was funny, you know,
a bomb would take out an entire section
and leave the thing next to it standing,
untouched.once, after a raid, we heard this piano playing 
under the rubbleand there was some dame under there still playing thepiano,
the stuff had fallen all around her,
buried her under there and she was still playing the 
piano.after a while, when the planes came 
we wouldn't run underground anymore, 
we just stayed where we were 
on first and second floors and looked up 
at the red and blue lights and said, 
god damn them.
well, he said, picking up his beer, 
we lost the war, that's all there was to 
it.

the great writer

the great writer in bed 
shades down
doesn't want to see them 
doesn't want to write anymore 
doesn't want to try anymore; 
the editors talk about him—  
some say he's insane 
some say he's dead; 
his wife answers the mail:
"...does not wish to..." 
and some walk up and down 
outside his house, 
look at the pulled 
shades;
some go up and ring the 
bell.nobody answers.the great writer does not want to be 
disturbed. the great writer is not 
in. the great writer has gone 
away.
but they want to flash lights on him, 
hear his voice, some 
reason.
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if he can give a reason 
he does not; if he can't, 
there isn't 
any.
strange and invisible arrangements are 
made and his books and paintings are 
auctioned off
but no new work has appeared in 
years.
but they can't understand his 
silence—  
if he is dead
they want to know it, if he is
insane they want to know it, if he has a
reason...
they walk past his house
write letters
ring.
they cannot understand 
it.
I rather like 
it.

Ice

swine under the purple moon in 
platinum curlers, 
lilac leaves beneath the flea 
tree,
bum beneath the honeymoon tree, 
barber with the shakes, 
photo of Tom Mix, 
dirty underwear of sweet little 
girls,
thin wire about a chicken coop, 
the beard of Castro 
the bread of Communion,
DiMaggio lighting a cigarette in Oakland 
as through the streets 
lady torturers shake their priceless 
bungholes;
the Kennedy deaths now like old gangster 
movies, the real-estators shall 
inherit—
who will bury the undertaker? 
who will swallow the geek? 
who will scrub my kitchen 
floor?
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I went to a hockey game the other 
night
trying to measure and decipher 
victory and defeat and 
exultation; when the game was over 
we walked to the parking lot 
got into your cars and 
drove away as 
meaningless as 
ever.

—  Charles Bukowski 
Los Angeles, CA

Journey

In case of
accident a bookshelf 
is missing out of 
nowhere comes 
a rocking rigid horse 
machine in front 
of a grocery store 
with no child riding 
carrying an unseen 
visitor to

noplace.

Heritage

Born in California by 
mistake
I am of Nebraska 
they brought me back 
at six months stayed 
awhile moved 
to Colorado left 
me I am realistic 
about 
the anger.

The Dream

I had a child 
in a dream 
In sin.
The birth was easy, 
the child small.
I took it home
and bathing it, dropped it.
The rigid shell of skin 
shattered and it died.
I picked up the face—  
smiling and, in death as 
it was in sleep, open-eyed.
It looked like a doll I'd had when I was six 
which my father had bought me 
when my sister was born.
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John's Thin Arms Those Strawberries
John's thin arms
find his
dogencircle quickened 
warm smelly hairy animal 
to hug.
Hours upon hours his
mother says he
hugs his
dog he
can't get
enough she
says.

Those strawberries 
I
can't even eat. 
that makes me sad 
for they are 
large
dark bright red and 
on my plate, 
to taste the pleasure 
of these three 
would crowd the others 
in my gut.
I would hurt physically.
So I shall sip my coffee
probably leave
my milk too
smoke a cigarette
(I don't inhale)
and stay awhile
in this corner
facing the corner
and let the other people
look if they want to
at my back at
my hair down the gold
sweater
at this woman alone 
writing
in a 15ç Spiral
in a cheap restaurant.

—  LaDonna Brulé 
Lincoln, NB

Dr. Farsdale

After the divorce, when Dr. Farsdale moved 
into the colonial mansion on the corner, 
he went right on healing ills and wounds 
and kept the hedges and the lawns in order,
repainted everything until it shone 
green shuttered and whitely antiseptic—  
one day we saw him carry in his arms, 
out of the street, a bleeding epileptic—
and he was always friendly and polite, 
Samaritan to any neighborhood, 
respectful and respected, but one night 
showed a different side of doing good.



"His house," I overheard my mother phone,
"was all lit up like Christmas in mid-June— "
I'd noticed her at windows, looking out.
"_that Filipino houseboy— " she went on—
"a wild party— drunk, naked men—at least they could have pulled the drapes shut tight," 
behind the horror in her moral tone 
hennaed envy peeking through the blind.

Athena May Applewaite
Arthritic in a wheelchair 
beside a vase of Ming, 
she spoke of Roman noses—  
she loved the noble thing.
A stone bust she had sculptured—  
her father— stood behind, 
dreaming on a pedestal 
where she had placed the mind.
”I had to give up carving—  
my hands— and start on poems— " 
Beyond the window, orange trees 
shone brilliant with starred blooms.
"But found a form that was the same 
in words as well as stone—  
there is a form to everything—  
some day it will be known.
The white cat leaped from her lap 
and pinkly flicked at fleas.
She wheeled and plucked a book 
and held it on her knees
and read a poem about 
owls, I think it was—  
her white hair like a helmet 
shining in the sun.
She could have been Athene, 
ancient, and still wise—  
but nothing in her poem 
touched us like her eyes.

—  Harold Witt 
Orinda, CA
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Blackbird

hoarding arsenic 
he fed it to 
enemies 
disguised as 
sweet camash 
invited anybody he 
didn't like to 
eat at his table
poison in the soup 
he boasted life 
and death powers 
30 or 40 vomited 
then died
later he slaughtered 
his wife she 
was so young and 
beautiful 
her licorice 
hair he said he 
couldn't help 
being jealous
then was 
sorry and 
starved himself 
to death
first asking that 
his corpse be 
lashed to a 
grey horse and taken to a 
ragged bluff
they were buried together 
the horse 
screaming as 
earth came down
later the omahas 
chose this mound 
as the place 
to welcome 
white men

Blue Stains On Their Hands

went into the pines 
and lived to be 
97 old man 
Dragon and his 
six sons
they coupled with their 
sisters in the dark 
stone hills,
Ripton
suddenly they were a 
tribe spreading 
like fireweed
took over the 
rusted out trailers 
behind the blacksmith's
mushrooms and 
blueberries grew 
thru tin cans
they came down from 
the hills for 
whisky and 
to marry
none of them 
didn't get 
in trouble
blue stains on 
their hands 
smelling of 
leather
they kept their own 
dialect and the 
songs of the 
old man
they'll still 
kill for 
a woman
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The Hypnosis Poem

Maybe we're both 
pretending, I don't 
know it
started relax he said in 
the dark room full of 
blue light I'll 
count back from 5 your 
eyes will feel 
delicious
How do you tell somebody No
you don't get to me it
doesn't work So
many of my relationships
like this: going
along to be polite or
because it's easy Now I
see the eye man once a
week —  repolishing and
grinding, years
he's been trying to
make the lenses
fit, close
your eyes you
won't remember it
starts with my
ankles relax
we're in the
country you'll
feel so easy
we're walking near a
lake pull my
hand toward your
knees are you
happy with your
new lenses
Do you like me
(In the beginning I
imagined I didn't
see what was
happening)
lately tho it's been 
all clear: when you 
wake up you'll want 
to kiss me 
I'll touch your 
wrist and

you'll do 
anything
Then he stands there 
waiting
Could he imagine that 
the first time
I might have 
wanted to
Now tho it's a
laugh I
ought to
tell him
it's ridiculous
to never say
what you
mean. But I'm as
bad as he is
showing up every
Wednesday in
11 inch
leather skirts, 
using him in 
this poem
(I've got 72 bottles of 
sample contact 
lens solution) 
the way he probably 
uses me in
who knows what fantasy

Binghamton That Awful Morning
the brightest thing
around was
rust
We broke down and 
that was that 
Waited 3 
hours in the 
bus station, 
snow and salt 
making a mess of 
everything

Lyn Lifshin 
Albany, NY



SONGS
(for Emily

(I)
crazy with it 
I turn.
play the Fool: 
cliff hanging.
there.
fingers burning 
you
leave me. 
yes
you say 
not at all 
as it 
stands.
eyes waiting 
for
some or 
another.
so play.
I
did.
for that 
do you hear?

(II)
the mountains 
you said.
well yes I 
could go.
for what we have 
to say you 
said .
and I would 
follow
yes
for that touch, 
mouths
with words only:
that the tongues 
move:



sounding us.
could I 
speak you:
dancing?

(III)
easy:these consummate 
words come 
straight 
from where we 
are
to lie. 
still
to fold you.
listen 
for you.
how likely
the movement in
any
but this place? 
the trees pass. 
we dream 
each 
other.

SEE SAW

two by 
the balls 
had

he
the other 
by the heart 
a whore
between 
them they 
caused
a great deal 
of sweat —  Craig Ellis 

Watertown, MA



On The Way To Kansas

I stuck my ass 
at a desk for 
thirty years, 
practiced the 
fucking violin, 
wrote this article 
and that review, 
submitted, got 
rejected, sometimes 
a hit.
I see old people 
on the way to 
Kansas.
I'm not old
yet,
a little bad around 
the eyes, but 
not old.
Good legs, 
f at,
but you can lose 
that.
I'd like to 
fuck off for a 
while,
just be a bod, 
or if not just 
"just,"
be a bod most of the time,
wiggle my ace, show my legs
and get ten
years taken off with
a knife,
rescue some of
those years in a
white room at a
typewriter—
but I
know I won't.
In fact maybe I 
really always did what I 
wanted. It was less 
strain.

Chicago

Chicago's a broken window, 
broken fences 
town,
shattered walls, 
ruts and potholes, 
paint on a wall 
(Acme Tool and Die) 
thirty years old.
Passing through 
it screams at you.
If you were born 
and raised there 
like me
letting things go 
is a
way of life.

—  Hugh Fox
East Lansing, MI
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this. . .
you get out of bed 
solemnly naked
and lumber somewhere out of sight.
the house is a mystery
the way it swallows
who ever leaves warm sheets.
lying here
in my own bare skin
i think how i love the sight
of unclothed people
going about the business of love.
everything else is so ruined—
the room, the world, the landscape.
the way to stay beautiful
is to avoid mirrors
and look only at those
who truly love back.

The Days Are Not Always Green 
Or The Knife Too Sharp
The same record (Beethoven) 
plays over & over
(his #6th) & there are no neighbors 
to pound the walls, stamp the floors 
or shout down the old pro.
Mr. B. goes on in triumph 
& I give myself some credit 
for his success.
As loud as madness will permit 
the volume goes up.
Nothing outside but the fields 
& inside, me and Mr. B. 
playing out our hearts.
PLEASE, 0 jesus, please,
this is not the time to call or come over. 
I have a score to settle.
Mr. B. & I are having a duel 
in one hour.
Weapons? Don't be an ass—  
we were born with them.
The pity of it is
that old "Lud" is one step ahead
of the game. & he knows it.
For him, it is easy, being dead.
For me
it is just a matter of time.
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Holiday In Glass

all the glass windowsin front of California nursing homes
look out into the streets
and the old eyes inside
watch over the city traffic
in order to dismay us.
we see them in their chairs
registering the years
like tired erections.
we see them consorting
with nurses and aids
and sipping weak medicine
from long plastic straws.
something is going on
in there
and it isn't registering out here.
the bombs and terrors
are muffled—
nothing gets in that is
not bottled and prescribed.
the doctors walk around
smiling and feeling pulses.
there are many broken hips
and few revelations.
only the surgical gowns
are green.
and that is all
that can be said, except
for the lettuce on their cottage cheese
and peach salads.

—  Ann Menebroker 
Wilton, CA
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8801 N. 17th Ave., Phoenix AZ 85021. y Poetry Northwest, 
Parrington Hall, Univ. Washington, Seattle WA 98105. jT" 
Poetry Review(D. Locke), Univ. of Tampa, Tampa FL 33606.
5 Prism International (E. Birney), Dept. Creative Writing, 
Univ. British Columbia, Vancouver 8, Canada, y le puits 
de l'ermiteÇG. Malouvier), 132 Rue de Paris, 94 Charenton, 
France. JT Pyramid(0. Riccio), 32 Waverley St., Belmont MA 
02178. y Quoin(A. M. Snyder), 1226 West Talmage, Spring- 
field MO 65803. JT R Books ( J. James), 31 Panton St., Cambr
idge, England, y Red Cedar Review, 325 Morrill Hall, Mich
igan State Univ., East Lansing MI 48823. y Restau Press 
(J. M. Nunnelee), P.O. Box 146, Cambridge MA 02139. y 
Road Apple Review(D. Flaherty), 1525 Burdick, Oshkosh WI 
54901. y Runeible Spoon(D. r. Wagner), 2230 Jay St.(#6), 
Sacramento CA 95816. 5T” SLD, Anexo ao "Cataguases" Av. 
Astolfo Dutra 247, Cataguases, Minas, Brazil, y Salt Lick 
(J. Haining), 118 North 5th., Quincy IL 62301. y The San 
Francisco Book Reyiew(J. Bail, R. Morris), P.O. Box 14143, 
San Francisco CA Ô4114. y The Seventies(R. Bly), Odin 
House, Madison MN 56256. y Shore Revie~w(K. Kwint), 1925 
S. 21st St., Milwaukee WI 53204. y Small Pond(N. St. Cyr) , 
10 Overland Dr., Stratford CT 06497. y Small Press Review 
(L. Fulton), 5218 Scottwood Rd. , Paradise CA 95969. jf 
The Smith(H. Smith), 5 Beekman St., New York NY 10038. y 
Smyrna Press(D. Georgakas), Box 418 Stuyvesant Stat., New 
York NY 10009. y Something Else Press(Dick Higgins), P.O. 
Box 688, Newhall CA 91321. ÿ South(K. Ryder), Stetson 
Univ. Box 1303, DeLand FL 32720. y South & West(S. A. Boyd) 
2601 S. Phoenix, Ft. Smith AR 72901"! y South Florida Poetry 
Journal(J. Parrott), P.O. Box 9183, Tampa FL 33604. ÿ 
South Florida Review(N. Hunt), CTR 226, Univ. South Florida 
Tampa FL 33620. ÿ Southern California Literary Scene(W. J. 
Robson), P.O. Box 5429, Long Beach CA 90805. y Southern 
Review, Drawer D Univ. Stat., Baton Rouge LA 70803. ÿ 
Sou'wester(C. Tudish), English Dept., So. Illinois Univ., 
Edwardsville IL 62025. y Spectrum, P.O. Box 14800 UCSB, 
Univ. California, Santa Barbara CÂ 93107. y Spectrum:The 
Richmond Review, Virginia Commonwealth Univ."! 916 West 
Franklin St., Richmond VA 23220. y Spring Rain(K. & J. 
Sollid), P.O. Box 15319 Wedgwood Stat., Seattle WA 98115. 
y Steppenwolf(P. Boatright), P.O. Box 55045, Omaha NB 
68155. y Sumus(K. Ward), P.O. Box 469, Chapel Hill NC 
27514. y Throb(F. A. Nettelbeck), 2808 Laurel Ave., Man
hattan Beach CA 90266. y Toucan(A. Gildzen, J.C. Walker), 
1520 South Blvd., Kent OH 44240. y Tuatara(M. Doyle), 759 
Helvetica Crescent, Victoria, B.C., Canada, y two windows 
press(D. Gray), 186 Granada Ave., San Francisco CA 94ll6. 
y Unicorn Journal(A. Brilliant), 317 East de la Guerra St., 
Santa Barbara CA 93101. y Vagabond(J. Bennett Jr.) 66 Dor- 
land(Roof), San Francisco CA 94110. y Vrishchik(G. Sheikh,
B. Khakhar), 4 Residency Bungalow, Univ. Office Compound, Baroda 2, Gujarat, India,  Western Minnesota Review(W. D.
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Elliott), Rt. 1, 3308 Cedar Lane, Bemidji MN 56601. J 
Whetstone(J. C. Murphy), Box 2234, Sam Houston State College 
Huntsville TX 77340.  Zahir(D. Kruchkow), 250 West 15th.
St. (A), New York NY 10011. ï Zeitgeist(G. Groat), Box 150, 
East Lansing MI 48823.

Wormwood continues to seek good poems of all styles, schools, 
moods, and manners that reflect the temper and depth of the 
human condition in our age. A good poem should be able to 
compete with the presence of other poems with different 
styles and content —  we are non-local, non-sewing-circle, 
non-political, and non-profit.
The edition of this 42nd issue has been limited to only 
700 numbered copies, and this copy in hand is numbered:

# 494
H. Mcllwain
Wm. H. C. Newberry
Anonymous: G. C. 0
Donald R. Peterson
Walter Snow
Dr. Marvin Sukov

O U R  P A T R O N S

The Wormwood Review is a member of COSMEP (Committee of 
Small Magazine Editors and Publishers). The regular sub
scription rate to Wormwood is $3.50 to individuals and 
$4.00 to institutions for four consecutive issues mailed 
out at irregular intervals within the period of a  year's 
time. Single copies are $1.00 postpaid anywhere in the 
world. Patrons' subscriptions are $8.00 for four con
secutive issues with poet-signed, yellow-paper, center 
sections. A very limited number of issues #16-23 and 
#25-41 are still available at a rate of $4.00 for four 
issues. Complete sets of Wormwood currently sell for $100 
on the rare book market when available.
Wormwood may be purchased from the following stores: 
Asphodel Book Shop, P.0. Box 05006, Cleveland OH 44105 
Compendium Bookshop, 240 Camden High St., London NW 1,

England
Either/Or Bookstore, 124 Pier Ave., Hermosa Beach CA 90254 
Gotham Book Mart, 41 West 47th St., New York NY 10036 
Ithaca House, 314 Forest Home Drive, Ithaca NY 14850 
Leaves of Grass, 39 Maplewood Ave., Philadelphia PA 19144 
Pages and Prints, 2620 Vine St., Cincinnati OH 45219 
Paperbook Gallery, 6 Coptic St. (opp. British Museum),

London WC 1, England

KEY PRINTING COMPANY, P. O. BOX 6246, ALBANY, CALIF. 94706





This being The Worm
wood Review issue 42 
edited by: M. Malone 
and featuring: Sandy 
Dorbin. Price: $1.00


