
O N E  W A K E S  ANEW /43



*



T H E W O R M W O O D R E V I E W
Volume 11, number 3 ..................... Issue forty three
Editor: Marvin Malone............... Art Editor: A. Sypher
Copyright ©  1971, The Wormwood Review Press.............
Editorial and Subscription Offices: P. 0. Box 8840.......
....................... Stockton. California 95204 U.S.A..

Prelude To Greatness
-- for Allen Ginsberg

Yea though pursued by the Alumni Association 
Allen doth know greatness from space rates. 
Verily I say he spake to the Senate in 
A foreign language, knowing full well 
It believeth our people hath deemed 
Our language a mandate from them.
He treats the city police like downtown boys 
Afraid of midtown but wanting to live 
Near a cousin's grocery and get their kids 
Pads on a goy street in New Lots; this is 
Tactical Objectivism, a genius denied to 
Sudras born in the borough Manhattan.
He came out of the valley of the shadow 
Of WHO’S WHO IN AMERICA, still eating 
At Orange Julius and Julius Orlovsky with him. 
He prays for Cuba, knowing that no 
Spanish Catholic kibbutz can save it,
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With his other hand supporting more 
Underground literature than the U.S. 
Literary welfare agency and all its angels.
He had a vision in Kansas and more,
He told Kansas and seeds of sunflowers 
Bloomed in Landon's hair and Landon 
And LIFE both came to life and ripples 
Spread to Rangoon and even Saskatoon.
Allen checked out the burning ghats 
Looking for kosher Hindus but found 
Pharisees and Boston Brahmins at pastrami 
And the Episcopalians of Calcutta 
Fled to Kathmandu and Love.
Who corrects poems from POETRY CHICAGO 
Or New Mexico Commune to put them in tune? 
Or would use Franklin's watch to measure 
The orgasm, the subway, U Thant or any 
Other act of God and then have it checked 
By Tiffany?
0 faithful, it is Allen Ginsberg,
A prophet who keeps a production control 
Diary on the Voice of God.

—  John Montgomery 
Los Angeles, CA

I, Tiresias

My sons can't fool me.
I know what they're up to.
The ten year old makes book, 
pushes some, and has done time. 
Number Two is plotting the overthrow 
of the local liquor store.
While their front, their cover 
is The Kid, just turned four, 
who smokes cigars.
They can't fool me.
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Image

Going down Pacific Coast Highway 
a Volkswagon with Captain Ahab 
lashed to the roof.

"... here I stand, not only with the sense 
Of present pleasure, but with pleasing thoughts 
That in this moment there is life and food 
For Future years." —  William Wordsworth

Lines
Composed a few miles above Downtown Long Beach

It's one of those days on which assurance sits.
There was no bufferin, listerine, or toilet 
paper and my morning hack looks greener.
George Allen said he probably would not be 
coaching the Rams next year. Inger Stevens 
killed herself. I spotted the start of a 
sure shot chancre. At the clinic the doctor 
chortled I needed a chest x-ray, a shot, and 
two blood suckings, but don't expect results 
for at least a week. (Cut to shredded nails.)
Beer tastes like formica. Pool's no fun.
My once devoted wife now turned cutthroat 
career girl is demanding separate check books. 
(Cut to guffawing bank tellers.)
I intend to stay up late -- I know this lode 
of melancholy won't last but you just never 
know. It might keep clouding trails of glory. 
And everybody to his own Tintern Abbey.

To The Delphic Oracle 

I've got news for you:
none of your intolerable music, please.
I'm alive and that's the best of it.
What could you possibly add to that?
"riches in my future?"
They certainly aren't in my past. But maybe 
the' Bank of America is planning to will 
me a bottomless credit card. I hate Irish 
songs too much to buy a Sweepstakes ticket



and my paycheck grows according to scale, 
which rimes with snail. I know how much 
I'll be making ten years from now.
I don't need you to remind me.
"fame is lurking around the corner?"
Crouched maybe but not ready to spring.
I'm the exception that proves the rule 
about everybody having a novel in him.
And you don't think poems like this 
are going to do it for me, do you?
"someone near and dear is going to die?"
No shit. John Garfield told me that, 
in Body and Soul, remember? Or can't 
you handle the past, Del?
"science will conquer cancer?'
Brian Piccolo will be glad to hear that.
Stop trying to make particulars
sound like generalizations. There will
always be a lost chord, a philosopher's stone.
"man will learn to live with his fellow man?" 
0, sure. Particularly when he can't get 
along with a woman, his best part.
Now, now. None of your riddles.
I'm too old to marry my mother 
but I do have a cute sister.
I don't pretend to be able to look 
into the future but I predict, 
in Drew Pearson fashion, that 
tomorrow the world will produce 
no surprises.

sedation
i've got to watch it. it's near vacation time and 
everybody's running off at the mouth about places, 
i mustn't let myself get carried away by the 
sweet sounds of Pamplona, Estremadura, Milano, 
or even Dubonnet. it's too easy for me to for
get how i hate to travel. i should mount a 
map on the wall with pins pointing out the high
lights of my junketry: clapped in Cuba; mugged 
in Morocco; ptomained in Turkey; shanghaied in 
Buffalo; buffaloed in Shanghai. but instead 
i'll have to unpack a few hates from memory:
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people; two drinks per plane ride; leaving, 
arriving; subtractdivideplying 1750 lira into 
four dollars and a quarter; pubs closing at 11, 
bars opening at 11; Berlitz, warm Schlitz; 
cabs, cold, culture; luggage, tickets, antiquities; 
folk songs, folks; French, Germans, Italians, 
Nebraskans; flying, driving, packing, oohing, 
ahing, listening, smiling, waving; cameras,
The Holyland, dysentery, people.
There. That should hold me for a while.
Just take it easy, sit back and bask in 
the glow of how staying home narrows one.

Eden
Watching the Dogers bobble and bangle around 
on astroturf gave me hope one dream might 
yet come true: a place in the country for this 
city boy who never had a sense of humus.
All I've waited for is grass that doesn't grow 
and ground that needs no toiling. I was taught 
to puff on weeds, not pull them.
It'll probably be a few years yet before 
science replaces the rest of nature -- 
acrylic redwoods, I understand, are still a problem, 
but half a god's little acre should be no challenge.
From a swatch book should I select, oh, 
orange grass, black and white privet hedges 
where a dalmatian could take a leak invisibly, 
a paisley vine for the chimney?
This above all: in the garage there will 
be no clipper or snipper, and "mower”
will only be a lousy pun —  dolly in now for a closeup 
of the owner bragging about his synthetic thumb.
But I won't go in for the Gloria Swanson 
slant line Liberace look: polka dot poplars 
or crazy quilt chrysanthemums -- no sir —
I want my nest to look from the road
as real as Wisconsin with lots of green
and willows weeping sterling Spanish moss —
but come up close and you'll see
it's no different than the rest of the world.

—  Charles Stetler
Long Beach, CA
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Getting Well
"It is only when people begin to laugh that sanity 
returns." -- Robert Moses

I thought it was distant thunder 
but it was only me 
beginning to laugh.
I began to stand.
My body
was telling .jokes
on itself,
it was that strong.
I took out my brain 
and looked at it.
It was titled
Best Humorous Stories of the Year.
I had written them all.
This was something new: 
ticklish health.
I had spent years 
working at serious 
equations of fear.
The answers were perfect:
one side always equalled the other,
there was nothing absurdly left over.
Now I dress in funny hats, 
my mother, my father, 
my wife and children,
I wear them all.
I balance now, 
a clown on a low wire.
I am saving myself to the last, 
like a punchline.
My sanity is endless,
like the story of the shaggy dog.
I do not know how this happened.
I think that is funny.

The Fish of My Wife

They have followed her 
for years. They are still 
with her. In dreams.
In magazines, watching her. 
Circling under floors.



Or she will start to speak 
and they will come 
rushing beautifully out, 
like trout 
over a falls.
She wants dishware 
with fish fired 
into them. She is always 
showing them a thigh, 
luring them on.
Ask her who, what, 
they are, and she dives 
openmouthed and innocent 
away. But these 
fish-stories circulate:
they have been known 
to live years on 
dry land; for counting 
on sleepless nights, 
they can leap over a life.

—  Philip Dacey 
Cottonwood, MN

CHARLES! CHARLES!
Calling my name, you come running 
thru the tall grasses 
6-month bellyful of manchild 
plums falling from your apron 
and the wasps running 
up and down

inside your dress.

Blackburn Lake
An occasional fish leaps 
at a mayfly flittering by, 
so I roll a cigarette 
forget the next five minutes 
and the busy highway

fifty yards away 
where I've either gotta thumb 
or walk nine miles home 
in the rain.
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Portrait Of An Artist

It was hard enuf 
in the days
when an arty photographer 
was called no artist, 
but today the market thins, 
no one wants a picture 
of their kid
dallying in wild flowers.
So, he went back to his 
trade, carpentry; 
doing finishing work on a 
bathroom. He looked like a man 
building his own tomb.
But things got better.
Besides, there are other pleasures to 
life, like
televised hockey games, cutting 
down on cigarettes; he's gathering 
material for a book of poems, 
and the local high school wants him 
to teach an evening course 
in portrait photography.
Then, yesterday, at the pay 
wicket in the bank, 
his rival, the second-rate 
photographer who ran him out of 
business, asked if he could 
enroll in the course.
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Holding On

Last day of the year. Rain
clouds broke. Clear but cold
enuf to chill a case of beer
on the back porch. Talk
of the year. I made a few
poems, a pail of beer, tended
the green & yellow garden. Learning
to play a two dollar bamboo flute
when the sun shines. Carol made bread.
Whole wheat, rye, & the sweet
pumpkin. Gave birth to a
Libre son. Albion.
Robins peck at fallen apples 
in the yard. One lone yellow apple 
on the bare tree. Talk 
of spring. Holding on.

—  Charles Tidier
Ganges, B.C., Canada

On The High Plateau

Mornings the white bear has left,
his tracks in the mud heading for the Sierra;
later peons trudge scarred beneath their grub hoes
past lake Cuauhtemoc with its reeds and sleeping ducks,
at night beat on barrels, tear out their throats,
or squat talking in the railroad yard among the stacked

logs
as darkness pools around them.
beneath meteor showers the plain stretches away to the

mountains.
except the Mennonites driving carriages, 
huffing in their wool coats, 
sit in their cold churches 
sobering up
and the bride in a starched blouse,
lips two drawn wires, presents herself
into the putty hand
of her lover, etched with letters.
past midnight there is no moon or stars
except babies dying, frost on the station windows;
and kneeling with the light you find
the tracks again, ridged, flecked with brads of snow, 
your breath steel. and the corpse of a woman, 
feet first, muscles frozen

shoots over, teeth exposed, gold hair streaming...
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The Convert

Your feet are bread, 
soggy with water and blood 
they begin to bend,

fall away
and your hands, one

a duck wing to the watch joint 
the other a mitten

over a charcoal nub. 
one flaps,

the other points
nevertheless you are rising 

like bark
like the striae on a cliff

for thousands of feet where the water drips,
through a circle growing larger,

yourself,
the sun in rainbow burning through snow

but around you schoolhouses whip, 
faces shoot from windows, 

horses stumble, legs stick
and emerge in other places as burros

flour drips from your nose and ears.
you take out your hollow blade 

to scrape the straw, the dead flesh away
but the blade hits the steel wrist bone.

With the Rustics

Hogs are growing
from the roots of trees;
but the ground is frozen.
we search the linings of our coin purses
but find only movies at the bottom.
their sleek jaws become ships
and black clouds that fly off.
the eyes stay where they are.
on the next hill a peasant
threshes the stubble. they
circle and flash lightnings over him.
meanwhile we have eaten the green bacon, 
pulled the strings from our teeth, 
jump up on the wooden cliff 
and thrash at the sky with our flails 
for awhile.



the sun goes out; a threat of snow.
but the measles are spreading hill over hill;
we feel it, buckshot in
the jowls and private parts.
and slip back into the cold trees
to hide, til spring, behind the pimples.

-- Peter Wild 
Alpine, TX

it is said 
there are words 
disguised and waiting 
among us
as rock flower or bird 
a network to devise 
in us a poem

farmers
swarm the roads
up the pyramid
this day of the virgin.
gourds, lemons and pears
clutter the pathways
women are on their knees
selling apples.
diesel trucks & buses
chuff along slowly filling the air
with black caterpillars.
we scuttle mindless
bargaining our way
to satisfaction —
sit down for a beer
and then back into the crowd
our fuzzy eyes
and smiling,
watching the rain clouds 
come in.

-- Bjarne Tokerud
Puebla, Puebla, Mexico
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For Chief Crazy Horse
(Executed by the U.S. Government, 1877)

Steel-headed bullets
clawed at the wall behind you;
the dust they gouged
did not completely bury you.
Our short hairs quiver 

in the night 
we see you still 
wheeling by 
stuck to your pony's 
strong hot belly.

Feeding the Goldfish
(the Japanese Gardens, San Jose, January 1971)

Swollen into mottled and faded 
yellows, reds, and browns, 
much too large and far too many 
for this placid pond —  
they float up sluggishly 
like long-dead corpses 
to mouth with indifference 
the stale chunks 
I crumble down,
until a slip of my thumb 
against the rock-hard loaf 
grates bloody bits of me 
down into
the suddenly churning water.

—  Terence Malley 
Brooklyn, NY

THAT STRANGE SINGING

across the meadow 
and deer tracks 
after the rain



THERE WERE

lions
in the shade
long grass 
along the river
long grass
lions in the green shade

PURPLE HOUSE

the lady with the queer smile 
roller skated through the halls
i stole her food
and slept in a large room
with the lights on
and you
were thinking it over 
thinking it all over

THE MAN IN THE BLUE VAN

He stands at the door 
with a mocking smile. 
His barbed wire fence 
has left scars 
around his mouth.
The children hide 
in closets.
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IN THIS LAND

the children 
grow sad
they make a ring 
around the moon
in this land
the children are mute
falling stars

rainbows 
in the sky
in this land 
the children 
are still
their hands 
no longer clapping

—  Judith Anne Greenberg

Eugene, OR

Reaching Back Outback

Stretched out on bed 
chewing on preserved 
plum I hit that 
ball broke 2nd story 
courthouse window 
Susanville 24 yrs ago .. . 
ran with all my 
dirty mite & bragged 
for weeks hit ball 
so fucking far.

Phil Weidman
North Highlands, CA
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Outback listening to Gibson 
shutout the Giants 
dogs romping & laughing 
2 sparrows cuss us 
from clothes line &

drain pipe
& take turns darting 
into tiny hole in 
screened vent under 
eaves ...
Marichal will murder 
them tomorrow.
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gagaku

I'll present him with a mountain of poems 
this red haired majesty I've lent 

my marbles too 
here take them 
eat through them
mock them deep in your own mind 

deep where I can't see

self

what have you been doing 
Steve? looking 

at the birds . 
used to kill them, 

when I was a kid 
or try to 

but I learned 
and now they come closer.

Randy Tar
the sexes go there 
to hate each other 
passing through 
each other quickly 
a 20th century 

joke.
I bumble in 
knowing all this 
knowing men shave 
to look like girls 
knowing all women 
want two men one 
wild one who takes 
care of business 
knowing the Sham of Love 
knowing the beauty in 
a night's foolishness 
knowing the dream 
not the actuality.
I know I’ve been hooked 
five or six times I 
know I am hooked now 
and I know the futility 
of living on 
paper .



my dog
follows me around 
my little house 

room to room
she's at my heels 
this is the insecurity 

I breed
one never knows the next seconds 

bomb raid
she feels my feel of instant death 

the joy of each second 
even in loneliness 
even in frustrated love

even in the most terrible aloneness 
and she follows me

into the backroom
out through the bathroom 

at my heel 
always with me 
just like they say

my best friend.

gagaku

basket of fruit
wicker basket
full of a few lemons
and one bright orange
and some apples
with one half visible
banana
I sit at the table 
covered by a white cloth 
the table is brown wood 
a card table 
and the white cloth 
lays smoothly over it
silverware
includes neatly placed fork 
and knife upon perfectly 
folded napkin 
with a spoon 
to the right of a 
sparkling empty though 
incredibly clean plate
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Refrain

I lie to myself 
unable to pin truth.
Seeking answers is truth
and knowing they'll never be found
is wisdom.
Life is seeking
and wisdom is a refrain.

poetmafia

they came here 
and got me last night, 
the poet ambulance drivers 
raided my pile of literal blood 
and swept away in their battered 
1958 something, the poet angels 
the poet assholes, the poet 
mafia
a new group has formed
and I am in its midst
what a disgusting crapped out thing
and we in the poet mafia know it
and we are powerless
for like rats we live off
the cheese of our own traps
we laughed a lot 
enjoyed the beer of life- 
and they drank my blood as chaser 
for I was the sustenance of their 
being last night; was my blood 
they picked through and sampled 
bought and took away with them 
my blood!
we're rats, we're vampires of culture 
filling future history with more 
alien questions, more useless answers, 
answers, and I would have it 
no other way for we all lived last night 
even in incredible imperfection we 
gave each other breath, 
really what more can be asked 
of an evening?



the director

he is always 
busy
and always followed 
by groups of 
pants-women 
acting like men, 
men
acting like 
nothing.
he is eternally busy
seeking asylum
with the star for
secret instructions
and still they follow him
everywhere
like the seats of pants 
and I
seeking a spot 
of total anonymity 
ponder fucking his wife 
in this moment 
of his material 
glory.
but I move off, 
he is a 'friend' 
and I am
both bored and pleased 
with his show.

LEO

grand gestures 
without feeling 
is this the sun? 

no, my eyes have counted 
and he is there 

brilliant on my back.
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gagaku

I lie on my stomach 
the blades of grass 
lightly scratch my chest 
and stomach 
and it feels good
1 see into the grass 
watch an ant make his way 
up one blade 
to its peak
ponder existence
and climb down one patch of blue

one irregular rectangle of blue 
above garage and to left 

of apartments 
out of my window 
my eyes

my fingers on typewriter 
my brain splattered

with need for soul 
mate my body losing 
everyones battle I 

will clean house today like 
the lady I miss I 

will enjoy idleness today 
gagaku and tomorrow and

await her never to be 
coming.

red apple 
you roll on your 
many many tiny green 
legs rather 
you walk along 
on their mini-claws 
each with 3 toes 
and proportionately 
long nails
grey black hoovelike nails 
surfacely seen 
by many humans as evil 
and yet I see you 
only as you are
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poetrat

he is a rat 
huddled
behind his "typewriter!" 
oh it's foul
his infinite cowardice —
he won't get out
from behind the fucking thing.
he works it over
like a woman
he writhes behind
it like coming
he sleeps inside
it wallows within it
eats behind it lives
through it and
he's a ratgagaku 

snake
you move along 
straight or sidewinder 
fashion
and I love your flow 
in the sand 
or grass or 
in water 
you move 
without jerks

gagaku

insects fly north 
at first
a flock of birds
I got closer
looked at them singly
insects
locusts or some
form of wasp or mosquito
or termite or flying
hylgremite
no matter
insects flying north 
in a flock



gagaku

given to forms 
I count nuances

gagaku

I could not face 
the sun last night 
it burned my eyes 
each time I looked
after it went down 
I enjoyed it
the most peaceful time 
of day for me 
is just after the sun 
is gone
now the colors are most 
clear to me
and the flocks of birds 
flying crookedly north 
stand out better
now I can truly see
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gagaku

first love 
beachball
red blue and white 
and yellow and green 
and purple eclipses
I play catch 
with myself 
up and down 
goes the ball 
up into the air 
floats 
down slowly 
lightly down 
into my hands 
all in 
slow motion
wee what a game
catch with myself
I am smiling
this is real fun
my feet
in a sandbox
surrounded
or held in
by a green wooden
enclosure approximately
1 foot in height
I wear my plaid swim suit 
and I have a beard 
through which I smile 
as I play

103



this fag
looks at the ring 
on my middle finger, 
he touches my finger 
holds it as only 
a fag can,
I wonder
what the fuck he is doing 

(obvious)
and I say nothing 
for his intent 
strikes just this side 
of my vulnerability, 
we're all latent 
and how can I tell him 
to cool it for
he always leaves just before 
I kick him fatally

gagaku

these are my true 
moments of escape 
for they flap 
in my vision
with black sheet-like cloaks 

they follow one another 
in their spiral through space 

like demonic sheep 
black sheep 
oh they are the 
evil of my soul 
I choose to see 
in illustrated vision 

rather than 
manifest
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low

the sun is
shooting through the window 
again this morning 
yet this is not a time 
for exclamation,
I feel the beard moving out of my face 

I feel low pains in my back 
I feel too many cigarettes 

and the sun
blinds me for an instant,
I feel a
pure lack of profundity 
almost a selfishness of purpose 

this writing.

fruit

my cigarette package 
is red and black 

(satanic colors) 
on white.

this signals my death
I have been told 

by the gay demon of insight 
(a nervous man) 

to maintain my freedom 
or cancer cometh again.

I believe him
though he rubs my middle finger 

like a cherry

there is
this duck quacking 

somewhere in 'the neighborhood'
it is the only 

human thing I hear 
lately
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Turn Me Red

1
I have seen 

maidens turn Love 
on & off

like a blood spigot.
I have fooled many women 

and been called a 'rock.' 
still no answer

2

how does this all tie together? 
is age the wisdom of knowing it doesn't? 

are years wrinkles of self-deception? 
is my life

a waste of experience?
3

I yearn for 
a child on my lap. 

a woman smiling and relaxed 
next to me.

my need for vitality constantly 
consumed and reborn.

I yearn for the spigot 
On

gagaku

what strikes this body 
gently sweating 

in flannel underarms?
cold sordid yet tender 

vibes
oh holy vibes of daily routine 
mimic yesterday 
call tomorrow 

vague dull yet 
today

cars are hammers on 
my ears



everything sputters about 
me

and I want to give you 
the long line 

full of baskets 
full of
sweet shit and dusk

and totally fragrant plants 
and splashing colors 

on real petals 
and I want to give you all 
yet I am limited 

by matter

gagaku

I hold the
surface white abalone handle the 
chrome blade glitters the
colors red aqua yellow are radiant in the 
whiteness of the 
handle.
I pick the
knife up in my fist
bring it to your front torso I
love your breast you
have perfect nipples for my aesthetic 
need.
I slice down lightly 
beginning at your sternum 
such a thin slit the 
blood comes up like ink a 
perfect line 
to your navel.
Rising the blood thickens its 
line makes you cut in half flaps 
opening I peer like a weak 
child into you.
you smile.
there is no pain you 
are a goddess beyond pain.
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my backbone

my love sits behind many faces 
first I think it's her 
and I visit another
and goddamn truly there is something
in this other
face I adore.
it's the spirit of woman
that's my backbone
I'm unafraid to deny.
they carry me through life
and all I need is to look
into their eyes
and I'm uplifted.

my 'love'

what comes out here?
I don't feel too badly
yet my 'love' fucked another last night 
but so did I 
and that's why 
I don't feel so badly 
for all the missed connections 
for all the dead relationships 
(last night)

for all the misuse of each other 
she's still my 'love'
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prayer

I have just miraculously passed 
through another 'love' affair.
God I hope it's over.
I want someone else to come 
and touch me and become me 
and I her. I want to be tender 
with my invective saved for poetry. 
I want no hidden crimes.
God another 'love' affair is over. 
Please let it be over. I'm 
not ashamed to pray. This is 
my prayer.

wisdom
is the moving from pain 
it comes with age. the young 
who have not learned 
still scar each other terribly. 
I have not learned.

autopsy of art

they found his liver
"shrunken to half its 
proper size, leathery in 
consistency and green
ish in color and ..."

they found his spleen
"more than double its 
proper size."
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audience

only the men
know what I mean,
the women are busy
and only the men have
true time for my passages.
something about a woman doesn't know
what I mean

ye demons crawl up my body
nails into my nipples
( I hear birds, bees )
change my lines to fit creation:
we sing together
join arms

—  Steve Richmond 
Santa Monica, CA
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Thoughts At Midnight 
1 .

Arbitration is a secondary impulse; 
the delight at being alive, at having 
survived the horrendous adventures may still 
be entitled that (loveably, and adhering 
to interstices of the momentary) word: 
Gratitude. In literature, it becomes 
style. In politics, expenditure.
In religion, ecstasy. But how 
about day-to-day living?

2 .

Failure is the preservation 
of Quality.

3 .
Idle thought!
Idle America!
Useless commerce ... 
which every country 
must keep imitating.

It Costs Money To Look Poor

By chance, at the Dry Cleaners, the man 
behind the counter showed me some Indian- 
type jackets brought in by those poor 
looking kids, each one costing fifteen 
dollars to be cleaned, because they're 
real suede, and have to be handled deli
cately, like Marie Antoinette's silk girdle. 
Oh, the poor Indians. Oh, the poor kids. 
Into whose pocket drops the Revolution?

—  Jane Mayhall 
Brooklyn, NY
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Collect for Mr. Dickey

Last time I pulled a bow 
I hit six sutures above 
my right eye (stop)
Only fighters I fly 
are those "Roll Yer Leg Over" 
Mustangs (stop)
I'm not old enough 
to seduce my students 
yet (stop)
Drinking, though, suits me 
fine and like you, makes 
me too shine (stop)
Your taxes'll pay my bills 
for a year with a chubby green 
bonus besides (stop)
Means (stop)
All we have in common 
(besides booze) 
is language
which is why 
I make you this 
poem
instead of a 
bomb 
(stop)

World, Flesh, Devil 

Caught
in this blue jar 
that butterfly
went mad,
beating his yellow wings 
to dust.
All
the sweetest blossoms 
of this green earth
could not 
save him, nor 
would they try.

W. S. Doxey
Carrollton, GA



GREYHOUND BUS POEM
The big busses rumble and people
climb on. Some are going to Albuquerque,
some to Topeka, Iowa City or
Montreal. Some
have round trip tickets;
some will never return.

HAPPINESS IS A PET UNICORN
There are five species 
of rhinocerous, all 
nearly extinct.

A poet is someone 
who claims dodos 
really existed.

—  Richard Morris 
San Francisco, CA

POETICS #1
-- an intermedia presentation for the stage

New Poet (Stage right; bearded and clutching a slim
volume, speaks loudly and with conviction as the 
curtain rises): "I am a master baiter."

Poetic Muse (Stage left; wears a horse mask and wings, 
attired in white with laurel-leaf-garland in hand, 
enunciates quietly but clearly): "You are a 
masturbator."

(Repeat dialogue until the audience leaves, being sure 
to retain the original tones and rate of delivery 
of the opening lines.)
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Hymn to a Center-Fold in a Split-Beaver Magazine
Viewed through
and between
legs wide apart --
camera angle about
30 degrees up from
the horizontal surface —
two sets of lips
smile back: one
horizontal, one
vertical.

—  M. K. Book 
Lincoln, NB

Bailey I Put

Hobert Said

Did you ever see such a big pile 
of turds out of a grey mule's ass-hole
It was a big pile of turds even if 
I didn't see no grey mule

much less
no grey mule's ass-hole

Two or three pitchers
there on the shelf 

a small jug of baked earth
two or three

slim bottles pretty coloured 
Just noticed a hen there too

with a nest
about to lay an egg
If you get back before I do 
there is sour wine and sweet

some krautpressed curds, and now an egg 
Listen to that old hen

cacklelike a fool



Watchum fly, Hobert said, giving them 
a running punt at the low middle
It wasn't such a big pile of turds 
after all. It was a good size rock 
with some shit for extra measure
I guess Hobert wasn't my last friend 
to learn the whole truth is not 
always what it's advertised

—  Judson Crews 
Gallup, NM

my uncle jack 
1 .

my uncle jack has gone to florida 
again. he can forget the snow to shovel 
for a while. he'll fish and thaw his bones, 
i don’t know if he brought his girlfriend.

his girl is fifty; 
jack is seventy.
he lives on hawley street, in rochester, 
new york, with his surviving sisters.
i've never been to florida. 
i lived in rochester 
for twenty years. 
i haven't lost the chill.
mosquitoes in the summer time, 
the opening baseball game rained out. 
people used to get the goiter 
before they iodized the salt.
jack was married once, 
but no one talks about it. 
we are catholics,
and we are country folk, close-mouthed.
except a poet can't be.
jack worked for kodak forty years.
when he turned sixty-five
they gave him a baby brownie, a pension,
and a pat on the back.
he still sends me ten bucks at Christmas,



which means he either doesn't know the way 
i live, or has decided it's my business.
and yet he never married his own girl, 
nor lived with her, in over twenty years, 
and the obvious reason is that he felt it was 
someone's business besides his own.
i was afraid of him, he was so quiet, 
i wasn't raised on a farm,
so i didn't understand that kind of quiet, 
robert frost would have liked my uncle.
sometimes, though, over the boiled potatoes, 
he'd scourge the republican party.
and once i heard him say, "i'd sooner have ten burglars 
in my living room than one policeman."
still, he took his girl to church each Sunday 
and was the perennial pall-bearer, 
the local ward-healer, a republican, 
was his best friend.
i started out to say 
how little i know of my uncle, 
and all of a sudden it seems 
i know a lot more than i realized.
i'd always figured for instance 
he didn't sleep with her,
that it was like the best of de maupassant 
or the worst of graham greene ...
only tonight, three thousand miles away, 
it's clear: of course she's been 
his mistress—  he knew god didn't care 
but that the family would. he was discreet.
all those evenings after dinner, 
all alone in his room, 
listening to the overheated radio, 
sometimes i suspected he said his prayers,
but i never burst in on him, 
his rosary in hand, 
nor did he try to catch me 
playing with myself.

2 .

i love my uncle jack
and i'm as like him as not.
i too am quiet
because i don't know what to say.



i always wanted to write a letter 
and say, "jack, we never said anything, 
but i always felt ...
i mean i always wanted you to know that ..."
i'm afraid i may have written that letter, 
i drink so much and sleep so late
i have trouble distinguishing daydreams from nightmares 
if i sent it, i hope it didn't muddy the waters.
MAYBE I COULD GO BACK AND HELP HIM SHOVEL SNOW!
SHOOT THE BALONEY ABOUT POLITICS!
DOUBLE-DATE! 
oh for jesus' sake.

3.
the house on hawley street was built by 
granfather kindelen with his own hands, 
he sired fourteen kids in it, 
of which i am the only next-of-kin.
the house is three stories 
with a porch and a cellar.
robinson jeffers would have liked that house 
ezra pound would have liked that house.
the neighborhood is black now.
one night a man tried to rob my uncle jack.
jack didn't fell him with one swoop,
but he didn't call the cops either.
he just threatened to make a fuss 
and refused to hand over his wallet, 
the man went away.
one small triumph for the shanty irish.

4.
my eldest aunt bought me 
a spiral pad when i was ten 
to write the family history, 
elizabeth, here's the first page.

hey, hank

you know that barmaid
in the 49er tavern
where we stopped to have a beer
before your reading? 
and later you wrote me



"watch out for the one
with the ass 
and the hips 
and the poise,
it may be 
only the ass 
is real?”
well, you were right 
as usual, 
just listen:
i was sitting in the bar 
last friday
getting drunk and trying
desultorily to put the make on her 
(there was a football game on soon 
that i was pretty sure
i'd rather watch than hassle with her) 
but i told her anyway
"you know you have a secret admirer."
her curiosity aroused, i explained
about this famous poet
who had come in for half an hour
and had made a point 
of mentioning her 
in a letter
and she said, "oh, wow! 
groooooovy! 
right on!!!"
i hadn't meant for her 
to take it 
quite that hard
but she continued, "god, you never know 
the great things going on around you, 
wow, you've really made my day!"
so i said, "well, you know 
that you're a pretty girl, 
it's natural that he
or anybody should be taken 
with you."
but that wasn't what she meant at all:
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"oh no," she said,
"i'm sure it wasn't that; 
i'm sure he sensed
something ... intangible 
about me!" 
i suppose
i should have set her straight 
as to just exactly which intangible 
it was you sensed
but when i shit on people 
i feel bad about it sometimes 
in the morning.
so i just said.
"yeah, i'm sure you're right," 
and got home for the second quarter.
jesus Christ, though, it's enough 
to make you wonder why we all 
don’t just turn queer.

death of a lawnmower 

i am a toad;
consequently poets are forever trying 
to run over me with their power mowers, 
presumably so they will have 
something to write about.
one tried yesterday,
but i sprang a little surprise on him:
i ate his foot off;
then i ate the lawnmower.
i'm curious to see how he will work that one 
into his alexandrine strophies.

—  Gerald Locklin 
Long Beach, CA

NOTED AS R E C E I V E D : : : : : : : : : 
Roberto Sosa's Un Mundo Para Todos Dividido, Manuel Colino 
Lopez's La Ultima Mujer y el Proximo Combate, Manuel Esp
inoza Garcia's La Política Económica de los Estados Unidos 
Hacia America Latina Entre 1945 y 1961 fm. casa de las 
americas, G Y Tercera, Vedado, La Habana, Cuba. S Yolanda 
Bedregal's Antologia Minima fm. Casilla 149, La Paz, Bo
livia. ? Marco Ramirez Murzi's El Regreso del Agua fm. 
author, AP. 1821, Caracas 101, Venezuela.



The Light of Jesus
brothers, he said, 
I'm going to show 
you something 
you're not going 
to
believe —
and he pulled this
thing
out.
it ruined my life, 
sin after 
sin. wrecked 
homes. drinking, 
carousing.
I was coming to a 
no good
end. I was at the 
mercy of the 
devil.
then one morning 
sick and 
debauched 
the Light of 
Jesus, o yes! the 
Light of Jesus 
fell upon me and I 
was 
saved!

Fleas In My Brain
the little hired creatures who 
ram their fists through 
tabletops
now sit upon my head; 
they laugh:
"we got a tired one. 
he shows no fight, 
beat him! beat him!" 
and they begin, 
it's old times again.
I remembered the time I asked 
George to tie my hands behind me, 
tie my feet
and push me off the bridge, 
it didn't work.
I made it to the shore.
now they beat me, 
these little freaks, 
it's all a trick —  
some day I'll get angry, 
when it's too 
late.

all right, said somebody in the 
back, quit
bragging: put that thing 
away.
we sang, then had beans and 
crackers.

The 1930's ...
places to hunt
places to hide are
getting harder to find, and
canaries and goldfish too, you notice
that?
places to hide and places to 
hunt, and the dyed redheads 
too.



"yeah, she's a redhead but what color's her 
cunt?" we used to ask 
standing in front of the 
butcher shop.
and I remember when poolhalls were poolhalls 
not just tables inside 
bars .
and I remember when women
used to cook huge pots of beefstew for a
man when it
rained and his belly was sick with 
drink.
and I remember when the kids used to watch it rain 
for hours and
would fight to the death over a pet 
rat. and
I remember when the boxers were Jewish and Irish 
and never gave you a
bad one, and the two-wingers flew so low you 
could see the pilot's face and
goggles, and each icecream bar had one free stick in 
ten, and for 4 cents you could buy enough candy 
to make you sick 
or last a whole
afternoon. and the people in the neighborhood raised 
chickens in their backyards, and we'd stick a 5 cent 
toy auto full of 
candlewax and they’d last us
forever, and we built our own kites and skooters 
and cars,
and when our parents fought 
you could hear them for blocks
and they fought for hours, screaming blood-death cries 
and the cops never 
came .
places to hunt and places to hide, 
they're not any longer around 
anymore.
each 4th space was a vacant lot and the landlord 
only got your rent 
when you had
it, and each day was clear and good and each moment 
wild .

A Northern Acquaintance
there is one writer —  
among others —
I never cared much 
for, but we wrote 
letters a while, 
he lived in Canada 
and made his own 
wine.



and was always 
winning
Grants. also, his 
wife worked, 
there were always 
photos of him 
in an undershirt 
pecking down 
with big hands 
at a delicate machine 
down between 
his knees, 
and there was the 
cigarette, of 
course.
we are all literary 
hustlers, I wrote 
him.
I'm not sure he 
understood.
I don't know 
what has happened 
to him
lately. sometimes the
Grants stop
and the wives
run
away.
I suppose he's still at it 
though —
winning the Governor's Prize 
and
writing about 
eskimos and 
whales.
although the best thing 
he ever did was 
make his own 
wine.

—  Charles Bukowski 
Los Angeles, CA

NEW MAGS
Unspeakable Visions of the Individual (edit: Arthur and 
Glee Knight) fm 309 Union St., California, PA 15419. U 
Wisconsin Review (edit: Doug le Gear) $2/4 issues fm Wise 
State Univ., Oshkosh, WI 54901.



CLASSICS::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::: 
The Black Sparrow Press— A Checklist edit. Seamus Cooney 
with intro, by Robt Kelly, $2 fm. Black Sparrow Press,
P.0. Box 24603, Los Angeles, CA 90025. S' The Origin Of 
Oregano, prose-poems by Alex Gildzen, drawings by Steve 
Taylor/ ltd to 100 copies fm Tarragon/Gildzen, 1520 South 
Blvd., Kent, OH 44240.
HIGHLY RECOMMENDED
John Linthicum's Wrestling With The Angel fm. Maya Press, 
Ses Figueres, Deya(Mallorca), Spain. S Carolyn Kizer's 
Midnight Was My Cry $5.95 fm. Doubleday & Co., Inc., 277 
Park Ave., New York, NY 10017. f Sandy Dorbin's The Ruby 
Woods $2, a White Rabbit bk fm Serendipity Books, 17&0 
Shattuck Ave., Berkeley, CA 94709. S Go Book 28 by Jean- 
Pierre Armeaux and The Great Orange Shapes by Q fm Poetry 
Newsletter, 819 17th St., Sacramento, CA 95814. ? Primer 
for the Gradual Understanding of Gertrude Stein edit, by 
Robt. B. Haas $4 fm Black Sparrow Press, P.O. Box 25603, 
Los Angeles, CA 90025 —  also releases Kenward Elmslie’s 
Circus Nerves $3 and Richard Grossinger's Book of the 
Earth & Sky I, II $7/2 vol. S New American & Canadian 
Poetry edit. John Gill $3.95, Selected Poems: Neruda & 
Vallejo trans. Robt. Bly $2.95, Sea & the Honeycomb tiny 
poems edit. Robt. Bly $2.45, all fm. Beacon Press, 25 
Beacon St., Boston, MA 02108.
RECOMMENDED::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::: : : : : : : : : : : : : : 
Tomas Transtrbmer's Night Vision trans. Robt. Bly $1.50 
fm. Lillabulero, Krums Corners Rd., RD #3, Ithaca, NY 
14850 and also his Twenty Poems trans. Robt. Bly $2 fm. 
Seventies Press, Odin House, Madison, MN 56256. S Robt. 
Patton's One Night Stanzas and Robt. Allen's Valhalla At 
The OK each $2.95 fm. Ithaca House, 314 Forest Home Dr., 
Ithaca, NY 14850. S Kenward Elmslie’s Motor Disturbance 
$4.95 fm. Columbia Univ. Press, 562 West 113 St., New 
York, NY 10025 (Frank O'Hara Award Book). S Russell 
Atkins' Maleficium $2 fm. Free Lance Press, 6005 Grand Av 
Cleveland, OH 44104. S Paul Mariah's Personae Non Gratae 
only 60 (Z fm. Shameless Hussy Press, Box 424, San Lorenzo 
CA 94580. S Carolyn Stoloff's Stepping Out $2 fm. Unicorn 
Press, Box 1469, Santa Barbara, CA 93102. S Hugh Fox's 
Handbook Against Gorgons (ill. by E. Vigo) fm. Ghost 
Dance Press, Univ. College, Dept. Am. Thought & Language, 
Mich. State Univ., East Lansing, MI 48823. S A new, good, 
handsome, modestly-priced series begins fm. Univ. of 
Queensland Press, St. Lucia, Queensland, Australia: Mike 
Dransfield's Streets of the Long Voyage, David Malouf’s 
Bicycle and Other Poems, Rodney Hall’s"Heaven, InJl_Way, 
Andrew Taylor's The Cool Change and Geoff Page's/Philip 
Roberts’ joint book The Question/Single Eye, each $1-30 
fm. International Scholarly Book Services,P.O. Box 4347 
Portland, OR 97208. S Harold Witt's Pop. By 1940: 40,000 
$1 fm Best Cellar Press, 1031 Charleston St., Lincoln,
NB 68508.
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