
W A S P
W O U L D
STING
Y O U -
62





The Wormwood Review, Vol. 16, No. 2 (Issue No. 62) 
Incorporating Malone-Stranger Review

Editor: Marvin Malone; Art Editor: Ernest Stranger 
US-ISSN:0043-9401. Copyright (C) 1976, The Wormwood 
Review Press; P.0. Box 8840; Stockton CA 95204 USA

FIVE PHOTOGRAPHS OF FRIENDS I HAPPEN TO HAVE 

i .
viewed as pictoglyphs
these two young men seem as if
no one ever smiled back in the old days.
the grim albino the unhappy jew: 
such odd subjects to last 75 years 
if the color holds out if only
the same can be said of their 
sense of humor which seems to have 
gone the way of all things already.

ii.
the hometown werewolf
lets his wife take pictures of him.
here he is thrashing about
in the bushes with hallowe'en teeth
and small desperate eyes
that flash darkly in the foliage.
we have caught him here 
just around lunchtime in the act 
of casing the gradeschool shrubbery 
for cuddly, if unwary, groceries.



iii.
the bearded Children's Librarian 
obviously a summer replacement 
here at his desk is practicing 
his wild-eyed stories gesticulating 
feverishly towards an empty wicker chair 
which is due soon to hold an attentive 
if unfortunate little person.
perhaps a bit out of focus 
this is how we remember him 
nonetheless.

iv.
waving from the motor-home's wide window
they are happily surprised
here in the Colorado campsite
at last night's wondrous summer snowstorm.
footsteps lead away betraying 
the hidden photographer who stands 
in the glassy morning light 
while snow feathers bristlecone limbs:
and every bit of this predating
that magic land of divorce
and the subsequent binge that later read
in the local paper like the night
Tamburlaine lost his cherry.
v.
this is a photograph of God. 
no kidding he's the one with 
"Roscoe" written across his shirt.
aside from the fact that He 
is in this shot and those few birds 
and that one lousy tree you can see 
that this picture is no big deal.
I have no idea who those clowns 
are in the back there.

COMPROMISE
just above 
the onion sprouts 
Brisco sits 
on the 4x4 post 
a proper totem 
to all things 
brooding 
and cat-like
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my garden's 
guardian he is 
surprised some 
what to see 
his private 
shit-box 
transformed into 
a vegetable bin 
the soft earth 
lined with edible 
inhabitants
but there is 
nothing to be 
done about this 
it's either me 
or him these 
days for I 
know he knows 
what a marvelous 
stew he'd make 
times being 
what they are

—  Paul H. Cook 

Tempe AZ

OVERSPILL
I was wrestling with my brother 
like we used to do 
when we were kids.
And, like then,
things got rougher and rougher
his arm jerked too tight
around my neck,
but I got him in a jackknife
completed to a fall
like I did
when we were kids
since he was younger.
But this time 
my pills popped out 
of my pocket 
and spilled,
all the capsules cracking, 
shooting their colored beads —  
red and orange and blue —  
all over the varnished floor.
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"My tranquilizers," I yelled 
looking down in wrath.
"What do I do now?"
But he just cursed and writhed, 
clutching his broken arm.

THE END
The first time I ever 
stayed for the last movie 
it shut off, right 
there in the middle.
That's it. The end.
"OK, Mack, let's get moving " 
from the Assistant Manager.
"But what about the ones 
who want to see it 
through to the end?"
"You seen it. buddy, 
we time it from the time 
we sell the last ticket."
"But movies never stop, 
that's the whole point.'
You come in in the middle, 
leave in the middle 
or the end, or stay
to see something you liked —  
Hepburn pulling leeches 
off of Bogart's back,
Taylor holding elephants 
at bay, Hayworth singing 
Put the Blame on Mame.
movies go on and on, 
back to the beginning and 
through again, you can't 
stop here, besides, what 
about the rest of us?"
"Ain't nobody here but 
you, kid, ain't nobody 
left here but you."

—  Albert Stainton 
Machias ME
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SKIRMISHES

i.
She is singing in the shower.
I sneak into the bathroom 
removing her clothes and 
all the towels.
After awhile
she turns the water off
and curses follow.
She sputters into the living room 
intent on confrontation.
I am stark naked 
and rearing to go.
Our passion sizzles away 
her wetness.

ii.
She insists on serving vegetables 
I can't stand.
Reminiscent of my mother 
she says,
"There's more to life 
than peas and corn, 
eat your asparagus."
I stare at the limp green stalks, 
torpedoes
homed in on our marriage.

iii.
She has wrecked the car.
I remain calm.
Weeks later she says it 
never would have happened 
if I'd driven to the store 
instead
like I was supposed to.
Fighting back visions of her 
plastered against the wall,
I retreat to a local penny arcade 
where I assault a pinball machine
losing every game.

iv.
She has thrown out Maynard, 
a dress of hers I really liked.
It was fake fur and gold chains 
a real lust inciter.



She says our relationship has 
progressed beyond the Maynards 
of this world.
For Christmas she'll get 
sackcloth and ashes.

She wants to stay 
in a class motel, 
one where the room phones 
are color coordinated.
I give in
though my predilection is for 
comfortable fleabags with 
lots of character.
The color tv blares
the magic fingers vibrate;
she is in her element.
I go into the bathroom 
and destroy a box of 
sanitized toilet seat covers.

—  Robert Matte
Berkeley CA

HALLOWEEN

The kid went out alone 
as Fat Albert,
two pillows stuffed under his 
shirt and soot smeared on his 
face. He came in early 
saying nothing much was 
happening. By 9;30 
no one had come knocking.
By 11:00 we blew out the 
candles in the jack-o-lanterns 
and went to bed.
It's a sign of some sort.
All over the city plates of 
candy sit untouched.
It makes housewives uneasy.
The candy makers 
will have a conference 
over this.
What are the children 
up to?



SOUPY LETTERS
His father & he 
were raised together 
in a Jap prison camp; 
he 7
& his father 33
they came back into the world
& went their separate ways.
They grew up identical however
possessed of
awesome self-control &
self-assurance
each chalking up a
string of legend-making
deeds.
Now his father waits to die 
in obscure Spain 
& he sleeps in small rooms 
in dreamy San Francisco.
Two years ago I got this 
soupy letter from my dad 
he told me
& of course I didn't answer. 
Last year I wrote him 
a soupy letter 
& I still haven't heard.
He smiled with those
steady piercing eyes
the face around the eyes
furrowed & coarse
the hair thinning & grey at 37,
he smiled at me &
held out his fist;
I never let go
he told me
that's my secret
I don't make statements
& I never let go;
others dream &
then they fall apart.
I reached out & 
took his fist —  
not so hard 
I told him 
not so hard
& all the fingers 
came undone.
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SUCKERED

They suckered me 
he said
fifteen years of 
studying the poem 
under Creeley &
Ginsberg &
they suckered me
they got me
playing with words
twisting the syllables
like taffy at a circus
hefting the concepts
like a Mayflower moving man
planting abstractions like
bombs in playpens
they suckered me
for fifteen years
I've been rejected
for fifteen years
the editors have
turned me down
but now I see
now I see what they
hid from my eyes
you've got to
tell it like it is
lay it on the line
hard language
the language of the streets 
like Williams said 
like Pound &
Charles Bukowski 
it's a matter of honesty 
it's existential courage 
I suppose
It's
knowing where you're at.

TINY CREATURES AT OUR FEET

When we began to split the 
pile of wood we 
stole the homes 
of mice and tiny rabbits.
All day the dogs and cats 
moved thru the high grass, 
bringing mauled and squirming 
creatures to our feet, 
their eyes full of questions, 
dimly knowing that somewhere 
something had gone wrong.

—  John Bennett 
Ellensburg WA

SATCHEL PAIGE

this here poet I know is just like 
Satchel Paige
all these years he been whiffing them 
left & right, mowing them down 
one after the other 
no one paying much attention



on account it wasn't the 
major leagues you know 
& there was the color thing too 
I mean major league pitchers 
just didn't look like old 
Satchel Paige 
but other pitchers knew 
knew he was the best 
there was, period.
then they bring him up 
to the bigs & he can't 
hardly throw no more 
he's too old 
his arm's wore out 
something.
but his legend remains 
& those early poems he wrote 
when no one was looking 
we'll put him in the 
Hall of Fame 
just because of them.

DEATH IN THE AFTERNOON
nothing like turning on the tv 
3:30 in the afternoon 
quart of beer in hand 
expecting Norman Mailer 
on the Merv Griffin show 
& settling for one of the Gabors 
who talks of beauty & fashion 
she's a dress designer 
or something 
as well as whatever else 
she is
shows us what she calls 
the Gabor look 
parading around the stage 
in diamonds & silk & 
you know it almost works 
I'm ready to jack off 
then there's a close-up 
of the neck all the 
wrinkled folds of skin 
the silk can't 
camouflage
the neck of an old woman 
it's awful to look at 
though I doubt Mailer 
would have been much 
better.



INC.
every time I see the guy I think 
of a politician giving a speech 
from a caboose, maybe the 
old Wabash Cannonball 
something to give the 
authentic touch
always an air of baby kissing 
& cigar smoke he says 
he has been in the same room 
with this one & that one 
knows all the really big boys 
hangs out in north beach 
of course
better suited to be a barker 
for a topless joint 
he goes on & on about his 
little magazine, his latest 
projects
& no matter what he says 
it feels like he's trying 
to sell me a used car
puts inc. in back of his
little magazine, enables
him to go after the big money
drops his first name
uses initials
if the inc. don't get em
the initials will
name in the paper last week 
a big grant
figures
he's got what it takes 
to make money 
from poetry.

FORT JACKSON, 1966
so much is said 
in the frantic dance 
of the young recruit's 
legs
he was tap dancing 
he was
dancing in air 
his legs & feet just 
spinning & jerking 
trying to keep on top 
of the wooden crate 
he'd climbed up on
some said queer 
some said peace creep 
& some said crazy
the rope held he'd 
made a good strong 
knot, knew what he 
was doing
till he tried to kick 
the crate from under 
him
changed his mind 
at the last second 
& started in with his 
little tap dance.
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LIQUOR STORES & CHURCHES

liquor stores
says an old woman on the bus 
that's all you see downtown 
these days 
liquor stores
liquor stores & churches 
says an old man 
sitting beside her
oh I think there's more 
liquor stores than churches 
the woman corrects him
naw, there's more churches 
says the old guy 
churches & tore up streets 
look at em all out there 
always doin’ surathin' 
ain't they
I think it's awful 
she says
just look at all those 
liquor stores
liquor store's as good 
as a church 
to some men 
he tells her.

THURBER WENT BLIND

Thurber went blind at sea 
very early in the morning 
it happened
on account the ship's cook 
took sick & couldn't fix 
breakfast
Thurber went blind at sea
because he was hungry
because he leaped
before he looked
like all good writers
Thurber went blind at sea
after volunteering to fix
breakfast for everyone
Thurber went blind at sea
trying to make pancake batter
out of gunpowder
Thurber went blind at sea
when his pancakes exploded
blew up the galley &
half the ship
Thurber went blind at sea
lost his left eye &
went without breakfast
because he leaped
before he looked
like all good writers.
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NO QUESTIONS ASKED
she's at the door in her robe
& there's the smile
when she sees me
no hello, no talk
we never talk
that would ruin
everything
& in the bedroom the robe 
becomes a maroon puddle 
upon the floor 
as we stand there 
facing each other 
like a couple of boxers 
in the center of the ring 
& on the waterbed we 
work out 
it's a kind of 
shadow boxing 
with fancy footwork 
& quick jabs that are 
not meant to connect 
that look good 
but land nowhere.

THE COLLECTOR
he collects women & 
he collects situations
asks you if you want her 
says he's not the 
possessive type
just a collector he'll 
memorize you & her 
play it back later
plays everything back 
better than it was 
air brushes the real 
with his fantasy
a kid collecting stamps 
of places he'll never see
a kid collecting baseball cards 
knows all the batting averages 
but has never seen a game
an old woman with an album 
of pretty post cards.
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SHE THINKS SHE'S MARY TYLER MOORE

she thinks she’s Mary Tyler Moore
life as situation comedy
with canned laughter &
canned feelings
no booze or dope for her
she’s high on life
life as situation comedy
gets uneasy sensing
the heat in you
wants to change the channel
when you talk of something
she doesn't understand
& she doesn't understand
much of what you say
doesn't even seem to hear you
what with her five second delay
bleeping out anything
offensive
it's as if she's watching tv 
all the time
& you're an interruption 
her mind waltzing with some 
impossibly perfect Fred Astaire 
while you stumble thru 
a funky little two step 
without choreographers 
without producers 
& not suitable for all members 
of the family.

STAMPED ON THE POEMS WITH DARK RED GLUE 
i'm a poet and no

—  Al Masarik

San Francisco CA

body prints me 
my poems are look 
you write too 
much you grind 
the world to 
hamburg youve got 
to do something 
else stop please 
don't think me 
baby hard house they cant remember

people apologizing for 
saying they dashed this 
off in an hour that it 
was old not serious or 
somebody elses packed 
in a drawer in a desk 
that was burned in a

WORKSHOP
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"THE TAIL IS SENSITIVE USED TO WARN OF NASTY THINGS BEHIND

bodies like 
Idaho potatoes
mostly they live 
underground 
digging with 
huge claws
travelling back 
ward late at
night tiny 
mole eyes 
burrowing for 
what matters 
in the black
earth some 
thing like poets

HENRY
with his dead wife 
and his garden in 
westport with his 
old bank president 
clothes and his poems 
from the forties 
coughing in a room 
across the hall 
coughing up his 
children's bad 
marriages coughing 
up bourbon shred 
ding rejections 
from the atlantic 
in the bathroom 
putting his hearing 
aid on and swaggering 
down to dinner in a 
jacket that matches 
his eyes with a "what 
millay oh wasn't 
she a i guess i was 
the only one who 
didn't" flinging 
his arms "oh this 
modern poetry i 
just can't"

1944

jack and jill had 
drawings of fathers 
in army clothes 
my mother sprayed 
around the new flat 
turning the radio 
up when somebody said 
the germans it was 
some time before i 
realized tunnels 
werent made just for 
them a sailor came 
and slept with his 
eye open on the blue 
couch where the cat 
peed i couldnt 
understand why my 
grandmother kept 
crying forgot the 
ferns we peeled 
the foil from gum 
wrappers rolled the 
silver into balls 
that glowed in the 
scooped out glass 
elephant behind the 
chair as the lights 
went out bright 
eggs from some odd 
dangerous bird that 
buzzed the houses 
sirens, a blood red 
arrow on the radio 
the only light
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"LAST NIGHT WAS NOTHING TO WRITE ABOUT THAT'S WHY I'M 
WRITING THIS SONG" —  SOME ENGLISH SINGER
a woman who never 
has enough places 
to keep thinks 
a woman who keeps 
too much in the 
cupboard not sure 
what she needs 
then just eats 
poems wraps them 
around her another 
layer of skin 
she keeps poems 
in a closet in 
stead of clothes 
poems that are 
bandages she 
pulls the poems 
around her in 
the fog pretty 
soon there arent 
enough places to 
keep them under 
the bed is full 
there arent enuff 
envelopes and 
she's in a hurry 
running had wanted 
to travel light

PHOTOGRAPHS
this one's blurry 
1950 chevy's parked 
at the beach my father 
looks like theres 
sand in his head 
shells and pieces in 
side him my sister 
is a pretty brat my 
mother in front try 
ing to pull everyone 
close together for 
this photo at least

1918

a family of gypsies 
comes into the store 
my mother and peg 
are playing in the 
back of the place 
in a house of shoe 
boxes my grand 
father dark as a 
gypsy and as sly 
is naturally quite 
suspicious tells 
the clerks to button 
their eyes my mother 
is dreaming of fires 
and tambourines 
red skirts swirling 
the old woman looks 
at a shoe 4 people 
are watching my grand 
mother comes from 
behind the handbags 
and corsets the 
old gypsy shrugs no 
everyone breathes 
easy as they go but 
she comes back in 
15 minutes with the 
shoes like a cat 
with a rabbit and 
she says you were 
all watching me so 
I had to prove I 
could now they're 
yours

—  Lyn Lifshin
Niskayuna NY
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FREEDOM
"Freedom is a word I rarely use without thinking, 
oh yeah,
without thinking."

—  Donovan Leitch

It wasn't like the way the surgeon said it would be.
In the emergency ward
a nurse took every piece of clothing I had 
including my wedding ring, pierced earrings, 
ponytail barrette and my glasses.
And she gave me an outfit to wear
complete with paper sox, a sort of cloth shower cap, 
cotton gown and robe, and a wheelchair 
which I waited in to go upstairs.
A white doctor whose eyebrows met in the middle
and a young oriental surgical nurse
wheeled me up there. We went up in the elevator.
We went through these double doors, 
it said, ABSOLUTELY NO ADMITTANCE.
Across the floor lay electrical cables 
feeding to medical machines.
I quit looking at things.
I pressed my white handkerchief to my eyes.
The surgeon already hated me
because I had cancelled out my first appointment.
But now I was a desperado. After having had an accident. 
I was up there to get a piece of a needle 
taken out of my ass.
The metal was in my buttock turning black 
and I couldn't get it out myself.
I turned myself into the surgeon 
already sick with fever.
They never gave me a sedative, only a local anesthetic. 
They operated on me,
I remained fully conscious of my surroundings, 
and afterwards everybody was depressed 
because I had acted badly.
I had cried silently but chokingly
the whole time, and when they wheeled me
back to emergency,
everybody in the room had stared at me.
I am back in the admitting room in- emergency
in this little partitioned room
with bottles and labels and thermometers.
I am sitting on the little black footstool 
on the floor trying to get my levis on.
The aching in my butt and the tight white bandage 
makes it almost impossible to get my leg
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into my pants.
I struggle there in elemental anger, on the floor. 
Finally I get them on, I stand up, button myself. 
The nurse comes in
and gives me a tetanus shot in the shoulder.
I get angry. I am no longer a prisoner.
I give her shit about giving me the shot 
in the shoulder where it hurts more 
than in the back of the arm.
She is stunned that a patient has addressed 
her directly.
She blinks.
My blood pressure is outlandish
and I finish dressing, get my glasses back on,
go out to the waiting room
and meet my husband.
We go out the glass door,
walk through the parking lot
and drive home. I am out. Still kicking.
I left the bandage on 3 days
and then tore it off, took a shower,
and put a bandaid on.
I pulled the stitches out myself after a week.
I healed up real good.
Freedom.

IT RAINS IN NEWPORT, OREGON
First time I have been through Newport, Oregon. 
Dirt parking lot above wharf front. Two P.M.
We park facing the harbor
and eat hot fish and chips
gazing out over fog and rain in harbor,
green painted bridge up to right.
Afterwards I walked around the parking lot.
Found a large beef stew bone with hole through.
It is bleached very white but is still dense. 
There is some dog shit, trodden down beach grass, 
wild flowers, dark sand, a trail leading off.
I find a bent piece of somebody's 
discarded home movie filmstrip, 
black and white, it is of two little girls 
standing in front of a livingroom tv. 
maybe they are in costumes, dancing.
All the fishermen here are about 20 years old, 
wear dirty blue levis, knit caps 
and hooded sweatshirts.
Looking for a mystical sign in Newport.
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I found nothing of note.
The Sears in town was one room of new washing machines. 
And every other person drove a pickup.

NINE LIVES
The day we got married
I was terrified that my hands would tremble.
What happened was that I had to pee 
about a hundred times
before we got in to the Judge's chambers,
got 5 minutes of sincerity, a marriage certificate,
and walked out hysterical, man and wife.
The next day we had a reception at my mother's 
and I wore this yellow Joseph Magnin's dress 
which made me look uptight with a corsage 
and all my relatives came, drank all the liquor, 
took pictures, examined every living thing 
in the place, cut pieces of cake for themselves 
and dropped crumbs down their Sunday suits 
and flower print dresses.
We took off for Santa Rosa, cut the baby buggy off 
the back of the car down in Richmond on the way to the 
San Rafael Bridge approach, 
and drove to a motel in Santa Rosa
where we took showers, I had a headache from the whisky, 
we didn't make love. We watched tv.
My mother wanted me to have a Church wedding
but I backed out about 2 weeks before the arrangement,
and she never figured out what happened after that.
I never did anything right.
But it was fun knowing I had come out alive anyway.
On the second night of our honeymoon
we stayed at the old Gualala Hotel south of Mendocino 
which has a great large woodfloored bar with nobody 
in it except pictures of elk and hunting photos.
Not even a bartender. The bathroom was communal 
and it cost 7 dollars for the 2 of us.
When we got back to San Francisco
it was cold and foggy and my brother hadn't
let the cat out in 4 days.

—  Carol Thrift
Long Beach CA
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GETTING BY
Lying in bed I can't see the freeway outside my 

window, I just hear its roar, which I imagine to be a 
hairdryer in the hands of a flawless geisha getting 
ready for me.

I'd hate for her to see my room —  two weeks worth 
of clothes on the floor, plus guitars, barbells, wads 
of dust, shoes, slippers, books, papers, an old tv 
antenna made with a coat hanger, handkerchiefs from my 
last cold ... that's what I remember. I don't often 
look.

I'll just imagine the crap gone.
Good.
Now, when I'm done with her, I can lay back on 

Louis XIV's bed and wait for an adventure to pick me 
up, blaring its horn and laughing.

C H A R L E S  W E B B ' S  

T H E  U N C E R T A I N  E N T E R T A I N M E N T



A SUNBATHING GIRL
keeps getting up to rearrange her gear. She stands her 

bike at her feet, then at her head. She points it toward 
the boat-house, then away. She moves her bundle of street- 
clothes from the seat, to the front basket, to both rear 
baskets in turn. She bundles and rebundles, ties and re
ties, each movement meticulous, fitting her face and 
figure —  not so pretty as well-kept.

I assume she plans an escape, each movement paring 
all-important instants.

It's possible she's just fidgety, that the sun over
heats her, or her blanket chafes. But I'd bet she's 
preparing an escape.

It's the only sane thing to do. Though of course there 
is no escape. Though of course she must keep trying.

A PAIR OF BEATLE-BOOTS

had been sitting in a guy's closet for years. Square 
toes and natural finish were in. Pointed toes and mirror- 
shines were out. Even though he still liked them best.

"The main function of clothes is to impress other 
people," he explained once when he was cleaning out his 
closet and couldn't avoid the boots' eyes (most likely 
sunlight on patent leather). "In business you don't ex
press yourself, you express what others want to see."

"And nobody wants to see a pimp," he added, sorry to 
be so harsh. But times change, truth was truth, the 
boots had best get used to it.

But they didn't. Not one bit. Whenever he passed 
their closet they squealed "Play us or trade us. Play us 
or trade us." He heard them squealing even after he 
should have been out of earshot.

"Thank me, I'm giving you away," he barged in one day 
muttering, scooping the boots like kittens into a paper 
sack.

"Where to? Where to?" they squealed.
"Goodwill." He refused to note the fear in their 

voices.
He sped to the dump, parked, swore at the drizzle, 

grabbed the sack, stepped out, flung it as far as he 
could, jumped back in his car and peeled out —  a 15- 
foot strip, better than he'd ever laid in highschool.

He felt sick. He'd truly thought he'd be a free
wheeling, money-and-women-dripping, gleaming-footed 
rock god.

His car ploughed faithfully forward. 22 minutes of 
lunch-hour left. He'd be back in 20. All he had to do 
was sit, the squeals diluting in the rain-soaked miles.
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THE UNCERTAIN ENTERTAINMENT

It is not known whether a guitar will play this 
evening, as it is not known whether its player will 
attend the concert, which no one is sure has been 
scheduled for this evening, or if the schedule still 
stands.

All over the city people are ripping up sidewalks, 
upending buses, shredding policemen, in search of 
tickets.

"Give us some fun or we'll give you some ruin," 
is heard more and more frequently.

In a secret place, the city fathers congregate, 
tearing their scanty hair, frantically ministering to 
something which could be a sick guitar.

A GOOD IMPRESSION
A wig thought it would do better without its person, 

so it got up fifteen minutes early and flew to work, six 
feet off the ground.

"Looking a little pale, Spewbroth," was the only 
comment as the wig zipped to its person's desk and began 
giving dictation.

There was a commotion minutes later, but the secretary 
shut the door and the wig kept dictating until noon.

"What was all the fuss, J.B.?" the wig asked the boss 
at lunch, with a confidence Spewbroth had always lacked.

"Some crazy little bald guy kept rushing your office. 
Claimed he was you. We disembowelled him." J.B. an
swered, noticing for the first time Spewbroth's superb 
head of hair.

"Disembowelled?" gasped the wig, visibly shaken. 
"Wouldn't a double amputation have been enough?"

"Well, why take chances?" said J.B., impressed all the 
same by Spewbroth's ability to be compassionate without 
being soft.

CONAN THE BARBARIAN
had booked passage to New York on a Greyhound bus. 

Being travel-wise, he had picked a pair of seats, pre
tending to fall asleep across both, so no one would sit 
by him.

His plan worked perfectly. The bus eased into the 
rainy night with Conan sitting pretty. Lots of legroom, 
no asshole neighbor to disrupt his reading practice.

Conan had gone civilized. Scotch had it all over 
the best Nemedian ale. Quiche Lorraine beat hell out of



joint-of-beef. Playboy Bunnies and Penthouse Pets made 
Red Sonja and Belit, Queen of the Black Coast, look pretty 
lame. (Not to mention smell.)

He switched on his reading light. Nothing.
He switched the light for his extra seat. Still 

nothing.
All over the bus happy people were switching their 

reading lights on, settling back to pass the long hours 
profitably, enjoyably, while he sat swathed in gloom.

There was not one other empty seat.
"Well, they can't blame me this time," Conan growled 

to himself as he loosened his tie, stood up, and felt 
around in his golf bag for his sword.

THE CENTAUR

"Here, here, you can't reserve these!"
"My legs? But they're private property! I just took 

them off to rest them. See, I left my pants on them so 
no one would think them abandoned. The pants are 30-31 
—  my size, I can prove it. The legs have a small 
crescent-shaped scar on the ...."

"Tough tit, shorty. They're mine now. Call it 
squatter's rights. Better the strong have all than all 
have too little."

"Well I must say, this is a hell of a life! If it 
doesn't improve soon, I'll demand my money back," scolds 
a torso, wriggling towards a door marked MANAGER as a 
4-legged man whinnies, leaps a 10-foot fence, and with a 
clatter of leather hoofs, is gone.

WHAT THE TRAFFIC WILL BEAR

After he'd waited in the checkout line for an hour 
and 26 minutes, it was discovered he was 6,774 dollars 
short.

"6,774 dollars!" he exclaimed with a show of surprise, 
though he was not surprised, he'd been afraid he'd be 
short —  though not that short -- though maybe even short
er, since the register was probably rigged. They mostly 
were. But he could never make an accusation stick.

"What will I do? How will I face the disgrace?" he 
wailed. "Couldn't you let me go? If I swear it won't 
happen again?"

"Impossible," the old checkout lady stated flatly. 
"However," she added in an undertone, "young man, I 
like your face. I have a son with a very ugly face, and 
I'm sure he'd like it too. So give me your face, swear 
a blood-oath to secrecy, and you're off the hook."
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"But what'll do for a face?" he wailed in a whisper.
"Use mine. I can always get another."
"It won't work. People aren't blind. They'll smell 

a rat."
A sly wink worked its way out from beneath her wrinkles 

as she handed him a black nylon stocking with mouth-and- 
eye-holes cut out. "Not if you wear this."

"Well, I'm over a barrel," he admitted. "Besides," he 
thought, "you can't change faces." So with the checkout 
line getting longer and longer, with everyone screaming 
and griping and threatening, he and the old lady went into 
a storage room and, minutes later, left with black nylons 
over their heads —  she to her ugly son, he to a crippled 
lawyer who, he'd heard, for a good leg and a blood-oath 
of secrecy, would accomplish miracles.

B.P. 1050
As a boy, Jimmy planned to be a baseball star. The 

springy thwap of ball on bat, the feel of well-oiled 
leather, the crowd roaring from the bleachers full of pop- 
corn-hotdogs-beer, the slides, the hotbox, 3-and-2, inside- 
the-park-homeruns —  that was what got him.

But there he was at 40 —  Body Piler 1050. All day 
corpses came rolling in and Jimmy —  considering size, 
shape, weight, and color —  fitted them into his part of 
the Mountain.

His Supervisors called it "a challenging art", "social 
service", "a credit to his country," which Jimmy bought 
at first, then quit buying.

Here came a Chinese merchant —  short, fat, fiftyish, 
one slanted eye still looking for the well-paid whore 
who knifed him. Then a drowned Jewish boy, who'd never 
be a doctor, have his own tv show, or marry a blonde 
shikse. Next an African —  long, rangy, looking like 
hard black rubber except where the tires passed over him.

"Death's integrated," Jimmy like to say.

At first dead women made him sick. Then sad. Then 
he started fucking the good lookers. Then he stopped.

Body piling being hot and smelly, Jimmy wore a nose- 
clip and worked naked. He'd come to work, fold his 
clothes neatly on his office chair, and wade in. It was 
against the rules, but Supervisors shunned the Mountain, 
and no one else cared.



Halfway up the Mountain with a little old grandmother 
on his back and his nose-clip forgotten on his chair, 
Jimmy's heart just quit. It's best he didn't see how 
perfectly he and cargo fit in, without the least arranging.

When bodies started piling up at Site 1050, Jimmy was 
found missing. No trace except his clothes, nose-clip on 
top, piled neatly on his office chair. Clearly a spiteful 
trick. So Jimmy was sacked on the spot. And Jack, just 
turned 18, became the new B.P. 1050. And Sue became an 
abandoned wife with no pension.

"Life's like that," Jimmy would have said.

AN UNKNOWN ANIMAL
with the face of a proboscis monkey and the body of 

a sea-cucumber is found under a bed. A man is just 
wondering if there's any money or danger in it, when his 
doorbell breaks into song.

The man jumps as if caught with a dirty book. He 
tiptoes to the door and cracks it, keeping the chain- 
latch on. Information squeezes through:

(1) A girl has lost her virginity. (2) It has the 
face of a proboscis monkey, the body of a sea-cucumber, 
and answers to a name which decency prevents being utter
ed. (3) A reward is offered —  an unspecified sum of 
money or goods, plus the knowledge of virtue. (4) The 
parents are frantic. (The father speaks too fast. The 
mother keeps tugging her left earring.) If the creature 
is not found soon, their daughter threatens to become a 
tatooed lady and fuck for the fun of it.

DEAR DIARY

I've been retained to deliver the commencement 
address at a small religious college. Their sect be
lieves that the proper functioning of the universe de
pends on the ratio of sheep's legs to sheep remaining 
constant. This is why, in certain circles, the sight 
of a 5-legged sheep is said to cause ringworm and the 
birth of hairy babies. It also explains the origin of 
the phrase "more trouble than a peg-legged sheep."

I've had no prior connection with the college or 
with shepherdry, and haven't been to any church since 
I learned about the Tooth Fairy, so I can only assume 
some school official liked my face, or mistook me for 
someone else, or overheard me telling my joke about three 
soldiers who pass a sheep trapped, rear forward, in a

64



barbed-wire fence. One soldier says "I wish it was Mary." 
Another says "I wish it was Anne." But the country boy 
says "I wish it was dark."

j[ wish the ten bucks and monogrammed tweezers which 
the college is paying me were: a Rolls Royce, eighty-foot 
yacht, private country club, thousand square miles of 
virgin woods around a steelhead river, fifty million cash, 
the island of Oahu, and all the girls I ever wanted. But 
as they say, "If wishes put legs on sheep, we'd all be 
hairy babies."

A DEPRAVED CLOCK

Overnight, a clock stops telling time and starts show
ing dirty movies. Its owner —  afraid he's overslept —  
wakes next morning to a scene of perversion.

"Well, there are three anuses, six vaginas, and three 
erect penises, which must mean it's 12 o'clock; and since 
one penis is black, that must mean it's night, so I can go 
back to bed," reasons the man. "But first I should discuss 
with my wife -- my dearest friend and confidant —  the 
secret need which caused her to buy this lewd clock."

"Fool!" his wife greets his arrival in her bedroom. 
"That was your boss. You're fired for lateness."

"What was my boss? And how can I be late, when its 
12 o'clock at night?" He pulls the clock from under his 
robe (where he's modestly hidden it) and shows it to his 
wife, who shrieks in horror.

He looks and sees one white vagina with one donkey 
penis half-embedded.

"1:30 in the afternoon! It's taken me half a day to 
walk fifty feet!" shrieks the man, grabbing his head as 
if it might bounce away.

"As your job goes, so go I, pervert," his wife hisses, 
bolting out the door in her pajamas. "Expect my lawyer."

Wringing his hands, the man collapses on his wife's 
bed. Mate and job both gone, possessions soon to follow. 
His sole consolation the depraved clock —  interesting, 
he notices, now that his wife is gone. Sighing, he 
settles back to watch Deep Throat Meets the SM Fetishist 
AC-DC Nymphomaniac Lemur.

"I'm glad they're gone," he whispers minutes later, 
amazed at the tingling zipping through his spine. "I'm 
glad they're gone!" he roars, suddenly seeing life as a 
voluptuous girl reaching around to unsnap her bra just 
for him.
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A SACRED GRAPE
A bus-full of travelers are shocked to find that their 

driver is a tortoise.
There are the usual late arrivals, the usual banging 

of luggage, the standard fidgeting and babbling, then the 
door's hiss, an expectant hush, and the tortoise clumps 
aboard.

"What's that?" screams a fat lady.
"A giant turtle, stupid," mutters her precocious son, 

age 8.
The tortoise pulls himself onto his seat and revs the 

engine. The No Smoking sign blinks on.
"Wait! It isn't fair!" wails a nubile girl seated by 

a thin hayseed. "I'm on this bus to get away from hot
rods and animal husbandry. How will I marry and live 
genteely in the suburbs if I'm killed or crippled by 
turtle klutziness?"

"Oh life is vicious, life is tough," keens a little 
old man in the last row of seats. And the crowd picks up 
the chant, each person rolling it over and over on his 
tongue, like a sacred grape he's spent his whole life 
looking for.

THE INVADERS
"Just a sec" he called, pulling on boots over the feet 

which had once been called "interesting" by a pretty girl 
he had never forgotten.

The invaders were coming closer, swigging bottles of 
looted antifreeze, chomping on blood-and-steel sandwiches.

Like a master sergeant cool in the face of battle but 
paralyzed with women, he struggled to coax the well-oiled 
leather over his ingrown toenail, which he had named 
"Lorraine" in honor of her.

The invaders were much closer —  razing, pillaging, 
tucking chunks of sidewalk under their shimmering cloaks, 
raping trees and bushes with their tiny, flower-like 
organs.

"Nothing can save him now but a blackout or a river 
with a birchbark canoe," agreed his friends, lugging their 
possessions on their backs, barely able to watch as the 
invaders oozed up and, just as he seemed to kiss his foot, 
attacked.

—  Charles Webb 

Seattle WA
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JEROME, WHO MOVED AWAY

Whenever I felt lonely as a kid I'd sometimes go to the 
underpass, a street built under the railroad tracks with 
a passageway for people walking. It was dark and damp, 
always cooler than it was anyplace else, even along the 
river. I found other people there, kids my age smoking 
cigarettes; I did too, older people sometimes watching 
us intently. Interesting things were on the walls. Cars 
would whoosh by, and it was fun to listen to the clop of 
people walking and the footsteps echoing along the dim 
gray corridor. I'd stay down there as long as it took 
for at least one train to rumble by above me, leaning 
back against the wall feeling the whole world move. 
Footsteps echoed going away. I wonder where you are 
today.

THE BLACK BRIDGE

—  in memorium, Julius Bullinger, 1882-1950
Walked out to the Black Bridge this afternoon, snow three 
hours before had left the ground and trees covered in 
white clumps and curves, grey branches of elm and cotton
wood clacking their foreign tongue in that bitter winter 
wind I've long since gone away from. This great big red 
retriever, a neighbor's dog, accompanied me out and back, 
finding on the way the spine of someone's recent kill, 
white-tail deer most likely. Ran into a young fellow 
taking back two buckets full of sand for his driveway; 
his car got stuck "and she ain't goin' no further."
When I was eight years old I ran away, after fighting 
another losing battle with my older brother. Wasn't sure 
exactly where I was going to end, but I knew I had to get 
away from arguments and shouting, even belts and sticks 
and clenched fists raining down blows on my questioning 
head. Not that I wasn't guilty of anything; I had my 
share.
But that day I had enough of losing and went away, de
termined never to see any of them again. There was only 
one person I'd have gone to, then, and that was Grandpa, 
but he was sick and in the hospital where I couldn't go; 
Grandma said he'd be home any day now. And so without 
anyone to go to, without hope, without Grandpa, I struck 
off south.
After miles in the snow and cold wind I came to the Black 
Bridge, without knowing exactly where I was, remembering 
only I had been here before. Starting to cross, I found 
the space between the railroad ties too large, the

67



distance down too great for my great fear of falling down 
to the ice below covering the Heart River, imagining my 
small body smashing through the ice and lost forever. 
Crossing a dozen ties or so, I froze, couldn't go further,
afraid to turn around and go back, go back to the town
and the fighting there. I didn't know what to do, didn't 
know where I was. but knew I wasn't lost. I just had to
get out of there, off of that damn bridge, across it, into
the inviting woods across the river where the railroad 
tracks went straight, without a curve, and disappeared 
somewhere out beyond the other side of the forest. I 
knew if I could get across I'd never have to come back, 
they couldn ' t make me.
Frozen to the bridge, trying not to look down, but across 
instead, or back, I saw my Grandpa the other side of the 
bridge, a long way over and me just starting. How he got 
there I didn't know, he could do anything so it didn't 
surprise me at all, I was glad to see him. "C'mon!" he 
hollered, "C'mon, it's not so far and you're too big to 
fall through. One step at a time, go slow. I'll be over 
here, take your time."
And I began, but then the strangest thing ever in my life 
happened. Every step I took, Grandpa seemed to get light
er, or smaller or something; he was fading into the grey 
light of the woods and the white afternoon.
"Grandpa.'" I shouted; "Grandpa, don't go away.'"
"It's all right," he said; "I'll be here." But every 
slow step forward made him lighter, grey, until he was 
gone entirely, and I was left alone with the Black Bridge 
and all my fear of going down.
I turned around, and made it back to ground and solid, 
frozen snow. So that was that: He failed me too, and I 
was made a fool of, for good. I would not go back now 
under any circumstance. Determined, I headed east, away 
from home but in a different direction, towards another 
city and not into the forest, where the day by now was 
growing darker, where, had I gone, they would have found 
me sometime later, frozen.
They found me later, of course, eating cookies I bought 
from a store on the road five miles away. They took me 
home, and when I said Where's Grandpa, they told me he 
was dead.
It has taken me all these years to understand.

—  JKO
Seattle WA
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FABLES

i. "The Man With a Principle"

Once there was a man who labored under a heavy 
principle. He owned a large corporation and was called 
by his initials. When asked what his principle was, he 
invariably replied, "That some men should work and others 
should boss." But what, he was asked one day, if your 
principle turns out to be a wrong one? His answer was 
simple: "I'll still have controlling interest, won't I?"
MORAL: If you must labor under a principle, pick one 

you can live with.

ii. "The Unattractive Girl"

Once there was a very unattractive girl. As she 
walked to school every day, the boys would ride by in 
their fancy cars and shout at her. The girl's face 
would burn at the obscene remarks, but she knew she was 
living in an enlightened age of woman's equality, so 
she would call back to them: "Someday I'll become a 
surgeon and cut all your hearts out.'" She worked very 
hard, taking dictation for a lecherous older man to put 
herself through medical school, and did, indeed, many 
years later, become a surgeon. And a renowned one, to 
boot. One day one of the boys became gravely ill and 
came under her knife. As he lay on the table, not yet 
anesthetized, the girl bent over him and, smiling ex
pectantly, said, "Well, Manny, what do you think of me 
now?" The man looked up at her blankly: "Who the hell 
are you?" Afterward, over coffee, several doctors sat 
discussing the case. "What went wrong?" they asked her 
She sipped her coffee and replied coolly: "His heart 
failed."
MORAL: If you like to ridicule homely girls, you're

probably an anachronism.

iii. "Husbands and Wives"
When the ladies all gathered for bridge, and talked 

racily and disdainfully of their spouses' suspected 
infidelities, Marcy Love would clear her throat and 
stare nervously at her cards. "You're lucky," they 
would tell her, "to have a husband who stays home with 
you." Finally, the doubt grew too great for her. She 
sought out an old girlfriend, now a loose woman, pre
viously a loose teen-ager (and, Marcy imagined, before 
that a loose child). The plan was this: the friend 
would try to tempt Marcy's husband into adultery. Her
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husband was indeed tempted. But he had sworn to be faith
ful to his wife —  and besides, he still, after all these 
years, found her quite alluring. With not a small degree 
of regret, he said no —  he would remain true to the woman 
he loved. When Marcy heard of this, she was crushed.
"What did I marry?" she cried out in despair. "A eunuch?" 
She gave up bridge and began living a hermitlike existence 
She ignored all her husband's concerned inquiries and re
fused to answer the phone. At length, unable even to eat, 
she wasted away. At the funeral, her husband was incon
solable. "All I ever wanted," he moaned over and over,
"Was for her to be happy.'" The husbands scowled at this, 
and their women all bowed their heads and blushed for his 
poor dead wife.
MORAL: You're damned if you do and damned if you don't.

—  David Hall 

Austin TX

THE INNKEEPER OF "THE STAG"
—  translated from Spessart Sagen (Aschaffenburg, 

1972)

Many, many years ago in the Lohr inn, "The Stag," there 
was an innkeeper who mixed water in his wine and sold it 
as pure vintage. One day three men, small and sporting 
long beards, came into the tavern. Each of the little 
fellows ordered a good half pint of wine, and what did 
the innkeeper do? As usual, he poured water in the wine 
and brought the brimming glasses to the table.
But the three men were of the race of dwarfs and recog
nized the swindle right away. They winked at one another, 
nodded earnestly, and the first one said out loud: "The 
wine-faker must come inside." The innkeeper jumped to 
attention behind the bar. "Who should come inside?" he 
asked. "That thief of an innkeeper," said the second 
dwarf abruptly, even louder than the first. "Inside 
where should he come?" jeered the innkeeper of "The Stag." 
"Inside the crock," cried the third in a thunderous voice, 
and instantly the innkeeper was banished into a huge wine 
crock.
Then the dwarfs dragged it outside into the forest and 
buried it beneath a tall tree. And in fact many a person 
passing by there has heard the wailing of the old inn
keeper of "The Stag." But no one has ever found the 
right word to save him.
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THE MAN WHO LOVED TREES

There was once a man who loved trees. Sitting in his 
suburban study, far from the forests in which he'd hunted 
mornings and evenings as a youth, he would peep out the 
window in front of his wooden desk. As he tried to read 
the textbooks he taught at the local school, his eyes 
would wander to the silver maple standing outside his 
window. In the winter, he stared at the pinkish buds 
poking out on the tips of branches. In the spring, he 
cranked open the windows and inhaled draughts of flutter
ing blossoms through the screens. In the summer, school 
over, he floated on his back in a minty sea of green 
leaves, squinting at the sun through dark glasses. In the 
fall, he ignited into crimson flames and drifted like 
ashes back to the ground.
Walking of an evening in the village park, he would ex
amine the ground at his feet for traces of fresh cuttings, 
tune his ears to the grinding of teeth upon nuts, scan 
the branches of food trees for the flicker of furry tails. 
Sunday mornings he listened to Beethoven's Pastoral Sym
phony and read poems by Robert Frost. His ashtrays spill
ed over with beechnut shells, fragrant strips of sassafras 
bark, walnut husks, and acorns. A pair of ceramic squirr
els frowned down at him from the top of his walnut book
shelves. In between the pages of his nature studies books 
were pressed leaves from every variety of North American 
hardwood. On his walls hung silkscreens of leaf shapes 
and impressionistic paintings of sylvan scenes. At night 
he dreamed he was the lord fox squirrel of the wilderness 
with his nest crowning the tallest shagbark hickory on the 
continent. Sometimes he awoke trembling with memories of 
fires raging through the underbrush.
Once he was seen in the park circling a shapely tulip 
poplar. He glanced around, sidled up to the tree, wrapp
ed his arms around its trunk, and kissed its bark. His 
neighbors, knowing that he was otherwise an upstanding 
member of their community, turned their eyes in other 
directions. On occasion, however, they would warn their 
youngsters never to go on walks alone with the man who 
loved trees.

—  Norbert Krapf 
Roslyn NY
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MOUSE
Mice know only one color and that color is grey. The word 
for "color" in mouse language —  "tikki” —  is also the 
word for grey. It's been said that there was one mouse a 
long time ago who saw another color (I think it was brown) 
but I don't believe it. The word for "cat" and the word 
for "death" is "i-tikki," which can be translated as "the 
sudden absence of grey" or "annihilation." Many mice wel
come it when it comes.
In a previous incarnation, I was Richard W. Hovey of St. 
Joseph, Missouri. I was employed by the Wire Rope Corpor
ation as a foreman. I had three children, two girls and a 
boy. My wife's name was Anita and she outlived me by 
seven years. It's not very interesting being a mouse, but 
it wasn't very interesting being Richard W. Hovey of St. 
Joseph, Missouri either.
Everyone eats mice —  hawks, owls, coyotes, foxes, you 
name it. Mice are the universal food. We were made to be 
eaten. When, because of some ecological imbalance, there 
are no creatures around to eat us, we get very restless 
and depressed, and after a while we commit suicide. Then 
our spirits (such as they are) go up to heaven and are re
incarnated again, almost always as mice. As food, we are 
simply too good to be true. Some say we taste like roast 
beef: others say it's more like lamb. I have even heard 
us compared to New England boiled dinner. There's no 
accounting for taste.
While we mice are apparently gourmet food for all other 
creatures, we ourselves have undeveloped palates and will 
eat almost anything, with the possible exception of bruss- 
els sprouts. Indeed we must eat at least three times our 
weight in grain every day of our lives or die. So there 
are no real resturants in Mouse Land, only pit-stop drive- 
ins, similar to your own MacDonald's. We mice spend so 
much time eating, we seldom do anything else. A friend of 
mine (now deceased) once organized a whist party, but no 
one came. They were too busy eating.
Sex for mice is quick, remarkably efficient, and not par
ticularly interesting. We have no mating calls, no court
ship rituals, no dances, and of course no colorful plum
age (since we have no sense of color). We simply do it as 
quickly as possible, get it over with, and go on eating. 
They say that over 80 billion mice are born on the planet 
earth every year. It's a wise mouse that knows its own 
father.
We mice are eternal lookers-on. We have witnessed most of 
the major events in human history. We were there, for in
stance, when Ben Franklin discovered radium, when Buddha 
turned water into wine and when Attila the Hun won the
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Battle of Borodino. Some say we mice are in such an in
fernal hurry, we can never pause long enough to get our 
facts straight. But I have just proved to you that par
ticular aspersion is incorrect. People are always putting 
down mice and it's unfair. We're as good as anyone else. 
Just give us a chance.
Few mice live on into old age, but one who did, Rik-tuk-ti, 
a Tibetan mouse, attained wisdom. However, only one of 
his sayings has come down to us: "My fellow mice, it isn't 
worth it." Thus, Rik-tuk-ti. It is generally believed 
that Rik-tuk-ti died when accidentally stepped upon by a 
yak. But I believe that he was decapitated in a whirling 
prayer wheel. All we know for certain is that Rik-tuk-ti 
saw into the heart of things and that it made him unhappy. 
Most mice are unhappy, but Rik-tuk-ti was unhappier than 
most. If there were state institutions for depressed 
mice, most of us would commit ourselves.
Mice never laugh. In that respect, mice are like moles, 
who never laugh either. Rats have been known to laugh, 
but never mice. Other creatures make jokes in the pres
ence of mice, but mice always miss the point. Mice don't 
get invited out to parties very much. In the last hundred 
years, only one invitation has ever been extended to a 
mouse, and that was from a bantam rooster who didn't know 
any better. If mice could sing, they'd sing the blues.
But mice can't sing. We mice sulk a lot. It's understand
able, given our situation. But you can't really expect 
the other animals to sympathize with us. They have prob
lems of their own.
I hope that in my next incarnation, my spirit manifests 
itself in a bluebird. (I think that if they were honest 
with themselves, most mice would admit that they would 
rather be bluebirds.) Bluebirds can fly. Bluebirds can 
sing. And bluebirds can see another color beyond grey, 
namely blue —  the color (they tell me) of the precious 
stone used in the construction of the ramparts of Heaven. 
But I have no real hope of being reincarnated as a blue
bird. I glanced at my records the last time I made the 
Great Journey around the Wheel and I saw that I had 
15,972,412 more incarnations to go, and that in every 
single incarnation I was a mouse.
As you can see, I'm caught like a mouse in a trap, and 
the trap has cosmic dimensions. And the worst thing is,
I don't even have time to stop, sit down and figure out 
who's to blame. If you find out, let me know. Now for
give me, but I've got to run. Goodbye.

—  John F. Gilgun 

St. Louis MO
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EVIL —  FROM THE 375th EDITION OF DOCTOR BODY

Evil does exist, and most fearfully. If, however, it were 
unaccompanied by bad health, this tirade would be unnecess
ary. might indeed be considered obtrusive, might be looked 
upon as impertinent: for surely what is practiced in quiet 
—  what is unseen —  can offend no one. But alas.' the 
injury is not only to the passing hour, it is of the age 
to come. Evil has its commencement in earliest life. The 
secret is acquired, not unfrequently, by a liason with 
nature herself. Sooner or later it forms a part of the 
natural impulses. The act, which is afterwards resorted 
to, holds such fascination for the youthful mind that the 
culprit believes he has discovered the climax to earthly 
enjoyment, and hermitizes himself on every occasion for 
its realization. The maturer mind hails it as a refuge, 
and gradually prostrates his dignity to its baseness.

IN PREPARATION FOR A MURDER

By the time you read this 
many fish will have paused under
water on their way upstream.
Many conversations will have been had 
on as many subjects. We'll both be 
settling into the watery grave 
we call our life. The womenfolk 
are already preparing the next-to- 
last meal in their usual way. We 
open the presents received during 
our lifetime and wonder where it went.
If we had taken notes, we would at least 
have a record to show instead of 
a few stock jokes written beforehand 
and recited by heart. Neighbors 
have noticed the empty house and 
carried away what they remember. Even 
favorite haunts lose something in 
transition. Old stories get posted 
along the future where we hear them 
sotto voce in eterno. Return to 
your domicile my friend and forget 
what I say. Read this poem 
huffing and puffing its way 
to the centers of the earth 
in a vain effort not to matter.
We came and saw the present resume 
its original shape. Now recall it.
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LOVE'S FATE

A bald-headed man wants to marry you. 
Let nothing induce you to wound him. 
Meet him by moonlight alone.
A toothless soul is observing you 
with a view to matrimony. Beware, 
fourth marriages are not your line.
Do not sell yourself for gold. Your 
rival laughs in his shoes. "Let 
us be happy tonight."
The cure for pride is seasickness.
The moon makes you soft. Three 
proposals in one night. Your first 
disappointment will be a blessing 
in disguise. Do not be hesitant. The 
person you admire adores someone else.

—  richard snyder
Ossining NY

LUNCH HOUR ETIQUETTE —  THE PROBLEM
In her eagerness to serve the Distinguished Guest who 
has dropped in for Lunch, the hostess has made a most 
uncompromising blunder: she has served the man first 
instead of his wife.'
A mistake like this hardly seems possible, yet it is 
constantly being made at teas, receptions, soccer matches 
and everywhere else.' Women should always be served first 
no matter how many men are present.
At a formal Lunch the butler should serve the women guests 
first and the men guests last.' Whether the hostess is the 
first of the women served or the last depends largely upon 
the custom in the home.' Both are correct —  but the host
ess should always be served before the men, except at a 
Bowling Alley where she serves herself last.'
Of course, here again circumstances alter cases, and if 
the Guest of Honor happened to be some very Distinguished 
Man, a visiting mayor or high church official, the host
ess should use her own discretion in determining whether 
or not he, or her Usual Feminine Guests are served first. 
The Whole Secret is to avoid freaking anybody out.'
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LUNCH HOUR DOMESTICA THE SOMBRERO
It hardly seems necessary to mention in a group of lunch 
hour promes that the Hat should always be removed when 
greeting a woman Acquaintance. Yet how often does this 
occur in Public.' Instead of removing his hat the instance 
he offers his hand, the man is offering his hand first, 
and will probably touch his hat grudgingly a minute later, 
when he realizes his blunder.' LIFTing the hat should not 
be an unwelcome duty. There should be a smile behind it, 
a Warmth of greeting, a Spirit of sincere courtesy. It 
should not just be indifferently touched; it should be 
lifted away from the head entirely.' If one stops to chat 
with a woman, it is not mandatory to remain hatless during 
the conversation; the hat should be removed upon greeting, 
replaced, and removed when leaving again. The well-bred 
man, however, always removes his hat and keeps it removed 
while talking to a woman. Upon their second meeting the 
hat may be replaced.'

URBAN LUNCH HOUR PROSE POEM —  TANGLE TOWN HAIKU

A large city with no numbered streets with 
no straight roads, a city with its roots in 
the past, no signs no semaphores, no parking 
meters no snowplows; easy to get lost in, 
hard to leave, and a city of hills and valleys 
trees and canals with a giant STATUE of spring
time in front of cityhall

—  avron hoffman

Vancouver, B.C., Canada

NIGHT IN HARRISVILLE, MICHIGAN
It was a small room. The kind you expect a whore to be 
in when you first turn the key. Yellow walls and a brown 
carpet worn to the floor. The toilet and sink were be
side the bed. You could see a couple staggering drunks 
hugging each other in front of Holly's Bar. It was a 
place to stay at least. With all this snow more people 
were bound to come up. You made room for your suitcase 
on the desk, turned the radio on to country music and 
washed up. While you were doing all this, you could hear 
some people down the hall getting drunk. They finally 
knocked on your door, asking you to have a drink. You 
didn't know any of them, but you drank. It was what you 
needed. They all came into your room. You dug out a
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bottle of Old Shit Ass and before you knew it, they were 
singing and dancing on your bed. You woke up the whole 
hall. Everyone was drinking and laughing as hard as they 
could. There was no stopping them now. It was like a 
dream. You led them downstairs, spilling beer and whisky 
on the walls. Fifty hugging drunks staggering down main- 
street, the biggest thing this town had ever seen.

LEAVING FOR HOME
I am always leaving for home tomorrow.
My suitcase is packed by the door.
My friends wish me luck whenever 
they see me. The landlady calls 
every day and tells me to pick 
the deposit up before I go.
Tomorrow she's coming over 
to check the house.
I've left many times, scraping 
east into the sun; eating cold 
cans of beans or corn. I can 
walk twenty miles in a day.
But every town I come to is 
the same as the one I just left.
The same general store with that 
fat woman smiling, the kids running 
to the waterhole, that old man in 
a chevy, eating a cigar and making 
a left turn at the blinking light.
And then my friends see me and we 
start talking and I am back 
to where I started leaving 
for home tomorrow or the next day.

—  David L. James

St. Clair Shores MI

OVER
Our favorite ride has been dismantled 
and packed up.
The driver slams the door
and the Belle City Amusements truck
rolls out of our lives.
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DRIVING TO SAUK CITY
This land won't lie down
like a nice dog after a beating.
It keeps coming back.
Hot. Cold. Empty.
Men wear out,
take their families into town for good.
The skeleton of a Lutheran church 
gathers a congregation of young maples. 
The graveyard has stopped growing 
and gone to seed.
Brick walls last a long time 
even by themselves.
The windmill still turns
but someone pulled up the pipe
and shot the cistern full of holes.

—  Warren Woessner

Madison WI

CLOUD 9

he's really not a bad sort
but when I'm in the lowest and darkest of
pits
he always phones, and in a most cheerful 
voice he'll ask:
"how ya doin', buddy?"
and I'll have the same answer for
him;
"I'm fucked, can't find my way out."
"oh, that's too bad. I'm on cloud 9. need 
somebody to drink with?"
"no, it's all right."
"well, remember my number, buddy. give me a call 
sometime."
"sure. "
I hang up and look at the phone, 
it's light green.
if I can ever figure when that son of a bitch
comes down off his speed
I'll dump him straight into his
coffin.
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I LIKE TO LOOK UP AT THE CEILING/ FOR DESIGNS IN THE CRACKS

there are policemen in the street 
and angels in the clouds 
and sports in silk underwear in the 
whorehouses
down through the mornings 
up through the nights 
parallel to the afternoons 
there are crippled dogs in 
East Kansas City 
vampires in Eugene
and a long walk for a glass of water in 
Twin Cities
I meant to write Angela
I liked the way she put those shawls over her
staircases
and her herb tea
and about the green vines in her 
bathroom
and her collection of 
Vivaldi
but I guess I'm crueler than 
I think I am.

I LIVE IN A NEIGHBORHOOD OF MURDER

even the roaches spit out 
paperclips
and the helicopter circles and circles 
smelling for blood
searchlights leering down into our 
bathrooms
and our two lid cache under the 
mattress
5 guys in this court have pistols
another a
machete
we are all murderers and 
alcoholics
but there are worse in the hotel 
across the street
they sit in the green and white doorway 
banal and depraved 
waiting to be 
institutionalized
here we each have a small green plant 
on our porches
and when we fight with our women at 3 a.m. 
we still speak



in low voices
and outside of each of our porches
is a small dish of food
that is always eaten by morning
we presume
by the
cats.

SUSAN'S SUNSET AND WESTERN:
gulgliagullia, said the fish, and gugliliamiaastra, 
said the other fish, and one was gold and one was 
old and most of the others were like us; 
zuggliamiassassiaonio, said the other fish, that was 
the middle fish,
ylyi rrchhiiipipi dada, said the other middle fish, 
and beyow beyow blowed vlowed blow blow blweeed to the 
tof of the war war war world out of everywhere 
some guy leaned over in the bar and told me Marlon Brando 
was a fag.

—  Charles Bukowski 
Los Angeles CA

INSTANT

i t h a p p 
e n e d s o 
f a s t i h 
a r d 1 y k 
n e w i t w 
a s t h e r 
e a n d t h 
e n i t w a 
s g o n e .

SHE SLEEPS EXAGGERATED

legs spread 
wide apart 
arms flung out on 
both sides 
i stand
watching pubic hair quivering 

—  Herb Wrede

Ontario CA



Factotum (Charles Bukowski) $4 fm. Black Sparrow Press,
P.0. Box 3993, Santa Barbara CA 93105 —  best prose since 
Buk's 1969 Notes of a Dirty Old Man. J After the Dance 
(Phil Weidman) $3 fm. Orchard Press, 2855 Old Gravenstein 
Highway South, Sebastopol CA 95472 —  beautifully produced 
and personally endorsed by the editor of Wormwood; a bar
gain fm. a new quality press. IT Details of a Sunrise 
(Vladimir Nabokov) $8.95 fm. McGraw-Hill, 1221 Avenue of 
the Americas, New York NY 10020 —  brilliant early stories 
(just translated) written before his first USA publication. 
5T Shaker House Poems (Lyn Lifshin) $3 fm. Sagarin Press,
26 High St , Chatham NY 12037 —  perfect blend of topic, 
author, and production. 5 Wally Depew rides again with L 
($2) fm. PN Books, 2148 First St., Livermore CA 94550.
VERY HIGHLY RECOMMENDED////////////////////////////////////
David Barker's Inside the Big 0 ($1.50) and Edward Field's 
Variety Photoplays ($3 reissue of 1967 Grove Press edition) 
fm. Russ Haas Press, P.0. Box 4261, Long Beach CA 90804.
J Barbara Drake's Field Poems ($1) fm. Stone Press, 1790 
Grand River, Okemos MI 48864. 5T Kirk Robertson's Shooting 
at Shadows, Killing Crows ($1) fm. The Blue Cloud Quarter
ly , Benedictine Missionaries, Blue Cloud Abbey, Marvin SD 
57251. J F. A. Nettelbeck's No Place Fast ($2) fm. Rough 
Life Press, 1306 West 58th St.” Los Angeles CA 90037. f  
Bob Heman's 12 Prose Poems ($1?) fm. Clown War Press, 373 
Ocean Ave. (#A-5), Brooklyn NY 11200. JT Carl Larsen's 
01' Peckerhead ($1) fm. Samisdat, 508 S 11th St., San Jose 
CA 95112. Gerald Locklin's Toad Poems has been re
issued for those missing the 1970 Runcible Spoon edition 
—  unpriced fm. Venice Poetry Company, D. Maltese, P.0.
Box 781, Redondo Beach CA 90277. 5 Also fm. Venice
Poetry Company: Ronald Koertge's My Summer Vacation ($2.10 
softbound, $5.20 hardbound). IT Ben Pleasants' Airmail 
From Oblivion ($2) fm. Earth Rose, 137 Hollister"! Santa 
Monica CA 90405.
HIGHLY RECOMMENDED////////////////////////////////////////
Charles Tidier's Whetstone Almanac (75«i) fm. Pulp Press,
Box 8806 Stn H, Vancouver, B.C., Canada. f  Robert Matte's 
eating the english army ($1) fm. Windless Orchard, Dept, 
of English, Purdue University, Fort Wayne IN 46805. f  
Michael Hogan's If You Get There, Think of Me ($1.50) fm. 
Emerald City Press, 107 West 7th St., Tempe AZ 85281. f  
Robert Peters' The Poet as Ice Skater ($2.95) fm. ManRoot 
Press, Box 982, South San Francisco CA 94080. 5 David
Fisher's The Book of Madness ($2 including collages by 
George Hitchcock) and Don Cushman's Jim & The Evil ($2)fm. 
Gallimaufry, 359 Frederick, San Francisco CA 94117. J 
Len Fulton's American Odyssey -- A Bookselling Travelogue 
($4.50) fm. DdSTboolts , P.0. Box 1056, Paradise CA 95969.

NEW CLASSICS//////////////////////////////////////////////

81



H. L. Prosser's The Capricorn and Other Fantasy Stories 
($1) fm. Angst World Library, 2307 22nd Ave. East, Seattle 
WA 98112.
RECOMMENDED///////////////////////////////////////////////
Michael C Ford's Lawn Swing Poems fm. Biographies, 323 N. 
Beverly Dr., Beverly Hills CA 90210. S George Tsongas' 
love letters ($2.50) fm. Second Coming Press, P.0. Box 
31246, San Francisco CA 94131. IT Kitsilano yoU —  Long
est Institution of Higher Learning and Its Tributaries by 
Avron Hoffman and Richard Snyder ($2.95) fm. Press Porce- 
pic, 70 Main St., Erin, Ontario, Canada NOB 1T0. J Three 
by Steve Kowit: 10,000 Corpses, That Salome She Sure Cd 
Dance, and The Dirty Old Man's Guide to Young Girls —
(50¿ each) fm. Degenerate Publications, 1868 Ebers St . ,
San Diego CA 92107.
LIT NOTES/////////////////////////////////////////////////
Index of American Periodical Verse: 1974 (edit. Sander 
W. Zulauf & Irwin H. Weiser, $17.50) fm. Scarecrow Press, 
P.0. Box 656, Metuchen NJ 08840 —  professionally done 
and accurate, a delight for those who like the sound of 
American poet names and who are curious as to who appears 
where. 5F Malpelo Broadsides (edit. Lee Mallory) fm.
5959 Naples Plaza (#110), Long Beach CA 90803 —  first 3 
sgnd. issues are Thomas Kerrigan's The Changeling, Mike 
Finley's Inside Kansas, and Lyn Lifshin's Things a Woman 
Under Glass Doesn't Get. 5T John Tytell's Naked Angels 
subtitled "the lives and literature of the Beat Generat- 
ion" ($10, McGraw-Hill) concentrates only on Kerouac/ 
Ginsberg/Burroughs and has some real insights but is 
hardly definitive—  still the best book to date. 5T
Seeking manuscripts for a new mag: James W. Vining, The 
Spoon River Quarterly, P.0. Box 60, Mt. Sterling IL 
62353 ($4.50/yr .) . Jf Seeking concrete/exper imental 
poetry: Laughing Bear (edit. Tom Person), Box 14, Woodin- 
ville WA 98072 ($1.50/copy) . JT 1975 Casa de las Americas 
awards announced: poetry —  Oh buenas maneras (Omar Lara) 
and Dar la cara (Manuel Orestes Nieto); the novel -- La 
canción de nosotros (Eduardo Galeano) and Mascaro el caz- 
ador americano (Haroldo Conti); theatre — Relevo 1923 
(Jorge Goldenberg), Por estos santos latifundios (Guiller- 
mo Maldonado Pérez) and Pequetfos animales abatidos (Al
ejandro Sieveking) —  all available fm. Casa de las Amer
icas, 3 ra. y G, El Vedado, La Habana, Cuba.

NEW EXCHANGES/////////////////////////////////////////////

The West Conscious Review (edit. Paul F. Fericano) $l/copy 
fm. 1050 Magnolia Ave. (#2), Millbrae CA 94030. S Fire- 
weed (edit. Galen and Kate Green) $l/copy fm. Box 9888, 
Columbus OH —  press also releases Galen Green's You're 
Never the Same Person Twice ($1). I Jawbone (edit.

HIGHLY RECOMMENDED: CONTINUED/////////////////////////////



Samuel Green) fm. 11603 First Ave. S. (#5), Seattle WA 
98168. IT The Spirit That Moves Us (edit. Morty Sklar) $3 
/3 nos. fm”! P. 0. Box 1585, Iowa City IA 52240. JF The 
Sole Proprietor (edit. A1 Fogel) $l/copy fm. 2770 NW 32nd 
Ave., Miami FL 33142. JF Northeast Rising Sun (edit.
Pamela Beach Plymell) $8/yr. fm. 1416 West Mt. Royal Ave., 
Baltimore MD 21217 —  a review of the small press scene.
JF Poetry Information (edit. Peter Hodgkiss) $8/4 nos. fm.
The National Poetry Centre, 21 Earls Court Square, London 
SW5, England. 5 En Passant (edit. James A. Costello) $6 
/4 nos. fm. 1906 Brant Rd. , Wilmington DE 19810. JF Big 
Moon (edit. Christy Kyckelhahn) $2/copy fm. P.0. Box 1355, 
Oakdale CA 95361. JF Road/House (edit. Todd Moore) $1.50/
2 nos. fm. 900 West 9th St. , Belvidere IL 61008. JT Not 
Guilty (edit. Derek Pell) $l/copy fm. 320 East 39th St.,
New York NY 10016. JF 3ft PULP ($10/24 issues) fm. Box 
48806 Station Bentall, Vancouver, B.C., V7X 1A6 Canada-- 
also launches a distinctive book series with Johnny Tenn's 
Tenth Avenue Bike Race($4) and Brian Shein's Theatrical 
Exhibitions ($3.50). JF Minotaur (edit. Jim Gove) $5/4 
nos. fm. P.0. Box 687, Eagle River AK 99577. IF Totem fm.
Av. Astolfo Dutra 247, 36.770 Catagases-MG, Brazil. 5F 
The midAtlantic Review (edit. Stephen Baily, Gualterio 
Blanco, and Billy Collins) $4/yr. fm. P.0. Box 330, Mama- 
roneck NY 10543. IF Washout (edit. Sarah Provost, Nan C. 
Johnson, Madeleine Hennessy) $5/4 nos. fm. P.0. Box 2752, 
Schenectady NY 12309. IF Nitty-Gritty (edit. W. R. Wilk
ins) $8/3 nos. fm. 331 W. Bonneville, Pasco WA 99301. JF 
Queen Stree T Magazine ($5/12 nos.) fm. P.0. Box 251,
Station B, Toronto, M5T 2W1 Canada.

NOTED AS RECEIVED////////////////////////////////////////
Robert Peters' The Gift to be Simple ($6.95) fm. W. W. 
Norton & Co., 500 Fifth Ave. , New York NY 10036. JF Harry 
Smith's Trinity ($6.95) fm. Horizon Press, 156 Fifth Ave., 
New York NY 10010. JF Thomas Johnson's Ground Zero ($2) fm. 
West Coast Poetry Review, 1127 Codel Way!! Reno NV 89503.
JF Daniel Walter's Spasmic Vistas ($1) fm. Oil Korrect Press 
Box 323, Urbana OH 43078. JF F. A. Nettelbeck's From: Bug 
Death (a broadside) fm. 612 Blackburn, Watsonville CA 95076. 
JF Richard Schaaf's Revolutionary at Home ($2) fm. Curbstone 
Press, 321 Jackson St. , Willimantic t/f 06226. JT David 
Castleman's Poems Written in the Dark, With a Story ($1.95) 
fm. author, 122 Marina Blvd. , San Rafael CA 94901. JF Greg 
Koos' McLean County Landscape fm. The Worn-Out Press, 101 
East Sycamore St. , Normal IL 61761. JF Jorge Aleman's 
Iguanas fm. Ediciones Grupo Cero, Buenos Aires, Argentina.
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The edition of this issue has been limited to 700 copies; 
the first 40 copies being signed by Charles Webb. The 
copy in your hand is:

# 563
OUR PATRONS

Anonymous: J. C.
A1 Fogel 
Lloyd R. Gag 
Anonymous: G. I. L.
Anonymous: A . R . M .
Anonymous: G. C. 0.
Donald R. Peterson 
Steve Richmond 
Dr. Marvin Sukov 
Herb Wrede

Wormwood may be purchased from the following shops at the 
regular issue price: Asphodel Book Shop, 17192 Ravenna 
Rd., Rte. 44, Burton OH 44021; Chatterton's Bookshop,
1818 N. Vermont Ave., Los Angeles CA 90027; £ither/0r 
Bookstore, 124 Pier Ave., Hermosa Beach CA 90254; Seren
dipity Books, 1790 Shattuck Ave., Berkeley CA 94709; 
and Larry Wallrich, 367 Markham St., Toronto, Ontario,
M6G 2K8 Canada.

All paid subscriptions are still guaranteed through and 
including issue #72 (the next index issue). The regular 
subscription rate for Wormwood continues to be $3.50 to 
individuals and $5.50 to institutions. A subscription 
consists of four consecutive issues released at irregular 
intervals within the span of a year's time. Four issues 
are guaranteed per year. Usually two issues are mailed 
out together in order to reduce our excessive postal and 
mailing costs. LIBRARIES: please do not query us every 
four months for "missing" issues as you merely elevate the 
institutional subscription rate. The price of a single 
issue is $1.50 postpaid anywhere in the world. Free in
spection copies are not available because of our limited 
press run. A very limited number of issues #16-23 and # 
25-61 are still available at the price of $1.50 per issue. 
Prices for issues #1-15 and #24 will be quoted on an in
dividual basis when and if clean copies can be found. These 
issues are not scheduled for reprinting. Microfilm volumes 
of Wormwood are available from University Microfilms, 3101 
North Zeeb Rd., Ann Arbor MI 48106. Patron subscriptions 
are a $12 bargain for four consecutive issues with poet- 
signed, yellow-paper, center-sections.
"...seeking an art based on fundamentals to cure the mad
ness of the age, and a new order of things that would re
store the balance between heaven and hell. We had a dim 
premonition that power-mad gangsters would one day use art 
itself as a way of deadening men's minds...." Hans Arp 
in his "Dadaland."
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