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A BEAUTIFUL WOMAN

sits outside her antique store 
on Mission, a cat buried 
in her breasts.
Men driving by begin to scan 
the air, all punctuation 
there making breath come 
hard.

C*H*E*A*P T*H*R*I*L*L*S 
as authored by 
R*0*N*A*L*D K*0*E*R*T*G*E

PRIMARY CONSIDERATIONS

Simon calls. It seems his new 
wife is having an affair with 
Richard.
I try to console him: "How 
serious can it be? After all, 
Dick and Jane."
He is scornful. "Don't be simple 
minded. Remember Jill? That 
sounded innocent too, but I got 
the kids and people are still 
talking about what went on 
up there. "



THE GARBAGE MEN

are standing around like it's a 
pitcher's mound conference and 
I can see
they've got somebody's old skin 
magazine, one of those with 
350
pictures of girls with their legs 
apart and they're shaking 
their heads
about the kind of person who would 
do that, who would pose 
like that,

who would degrade themselves etcetera 
and while they're working on 
it
one of them sticks his arm into the 
garbage and comes up with most of 
an orange
which he brushes off with his 
glove and eats while he continues 
to wonder
who could do something like that 
for money.
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READING AT THE LOCAL HIGH SCHOOL

It's me or a book report and they are taking 
notes for Lit. What Did The Poet Read? What 
Were His Themes? What Are The Main Differences 
Between This Poet And Your Lunch Hour. Explain.
She is late for the reading and she is beautiful. 
Heads move like fight fans keeping track 
of her perilous shorts and the whole promise 
of folly she wears like a towel.
I answer questions about McKuen, about rough 
drafts. I get my 50 bucks.
"I don't see how you do it," says the paymaster 
and advisor to the school magazine.
"Fifty dollars is a lot of money to me.”
"I can't even send out manuscripts because 
the rejections hurt too much."
"It's the money, that's all."
"They were more interested in that girl than 
in what you had to say."
"A dollar a minute is pretty good money."
"I just don't see how you do it. I mean, 
they don't even listen."
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AT THE SHOPPING CENTER 
THERE ARE MECHANICAL ANIMALS

One little girl, "Good Ship Lollipop" 
tattooed on her lips and the orchard 
of her father's eye, happily 
mounts
the solid pachyderm and is swept off 
by a polemic, springs aboard Paint's 
dry back and is dehorsed, squats 
bawling on Sammy The Snail.
His fears are as obvious as his scalp: 
he sees her high above him, out 
of arm's reach while some bearded pasha 
drools onto her white, white 
skin.
He sees her in the arms of a lean, 
no good wrangler who wears his chaps 
and nothing else, who leaves her 
gagging and bruised 
again.

The snail oozes to a halt. He calms 
her in his sleeves, playing to 
a passing cluster of grins, corners 
of his mouth turned up like a brigand's 
mustache.
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PICKING YOUR NOSE

is a habit you were supposed to outgrow along with 
playing with yourself and thinking you were hot shit.
If you have stopped picking your nose, I urge you 
to begin again. Remember. God told Moses to do it. 
King Tut had slaves do it for him, Tarzan did it 
with a banana and great gusto, Trigger also did 
it, thus the sobriquet Wonder Horse.
Given the New Morality it is also a very hip thing 
to do. Although mutual masturbation often gets a 
yawn, mutual nosepicking titillates the most jaded 
and is always a welcome respite from the vibrator 
and three tattooed strangers.
On a purely utilitarian level, it will not 
patch a tire but is good company until AAA shows.
I have detailed plans for Der Nostrilhaus, a series 
of comfortable hostels where serious practitioners 
could meet and exchange ideas or, in the privacy 
of well-appointed rooms, perfect their craft.
I once spoke to a government official about 
Der Nostrilhaus and the idea enraged him so much 
that he could not speak but, frustrated, could only 
give me the finger.
Well, I guess you know what I did 
with that.
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THE SCHEDULE

The youngest sister comes in clutching Baby like 
the last piece of firewood. Bill is left with the toys 
and the playpen where late in the afternoon Baby will 
stand and shake the bars like Mickey Rooney on Death Row.
The rest of us wait in the driveway and talk about 
the Rose Bowl game. We lean on the cars. We have another 
drink. Bill comes out of the house and says he is afraid 
his penis is too short.
We look at one another; we look at Ray, the veteran.
"Stick to the schedule," he says calmly. "We haven't 
even had a fight yet and the fights come after the Cotton 
Bowl. Remember, first the Rose Bowl, then aimlessness 
in the driveway, then a little too much to drink and 
insults to the wives and kids, then the apologies, 
the Cotton Bowl, the fights, then fears of the penis, 
the Orange Bowl, the tears and running from the room, 
and finally the insurmountable longing.”
Everyone drinks. The bottle goes from hand to hand 
like a sandbag. Somebody kicks a tire. Somebody takes 
Ohio State. Somebody says, "You guys hear about the CIA 
hit list? If you're on it, you're as good as dead."
"I wish I was on it," says Bill.
Ray begins to get angry. "Now, listen. We can work 
in the death wish if we have to, but you know goddamn 
good and well it doesn’t belong here.
"You're new at this and I know it's not easy, but if 
we're going to get through it we have to stick to the 
schedule. Now I'm going to open the hood on this piece 
of junk you call a low mileage special and the next thing 
I want to hear out of you is a number, get it?"
Bill nods. He listens. He says, "Sixteen."
He looks at his watch. "Hey, almost time for the kick off."
"That’s it," Ray says putting an arm over the kid's 
shoulder. "That's the idea. Everything in its place 
and a place for everything, like that ugly kid of yours 
who should probably be in a zoo."
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THE DEATH OF THE FAIRY TALE

We were sitting at the bar. She was a wonderful looking 
woman and we were having a nice time. I had just begun 
to tell her the fashionable version of Snow White and about 
how cruel it was of the princess to go off with somebody 
who looked like every other Sears mannequin and leave 
the seven men who adored her, when my companion said,
"Well, at least the prince could probably get her off.”
"Get her off? Get Snow White off?"
"Think about it. She's got needs of her own. Besides 
the fact that a dwarf is probably hung like a dwarf, 
how much fun could it be with Sneezy?"
"Well, he was just one of
"Sleepy, okay? Very sexy, right in the middle of it 
waking this guy up who barely comes to your tits, anyway." 
"Gee, but ___"
"And Bashful? In five years if you're lucky and then 
with his head in a bag."
"Dopey, then. At least Dopey is tractable."
"If he's that dumb, he'd probably stick it in her ear.
And Grumpy is out of the question. He's probably got 
prostatitis. My husband had it and was he ever grumpy." 
"Happy'd be fun, don't you think?"
"Laughing all the time? Very flattering."
"Then Doc. Surely a physician
"With his little rubber glove and stirrups? Forget it."
She got her things together. "Let's go, okay? I want 
to have a couple of orgasms before Johnny."
"Johnny?"
"Carson. You coming?"
"Just barely.”
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HAVING MY CAKE

Sometimes I take my Racing Form into 
The 4 Star Lounge. I know some of the people 
who are liable to show at 6:01 in the morning 
and when they do, we can play the game.
Chi Chi presides, beating me in the door 
by a full 30 seconds. Chi Chi's skirt is half 
unzipped and his legs are stubbly. Some 
hip people call that gorilla drag. Chi Chi 
just calls it tacky.
Guido The Prostate comes in about half past, 
then Moses with his obligatory Spade Special 
Magnavox, so the game begins:
$2 at 99-1 is $200.00, put back at 99-1 
is $20,000.00, put back at 99-1 is 2 million 
and change. All for a simple 3 horse parlay.
Moses has some whiskey so raw it makes the beer 
boil, but it takes us to the next plateau:
What would we do with the money?
Guido wants 200 ladies, all on Spanish fly. 
Moses wants a walk-in receiver. Chi Chi only 
wants to have her legs shaved in the Biltmore 
Barber Shop.
And me?
"I'd hire somebody to teach my 10:00 o'clock 
comp class.
They all laugh. "You silly son of a bitch, 
that is the craziest thing I ever heard."
I guess it does sound crazy, so I laugh, too, 
and we all have another beer.
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SHE READ ABOUT HONESTY

down at the beauty parlor and later that 
day sat Kimberly down and asked what she 
really thought, asked if anything at all 
was wrong, asked if she were happy.
The girl said she thought her mother was 
a hopeless drag, everything was wrong 
and she was only happy when she was stoned.
Then she left with a black man who had 
fur on his steering wheel.
The youngest girl found her mother in 
tears, insisted something was wrong, 
wanted to know if talking would help.
"Oh, no," said the woman, "not that," 
and she put her hand across the girl's 
mouth as if she were about to blurt 
out some awful secret.

FAILURE OF THE BEASTS

"We wanted to get out of the city," she said, 
"so we moved up where there was sun and fresh 
air. We weren't afraid of hard work 
and we had everything we always wanted: 
a turkey, some geese, chickens, even a 
donkey.
"Then one day he just drove into the city 
and filed for divorce. I didn't know 
what to do. After a week I let the animals 
go and they came to the door and screamed 
for food."
I liked the look of her. I liked her soft 
hands and her white, white skin. I said,
"Come home with me, okay?"
"You got anything, a dog, cat, even a bird?"
I shook my head.
"Then, yea. Maybe."
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MY UNCLE

was a headline everyone talked about. He was not 
afraid of God. he did not save or mind his wife. 
He fought and gambled, farted and swore. He 
was louder than a train.
I was smitten with him and the tonic of sin 
so when there were daughters on calliope knees 
and t.v. in the evenings, it was not too late 
for me .

Today I learned that he has been drunk for a month. 
Everybody at home wonders why, all the Jesus-lickers 
fat from the receptions he paid for.
He is drunk because he has been betrayed. He abandoned 
a life where his name was like a tattoo, a life where 
he strode and boomed. And in return, his daughters 
abandoned him for men who will never be half the boy 
he was.
I would like to take my uncle in my arms and say
that if it had not been for him I would be nothing
but the space inside the 0. Then I would like
to feed him bourbon and take him to the 100 dollar
window at the track and fix him up with California
blow job darlings until his heart bursts from
sweet excess. Then bury him myself and like Joe DiMaggio,
never forget.
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DEAD

When I was working my way through school they put me with 
Obie the night janitor, and we got along right from the 
beginning. He showed me the ropes, didn't bitch when I 
did something dumb, let me stock the Kotex machine and took 
the stopped up toilets himself. In his cups, which was 
every night, Obie told me to make something of myself and 
not get stuck in a dead end job like this. About that time 
he passed out but we were usually at his place by then 
and I'd just cover him up and lock the door behind me.
I graduated from that school and went to another, got a 
couple degrees and then a job right back where I started. 
Only this time with the faculty and an office of my own 
and everything.
Obie was still there, worse for wear, and it was a little 
corny: local boy returns to scenes of his youth in triumph 
and mortarboard, talks to old maintenance man, takes a few 
hits off the bottle and they swap tall urinal tales.
But at first it was something like that. The school was 
dumber than I remembered, teaching not what I expected.
I liked Obie better than anybody in the place and he took 
his turn listening while I complained about the stuffiness, 
the pecking order, the Xerox faces, mimeo passions.
Obie was having troubles of his own though and not long 
after the beginning of the second semester I was talking 
to myself. "Get out!" he'd say in the middle of my 
complaint. "Get out of janitoring before it kills you."
Christ, after I'd listened to him say the same things for 
years he couldn't listen to me for a few months. I was 
half glad when the department head said that my friendship 
with Obie was admirable and in the best egalitarian manner 
but he wondered if I couldn't spend just a little more 
time with my colleagues. I wasn't glad to oblige but I 
did it and it wasn't bad.
Then one day he was gone: no will, no illness, nothing 
but a note to me in that terrible handwriting he had:

GET OUT. REMEMBER OBIE KNOWS!
Obie knows. It's the assonance, I think, that bothers me 
the most.
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THE MONSTER NEVER SHOWS UP UNTIL 
THE LAST TEN MINUTES

but as usual we watched from the beginning. There was 
a rich guy named Van Upton who wanted to find Cueva 
Muerte, The Cave of Death. But the soundtrack was muddy 
and it came out Cueva Mueble, The Cave of Furniture, and 
after a six pack that was good for a short routine about 
Van Upyours on the trail of some discount sofas.
Raoul the greedy native had just brought the white men 
to the village and we had just heard the symbolic song 
from someone who might have been the King of Calypso 
but was for sure the King of Pleated Pants 
when we got into the whiskey
which set us up for Mala Powers in her tropics' 
sweater set which led us into Breasts Of The Past 
which lasted until ten minutes from the end and 
sure enough The Slime showed up and crawled all over 
everybody including Mala where it 
wisely lingered.
I wanted to switch to Theatre of Horror Classics but 
Joe wanted to stare into his glass and talk about 
how rotten marriage was and how he still jerked off 
to Playboy.
Lucky for me his wife came home; not so lucky for Joe. 
Why couldn't he fix the kids' bike? she wanted to know. 
Why couldn't he mow the lawn? Why did he have so many 
bum friends? And why in God's name did somebody who 
could have married Leo Rasmussen the big shot 
ever end up with lazy, ugly Joe?
About that time Joe put both his hands to his face 
and made this horrible, gurgling sound.
That's when I got out.
I've been going to the movies all my life.
I knew that whatever was going to happen next, 
it wasn't going to be good.
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THE BLOB

was always trying to convince himself that he'd been 
left on the doorstep by fleeing Spanish aristocracy.
But facts were facts: he got nowhere with real girls
who always fled into the protection of letter sweaters. 
Sure he could go out with one of the Slime People 
or the daughter of the Giant Sebaceous Gland, but 
they were worse than his fiance who was at least 
one of his own kind.
Wouldn't he ever score with anything that walked 
on two legs and wore panties? That was the real reason 
he'd asked for his engagement ring back; he couldn't 
imagine spending the rest of his life with another 
Blob.
But that was also the reason her mother had called his 
father and that was why Dad was streaming under the door 
this instant shouting about the announcements that had 
already been sent out and the ooze that was coming 
from as far away as California. He was not going to 
ruin everything just because of a slight case of cold 
pseudopods.
Maybe his father was right. And if panties were that 
important maybe he could get her a great big pair.
The fact is that two of them could suck up those 
Mercurys better than one, and if it was fun to horrify 
an isolated desert town by yourself, it'd be twice 
as much fun with somebody else.
The Blob left with his mollified father, abandoning 
his old life: the USC pennant, the stiff pages of 
Playboy, and the model planes that hung from the ceiling. 
Real ones would come at him as he advanced on L.A. 
if the marriage worked and he actually made 
something out of himself.
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CHEAP THRILLS

Inflation has even hit the dirty movies. The 5 dollar 
skin flicks are as empty as the stands when the Nobodies 
play the Derrieres in The Paper Bowl.
Now there are stand-up machines, each as big as a 
Frigidaire. A quarter gets 2 1/2 minutes of a ten 
minute stag, and entire hard on for a buck.
The best of these places was on Western Ave.. just 
above Santa Monica. Each machine carried a placard 
and on it trenchant apercu of the action inside:

2 Well-Hung Guys Bi-Sexual Car Hops
3 Horny Babes In Take On Bike Club
Rural Setting In Weenie Cooler

We formed little lines for the good machines, our quarters 
slick as clams.
Inexplicably it closed.
Inexplicably it opened UNDER NEW MANAGEMENT.

Two Goys. Gulls 
Get Tit On

I puzzled over this: two gentiles and two sea birds 
doing something with a breast? Gee.
But alas: couples straining at depravity.

Grope Sax. Most Blocks.
Short Wop Seen.

Something about music and a brief Italian?
No. Five people, four of them black, one with a 
paper whip.
Balls. I stopped to complain as I left but the new owner 
was busy with another sign, his brow furrowed as a 
tiny field.

Proust Bongs Two Noons
I knew that Marcel was not going to strike 24. but 
the idea turned me on in a funny way, 
and it was free.
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MY PROSTATE IS BIGGER THAN YOURS

I'd just seen Clint Eastwood
do his ruthless-and-irresistible act
in "Dirty Harry”
and I was fantasying myself into 
the part when it came to me that 
among other things 
my name was all wrong.
Ronnie.
Dirty Ronnie.
A woman would have to be kinky indeed 
to go for somebody who was merely 
icky .
And criminals. Why would they surrender 
to a detective who was just grimy?
Unless of course he smelled, too.

Smelly Ronnie.
Dirty Smelly Ronnie.
"Don’t come any closer. Dirty Smelly 
Ronnie. I give up. Honest."
"God, it's Dirty Smelly Ronnie. Christ.
I can't breathe. Tear gas is like a Malibu 
breeze compared to this. Put me in 
solitary for life, burn me in the electric 
chair, just get him out of here!"
Gee. it sounded like a great film: me 
driving the black-and-white through 
the toughest streets in L.A.. my sidekick 
an eager kid right out of the Academy 
wearing his gas mask.
Then the t.v. series, lunch with Brando.
Oscars, Emmys. my crummy handprints in front 
of Grauman's. top grossing star in Europe. Asia, 
the moon.
Clint Eastwood, your ass is grass!
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LOT'S WIFE

When the angel announced that the city 
would be destroyed and all who looked back 
punished,
she packed and swept and scrubbed for days, 
leaving the house better than she 
found it.
Then she went with the others to the brow 
of the last hill where she took one last, 
lovely breath and held it 
forever.
No one knows why. It is sexy to think that 
she could not trudge toward Jehovahville 
without one last look at Sodom 
where she had taken them on 
three at a time.
It is not so sexy to think that she was 
as faithful to her husband as his feet 
but because she was a woman without 
a name
because she saw the future, like a meal of rinds 
and peels, as too much more of 
not enough,

she went under as surely as one takes 
a horde of Valium or turns the family car 
toward the stern rail.
It is not so sexy to think that, 
but it explains more about then
and now.
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MEN WATCH FOOTBALL BECAUSE 
THEY ARE LONELY FOR OTHER MEN

They would like to wear real uniforms. They would 
like to get knocked down, then get up and pat each 
other on the ass. They would like to look into 
the stands and imagine women there who admire prowess 
and guts, women who might meet them at the players' 
gate afterwards, who might give them the time of their 
lives and then vanish.
But they are just as happy trotting into the locker 
room. They like to be fussed over by the trainer 
and coach. They like to see the other guys horsing 
around in their towels.
They are not homosexual. They do not understand 
homosexuality. They do not like their own bodies 
and cannot imagine caressing another one.
It is the locker room where no one is ashamed 
of the beer gut, the missing teeth, the bald spot.
At home they spend hours sucking it in, combing 
it over.
Women care what men look like though they are often 
mean about beauty in their sisters. Looks are not 
so important to men. If the quarterback is a god 
they say, "It's not his fault. Can he help it 
if he's good looking?"
Men worry about their looks because they solicit 
their wives for sex and they know women prefer 
handsome devils. Too, they believe that women 
do not like sex and —  being mothers —  probably 
should not. They know women like to be wooed 
and regularly invest in candles and champagne.
But nearly every man knows the difference between 
his idea of a perfect evening and his wife's. He 
wants to watch her undress, watch her get her nipples 
hard, then fuck her fast. He knows she wants to 
wash her face and kiss goodnight saying, "Thank you, 
honey," which means thank you for not ruining it 
with that thing.
Men watch football because they would like to live 
and work with forty other men forever. They would 
like to kick ass and get kicked. They would like
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to have injuries X-rayed and reported in the papers.
They hate taking Maalox and Excedrin. They hate the 
suppository.
Men watch football because when the end drops it 
or the tackle fucks up, the team will eventually forget. 
Until then, he sits in splendid isolation, head in hands 
on nationwide t.v. Or he can compensate by snaring 
the winning pass, decking the panzer back. At home 
no one seems to forget. Last night's, last week's, 
last month's mistakes are worse than game films. Chances 
for a big play are small to nil.
Men watch football because it reminds them of what 
might have been. Young men think if it hadn't been for 
some bad breaks they could out-pussy Namath. Older 
men are not so sanguine. They do not feel if the phone 
rang they could go in. They cannot always handle 
the longing of every Schlitz, dolor of chip and Frito 
much less a bullet from some howitzer-armed rookie.
But they can watch the veterans, relentless specialists 
coming in in every clutch, splitting the uprights, 
penetrating the zone, lean and mean and deep in their 
40's, grey at the temples but probably more young stuff 
than they can handle and $90,000.00 a yr., too.
Well, hell. It's not their fault.

IN SOUTH AMERICA ON BUSINESS HE DOES 
SOMETHING HE IS ASHAMED OF YET ON THE 
WAY HOME DREAMS OF IT AGAIN AND AGAIN

He liked the whores in Guatemala 
City. He liked their coloring books 
and dirty feet. When he paid, 
the American dollars shook like 
leaves.

The stewardess wakes him again,
"It's just a dream," she says.
He sees decolletage. He looks 
away: not that, not now. Too 
close to home, the wife, the 
little girl.

102



THE MORNING AFTER THE SCHOOL BOARD ELECTION 
WHEN ALL THE RIGHT PEOPLE LOST

There are all these teachers in the office; some of them 
have their heads in their hands making a fairly attractive 
grief tableau.
"Where did those guys come from? Up until yesterday I 
thought we'd win going away."
I get my mail, check the weather again. If it would just 
start to pour, the track would come up sloppy and the 
front-runners could scamper home like sissies. But 
this stuff means Goo City which means longshots which 
means nobody I know will have a winner and all afternoon 
I can watch The Gadabouts in their support stockings 
cash $64.00 ducats.
Going out the door I hear that now the birches are going 
to take over. Well, what the hell. I'll be out of a job 
but think of all those pretty trees filling up the halls.
Outside the sky takes ten and the sun comes down in freight 
elevators. The earth steams like brontosaurus country, 
like brontosauri might come across the parking lot and 
eat the computer center and the girls' gym.
Any why not? On a day like this, on a track like that, 
anything can happen.
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WOMEN MEN MANAGER

that's what the signs say, and the movie is so bad 
I am out in the lobby reading bathroom doors 
and wondering about urinals
ever since Cherry told me about the tiny one 
in the women's head and I matched that to the three 
calibrated small-through-tall models in my john 
and started to wonder if next door there was a 
Paul Bunyan arrangement located halfway 
up the wall.
I knock on the mysterious door. Nothing
but a pimply usher stacking pennies. Up there?
Pictures of pictures.
Disappointed I decide to wash my hands and face the 
musical. I charge through MEN and right into a 
dwarf, Grumpy by the sound of things. He is 
standing on tip-toe, straining for height, swearing 
a little blue streak.
I tell him about the facilities next door. He tips 
me a quarter which somehow makes the afternoon 
not a complete loss
and as shrieks begin and crowds start to gather 
I can see it turning into 
a really memorable day.
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A DOG ON A LOG IN THE MIDDLE OF A SWOLLEN RIVER

Here I am like Raggedy Andy on the floor of this new house. 
I am waiting for the movers with their big shoulders 
and the refrigerator man with his cold ones.
I am reading the free newspaper,
surely The Dolor Gazette. I have never seen so many 
storms, floods and quakes. There are no comics, no sports 
except who lost, under Help Wanted only pleas and cries.
The dour mailman comes by with a bag full of threats. He 
puts three in the box. What next? Will the Welcom Wagon 
speed past and a masked woman toss a shoebox of shit 
on my lawn?
Probably not. The condenser on my refrigerator will be 
enlarged and the nice lady will leave lists of emergency 
numbers. But the chairs will come with their perfect laps 
and books line up as evenly as privates.
And me? Like a dog on a log in the middle 
of a swollen river, I continue to float 
downstream.
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THE MONSTER

12:01 a.m., December 26.
Over at last, season of nonspecific urethritis,
Valium by a roaring fire and attacks of the heart.
Tonight I went to the movies. Seven other people and I 
saw "Beast of the Suburbs." It was all about this

scientist
whose wife divorced him. Trying to win her back he mixed 
electric drinks in his secret laboratory. One of these 
concoctions, not an entire success, covered him with hair 
from head to toe and gave him an appetite for motorists.
In the end the solid citizens got him, of course,

and the wife
stood there with her right as rain beau saying that it was 
horrible but now Suzie could grow up like a normal child.
It was late when I got home. "Miracle On 34th St." was on 
every channel and the radio was clogged with calling birds 
and leaping lords, tah-rum-bah-bum-bum.

My wife called, too, said she'd been calling all night.
Where

had I been? Didn't I know it was Christmas? Didn't I 
know our daughter would die without a Barbie? I told 
her the store was out of Barbies and I had to take what 
they had: Tommy The Tumescent Tot.
After that I let the cat in and we had a drink and shot 
the shit for awhile.
I always let the cat in before I start drinking seriously 
because you're in trouble, I understand, if you drink

alone.
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THE PROWLER

I snatch their panties from clotheslines or 
better lift them from gaping machines in laundry 
rooms or best terrier through their foul hampers 
as they shop or doze.
I love the trashy calender sets, a pleiad of 
hues framed by Penitent White and Hypocrite Blue.
Sometimes I steal only black from each of the 
sluts. Then all day Saturday I burn, imagining 
their pleasure at the theft as they step half 
naked into the dark where I stand with
my pockets full of rayon and silk, standing 
thick-breathed in rayon and silk, spit in 
the corners of my mouth full of rayon and silk.

—  Ronald Koertge
South Pasadena CA
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A TENTATIVE START ON AN ANNOTATED BIBLIOGRAPHY OF RONALD 
KOERTGE
All numbered items have been in hand and described to the 
best of the editor's ability.

THE BOOKS:
1. The Father-Poems (1973) The Sumac Press, P.O. Box 39, 

Fremont MI 49412; 15.1 x 22.9 cm.; perfect bound in 
wrappers (white glossy stock completely overprinted 
front cover and spine in goldenrod yellow with black 
or goldenrod lettering; back cover with photo of the 
poet and a short biography); 80 pp. offset text in 
black on light cream matte stock; edition of 1000 
copies (first issue). $2.45 ISBN:912090-34-0.

J Contains The Father-Poems sequence (pp. 11-28) 
plus 41 other poems. Title on cover and on spine 
lacks hyphen. One hundred numbered and 26 letter 
ed copies signed by the poet were subsequently 
released (ISBN:912090-35-9). Dedication on p. 5: 
"for Cherry." Thirteen magazine acknowledgements 
Wormwood Review, Westigan Review, Bear, Trace, 
Erratica, Meatball, West Coast Review, Kansas 
Quarterly, Sumac, Western Humanities Review. 
Beloit Poetry Journal, New Collage, and Pyramid. 
Book received the Wormwood Award ^for the most 
overlooked book of worth for a calendar year." 
Reviewed in Poetry Now (Vol. 1, No. 3).

2. MEAT/Cherry's Market-Diary (June 1973) MAG Press, 3802 
La Jara, Long Beach CA 90805; 13.6 x 20.7 cm.; stapled 
in wrappers (light brown matte cover stock; black 
lettering on front cover with conte crayon drawing by 
Nanci Scott; back cover blank); black free end papers; 
unpaged (40 pp.) offset text in black on dark cream 
stock; edition unspecified. Unpriced ($2).

5 Editor was John Kay. Contains 37 prose-poems as 
one integrated "New Butcher from New Jersey" 
sequence.

3. THE HIRED NOSE (1974) MAG Press, 3802 La Jara, Long 
Beach CA 90805; 13.7 x 21.2 cm.; stapled in wrappers 
(textured cream cover stock; blue lettering and photo 
of poet on front cover; back cover blank); dark blue 
free end papers; 36 pp. offset text in black on water
marked (Linweave Tarotext) grey paper; edition un
specified. Unpriced ($2.25).
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y Editor was John Kay. Contains 27 poems with a 
dedication "For Cherry" (p. 5). Eleven magazine 
acknowledgements listed. Reviewed in Poetry Now 
(Vol. 2, No. 3) and reviewed with The Father-Poems 
in Roadhouse (No. 2, 1976).

4. My Summer Vacation (July 1975) VPC Press (Venice Poetry 
Company), Los Angeles (CA); 13.0 x 17.5 cm.; bound in 
green-cloth boards with paper label: KOERTGE (in type)/ 
My Summer Vacation (handwriting); boards actually en
close sewn paperback version complete with wrappers 
(light tan; dark brown lettering) intact (16.8 x 12.5 
cm.); goldenrod yellow attached end papers (hardback) 
and white watermarked (Eagle-A) free end papers (paper
back) ; 40 pp. offset text in blue-grey on white matte 
stock with prose text paged 18-42 (this numbering does 
not correspond with the actual page count); edition is 
unspecified. Unpriced ($4.95 hardbound; $1.85 softbound) 
ISBN:0912664-03-7.

y A prose sequence. A "Dodge House" edition with 
an introductory note by Ted Simmons. Dedication 
reads "Dedicated to Cherry ... and to English 1A 
students everywhere." Short biography of poet 
inside softbound back wrapper. Printed by D. Mal
tese, P.0. Box 788, Redondo Beach CA 90277.

5. 12 Photographs of Yellowstone (1976) The Red Hill Press,
6 San Gabriel Drive, Fairfax CA 94930; 13.9 x 17.7 cm.; 
perfect bound in wrappers (lemon yellow matte stock 
with black lettering front, back, and spine); unpaged 
(40 pp.) offset text in black on white matte stock; 
edition unspecified. $2.50 (distributed by Serendipity 
Books, 1790 Shattuck Ave., Berkeley CA 94709).

y Book designed by John McBride (Red Hill/35). Con
tains 22 poems. Dedication on p. 5 "for Cherry." 
Fourteen magazine acknowledgements. Produced at 
the West Coast Print Center (Oakland CA).

6. Men Under Fire (1976) Duck Down Press, Box 761, Fallon 
NV 89406; 14.9 x 22.4 cm.; stapled in wrappers (warm 
brown matte stock with black lettering and cover art 
work; photo of poet on back cover); 44 pp. offset text 
in black on white stock; 500 copies. $2.00 ISBN:0- 
916918-02-5, Library of Congress Catalog No. 76-29869.

y Edited by Kirk Robertson, editor of the little 
magazine, Scree. Contains 37 poems. The first 
26 copies lettered and signed by the poet. Dedi
cation on p. 3 "for Cherry Jean." Twenty magazine 
acknowledgements listed.
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7. Cheap Thrills (1976) The Wormwood Review Press —  the 
book in hand.

BOOKS PENDING PUBLICATION
a. How To Live On $5,00 A Week —  Venice Poetry Company.
b. (As Yet Untitled) —  MidAtlantic Press
LITTLE MAGAZINE SPECIAL SECTIONS
1. BIRD MAN OF LONG BEACH and OTHER POEMS (1968) Vol. 8 

No. I (issue 29) The Wormwood Review, P.O. Boxes 101 
and 111, Storrs CT 06268; 14.5 x 28.0 cm.; stapled in 
wrappers (light green matte stock with black lettering 
and art; titled the warm wood tree view —  lumber 
twenty-nine); 32 pp. (1-32) offset text in black with 
center-section detachable booklet on lemon yellow stock 
(pp. 13-20) devoted to Koertge; 600 numbered copies. 
$1.00.

5 Edited by Marvin Malone. Contains 10 poems and 
short autobiography of poet. First 25 copies 
were signed and numbered by the poet.

2. TIES THAT BIND (1969) Vol. 9 No. 3 (issue 35) The 
Wormwood Review, P.O. Box 8840, Stockton CA 95204;
13.8 x 21.4 cm.; stapled in wrappers (orange matte 
stock with black lettering and art; titled The Warm 
World Round You); 40 pp. (1-40) offset text in black 
with center-section detachable booklet on goldenrod 
yellow stock (pp. 15-26) devoted to Koertge; 700 
numbered copies. $1.00.

5 Edited by M. Malone. Contains 14 poems including 
"Tarzan." First 26 copies were signed and 
numbered by the poet.

3. special section (Summer 1972) No. 4 MAG, 3802 La Jara. 
Long Beach CA 90805; 21.2 x 27.6 cm.; stapled in 
wrappers (white textured stock with multicolor design 
incorporating magazine's name; ii + 70 pp. offset text 
in black with pp. 1-22 devoted To Koertge; edition un
specified. $1.00.

JT Edited by John Kay; co-editor: Leo Mailman; art 
editor: David Scott; associate editors: Gerald 
Locklin and Linda Arnold. Contains 6 poems in
cluding reprint of "Tarzan," plus prose piece 
"A Day at the Races." Page 1 contains informal 
photo of Koertge.
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4. The Right Moment (1973) Vol.13 No. 3 (issue 51) The 
Wormwood Review, P.0. Box 8840, Stockton CA 95204;
13.8 x 21.7 cm.; stapled in wrappers (lemon yellow 
matte stock with black lettering and art; titled 
wormwood cuts through; 40 pp. (81-120) offset text in 
black with center-section detachable booklet on light 
yellow stock (pp. 95-106) devoted to Koertge; 700 num
bered copies. $1.50. US-ISSN:0043-0043-9401.

5 Edited by M. Malone. Contains 21 poems including 
the title poem. First 40 copies were signed and 
numbered by the poet.

5. TOO MUCH BEER (1976) No. 9/10 CORDUROY, 601 Georgia 
Ave., Bristol TN 37620; 14 x 21.7 cm. ; stapled in 
wrappers (light yellow mattestock with black lettering 
and art); iv + 64 pp. offset text in black with pp. 
46-56 devoted to Koertge; edition unspecified. $2.50.

Jf Edited by Richard Immersi. This is the final 
issue of the magazine. Contains 10 poems includ- 
the title poem.

FIRST PUBLISHED POEM
"Do Not Leave The Picnic Area," The Sausalito-Belvedere
Gazette (February/April, 1967).
INTERVIEWS
a. Big Boulevard, Vol. 1, No. 1 (1973); edited William J. 

Robson, 5385 Orange Ave., Long Beach CA 90805.
b. "The Free Press Symposium: Conversations With Charles 

Bukowski," Los Angeles Free Press, Vol. 12, No. 44 
(issue 589 —  October 31/November 6, 1975), New Way 
Enterprises, 5850 Hollywood Blvd., Los Angeles CA 
90028. Organized by Ben Pleasants to include: Koertge, 
Bukowski, Locklin, Richmond, and Pleasants.

c. Little Caesar, Vol. 1, No. 1 (1976); edited by Jim 
Glaeser and Dennis Cooper, 231 West Olive, Monrovia CA 
91016 .

ANTHOLOGY INCLUSIONS
a. Anthology of L.A. Poets (1972) The Red Hill Press,

eds. Charles Bukowski, Neeli Cherry, and Paul Vangel- 
isti.
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b. HOLY DOORS: an Anthology of Poetry, Prose & Criticism 
(1972) ed. William J. Robson (also the publisher).

c. Specimen 73: A Catalogue of Poets for the Season 1973- 
1974 (1973) Pasadena Museum of Modern Art, ed. Paul 
Vangelisti.

d. 6 Poets (1973) Vagabond Press, ed. John Bennett and 
with portrait drawings by Charles Bukowski of Koertge, 
Masarik, Lifshin, Thomas, Deutsch, and Menebroker.

e . Natives: An Anthology of Contemporary American Poetry 
(1974?) ed. Ed Ochester as Quixote 8/~lT

f. Life As A Werewolf Is Never Easy (1974) ed. Roger 
Steffens .

g. Break Out (1975) eds. Homer and Dorothy Hogan and pub
lished by Prentice-Hall.

h. Tarzan and Shane Meet the Toad (1975) ed. Leo Mailman 
and published by Russ Haas Press.

i. Poets West: Contemporary Poems From The 11 Western 
States (1975) ed. Lawrence Spingarn and publishedby 
Perivale Press.

j. The Alley Cat Readings: A Program/Anthology (1976) 
ed. Marcus Grapes and Michael Andrews and published 
by The Bombshelter Press.

k . California Poets: California Bicentennial Poets 
Anthology (1976) ed. A . D . Winans and published by 
Second Coming Press.

MISCELLANEOUS
"The Rise of L.A.'s Underground Poets," Los Angeles Times 
(Sunday: April 21, 1974) article/review by Jim Stingley.

-- Marvin Malone

This book is also Issue 63 of The Wormwood Review (Vol. 16 
No. 3) and has been limited to 700 numbered copies —  the 
first 40 copies being signed by Ronald Koertge. This is 
copy number: 4 8 1
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