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FORT EARTH

The trolls from Jupiter sit behind the moon and lob 
balls of Jovian Camphor Ice onto the Earth. Where 
they hit they turn everything into grayblue ice. In 
Denver you can hear them landing in Hong Kong, a soft 
but total Puff! that turns everything wavy for a mo
ment .
We tried to shoot a laser through the moon to nail 
the trolls, but nothing happened. The trolls kept 
circling behind the moon.
We launched a satellite which drifted into outer 
space and opened into a mirror. The next time the 
moon came around we bounced the laser off the mirror 
and disintegrated four of their supply ships.
Then the trolls ignited the front of the moon and 
pushed it toward us. We lost millions in the tidal 
floods before the moon crashed into Europe.
The trolls clambered onto the Earth and we fought 
them hand-to-hand with whoops and yells.
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SABOTAGE

By Jove, said Sir Bertrand. The Power Plants. They're 
going to knock out the Power Plants, of course. I should 
have known. It all adds up, Brown. Destroy the Power 
Plants and you cut off the people's power. Without power, 
we're powerless. Plain as the nose on your face. And 
like a fool, the whole time I thought they'd attack through 
the Church.
You did, sir, said Brown. You thought they'd go for the 
people's moral fiber. You said once they destroyed our 
moral fiber ....
Yes. We'd be without moral strength. But we wouldn't be 
powerless! There's a big difference, Brown. We're up 
against devilishly clever chaps in this affair.

The Power Plants report they've got through our defenses, 
sir, said Brown. Our lads are keeping up a steady fire 
but taking losses. Commander Fitzhead says it's an inside 
job.
Gad! Of course it is! The rascals played me for a fool. 
Knew all the time I was off the mark because they'd been 
tipped. While old Bertrand was poking around cathedrals, 
they were laughing up their sleeves and building bombs 
for the Power Plants.... Sir Bertrand stood erect. It 
might even have been you, Brown.
Beg pardon, sir.

You knew what I was thinking, every move I made. You 
could have tipped them, Brown.
Indeed, sir!

Pretending to be the devoted aide of foolish old Bertrand, 
encouraging his errors, reporting to your superiors no 
doubt with a touch of humor ....

Well, you must admit, sir, that time you thought we were 
using trained belfry bats to smuggle microfilm ... well!
One could hardly not smile a bit at that. Bats Bertrand, 
we called you ....

Then you were in with them!
From the beginning, Sir Bertrand.
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THE TWENTY-ONE MOVIE

A man and woman were having an affair every afternoon 
between four-thirty and six o'clock. They called their 
affair The Twenty-One Movie because that was the name 
of the local television program playing during the hour 
and a half they were together.
The Twenty-One Movie was a collection of slightly dated 
motion pictures in a full range of themes and settings. 
Their favorite was "Apache." They thought it would be 
nice to be hunted Indians scratching out a bare existence 
on the side of a mountain. At least they would have more 
time together than they had now.
The woman sort of pictured herself as Jean Peters, lean 
and hot, who was Cochise's woman in the movie and had 
his man-child.
The man fancied himself as Cochise, portrayed by Burt 
Lancaster. In the spring he planted corn for his family. 
The army would get him sooner or later, but he'd send a 
lot of them to the happy hunting ground first.

Such lovers are doomed, but they are not dummies.

JO-JO, THE DOG-FACED BOY

Jo-Jo, The Dog-Faced Boy, has come to town with the 
circus and is staying at the Holiday Inn. We can see 
him lapping drinks in the Lumberjack Lounge, gnawing 
steak in the House O'Beef, and sniffing the shrubs a- 
round the edge of the pool. If we were able to see in 
Jo-Jo's room (#309), we would see him screwing the beau
tiful, black-haired Mexican dwarf. We would see him 
mount her, dog-fashion, and ram it home. She would yelp 
and twist, and something like ecstasy would cross Jo-Jo's 
canine features. Then we would see him walk to the bath
room, still coupled to the dwarf, and throw himself into 
a cold shower.
Jo-Jo, The Dog-Faced Boy, is all dog.

—  Joseph Nicholson 

Flemington PA



CORRAL OF ANGELS

The throng sparkles and shifts, 
white robes and yellowed wings, 
heavy webbing jostling.
The chute is swung back
and one stumbles into the rodeo:
a paradise of dust.
Tobacco is chewed like muscle.
The stands go haywire.
This one still has its sword, 
freezing the light like 
a leaking halo.
Buck Primrose mounts 
the back and hoots and spits 
and rides for all we're worth 
bouncing between the heavy wings.
The Angel is a big mother, 
trampling, champing, layering 
the air with its blade.
But by God, it's being ridden 
breathless by Big Buck.
The damned thing's so worn 
out, one wing won't fold down.
Buck gets a 26 for staying on, 
a 7 for grace.
The bigger angels huddle at the back. 
Their time is almost up.

FACTS ON FILE, JULY 4, 1947

The day they deactivated Shangri-La 
I was born.
My father was selling beer at the fair, 
and flying flapjacks were sighted 
in Idaho.
I've looked it all up cold 
in the Library.
Also, Morris Levin died 
a blind baseball fan and authority.
And the British commuted death
to life in prison for 3 German generals.
And Eisenhower warned.
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All of this is known and filed by date
"to present the truth no matter whom it hurts"
It can't hurt me it happened so long ago.
In North Dakota a tornado took eleven.
Boston was a game out of first.
These articles are to "tie together the host 
of inter-related events 
and to show the trends."
My mother cried out at 3:37.
Trading in sugar futures was resumed.

SIC

yes, what's come before
is intentional/though I
regret the slips into
mongoloid manners
the dull Zulu jokes
the drunken references
to dildoes in public
places/I am deeply ashamed
of the non-sequiturs in
serious conversations/the
eating of raw onions at
the poorest times/all of
these are regrettable
but as purposeful as the flight
of the peregrine hawk slamming
into its prey/flipping onto
its back at 110 and digging
the talons in/ all the bad
analogies/the yanking of your
male lover's cat's tail
my pedantry/the litany even
is boring/but sic/it's supposed
to be that way/I have left
it exactly as it bubbled out
unedited/but sic/ pointed out
apologized for/even the apologies
(italics mine)

—  Jim Hall 
Miami FL

45



MINIMAL RESPONSES

Palfrey, student of 1907, I see 
you've left your mark in the margins 
of Palgrave's Golden Treasury, expelled 
from some towering attic in Cincinnati.
Dutifully, you scrawled: "Read" and "Memorize,"
the definitions of difficult words;
your professor taught you
to identify Pindaric odes,
or told you where to affix the label;
beside a Shakespeare sonnet: "Learn
first stanza for Wed." Page upon page,
starkly minimal responses. Across "A Madrigal"
you worked out an equation. Your major,
math, invaded the margins and inside covers,
overwhelming the Nine Muses you listed.
At the end of "A Dilemma," you scratched Anon, out 
and wrote Palfrey in, wit's opportunity.
Beside "and this gives life to thee," 
you noted a similarity: "my poem."
Above "Ode on a Grecian Urn": "Shelly —  sunk,"
"Keats —  consumption," "Byron -- battle." Below Cowper's 
"The Solitude of Alexander Selkirk": "only 
5 more weeks to go and I'm free."
Beside Wordsworth's "Reaper": "I hate poetry!!!"
The death-dealing short-hand of your responses 
inspire in me the peevishness you resented 
in your nameless professor. But I cannot 
shrug off a slight sense of poignance. Time, 
too, in your time and still, leaves its stain here. 
Palfrey, you scribbled your private graffiti 
on pages like public, monumental walls.
The poet's lines are regulated pulses, exultant, elegaic. 
yours, drones of tedium, slashes of exasperation.
But I can burn this Golden Treasury 
and your mark will vanish.
You have had your say, and they, theirs.

MONUMENTS AT THE LAST MOMENT

Colleoni, you old twilit 
son-of-a-bitch, on your high horse 
in Campo San Zanipolo where my son 
Blake (distant kin to the poet) chooses 
a new gelato, where my wife 
indulges my romantic scrutiny,
I almost missed you.
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Venice, seen and left, 
Colleoni in his place, 
too dim for home movies.

—  David Madden 
Baton Rouge LA

CHINATOWN

To begin with it was purely a tourist gimmick, 
a couple of blocks of chinoiserie 
in imitation of the Chinatowns of New York 
and San Francisco. In fact, it was inhabited 
mostly by Yugoslavs.
After a while, though,
for some reason that is hard to understand, 
the Chinese actually started moving in.
Maybe developers subsidized them; I don't know.
In the L.A. of those days, 
as the movie amply demonstrates,
anything was possible where big bucks were involved.
Today the whole area is Chinese.
And, according to the police, 
it truly is a vertex of crime.
Once again, life has imitated art.

TOAD'S WATERLOO

When we finally got a high-class French resturant
in Long Beach, Dave and Esme Cherin
invited my girl and me there for late desserts.
While the waiter was in the kitchen 
I craned my neck towards the pastry cart 
and said, "Look, I can never remember 
which of these fuckers is which.
Tell me a few of their names 
so I won't embarrass myself."
And Dave said. "I don't recognize 
any of them except the Napoleons,"
and Esme claims she said, "There aren't any Napoleons 
on that cart,"
but I didn't hear her, so when the waiter returned 
I said, "I'll take that Napoleon,"



and he said, "Sir?"
and I said, "The Napoleon. That one!”
and he said, "Sir, perhaps you would point 
at the pastry you desire,"
and I all but shouted, "That fucker there!
The goddamn Napoleon!"
and he said, "I'm sorry, sir, but there are 
no Napoleons on the cart."
I reddened and said, "That asshole over there 
told me that fucker was a Napoleon,"
and Esme said, "I told you there were no Napoleons,"
and Bobbie said, "Anyone knows a Napoleon when he sees one,
and I said, "Give me a piece of the chocolate cake then,"
and the stuffed shirt said,
"The Black Forest cake, sir?"
and I said, "Yeah the Schwartzwaldertorte, "
but, to tell you the truth, my German pronunciation 
didn't recoup me many points.

—  Gerald Locklin 

Long Beach CA

BENT HOOK, BROKEN LINE, NO SINKER

The girl pulls the dress over her head.
Breasts emerge like new volcanic islands.
Rasdale's mouth rivals Death Valley in dryness.
In bed, afterwards, Rasdale asks if it 
was good for her too. Saying it couldn't 
have been better, she reaches for the TV Guide. 
Rasdale notes a lack of sincerity in her voice.
While driving her home, he tries to make 
another date and is parried at each new suggestion. 
Rasdale should meet her brother, she says, since 
they have so much in common.
The final goodbye is the closest
Rasdale will ever come to kissing a dead fish.
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FIREWORKS AND FERRIS WHEELS

Rasdale stumbles into emergency.
He has been poisoned by Chicken Delight.
They throw him on a gurney and wheel it 
to a side room saying a doctor will 
soon be by. His stomach imitates the 
explosion of a Chinese fireworks factory.
Hours pass. Rasdale lay unattended in 
the basic fetal position. The fireworks' 
explosion has become the bombing of Dresden. 
They roll in a man who has broken his arm 
while attempting suicide from a Ferris wheel. 
The nurse tells Rasdale to be patient, 
a doctor should soon be free. She asks 
the age of Rasdale's maternal grandparents 
for the records, then leaves.
Using his good arm, the attempted suicide 
starts making a noose out of a sheet.
Rasdale is helping when the doctor finally 
arrives. As he examines Rasdale's arm, 
the doctor learns that the attempted suicide 
ate cotton candy and peanuts at the fair.
Rasdale is discharged after twenty-four hours 
observation. His stomach is walking on eggs. 
As an apology, Chicken Delight sends him 
several free dinner coupons. Rasdale drops 
them by the emergency room and asks that 
extras be given to the attempted suicide.

NEVERMORE

Friday night and Rasdale is having a few 
at Annabel Lee's Roadhouse. Amontillado, 
the bartender, is letting Rasdale in on 
some lurid episodes from Edgar Allan Poe's 
sex life. Suddenly loud shouting erupts 
from a corner of the room. Fists fly, 
tables overturn and the fight is on.
A bust of the Raven sails past Rasdale's 
head and shatters behind the bar. Plaster 
feathers are scattered everywhere. Rasdale 
drops to the floor and crawls to a neutral 
corner where the bar's mascot, a black cat, 
is already cowering.
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Just as someone gets ready to heave a companion 
through a painting of the House of Usher, a 
shotgun blast peppers the ceiling. The bartender 
levels twin barrels at the rowdies, threatening 
them with premature burial and one-way trips 
to the Rue Morgue. The fight terminates forthwith.
As normalcy returns, Rasdale and the cat 
venture from the corner. The fight's instigators 
pay damages and buy drinks for the house as an 
act of contrition. Rasdale orders bloody marys 
for himself and the cat.

LAUGHING STOCK
—  for captain threshold

Sweat rolls off Rasdale's bare shoulders 
as the sledge hammer finds the tent peg 
again and again. He is a roustabout with 
Cook Bros. Circus, one of the few still 
performing under canvas. Rasdale takes 
one last mighty swing and splits the crotch 
in his jeans.
Rasdale is hosing down the elephants when 
the fat lady waddles by with a message for 
him to see the boss. Rasdale is afraid 
someone's seen him feeding candy apples to 
the chimpanzees.
Boffo the clown is sick and old P.H., the 
boss, asks Rasdale to take Boffo's place 
for the evening's performance. Although 
expressing some reservations, Rasdale 
agrees to give it his best. It will be 
the first time he's played the fool 
professionally.
Decked out in grease paint, rubber nose, 
and baggy pants, Rasdale enters the ring 
with two other clowns, Rollo and Homer. 
Within the span of ten minutes, Rasdale 
is set on fire, drenched with water, hit 
with pies and gets stuffed in a giant 
salt shaker. He finds himself being 
laughed at by hundreds of people and 
loving every minute of it.
Long after the show is over, Rasdale, 
still in costume, sits at a mirror 
making faces. He has found his secret 
hiding place.

-- Robert Matte Jr. 
Berkeley CA



QUASI-POLITICAL LUNCH HOUR
-- Saturday afternoon travelogue

In east germany you get arrested for eating ice cream in 
your living room; in west germany you get a medal for eat
ing ice cream in your living room. In bulgaria you get a 
$50 fine for walking too fast whereas in thailand, the 
beautiful people there, have no speed limit whatsoever on 
their sidewalks. In nova scotia a person has to be mighty 
dumb before they can flunk outta school, in france educat
ion is penny cheap, in the northwest territories, self- 
government is part of the daily curriculum. And then 
there's Scandinavia followed closely by brazil, in both 
countries and many more you can be terminated from a job 
by working too hard: so red china was born, and then the 
Philippines and then labrador.

SPEECH GIVEN AT LUNCHTIME FOR DELEGATES TO A CONVENTION 
OF BUMS, HOBOES & TERMAGANTS

—  the electric logos
Poor people should not be allowed to smoke dope because 
their appetites increase and they can't even afford to 
feed themselves now. Poor people shouldn't be allowed to 
drink booze because their driving is impaired and insur
ance is so expensive already. Poor people have no busi
ness at the racetrack because the unemployment rate is too 
high; who wants to work when a fortune is waiting for the 
right person to come along. Poor people have no need of 
a political voice; what they have to say isn't worth lis- 
tining to. I once read an article in a reputable maga
zine* which stated that poor people have a lot of nerve 
to expect any help in making ends meet, & i'm sorry to 
say i agree. Poor people have no rights because they 
don't own much property and their mortgage rates have 
tripled (five times) in the last four months. & because 
poor people don't have a sense of humor, they can't be 
trusted with large sums of money. (And their table man
ners are atrocious.) Poor people remain poor because 
they have learned that "money is the root of all evil"** 
and if they want to be happy they can't have both.

* Titmouse Review.
** National Bureau of Standards Bulletin #96.
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ON BECOMING A CANADIAN CITIZEN
-- genki de lunch

i'm wearing a suit and tie so they won't notice the holes 
in my shoes. i'm wearing white & red plaid trousers so 
they won't see my different colored socks. i'm wearing a 
green fedora so the point on my head will be covered. & 
i'm wearing a charm bracelet on my wrist so the scars 
won't show. i have a small bottle of maple syrup in my 
vest pocket so they won't suspect the mickey of scotch in 
my briefcase which i'm carrying so they won't think i'm 
unemployed or not working. & i'm clutching a bible in my 
hands, singing louder than the queen herself. Everything 
i do apropos of this day will smack of unity: think unity, 
talk unity, live unity. And if the country doesn't stay 
together it won't be my fault!

SPONTANEOUS JUXTAPOSITION NO. 2
—  hercules and the pot cellar

i'm sitting on a chair i've sat on a thousand times be
fore at a table i've eaten at a thousand times before in 
a kitchen i've cooked a thousand times before! i'm talk
ing to a person i've never talked to before, i'm driving 
a car i've never driven before; i'm washing my clothes in 
a machine i've never used before in a laundromat pictured 
on a postcard next to a health food resturant (open for 
lunch) & a beauty shop. i'm smoking a pipe i've smoked 
a million times before (in one day) watching a sunset 
i'll probably watch a thousand times again drinking 
coffee i've drunk a thousand times before in a cup i 
bought a thousand years ago from a merchant i went to 
school with.

—  avron uyehara-hoffman 
Vancouver, B.C., Canada

MARVIN MILTON VISITS HELL

Whimsically accessible mass transport compounded by 
expressly ticketed car pools.
Surprisingly rapid transit thieves compounded by 
federally funded switchblade traffic.
Superbly random freeway panhandlers compounded by 
incomprehensively paralyzed genuine sympathy.

—  M . K . Book

New York NY
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SURPRISE

humans smile 
just like dogs 
I just saw 
a human male 

smiling like a dog 
a beautiful dogsmile 

a
truly happy thing

GAGAKU

intermission
of nc two a 
basketball finals

write some poems
while marquette

and charlotte 
take a rest 

halftime
let demons have their place 
smiling laughing big teeth 

pearl white
pearl black too 

light a cigarette 
take my time 
very few editors are 

with me
very few

editors are with 
anyone

hear the children play
next door 

one white one 
black

a falsehood
one light one darker brown 

a more handsome color 
hear these gagaku musicians play 

my poems
have everything to do 

with this music 
everything titled gagaku

is written while 
these musicians play

and sing
what a rhythm



GAGAKU

go go go 
they say 
on their sign

big black painted letters
with an exclamation point 

after each go
painted on white cardboard

go go go 
they say

keep it up 
right here

they wear white sheets they 
move quickly

their white covers swirl 
about their body 
if they've a body

these are spirits I describe
and it is all so totally subjective 

I don't condemn readers who skeptically 
eye my work

yet they sweep about
one long fingernail juts from their sleeve 

the fingernail
shaped as talon 

curls
down and in

toward their own body 
if there be a body in that white cloth

their fangs pointed
yellowish shining 

glistening wet
dripping apparent serpent venom 

hideous fuckers 
right out of my imagination 

never
0 never will I control my imagination
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GAGAKU

write these poems 
stay alive 

hang in as they say 
continue to describe shadows 

shadows that become creeping objects 
slink around like evil spirits 

of all things

GAGAKU

read herrick 
artaud bulgakov hesse 

hundreds of them 
their spirits on pulp

the only safe lover they had 
their pen

it's morning again 
my beard comes out 
I shall look like 

the face on dos equis
I shall continue

to slay in my work 
my poems

so far I'm not a killer 
that's not true 

don't test me
leave me

to my poem 
call first 

if you
wish to visit

I've mad men and
women too 

at my door
I've a mad cat scratching her claws 

upon my
windowsill
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GAGAKU

long lines in front of the USSR exhibit in Los Angeles 
I got there early

3 days before opening
all the russians appeared to be american 

businessmen with attache cases

on the hustle
a real group 

people move as groups
3 here 4 there 

2 arm in arm

I'm one of 'em 
only here do I 

get away
become something

more or
less than 

group

here I
pat demons on back

that black cloth
I pat my hand right through them 

I see them yet my hand goes through
them

it's this paradox 
we have paradox

to shadow us
and we have demons wildly clapping 

for my message lack 
they don't like that 

now they do
giggling

if I'm diffuse
it’s because

I don't know
but listen,

this page has almost run out 
and I've said nothing 

badly
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TRAVEL

my motive
is to make

a little
money for travel

the
only thing I

have learned
is (aside from 

poetry)
candle making 

I'll set up a small 
candle

making hyena 
of an 
operation

and put my 
drawings 

signed by 
ducasse 

and my 
paintings 

up on
the wall

otherwise I 
shall

never
travel

with 21 years
institutional education 

a law degree
and 7 arrests 

the malibu fishing pier
would not 
hire me 

to clean
polluted bass
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GAGAKU

twice now 
I've seen and

heard little old couples
a man and a woman

and both times
the woman snapped 

something like,

"you just come along now 
just shut up and follow me"

and twice the little old man
kept his jaw shut 

did as told

twice now
I've seen what I never

wish to be
proximity breeds contempt 

goes the true 
cliche

GAGAKU

the demons clap for my last observation 
that we're all now dead

they clap extra large white gloves 
flap them together creating

great poofs that are seen 
but silent

whiffs of breeze
are created too 
by the motion of their moving 

black cloaked arms and the extra large 
white so white gloves

they sweep their right arm about 
curl it toward themself 
beckoning me once again 

to their midst
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GAGAKU

the birds 
feed 

off my 
drumskin

the cat seems 
relaxed

he yawns

I rub my 
tummy

continue 
this poem

here
come beings 

angels? demons? 
serpentining 
their way 

here
wearing white satin

black shining satin 
too

shining gowns 
here they come 

holding 
candles and 

melons
a feast?

sure for my vision
they spill wet wax drops 

one at a time 
onto the melon 
yellow melon
green round melon 
honeydew 
some ripe 

some not
wax on melons 

dripping over the side 
to the pavement 

down to the grey sidewalk 
what could be

important about this?



TOWARD FAME

yes my eyes are always red 
yes I manage my family's real estate 

yes I eat well
yes I jack daily

yes I make love rarely
yes I want to overthrow the private property system 

yes I am a communist
fascist socialist 

yes grapes writes poems like this 
yes I'm worth 500$ 

yes send it to me and I'll come read 
in your bathroom

GAGAKU

they leave me alone 
here in la 

why it's been
4 days since anyone 

threatened me 
with a gun

this is a great place
no one can read 

and those who can fake it 
are buried in vogue

but there's still a painting above my head 
it's a woman with a big black hat 

and she holds a rose

she's long
long curly hair

and a face of grace
she's pissed at me today for buying a hooker 

but she looks forgiving
my jealous muse

right above my head 
5 feet high

my jealous gainsborough muse
she's kind and she 

cares
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GAGAKU

I've written enough
many thousands of these 

poems (?)

now it's time 
to pick a woman 
raise three little things

call ourselves a family 
and smile 
into th'future

to hell
with my dark side

those demons clapping

their black capes 
fluttering 

I'll dress my family

in white

but
now the 

demons are 
dressed
in silk shining red

I can't stop seeing them 
they smile

pointed fangs moist
shining whitish 

eyes like sagging bulbs
green-yellow hepatitis eyes 

sick brown

I've written enough 
it's time to quit 

time to stop
seeing demons

but now the
demons are 

dressed in purple
radiating shining like velvet
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SANTA MONICA

there's nowhere 
to run
those I would 

run from
are there at the places 

I'd run to 
there's nowhere 

nowhere at 
all to run

GAGAKU

my car 
is too big 

I admit my car 
is too big

but I slept
in it last 

night

or the night
before last 

maybe it
is not

too big

GAGAKU

I'm always 
lying 
here

in my poetry 
here

where pound 
says this 
is the 
reporting 
of truth
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OH

they've 
got me now 

right down 
on paper 
2 of my letters 
in one I say B 

is great
in the other I say B is 

not so hot 
oh they've 
got me now 

oh

but I've fed
birds and fish

this morning 
written 5 poems 

had a turkey t v dinner 
am about 
to take a hot 

shower

I feel great 
they can have me

GAGAKU

the women
are cautious 

around me

they figure 
I'll 
fuck 'em

& throw'em 
out

better to
be my friend 

they feel
ah
tis a sad

fucking world tis
a sad sad fucking 
world
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GAGAKU

bo diddley
ramming home his man

birds diving into pacific 
pelicans straight down 

that long beak 
has eyes

angels up there 
diving down 
like birds 
into this sea

angels 
birds 

the same 
the cat 
looking at me 

an angel too 
if things improve 

too much 
it'll be time
it'll be time 
for the inevitable 

sign
white cardboard

carried by black frocked figures
hooded

blue letters on sign 
blue script

radiant blue paint or ink

the message printed 
says something 
I can't make out

it doesn't matter 
I never wanted the 

answer

was content with 
the
question GAGAKU

so many poems 
so much advice

65



GAGAKU

not so much
fun this morning

writing my poem

a 17 year old
interesting female

resembling botticelli's 
venus 
invited
me camping and I 
said no

told her I was in a
writing streak

GAGAKU

they peek
over the edge 

of a
children's beach 

bucket
tiny demons

with mini-caps on 
little duck-bill caps 

baseball caps 
with all the different 

teams
represented by 

different 
colors and

insignias

they have white teeth
their teeth are both

shining and flat finished 
now a grey now a yellow 

faded
and now intensely 

hued
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GAGAKU

my cat 
of poetry 

is back
he's not 
there until 

I write

as I move 
to my
typewriter

he appears 
and what 
an incredible 

monster
that capote be 
this is
american success

anything national 
the demon 
will

wave its flags 
shoot its 

arms
laugh as the

young blood 
flows

GAGAKU

I write some
terrible

things
hilda

but I 
got to

let the
editors

take
the shit 

out 
gerdy

I can't 
tell
my plums

from my 
nuts 

gilda

the demons 
keep winning 

and
this gets me down

GAGAKU

I have to waste a poem occasionally 
this one here I'll do it waste it right here before 
your my our eye
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GAGAKU

every poem even better than a breath 
demons in bright red satin sheets robes

reflecting great shines of light

demons with claws
purple grey fingers 

clawlike 
talons

curling in air 
or vacuum
demons with wings

white feathered like 
albino eagle wings 

fluttering
great flying shaking things 

these wings 
held to their

black robed backs 
by wire 

one could get 
at sears

clapping claws 
no sound

GAGAKU

it's done
this morning's poem writing 

is done
a quick ending 

is best

like
this

—  Steve Richmond

Santa Monica CA



THE F IR S T  AND ONLY PATENTED ELEPHANT HOTEL

Right now you see 
before your very eyes 
the first completed example 
of a fully patented invention.
Over a million pieces of timber
form its bones, bound together
by four tons of bolts, bars, and nails.
And the vast expanses
of its painted grey skin
took twelve thousand square feet of tin.
Light comes in through twenty windows 
as well as the two glazed holes 
that serve as eyes.
This is the very first building 
in the form of an animal, 
the body of which is floored 
and divided into rooms.
The first, but by no means the last!
The trunk, of course, is the sewer, 
and the legs contain the stairs.

A spectacular tradition!
Pachyderms have been prized
by the powerful of Europe —  Emanuel I
of Portugal, Charles V of Spain,
Louis XIII of France, Pope Leo X.
Even a wealthy Dutch citizen owned one.

But this is the first hollowed out
and fully inhabitable elephant,
and its patent unconditionally extends
to any other building
in the form of an animal,
so that some time in the future
various bison, big-bellied hippos,
storks, giraffes, crocodiles,
even great metal snakes
will cover the countryside —
a paralyzed kingdom of animals.

WALLET

The first Saturday in the city 
I got my pocket picked -- 
me, a grown man —
me, who had gone down through Mexico, 
third class,



on railroad cars full of peasants 
with swollen eyes, chickens, 
gauchos, hoods.
Now here in the city 
in a half-empty bar, 
to lose a wallet!
And what was most important
seemed to matter least —
driver's license, social security card,
blood type, insurance number —
they would be replaced --
but a pocket calendar
in the middle of the year?
I still knew the day and the date 
but not where the day's particular block 
was located in relation to all the others 
in its reassuring, geometric grid.
And the random addresses —
I would have to wait now
for all the people I had met
in resturants, bars, trains,
at parties, in planes,
to get in touch with me
if they wanted to
and maybe they really didn't.
And there were so many other things 
I had in there
that I couldn't even remember.
I bought another one fast
and filled it with money and food stamps,
but it always felt empty
especially when someone
would pass me on the street
his back pocket bulging
with everything but his soul.

THE PRODIGY

By some lucky break 
the kid got adopted 
by the people 
who bought the house 
where his real parents 
had lived.
He loved it
because of the big bay window 
that had a view of the bridge 
suspended over the water 
but he never looked 
out of the window
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he just
rode his tricycle 
back and forth 
in front of it 
all day.
He never thought 
of his real parents 
who kept to their bedrooms 
upstairs, mostly —  
he just
rode his tricycle 
back and forth 
all day
with the Venetian blinds up 
and the sun cutting through 
the eucalyptus leaves 
across the street.

—  Albert Stainton 

San Francisco CA

PANTIES

In September you discover them 
among the rubble of beer cans 
beneath the front seat of the Ford.
What can you do with old panties?
You put them in the desk's middle drawer 
with the check registers and the staples.
Your wife discovers them while reconciling accounts. 
You wave them like a white flag 
and use them for Kleenex.
Years later you find them 
among the tatters of the rag bag.
You douse them with lemon oil 
and polish the secretary
grinning like a snapshot from the 50's 
at a small-town rummage sale.

-- Ed Ochester 
Shelocta PA
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FIRST GREAT GRANDCHILD

Grandma's gone couple 
of years now ... I try 
not to dwell on 
what she's missed 
know where that leads but 
jesus I'm sorry 
she's never gonna see 
her first great 
grandchild.

TEN YR. REUNION

Today they held 
high school reunion 
ten yrs: god!!
all along intended to 
go try to re
capture fantasyland 
for a day but 
finishing coffee cup of jack 
daniel's last nite stared 
across road into trees & 
finally graduat
ed .

OAKLAND LAUNDROMAT

Sitting in Oakland laundromat 
reading Hemingway 
3 0 ç  Wash, 1 0 ç Dry
I see three chairs over bleached 
blonde 3 kids fighting 
waiting out spin cycle 
sipping on can of Pabst 
reading Enquirer 
she sees me notice, smiles 
reaches into paper bag & 
offers me beer
says it's good for you, better 
than coffee.

HEARD WEIDMAN READ

Tonight 
Monica's, Sac. 
heard Weidman read 
(a lot of poems twice) 
like Frost & Roethke he 
makes me "remember things 
I didn't know I knew" 
even Marcy Ann 
six weeks to term 
feet fat, flat, throbbing 
propped up on my lap 
really got off.

—  Rodney Siegfried

Sacramento CA



10.

11.

If my mother knew 
how I lived,
she would toss in her grave 
she would scream 
but then again,
I would suppose labor pains 
are a bit much to handle.
Republican Momma
Richard Nixon supporter to the end, 
having me and Jimmy Carter 
with which to contend.

There must be a difference 
between lover and love, 
a heart supposedly designates 
the volunteer 
though none step forward. 
Squadrons disembark 
without returning, 
only the 'ace' keeps tally 
by painting minute vaginas 
on his groin parts.

12 .

Kant said he could do it 
though philosophy still remains 
un-marketable for mass populations. 
Where is the slick plastic logo, 
so accustomed to,
where are the titanium road side stands 
from which we can buy these things?
Kant was a crazy man, 
someone better to avoid, 
he hangs around with weirdos 
Nietzsche, Sartre, Hume, 
to name a few.

—  Jason Goodman
Upwey, Victoria, Australia

THE ROOM I SIT IN HAS BEEN EMPTIED

Despite the alarm, I remain in the seat 
I have been assigned, busily carving. My 
knife takes out the wood easily, creating 
the small letters, the alphabet sequence 
I once memorized. I am not as simple as 
I may seem; I do not carve the traditional 
initials or obscene message. The flourishes



I add to the G and F are the only clues 
I leave. No one will notice ray subtlety, 
my feeble desire to be caught. My carving 
is a time capsule staple, an archaeological 
discovery. With such responsibility I 
must be careful. If the others return 
before I finish I must ignore their dis
tractions. If they do not return at all 
I must carry my work to a safe place, 
guarding it from the flames or high water.

SHOES

I am wearing these shoes too much, I know. 
They cling to me as if longing for a heaven 
I might provide. When I sleep they muddy 
the sheets, causing my wife anguish. She 
does not recognize their desperate faith, 
sees only the tenacious nuisance. When I 
reach for her she is disturbed; her legs 
are covered with bruises. If questioned, 
she explains about frequent low tables and 
corners of beds. My shoes harass her, 
disliking her embarrassment. Winter is 
coming; already the slush drips onto the 
sheets. Each night when I remove the 
shoes I believe I will leave them on the 
floor. Each night I remove my socks and 
put the shoes back on. I cannot leave 
them; they nearly sigh when our skins 
touch. They are happy, I know, and I am 
happy as well, feeling their warmth in 
the night.

STEAK DINNER

A dog stands at attention.
Some master beckons, expecting an answer.
The bone offered is eaten by an intruder 
who runs toothless to safety, sweeping all 
crumbs with the speed of his tail.
It is a vacuum growing naturally that 
threatens. It is an order ignored that 
brings the shocked look to the unwary.
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The ownership of cattle, the production 
of beef has leaped toward the glory of a 
steak browned over charcoal and the Sunday 
smoke, the reminder of approaching work.
All of the diners must sleep at last 
regardless of their appetites. They 
must forget their taste of the warm 
meat, remembering in their sleep the 
cold final bite, the grease hardened 
into white scum.

SUSPENSION

Accustomed to surprise, I did not speak when the shift 
occurred.
It was as though the creek was above the ground, levi
tated somehow. The bridge remained stationary, its 
ordinary posture now grotesque. Being intact was no 
longer sufficient.
A crowd appeared, of course. It grew quickly, filling 
the bridge. When it became obvious that nothing else 
would happen, a restlessness moved through the people. 
Someone threw stones upward, trying to see if they 
would splash. When the stones returned completely dry. 
the crowd decided the vision was a fraud, that the 
empty bed beneath them was the result of a hastily con
structed dam upstream, that the water was someone's 
idea of a joke.
Nevertheless, it remains above me. No one has dis
covered the humorist.

THE SHALLOW CASE

Think of the shallow case. It can hold little that you 
cannot imagine.
Think of the smooth leather surface and the slight click 
as it opens. You will not be surprised by the sheaf of 
papers, the brief portfolio.
If removed, however, they leave behind a space you can 
step into, bringing a friend, finding room you cannot 
fill. This case is not meant for wading. A small mis
step and you may sink rapidly, fading from sight, for
gotten, closed and locked away in some musty closet.

—  Gary Fincke 
Le Roy NY



AIR MAIL LETTER POEM

For this purpose
especially if you write long letters

use thin paper
which is made specifically for writing long letters

for the purpose
so that you save the extra postage

you would have used
had you written a long letter on thicker paper 

which is made
specifically for the purpose

in air mail letters
many of the accepted rules 

for selecting your longer letter thicker paper
are discarded

so that you save the extra postage
women and men and boys and girls 

may all use the same type of thin paper
which

is made specifically for writing
long air mail letters

this is usually the single sheet of white paper 
of a thin texture as a rule 

accepted by unspecific long letter writers
and the lightweight envelope 

that women and men and boys and girls
may all use

has printed on it AIR MAIL 
so that the accepted rules of letters

which do not leave the ground 
are discarded here

so that women and men and boys and girls cannot 
save by the lesser postage 

on the mail which goes over the ground
and is written 

on a thicker paper
made specifically for writing longer letters

for the purpose 
of discarding a quicker way 

of getting your thin lightweight envelope
which

is usually bordered with red and blue thin stripes 
containing the single sheet 

of white paper
whose texture is thinly acceptable 

arriving any later
and if women and men and boys and girls

want to make a letter expressive 
of a personal long letter white paper self

you can buy the thin paper
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which is made specifically for writing long
air mail letters

in pastel shades to suit the lightweight envelope
and long letter tastes

acceptable to women and men and boys and girls
but for many men and boys 
who write long letters

the accepted rule is the use of a single sheet
of white paper 
whose texture is thin 

and a lightweight white envelope 
printed with the specific words AIR MAIL

to get the letter 
off the discarded ground.

THE USE OF WRITING CARDS WITH DESIGNS

A new development in the proliferation of writing 
stationery is the neatly folded card, in a multitude 
of sizes, which has a printed and colorful design on 
its first page, and inside are blank pages for use 
of your written messages. Some of the designs are 
floral, some are scenic, some are reproductions of 
fine art. They are made to suit every taste, every 
age .
Primarily they are for females. The mere fact that 
the cards fold in upon the written message permits the 
female to express her customary discretion. But some 
of the larger folded cards which have an illustration 
of an animal (a horse, a hunting dog, a steer, a black 
bear) or a fine art reproduction are sometimes used by 
the males when they want to send a short cheery greet
ing at times when their hands and finger nails are 
badly smeared with axle-grease. However, a man or boy 
should avoid the use of these cards unless he sends 
them in a large, sealed, buff business envelope, even 
then they should be used only for the most informal 
occasions, to be sent to people they know intimately.

—  Opal L. Nations
Montreal, Quebec, Canada

LIT NOTES:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::
Second reprinting of marcus j grapes' Termination Journal 
$3 fm. Bombshelter Press, 1092 Loma Dr., Hermosa Beach 
CA 90254. J Seeking manuscripts for new mag: Serpent's 
Egg, P.0. Drawer 2850, La Jolla CA 92038.
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CLASSIC:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::
Black Sparrow continues to publish important mss.: Cid 
Corman's At Their Word (Vol. II: Essays on the Arts of 
Language)$5; Charles Bukowski's Love Is a Dog From Hell, 
$4.50; Harry Crosby's diaries, Shadows of the Sun, $5; 
Fielding Dawson's Penny Lane and Two Penny Lane, $4.50 
each; Larry Eigner's The World and Its Streets, Places,
$5; Paul Bowles' Things Gone & Things Still Here, $3.50; 
Mohammed Mrabet's The Big Mirror (tr. by Paul Bowles), 
$3.50; Paul Goodman's The Break-Up of Our Camp (Vol. I: 
Collected Stories) , $5"j Gilbert Sorrentino's, White Sail, 
$3.50; Gerard Malanga's Ten Years After, $4; Olson/Duncan/ 
Snyder/Creeley/Bly/Ginsberg together m  Towards a New 
American Poetics: Essays & Interviews, $6 —  all fm. the 
Black Sparrow Press, P.0. Box 3993, Santa Barbara CA 
93105. 5 Gerald Locklin's The Four-Day Work Week & Other
Stories, $3 fm. Russ Haas Press, P.O. Box 4261, Long Beach 
CA 90804. y Lyn Lifshin's Offered by Owner, $2.95 (many 
photos) and text read by author on LP ($6.98) fm. Natalie 
Slohm Assoc. Inc., 49 West Main St., Cambridge NY 12816. 
y Joyce Holland's THE FINAL E: selected poems 1969-73, fm. 
A1 Buck, Box 304, Iowa City IA 52240. JT A deluxe reprint 
of Robert E. Howard's rare Always Come Evening (plus one 
new poem), $10 fm. Chuck Miller, 239 N. Fourth St., Colum
bia PA 17512.
VERY HIGHLY RECOMMENDED:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::
Tangled Vines: A Collection of Mother & Daughter Poems 
(edit. by Lyn Lifshin, this book escapes the usual poetic 
disasters assoc, with the topic), $9.95 (hardbound) and 
$4.95 (softbound) fm. Beacon Press, 25 Beacon St., Boston 
MA 02108. y Steve Richmond's Wild Seed, Jack Micheline's 
Last House in America, and Paul F. Fericano's Loading the 
Revolver With Real Bullets, each $2.50 fm. Second Coming 
Press, P.0. Box 31249, San Francisco CA 94131. y Gloria 
Oden's Resurrect ions (a personal and remarkable book),$15 
fm. Olivant Press, P.0. Box 1409, Homstead FL 33030. y 
A. F. Caldiero's From Stone to Star, fm. Incurve/Clown War, 
c/o Bob Heman, P.0. Box 1093, Brooklyn NY 11202. y Don 
Gordon's On the Ward, $3; d.s. long's Poems From the Fifth 
Season, $2.50; and George Hitchcock's Lessons in Alchemy,
$3 fm. West Coast Poetry Review, 1335 Dartmouth Dr., Reno 
NV 89509. y The Habit of Wishing (a collection by Rose
mary Cappello” Ann Menebroker and Joan Smith), $2.50 fm. 
Goldermood Press, c/o Ann Menebroker, Rt. 1, Box 821, Wil
ton CA 95693. y Carl Larsen's 1934 Amalgamated Lugwart Co. 
Spare Parts Catalogue, $2 fm. Cornerstone Press, P.0. Box 
28048, St. Louis MO 63119. y The Publication of Poetry 
and Fiction (a conference held at the Library of Congress 
October 20-21, 1975), just published, unpriced fm. Super
intendent of Documents, Government Printing Office, Wash
ington DC 20402.
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HIGHLY RECOMMENDED
Kenneth Gangemi's unique Corroboree: A Book of Nonsense. 
$2.95 fm. Assembling Presi^ Box 1967, Brooklyn NY 11202.
JF Dawn Over New Jerusalem, tales by Salvatore Salerno Jr., 
$1.50 fm. author, 2701 N. Wishon, Fresno CA 93704. JF 
robert scatellaro's Blinded by Halos and A1 Masarik's 
Broken Hips & Rusty Scooters, each 5 0 ( i fm. Lion's Breath 
Press, 1252 Fifth Ave., San Francisco CA 94122. JF Albert 
Drake's Tillamook Burn, unpriced fm. The Fault, 33513 6th 
St., Union City CA 94587.
RECOMMENDED:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::
Anonyms, prose poems by Stephen Sossaman, $1.75 fm. Little 
River Press, 10 Lowell Ave., Westfield MA 01085. JF All 
the Graffiti on All the Bathroom Walls of the World Can't 
Hide These Scars, by A.D. Winans, $2 fm. Fallen Angel 
Press, 1913 West McNichols (#C6), Highland Park MI 48203; 
fm. same source: Lynn Strongin's Toccata of the Disturbed 
Child, $2.
PRESS NOTES I::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::
Essential: Vagabond Anthology: 1966-1977 (280 pp. edit, by 
John Bennett), $4.95 bargain fm. Vagabond, P.O. Box 879, 
Ellensburg WA 98926. JF Bill Robson of Big Boulevard moves 
to anthology format: A Long Line of Joy (contains a Steve 
Richmond section, interviews with Kirk Robertson and nila 
northSun, & much more), $3.75 fm. 5585 Orange Ave., Long 
Beach CA 90805. JF First book fm. Artaud's Elbow is Jutta 
by Judy Semon, finely printed fm. Wm. Garrett, P.O. Box 
1139, Berkeley CA 94701. JF New releases fm. Black Sparrow 
Press (P.O. Box 3993, Santa Barbara CA 93105): Michael 
Palmer's Without Music, $4; George Oppen's Primitive, $3; 
Robert Kelly's *The Convections, $4.50; Milton Hindus' 
Charles Reznikoff, $3; Charles Reznikoff's The Manner Mus
ic , $4.50, and his Testimony: Vol. 1 - The United States,
^ ; Mary Oppen's Meaning A Life, $4.50; Barbara Guest's 
Seeking Air, $5. JF Vol. 2, no. 2/3 of The Spirit That 
Moves Us is The Actualist Anthology (edit. Morty Sklar & 
Darrell Grayl $3.50 fm. P.O. Box 1585, Iowa City IA 52240.
JT Bits Press starts a chapbook series with Nicholas Ran- 
son's Track Made Good and Peter Meinke's The Rat Poems, 
unpriced fm. Gutenberg Annex, Dept, of English, Case West
ern Reserve Univ., Cleveland OH 44106. JF Latest fm. Car
penter Press is Curt Johnson's The Morning Light, $5.20 
hardbound, $2.10 softbound fm. Route 4, Pomeroy OH 45769.
JF Emerald City Press releases Wheel of Fortune (a four- 
poet anthology: Robert Matte Jr., Gary A . Blackman, Daniel 
Kalook & Timothy Jacobs) $2.50 fm. P.O. Box 1239, Berkeley 
CA 94704. JF Defunct Everymen reappears as Poster, a broad
side magazine edit, by Christopher Franke, $2 fm. Decid
uous, 4208 1/2 Whitman Ave., Cleveland OH 44113. JF The ff. 
books of John Yamrus can be obtained fm. author, 2988 Wil
son School Lane, Sinking Spring PA 19608: Those ($1.50), 
Poems ($2), American Night ($2), and Coming Home ($2).



The edition of this issue has been limited to 700 numbered 
copies, the first 40 copies being signed by Steve Richmond. 
The copy now in your hand carries the number of: 418
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Wormwood subscriptions are $4.50/4 issues/year to indi
viduals and $6.00/4 issues/year to institutions. Patron 
subscriptions are a $12.00 bargain for four consecutive 
issues with poet-signed, center sections. Free inspect
ion copies are not available because of our very limited 
press run. Copies of issues 16-23 and 25-69 are still 
available at $2.00/issue postpaid. Issues 1-15 and 24 
are out-of-print, but reasonable prices can be quoted 
on an individual basis when and if clean copies can be 
located. Issues 1-3 are virtually impossible to find. 
Microfilm volumes of Wormwood are presently available 
from University Microfilms, 3101 North Zeeb Road, Ann 
Arbor MI 48106. The contents of Wormwood are indexed in 
Index of American Periodical Verse, Scarecrow Press Inc., 
P.0. Box 656, Metuchen NJ 08840.

Libraries should remember that Wormwood does not claim 
to be a regular quarterly —  the magazine is an irregular 
quarterly. Wormwood strives to put out four issues every 
year, but the issues are mailed out at irregular inter
vals. Because of the prohibitive postal/mailing costs, 
two issues (or more) are mailed out in one envelope. All 
subscriptions are absolutely guaranteed through and in
cluding Issue 84 (Vol. 21, no. 4), but the press will not 
respond to library claims when the issues in question 
have not yet been generally released for mailing —  again 
the reason is the cut that the excessive postal costs now 
make in our otherwise very modest budget.

"...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 "Dadaland"
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