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THE RUNNING DOGS OF BUDDHA

Buddha and the Viet Cong
The idiot in the Zen monastery made his entrance 
in the midst of a discussion between the Zen master 
and his disciples. He told them he had found some
thing funny in the roadway. They ignored him and 
went on with their discussion.
"How will the Buddha provide during the long winter?" 
asked the youngest disciple. The Zen master was 
about to answer, when the idiot rolled a grenade 
into the middle of the monks. "He has given us bad 
coconuts," said the idiot. Fortunately, the grenade 
did not go off and the Zen master laughed heartily.
"The idiot has Zen wisdom," he said. "Now do you 
still fear the cold winter?" he asked his disciples.
After they had picked themselves up from the four 
corners of the room, the monks agreed that winter 
was no longer a major concern. The idiot was given 
a banquet and the Zen master gave him a monk's robe.

ii.
The Governor and the Poet
"We need to work with the artist," said the governor 
to the poet. He had gone to the Sierras to seek out 
the poet's Buddha-wisdom.
"What is the true nature of government?" asked the 
poet.
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"The true nature of government is ineffective," said the 
governor. "What is the true nature of the artist?"
"The true nature of the artist," said the poet, "is 
isolated."
"What do you suggest we do?" asked the governor.
The poet thought for a minute. He thought deep thoughts 
and called upon his Buddha-wisdom. "Give them all an 
office and a secretary," he replied.
"I will do that for certain," said the governor. "I will 
give them an office and a secretary. Then they will no 
longer be isolated."
Saying that, each man rolled up his mat and bowed. Then 
they went off into separate sectors of the Sierras impress
ed with their own wisdom.

iii.
The Buddha Meets Lenin

"What I have done can be proven scientifically," said 
Lenin to the Buddha. "It is the active implementation of 
dialectical materialism."
"The material needs then are everything?" asked the 
Buddha.
"Yes," Lenin replied. "Idealism dies a hard death."
At that point Lenin had a massive stroke and the Buddha 
went away sad. "The mind is a fragile machine," he told 
Cinca.
Cinca did not say anything, but he thought to himself, 
"Anything built in one generation should be torn down by 
the next."

iv.
Buddha Meets Camus

"Why is it you worship death?" asked the Buddha.
"Why is it you offer benevolence and peace and the world 
is filled with misery?" Camus replied.
"It is because man does not have the Buddha nature," re
plied the holy one.
"It is because man never will have the Buddha nature that 
I worship death," Camus answered.
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Art of the Chocolate Buddha
V  .

"If you do not abstain from eating meat," said the Zen 
master, "you will not reach satori," Then he gave to 
each of his disciples a chocolate replica of the divine 
Buddha.
"I guess we are not so smart," whispered one of the 
students. "He knows we are sneaking in hamburgers."

vi.
How Woody Showed Buddha-Wisdom
When Woody was a little boy, his mother asked him what 
he wanted to be. "I want to play piano at Carnegie Hall, 
he said.
"You can't do that," his mother yelled. "I can't afford 
a piano. "
"How about if I play a violin then?"
"Still too expensive," she said.
"All right then, I'll be a member of the KKK."
"Look," said Woody's mother, "I'll buy you a pencil and 
you can be a writer."
"Ok," said Woody, "but it has to have a very sensuous 
eraser. "

—  Ben Pleasants
Beverly Hills CA

FOUR AFTER THE SANSKRIT

i
Dearest, when we were introduced 
& became lovers 
everyone approved.
& when we exchanged vows 
how delighted they all were.
& how jubilant
when our first child was born. 
But now that we
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have lived together
over seven years
& I still refuse
to carry on behind your back
my friends
look at me
as if I'm crazy.

ii.
Delighted to be driving 
thru a pounding hail 
& howling wind storm 
in a dark &
unfamiliar neighborhood
at night, the
adventurous young wife
has an address
scribbled
on a note pad
on the dash board
& an overnight bag
on the seat
beside her
& a husband
who is out of town.

iii.
Mother hums in the kitchen;
father changes the channel,
refills his pipe
& settles into his chair;
baby brother,
purring,
spins the wheel
of his toy truck;
but daughter —  daughter
is nowhere about.
From the boathouse trees
at the edge of the lake
with a sudden clapping of wings
birds
fly into the moon.
iv.
When my husband, the colonel, 
is off on maneuvers,
& it's just getting dark 
& the rain pounds on the roof 
& steams up the window 
& the leaves all whip thru the street 
like a stampede of civilians



& everything's screaming, 
I could just die.
My heart pumps like crazy 
Doubly so if I'm with 
a guy who's anwhere cute 
& knows what he's doing.

CANVASSING
—  after Bhatta Sivasvamin

I'm sorry sir, my husband isn't home.
His mother suffered one of her attacks 
& telephoned us in the middle of the night 
& whined on for an hour till he promised 
that he'd catch the first flight out this morning.
& so off he went.
& I suppose he won't be back till late tomorrow night. 
That old fraud.'
She can get him to do anything.
Whereas he doesn't give a damn how lonesome I get 
sleeping in this big house all alone.
But look —  why don't you come on in 
& show me what it is you're selling?
I mean, who knows, I might be interested.'

SATORI
—  after Srngaratilaka

God knows 
I've chanted 
& worshipped 
& fasted 
& meditated 
& prayed 
my whole life.
Still, 
the sight 
of her youthful 
body
the moment 
my fingers 
undid 
the knot 
of her dress 
was as close 
as I think 
I will ever 
come to satori.



PHONE CALL

An acquaintance called me all the way from Boston 
to tell me I had ruined his life.
"I had?"
I felt awful.
"Is there something I can do to make it right?"
But he wouldn't hear of it.
He was beside himself with rage & disappointment.
"& after all I've done for you," he said.
"I can't believe it.'"
"You can't? ... Like what?"
I was genuinely interested.
"Steve, don't think you're gonna get away with this. 
I've already sent out letters to your boss, 
your next-door neighbors & the Star Gazette.
When this gets out you're gonna be about as popular 
as a Mormon in Uganda.
& you can forget that kidney operation, too.
I called the doctors. They were disgusted.
Hell, they wouldn't touch you now 
with a ten-foot catheter.
Oh yeah, there's a little package coming
with some snapshots that I think your wife & kids
will find particularly interesting."
"There is?"
& just remember it's your own fault, Steve.
You brought it on yourself. It's people
like you who cause all the problems in the world."
& he hung up. I stood there with 
my mouth hanging open, the receiver 
stapled to my fingers, thinking to myself:
"They do?"

BAD ADVICE

They took one of my poems 
for #6
wanting to know where 
& when I was born 
& whether or not I used 
an assumed name.
Mary suggested I tell them the truth: 
that altho the name I use 
is my own
I write all my poems
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wearing a fake nose —  so 
that's what I told them. 
Sure enough, #6 
came out without my poem

—  Steve Kowit 

San Diego CA

CLOSING TIME A LOCAL LEGEND
At two-fifteen 
they scatter 
from the bar 
in all directions.
A whore from Milt's 
asks for company 
and gets it.

If Tom Parrott drinks 
one more black russian 
we'll have to drag him 
out —  it'll take three 
or four of us and he'll 
be grabbing ass all the way.

THE SPARROWS
My God, the birds are everywhere, 
flying through my windshield, 
underneath the dashboard and nesting 
in the glove compartment. You would 
think they would have flown south 
to get away from all this metal, 
but no, they've taken to eating 
concrete and stale McDonalds buns.

Bedini was hugging Ann 
at the Apollo lounge, at 
the end of the night. She 
was continually unwrapping 
him. "Never mind," he said, 
giving up, "it's too much 
trouble."

"Not," she said, "you're 
just too drunk."
They were both right.

—  Robert Spiegel 
Albuquerque NM



FOR A WOMAN HIRED IN WITH ME

Sitting through orientation,
you talked of your husband
with already five years in a Ford's.

You knew I went to college
because my hands and nails were clean.
"What's wrong with that?"
"Nothing," you said with a grin.
Today, lying in bed after work,
I do not have to look.
It's what I can feel without looking —  
the dirt that I am too tired to scrub away. 
Maybe some will rub off on my sheets.

PARKING LOT IN JULY 

It's so damn hot
we get to park in the second row 
of the parking lot.
Ain't nobody here.
All home drinking beer.

My brother and I
walk across the steaming blacktop.
Hot enough to fry.
Kick empty beer cans.
Talk about factory tans.

By the fence
a few men smoke cigarettes.
Talk nonsense.
They won’t go in.
Drink straight gin.
One man looks at us
shakes his head, "You boys crazy."
Too hot to cuss.
Thermos and lunch pail.
Food already stale.
We keep walking, smile,
probationary employees, resigned to work. 
Avoid the temperature dial.
Guard nods as we pass.
We nod back, show our class.
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HEAT DOCTOR

In the plant cafeteria
one big dude with long arms
rips off the cold drink machine —
reaches up from the bottom and carefully
pulls out cartons like he's delivering babies.
He still squishes some of them
and we throw them out.
He passes out the good ones.
We line up around him and wait our turn 
like expectant fathers: 
will it be a lemonade 
or iced tea?

BACK TO THE BASICS

I draw pictures of naked women 
on the axle covers I weld 
and send them down the line 
to the other boys.
This is to keep my memory intact.
They think I am a real artist.
This inside-seam weld
looks like a grey vagina to me.
The girl in the next department 
with hair on her chest 
is beginning to look nice.
I read an Esquire magazine during break.
A sweeper comes up and says,
"That ain't no pussy book you lookin' at you know."
I throw it down:
"Who wants to read about the Kennedys anymore anyway. 
The sweeper agrees, says,
"I got pussy books."
I follow him.

—  Jim Daniels

Bowling Green OH
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BIRTH POEM: SUMMER 1977

You're in the hospital for 6 weeks 
laid out on a bed in a body cast from 
your belly button to your toes.
And protruding from your right side 
through the cast is a valve connected to 
the colostomy bag that you shit into —  
but not at first —  during the first few 
days after surgery they don't feed you 
at all. Instead,
you fill the bag up with the green juices 
from your lower gut, the rest is sucked out 
the tube that runs up your nose down into your 
stomach, and they keep you alive with the 
sugar water dripping through tubes into 
your arm and out the catheter in your cock.
And you lie there like frankenstein's newly 
created monster, only worse since you're 
starving all the time. Then for the 2nd 
post op week they put you on liquids & Jello, 
so you eat it until you feel like Pavlov's dog, 
only, getting sick at the sight of Jello.
You try to sleep but are so miserable since 
you can't move & your back & ass are raw 
slabs —  you'd give anything to turn on your 
side or your stomach and you're fighting the 
pain, not wanting the pain killer that 
stiffens you with fear when they stick it 
in your hip. From sheer exhaustion
you drop off to sleep, and five minutes later 
the nurse wakes you with a shake —  pressure cap 
and thermometer in hand —  you hate her and you 
fantasize fucking her to death, and when you 
can't stand it anymore, you tell her this —  
but it isn't news, she doesn't give a shit.
After three weeks you finally beg them to take 
the cast off and when they do give in to your 
pleas, you find that you're raw and bleeding 
from your unhealed surgery, and they tell you 
the cast didn't really seem to make that 
much difference. And you hate them & you 
boil inside & just then they break out the 
35 mm camera and take pictures of you like 
a freak in a porno movie, and they 
handle you like putty, pulling your 
legs up and turning your body over 
for better shots. When strength
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returns you wake with a hard-on that 
crawls up the catheter and you nearly 
scream in pain and you almost yank it 
out but the air bubble in your bladder 
won't let you, so you beg them again.
It takes you another week to learn how 
to walk again, the first few days with 
a walker. Another week and you're ready 
to go home with a colostomy bag stuck to 
your side.
You wife is almost nine months pregnant 
when you get out. She's been fantastic —  
staying alone at the apartment and driving 
to the hospital nearly every day —  she's 
literally your hold on reality while you're 
in there, and you know you've got to be 
good for her now. You've already taken
the Lamaze classes, and you want to try 
Le Boyer, where they dim the lights and 
hand you the kid to wash in a bath and he/she 
smiles and you've got the camera ready.
But before you're even on your feet, her 
water breaks one night —  2 weeks early and 
you haven't driven a car in six weeks but 
you must now. First to your in-laws,
then to the hospital where you're blessed 
with a semi-private room: two beds, one for 
each of you. She takes 12 hours of labor 
in stride with Lamaze. You, as daddy to be,
make a natural coach, but then the back labor 
starts and you have to go to work rubbing 
her back, applying as much pressure as possible 
to counteract the pain, over & over until 
your arms want to fall off, and you can't 
believe she can possibly stand one more 
contraction. But she does and you drop on
the other bed and the nurse gives you a 
weird look —  worried someone might look in, 
shocked at this masculine intrusion.
Two hours after she dilates to 8 1/2 cc, 
they decide to take X-rays. They unplug 
the monitoring wires that run up inside 
her and you and she and the nurse rush 
down to X-ray —  the kid's too big.
And you're so tired you lose your cool 
and all you want to do is kill a doctor.
It's going to be a C-section, and your 
anger swells up inside with frustrated
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tears you swallow, but she's still a 
trooper —  something maternal, some strength 
you'll never know —  she only wants the 
labor to end. They won't let you
in the OR, so you sit on the corridor floor, 
surly as hell, glad no one's around to 
see how you feel. You're too tired to sleep 
anyway, and you think now that hatred will 
always be part of your shared attempt at 
natural birth, and just when your cynicism 
says, "sit me in the C-section,"
they bring him into the nursery, and you 
can't be cynical —  you smile, and you go,
"oh my god, oh shit, a boy, my son,"
you've got a son. The doctor sticks a tube 
down his throat to suction him clean, and 
he yanks it out with both tiny hands —  you 
stand there looking at him amazed, fearful, 
full of joy, full of apprehension —  25 more 
minutes before they bring your wife out.
You see her in recovery & she too smiles.
The doctor tells you he is perfect and you 
try to apologize but he shrugs it off.
Somehow you drive to your in-laws, spend 
a few restless hours before returning to 
the hospital —  the next 5 days offer more 
pain and sleepless nights —  you even have 
a fight with her, and you know it's your ego,
but then what's really important is that 
he's what you both want and that you finally 
get your family home.
It's all so new, so you read the books and 
talk to other parents, and you begin to notice 
the little people tagging along everywhere.
And when he sleeps all night, you 
wake him up every three hours for a 
feeding —  afraid he'll starve, and you 
learn how to change his diaper and 
before you get a new one on, he shits 
over the table, onto the wall and into 
your lap. And it's like you've
been born again.

—  Leo Mailman 

Long Beach CA

- 52



CAPE COD 1976

20 years ago i sat 
in the backseat of 
the caddy let clam 
wind curl my hair 
i was dreaming of 
being skinny now i 
am i was counting 
the men who whistled 
dreamed in my white 
old fashioned dress 
with pink velvet 
belt of being loved 
of being famous 
It doesn't seem so 
long ago In 20 
more years i'll be 
an old lady maybe 
sit near the dunes 
in a quilt of gulls 
smell the pines in 
wind damp as skin, 
hug the same moon

THURSDAY NIGHT

in this dream 
i am finally 
with the man who 
plays the cop 
on mary hartman 
it's all right 
in fact it's 
perfect does 
this mean i 
want a . s ome 
charmer again 
or b. be 
punished by a 
blonde and blue 
eyed c. does 
it mean i'm 
not getting 
any or d. just 
want to take 
the law in 
my own hands

CAPE COD 1976

i'm brown getting 
skinny but i feel 
a bitch as if i've 
lost more than fat 
that i can't use 
Beach roses smell 
like dust the cat 
sleeps all day eats 
and sleeps again 
i've said all the 
things that have 
been boiling inside 
me and now feel 
flat down blue 
as the cove may 
be tomorrow The 
smooth white stone 
i found on the 
long walk back 
sweating july 
out is the only 
thing that seems 
smooth feels 
good to touch

BOSTON MAY 1976

bricks the color 
of lips under 
water too long 
kids yell money 
or monkey the 
old man i wonder 
about any mercy 
st in this town 
gas light cars 
gassing up for 
that last for 
ever and not 1 
bookstore that 
carries any 
book of mine
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LOSS, OR: ONE THING MY MOTHER AND I HAVE IN COMMON

:anticipating what we're going to 
lose, have lost already At 22 i 
was sure i saw wrinkles In the 
car each of us knows we've lost 
our glasses, money keys Once 
we find that we dig for some 
thing different My love hates 
to be woken up early he says it's 
like some shovel scooping thru 
stones when i start to hunt 
My mother and i are both oral 
her lips on ciggies the first 
word i could say At sixteen i 
chewed huge pieces of bubble 
gum 60 a day later my own 
skin We both gain weight 
fast it's as if we are store 
housing (she's got rolls of 
toilet paper in her dark huge 
hall closet i've tins of 
cat food bubble bath musk 
and men) stocking up on what 
we'd notice most if it 
was gone

OH YES

days like a brush 
with bristles of 
porcupine, you 
want to drown in 
soap feel some 
thing hot let 
the waves in 
the noise is 
louder you think 
you're going 
under but nothing 
gets thru the glass 
: it's like going 
thru one of those 
automatic car washes

SATURDAY

they went in with 
sledge hammers they 
went in and didn't 
give a fuck about 
the dust the mess 
when once you get 
started it was 
like a big fight in 
a marriage swinging 
sharp things picking 
right down to the 
By night nobody 
could breathe or 
yell it was getting 
at dry rot feeling 
the roof fall in 
huge hunks around 
it was work it was 
getting the dirty 
inside and scrubbing 
it out it was getting 
all the way back 
to what was

—  Lyn Lifshin

Niskayuna NY



philpot observed

PHILPOT WITHOUT HONOUR

To escape being a bachelor uncle,
Philpot claimed anyone would serve him

for wife. That's why he deferred 
to Maureen: he was not henpecked.
Unlucky again, he returned from hospital 
with a woman's disease shaming him.

He had hoped to reach the summit -- 
anything from soldiering in Africa
to owning his own home. Now half- 
crippled, he regretted the sons
who would never absolve him from his status 
of Immigrant. Now he was reduced
to part-time survival in this land 
growing young and alien and mean.
He was trying to think of a consolation prize.

paul st Vincent



A HOUSE-HUSBAND CALLED PHILPOT

Perhaps he should paint his toenails today 
and be one with the woman. There are no

children to vegetate to, no race of males 
to liberate himself from: he has bought

the time his talent demanded, and talent 
sneaked away leaving him exposed. Neighbouring
house-husbands with time on their hands, drop 
by to debate issues of the day, the big

questions of life, like getting into a Lady's 
purse, or into her bed —  and ways of being good
to their women, out at work. Certainly, 
this sort of training (in place of child

bearing) has kept his friends from turning 
into cabbage. Later, the women will blame them

for that. But as always, there's the catch. 
Childhood acne has followed him into middle-age:

it's his personal wiping-the-baby's-bottom curse 
as blood and matter spurt on the mirror, leaving

his face, well-repaired, a mass of scars and ruts 
and scabs of differing colours. How could she
come home to such a mess? He will paint his toe
nails after all. That might divert her.
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APPEAL

It was his age, she thought —  
a vulnerable time when the glance

of a 17-year old on the loose 
spelt trouble for the household.
Maureen knew this one was big: 
the man was trying too hard —  like
pulling in his stomach when friends 
arrived. What could have caused him,
a foolish, thoughtless man 
to donate a pound to a stranger's

brain operation? Philpot
didn't want to seem stubborn, alien:
if he had transgressed against some ethnic 
Law, or just gone soft in the head,
he would impose his own sanctions.
He determined to check up on his
investment, to find out what form 
of life he was helping to prolong.
And if the family in question turned out 
to be fascist —  would he have to demand

his money back? And would his pound 
still be clean? There should be a Law,
after all, against 17-year olds, on the loose.
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EVERYMAN AND HIS WOMAN

The old English poet would call it 
the Autumn of their lives, adding
ten years and subtracting near- 
ambition from this forgettable pair.
But they've simply paused, like travellers 
on a dark road late at night
while strangers in passing cars assume 
them to be local: Maureen has exchanged

that road for a private telephone; Philpot 
accompanies her with elevated thoughts

unhampered, like the English, by a class 
peg. His early vow to prevent that ugly
roll of fat sitting on the back of his neck 
has made him more ambitious, stretched
his mind miles round retirement: suppose 
for instance, his situation was different,

could he cope with it? Would he blow 
it all by, say, forgetting his Swiss Bank

account number and be ruined? Or would he 
write it down and be on Maureen's level

once again? This prolonged period of mental 
massage confirmed there was no immediate
crisis in the lives of a woman voting Tory 
for the first time and a man planning anew
to defeat cancer and the heart attack 
as he had done younger enemies.
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PHILPOT PUZZLED

'There's someone else,' she says, 
sitting opposite him tracing
with a finger too elegant
for his wife, patterns on the oilskin.

She is speaking, not to or at Philpot 
not even through him, but slightly
over his shoulder; and the sentence 
comes from someone other than Maureen.

'There's someone else,' is a guest 
in the house replacing her, discarding

her life's 'A goin' dance wid Roy. 
Expec' me when you see me' language.

He's afraid to touch the newly- 
elegant finger which is not hers;

and searches for a suitable phrase 
of submission to match his new status.

But it doesn't come. He is still 
pondering, alone at the table, giving
the impression of a defeated Philpot 
who doesn't care.
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PHILPOT

This morning Philpot
has a runny eye. His glasses

are already too thick
for comfort. Last week's visit
to the optician did nothing 
about the run. Perhaps he should

have mentioned it. But he couldn't 
be sure: do you go to an optician

with a thing like this —  or
to a woman? It was embarrassing not knowing

at his age. So he tries not to think 
of his rheumatism, of his next birthday.
He'll be all right: don't think the water, 
running down his cheek, is tears.

PHILPOT UNFIT FOR ACTIVE SERVICE

Another man would have kicked 
the T.V. set in or killed the wife,
though he suspected that to be a rumour. 
Another man would reminisce about

his War and use patronage and gratitude 
to run a second wife, a younger home.

Broken, Philpot looked back in longing 
to the Middle Ages of his youth where

dreaming was a sin a bright boy might commit 
the touch of something smooth, skin

unblemished by sores and evidence of 
rough times. He had grown ugly waiting

for the compensation he was due; and if 
the world continued to cheat him of it,
well, the wife would have to pay again.
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QUEUING

Philpot responds to the touch 
on his shoulder, a friend 
in the slow-moving queue.
But it's a different hand, 
more recent, replacing 
a previous queue-dweller.
What are they trying to tell 
him, friend and stranger alike? 
Have earlier ones broken

the line? Have they lacked 
endurance and fallen out, 
died? Refusing to panic,
Philpot acknowledges his new 
friend, marks his own spot 
again, and watches for movement.

PHILPOT'S PROGRESS

"He stared at her with envy 
as if she was something 
he could not afford to buy."
He stared at her wondering 
why she evoked that image, 
thinking it no longer true.
He blinked away the embarrassment 
of Philpot the skiver finding 
his doctor sick, of Philpot
growing deformed, a broken- 
off, discoloured toe-nail 
in his hand.
Now he was like a driver,
short of his goal, about to reverse —
for winning always turned into something else.
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ADULT EDUCATION

Gone is the stack of Playboy,
Playboy substitutes, assorted nudes.
Philpot is determined to break
the habit: unlike the ex-smoker, he's
on his own. He looks back on a time 
before he was addicted, and can't remember
it. He's been adult all his life 
yet his pleasures, they tell him,

are those of a child. He has vowed 
reform so often, his friends

dismiss him as a comic turn. But this time 
he’s determined to take the "You're

never too old to learn" joke seriously. 
Surreptitiously, Philpot opens his first

textbook in forty years, defying 
Maureen and regretting the two or three

kind women not eligible for the class.
"What do you say after you say Hello?"

the book asks, on the front page; but 
there are no pictures, and the new
student will have to read through 
200 pages to find out.
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BURIAL AT SEA

(For Captain Karl-Heinz Buzke and his 11-ton motor yacht, 
'Chicken,' who bury the remains of rich Germans 
on the baltic holiday coast of Travemuende.)
Like a rich German bored with his villa 
in the South of France; like a rich German,
Philpot has decided to be buried at sea.
He would like his 'Chicken' to be
the Royal Yacht Britannia or the QE2 packed
with explosives —  unless Concorde could be pressed
into service with a laser-guided parachute.
His Travemuende could be anywhere
off the British Isles (except oil-polluted 
Scotland) with small-island fishermen in attendance

to bring back the flavour of home.
He has canvassed the West Indian Literary
community for a burial poem; and has arranged 
a party to audition the delegates.
The poets, back from America, from Africa, 
from Europe, are still mopping-up pockets
of English-language counter-resistance. So he's decided 
to be tactful, and not die
to catch them unprepared. He will await the call 
from his German villa in the South of France.
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BLACK MAN'S CURSE

Half-way through the weekend, the fun 
starts: we're on our knees like a couple

of perverts checking out the bedroom floor 
(Only, she objected to this image, which left us

crouching like private detectives on heat) : 
it's the little black hairs we're after —

stubborn rascals getting everywhere —  from bath 
and wash-basin to tell-tale places

in other rooms —  even the odd book 
or magazine I happen to have glanced through.

I’m just a multiple walking clue. Even 
without the haircut, the little squealers
keep watch for the Man. 'It's moral 
blackmail,' says the Lady, tense and angry,
'It's as bad as old-fashioned guilt.' But 
we were on the wrong side of a thing
so much bigger than both of us, turning 
it all Platonic. There was little time left
for anything but the removal of evidence, 
of suspected evidence, of non-evidence;
till the lovers' reprieve suddenly came through 
turning all the black hairs grey.

It tinged of the Man's sense of humour —  
this kind of Divine Intervention.
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CHANGE OF SIGNATURE

The cigar and dark glasses 
are an impediment to a member
of the Battersea Mafia armed with
his chewed-off biro. He who cannot spell
impediment must learn not to write 
clearly, must add the cosmetic flourish
to penmanship —  like a busy Chemist 
or tough surgeon poised to strike

for more pay. But Philpot feels humiliated 
at the questions, probing and insolent,
which greet his new initiative: he's like 
the eight-year old at the Post Office straining

for Adult Signature which doesn't match 
the voice. Or like a woman initialling

her new occupation by a man.
As he's made aware once again how complex

simple things tend to get (with calls 
to the S.S. and X-rays from his dentist)

Philpot reverts to his original X.,
and turns up his collar for identification.
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CROSSING THE FENCE
(Thoughts of a 1st. Generation Immigrant)

It took a long time to accept 
that he was here to stay —  in this

old body which he'll now have to keep 
for the rest of his life;
and that he'd die in this country: 
that his last great wish would be to go

peacefully. Trips to the Greek Islands 
weren't for him. Supersonic travel

was a spectator sport; yet the British 
Rail Express from Euston to Manchester

was consolation of sorts. Engineering 
and Art and the price of his vote
had turned the coachwork into a poor man's 
Concorde, a flight of imagination

with space for luggage. Surely, he was 
being conveyed more graciously than ever
Queen Victoria managed: had he mellowed 
into thinking there were degrees
to poverty; that being able, say, to exchange 
the canefields of youth for inner-city manhood
was a plus? On his way to the loo he noticed 
an ugly rent on one of the seats
and two smug-looking truants sheltering 
behind the generation gap. Suddenly,

a distant war had spilled over into
his territory, and Philpot was going to fight.

—  Paul St Vincent 
Hull, England
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She thought her time had come
at sixty. She promised her son
the gate-leg table and chairs,
her daughter the soap-saver and silver,
her daughter-in-law the toilet bowl brush.
The first granddaughter was to get
her diamond ring and clothes pin bag,
the second her pearl, each grandson
a China dish, a bean pot and a bag
of nails. Then she lived for ten more years.

At seventy she promised her son
the bags of nails, her daughter the diamond,
her daughter-in-law the toilet bowl brush,
granddaughter one the table, chairs and
China, number two the soap-saver
and bean pots, her best friend the silver
and crystal, her neighbor the clothes
pin bag, her church a dollar;
and she lived another ten.
At eighty she began again.
Now I have already given my sons 
straight hair, crooked teeth, a bit 
of wit, the right to anger, 
a strong enough sense of humor 
to survive. Anything more 
they'll have to fight for.

CONCERNING THE DISPOSITION OF PROPERTY

HOOKED ON RUGS

When my parents built the family home, 
they selected fanciful rugs —  odd 
abstractions of flora and fauna 
that arced and angled into fabled fruits 
and mythical beasts, and all the rooms 
had to be done in mauves and grays and 
beiges and duns duller than dust 
against those brilliant rugs.
So my infant eyes focused on 
chartreuse, cerise, magenta, 
and my infant knees crawled on velvet. 
Dragons set my dance step patterns, and 
I daydreamed before the winter fire 
sitting on fig trees and firs. I told
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tall tales of wood nymphs and satyrs 
that you wouldn't believe and shouldn't, 
but they earned me As on my school 
compositions, and in Art the teacher 
looked at my novel designs, nodded 
and said, "How very creative.'"
Now they have sold the home, rolled up 
the rugs and carted them away. But they 
are woven into my bones, knitted into 
my nerves and hooked into every cell.

ROCKHOUNDING

The lower left hand 
corner of a Breughel, I sit 
on a rock surrounded by 
broken slabs of slate, discards 
from others' fossil finds.
Down the draw a mile or two
dust swirls across the dry
lake bed. Overhead a jet
too high to hear. Center stage
hammers ring on rock. Hunters circle
the mountain as others pry out
shale, lifting layers for
inch-long trilobites. To the right
wives sip coffee at camp tables
gossip and plan the next meal
while children watch parents
or play. Idly, I flip
through fragments and find
(outside the frame)
the perfect specimen.

—  Helen Hope Colgan 
Carnelian Bay CA

SOCIAL

Today I walked in and took a seat at the end of the 
counter and opened my newspaper and the man next to me 
saw me reading about the Rams-Buccaneer game coming 
up. "I'd like to see Tampa beat the Rams," he said.
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I told the man that I always liked it when the Rams lost 
but I couldn't see them losing three straight, then I 
gave my order to the waitress and then I turned to the 
race results. "I'm a good friend of Henry Moreno's," 
he said, "he gives me tips. You know he was a drunk for 
5 or 6 years, he's all straightened out now." I told 
him that I had read that in the papers. "I'm going to 
the races Sunday," he said, "I've got a hot tip." I told 
him I was trying to stay away from the races today, that 
I was fighting to stay away, and then my order came: tuna 
fish sandwich. "You remember 2 or 3 years ago?" he ask
ed, "they said swordfish had lead in them. Maybe it was 
mercury. I catch my own tuna and can them, costs me 45 
cents a can to can my tuna, it's a real rip-off." His 
order came. "Look at that hamburger," he said, "how the 
hell you gonna get your mouth around that?" "I'm not,"
I told him. He got quiet with the mouthfuls and I turn
ed to the front page. "The market," I said before he 
could, "went up 35 points in one day. How the hell's a 
man gonna figure on a thing like that?" "The brokers 
don't know," he answered, "the analysts don't know, the 
investors don't know, nobody knows ...." "Somebody must 
know," I said. "Nobody knows," he said. "I mean," I 
suggested, "somebody somewhere must know ... one guy, 
maybe ...." "Nobody knows," he said.
When he finished his sandwich he picked up his bill.
"Well, it was nice talking to you," he said. "Sure," I 
said, "take it easy."
People like that used to give me nervous fits and depres
sions for four or five hours after meeting them. Now I 
act just like they do, it's easy.
The waitress came up: "care for another coffee?" I told 
her yes, that would be nice and as she walked away I 
looked at her ass as if I were quite interested in it.
It's best to keep acting normal, to hide in the crowd and 
stay out of sight, and the best way to hide is to act 
like everybody else. She came back with the coffee.
"Care for a pie or something?" she asked. I told her, 
"naw, gotta keep the waistline down." She said, "ah, 
come on, ya only live once...." "O.k.," I said, "I'll
take the blueberry with a scoop of vanilla ...."
As she walked away again I stared at her ass.

INTERVIEW
are you getting mellow? he asked, 
yes, I said.
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do you re-write?
yes.
did you used to re-write? 
no.
do you stick to form? 
yes.
don't you think that something is lost in 
re-writing, that something is lost in 
sticking to form?
yes, I do,
do you think you'll be able to continue to write 
in this big house? and are you?
yes. and am I what?
writing in this house?
yes.
have you stopped running with all those 
women?
yes.
what will you write about? 
one woman, and the other things. 
but you've created this image .... 
have I?
yes. how was Paris?
large, filled with gas-fumes and people, 
do you have friends?
there's a doctor, a lawyer and a maitre d'. 
it's not like it used to be. 
what do you mean?
I mean, you used to run with bums, 
oh, relax, these guys are bums, 
now you have 3 bathrooms.
yes, I piss in one, bathe in the other, shit in the 
3rd.
but don't you fear .... 
oh yes, I always have.
why did you get these mortgage payments on your back? 
tax write-off.
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you once wrote that all a man needed was what he could 
carry in one suitcase.
I still think that's true.
do you think you're getting soft?
yes.
are you writing as well as you once did? 
better.
how can that be?
believe me, I don't understand it either, 
do you have any advice for young writers? 
get old.
do you have any advice for old writers?
yes. never consider anything you wrote yesterday as 
important or good.
do you consider anything important? 
oh, yes .
what do you consider important?
having great areas of time in which to do nothing at 
all and to have the ability to do that.
why do you drink so much?
I don ' t know.
have you ever analyzed it?
no, I'm afraid I'd start worrying about my god damned 
liver.
what will you do when you can't write any more? 
fuck.
I mean, really.
well, really I'm like most writers:
I won't believe it.
who is the worst writer you've ever read?
well, there are two of them.
who?
George Bernard Shaw and Theodore Drieser.
why are they so bad?
just bad for me, you understand.
but why?
just a reaction, maybe they worked in areas 
I'm not fitted for.
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you're being kind.
I'm a kind person.
many of your readers don't think so. 
what do you think?
I think you're getting tired.
tiredness often helps create kindness. do you think 
I'm finished?
I'll know when I read your next work, 
how will I know when you're finished?
I don't pose as a writer, 
what do you pose as? 
your interviewer.
I think you're a fairly good one. when will I know 
when you're finished?
I think we're both finished now, he said, 
turning off the tape machine.

WITHIN MY OWN MADNESS

I have always been fascinated by Chinese armies 
of the past,
Adolph Hitler, slim young ladies in long dresses, 
a checkerboard without pieces, flags of any country, 
policemen of other countries, marmalade in the jar, 
people standing outside of movie houses, men with one arm, 
horses about ready to shit, how badly great actors act, 
canaries at night, frogs in the center of a road, 
bedsprings, the whirling of turds in a toilet, 
paperclips, dark green, beds full of dying, betrayal, 
fear, dark green freeway signs, chickens, chicken dung, 
black traffic policemen, the deaths of president's wives, 
how badly great actresses act, the failure of the poets, 
the really really rich, the really really poor, 
the murderers
and the murdered, the rapists and the raped 
what my mother dreamt
within my own madness I have not been so fascinated by 
myself, Italians, Jews, Englishmen, 
the Women's Liberation Movement,
Spain, horse shows, the Pope, spinach, the sea, 
the mountains, 
the sunset
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lemon trees fascinate me, palm trees do not 
kindness fascinates me, love does not

preciseness fascinates me and the end of long- 
windedness .

ROCK

here were all these males tuning their guitars
not a woman around
and they were content with that.
then they started arguing about who was best
and what was wrong with the so-called best.
and a couple of them had been famous
and they sat there on my rug
drinking my wine and beer and smoking my
cigarettes.
two of them stood up 
to duke it out
and that's when I ran them all off 
with their guitars and their guitar cases 
out into the moonlight 
still arguing.

I closed the door.
then I leaned against the couch and drained a beer 
fast and I 
gagged:
not a very good night: 
it was full of 
ashes.

TONGUE-CUT

he lives in the back and comes to my door 
carrying his shotgun in one hand.
"listen," he says, "there was a guy sitting 
on your couch on the porch while you were 
gone, he didn't act right. I asked him what 
he wanted, he said he wanted to see you.
I told him you weren't in. do you know a 
tall black guy named 'Dave'?"
"I dunno nobody like that ...."
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"I saw this guy on the street later and I 
asked him what he was doing in the neighbor
hood . "
"I don't know no tall black named 'Dave'."
"I've been watching your place. I ran off a couple 
of those Germans, you don't want to see any Germans, 
do you?"
"no, Max, I don't like Germans, Frenchmen and especially 
I don’t like Englishmen. Mexicans and Greeks are all 
right but there is something I don't like about the 
looks on their faces."
"there have been more Germans than any other kind."
"run them off ...."
"o.k., I will ... when you leaving town again?" 
"tomorrow."
"tomorrow ... ?"
"tomorrow, yes, and if you find some fucker sitting on 
my porch couch, blow his god damned head off ...."

"o.k. , I will ___"
"thanks, Max ... . "
"it's all right ...."
he walks back to his court in the back with his 
shotgun and 
goes inside.
"my god," says Linda Lee, "you know what you’ve 
done?"
"yes," I say.
"he believes in you. when we come back there'll be 
a dead body on the porch."
"all right ...."
"don't you remember when I took my day of silence? 
you told him you had cut my tongue out ... and he 
accepted it matter of factly ...."
"Max is the only real buddy I've 
got . . . . "
"you're an accessory to the fact ...."
"I don't like uninvited guys sitting around on my porch 
couch waiting for me
"suppose it's some poet, some guy who admires your 
work?"
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"like I said, 'Max is the only real buddy I've got. 
let's start packing
"what happened to my green dress?" 
she asks.

—  Charles Bukowski 

San Pedro CA

HIGH SERIOUSNESS

In the middle of class
there came a thumping on some nearby wall. 
"That's okay," I said,
we're in the plumbing department building
and don't laugh
because the plumbing majors
will at least get jobs.
But, inexplicably, one student
thought I had said, "the Polish department."
I learned of this second-hand.
Apparently he was himself Polish, 
which I hope is not significant, 
and he was miffed that I would imply 
that students in the Polish department 
(we don't have one, by the way) 
would spend all their class time 
banging their heads against the wall.
That was the afternoon I decided
to let my membership in the Audubon Society lapse
and to join the ACLU,
on the grounds that,
if there has to be a new extinction
I'd rather it be the egrets.

WHY I'M BETTER OFF SKIPPING MEETINGS

I had already offended the "facilitator” 
at our curriculum discussion day
with my jeremiad against redundancies and jargon —
at least I think he was offended; maybe 
he didn't realize it was his patter 
about "imaging positive and individualized 
action items" that had set me off.



Anyway, either way, I mellowed over 
the free post-conference beefeaters 
and approached him with, "Do you remember 
what you said this morning about it being 
a successful day, even if nothing more 
were accomplished than that some of us 
actually spoke to certain of our colleagues 
to whom we hadn't spoken for years?”
He brightened: "Yes," he said; "yes,
I certainly do.'"
"Well, I wanted you to know that 
I did speak to two people today
with whom I hadn't been on speaking terms for years."
"You did?" he said, "that's wonderful,"
and momentarily my heart leapt up 
to see him so happy 
because I could tell that 
for all his psychobabble
he was basically a good, well-meaning man,
but I couldn't sustain it:
"Yeah," I went on, "I told 
both of them to get fucked."

TRUER WORDS WERE NEVER SPOKEN

"I'm working hard at making my marriage last," she 
tells me.
"It ain't easy," I say.
"You bet your ass, it isn't," she nods, "and it's all 
the harder if you really enjoy strange dick."

FISH NOR FOWL

When I explained to my wife 
that it was a ritual necessity 
for me to drink Wild Turkey
while reading the latest Walker Percy novel,
she said, "I know exactly what you mean. 
Half-way through The Old Man and the Sea,
I went out for lox."
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MINIMALISM

this very talented student
put in my mailbox his directed studies project: 
a book of poems.
as soon as i had time, 
i picked it up for perusal.
i was shocked at the incompetence of the first poem. 
it was nothing but a row of phrases 
that seemed to make no sense at all:

the meat market 
visions of susan
dementia praecox strikes el segundo 
morning of an abalone 
hexameter/parameter 
etc.

jesus Christ, i thought, i'm going to have to get in 
touch with b. and advise him that he's letting conden
sation prevail over meaning altogether, 
he's leaving no transitional signposts whatsoever, 
i can't find anything resembling a rhythm 
in this pseudo-surreal jumble.
it was only on turning the page,
that i became aware i had been reading the table of 
contents.

YELLOW INCISOR

His teeth were yellow.
They were yellow because he never brushed them. 
He never brushed them
because he couldn't afford a toothbrush.
He couldn't afford a toothbrush 
because he was a dog.
The End.
P.S. While I am not altogether ashamed
of having written the above poem,
possibly because I lack the capacity for shame,
I would prefer to have written White Fang.

—  Gerald Locklin 
Long Beach CA
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LIT NOTES
The WORMWOOD AWARD presented to the "most overlooked book 
of worth in a calendar year" has been selected for 1978: 
Charles Webb’s Zinjanthropus Disease, $4.00 fm. Querencia 
Press, 1100 38th Ave., Seattle WA 98122. 5 TriQuarterly:
43 is devoted entirely (750 pp.) to "The Little Magazine 
In' America: A Modern Documentary History" ($6.95 fm. Tri- 
Quarterly, 1735 Benson Ave., Northwestern University, Ev
anston IL 60201. It contains a valuable 84-page annotat
ed bibliography for 84 "little" mags as well as a series 
of essays —  one of which was contributed by the editor 
of Wormwood (pp. 388-397). For those with $25 to spend, a 
hard-bound copy is obtainable fm. Pushcart Press, P.O. Box 
845, Yonkers NY 10701. J Some: 9 is a special issue 
titled "Poets on Stage: The Some Symposium on Poetry Read
ings," $3.50 fm. Release Press, 309 W. 104th St. (#9D),
New York NY 10025. J Rockbottom: 7/8 is a book issue on 
thinly disguised fiction titled "first-person intense,"
$5 fm. Mudborn Press, 209 West De la Guerra, Santa Barbara 
CA 93101. 5f Manroot has published the 190-page select
ed poems (1960-7b) of Paul Mariah, This Light Will Spread; 
$4.95 + postage fm. Box 892, South San Francisco CA 94080.

Jf A significant step in the right direction is Edward 
Field's A Geography of Poets: An Anthology of the New 
Poetry, $2.95, a Bantam paperback original (608 pp.)ISBN: 
0-553-12441-2. Probably not in yr. local bookstore or 
newsstand, so contact publisher at 666 Fifth Ave., New 
York NY 10019.
NEW MAGS::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::

Urthkin (edit. Larry Ziman) $3.95/copy fm. P.O. Box 67485, 
Los Angeles CA 90067. IT Impulse (edit. Ann Menebroker) 
fm. Rt. 1, Box 821, Wilton CA 95693. j Manassas Review 
(edit. Patrick Bizzaro) fm. Northern Virginia Community 
College, Manassas Campus, Manassas VA 22110 (Vol. 1:3/4 
is the Wm. Heyen issue). y DURAK: The International 
Magazine of Poetry (edit. Robert Lloyd & D.S. Hoffman)
$3/2 issues fm. RD 1 Box 352, Joe Green Rd., Erin NY 14838 
(the first issue features George Hitchcock). JT Titmouse 
Review is to be resuscitated as the Titmouse Annual and 
needs manuscripts; address: c/o Uyehara-Hoffman, 72T) West 
19th Ave., Vancouver B.C., Canada. 5T TiempOreal; Revista 
de la Universidad Simon Bolivar, fm. Valle de Sartenejas, 
Baruta, Estado Miranda, Apartado Postal 80.659, Caracas, 
Venezuela.

PRESS NOTES:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::
New fm. Bombshelter Press, 1092 Loma Dr., Hermosa Beach CA 
90254: Doraine Poretz's This Woman In America ($2); Jack 
Grapes ' Breaking On Camera ($3); We 're All In This Together
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—  Stories, Poems & Opinions by Students of Katherine Ed- 
wards School ($3?); and James Krusoe's History of the 
World ($3). jr Latest fm. black sparrow press , P ,0. Box 
3993, Santa Barbara CA 93105: Paul Goodman's A Ceremonial: 
Stories 1936-1940 ($5); William Everson's The Veritable 
Years: 1949-1966 ($5); Clayton Eshleman's What She Means 
($4.50); Sherril Jaffe's This Flower Only Blooms Every 
Hundred Years ($4.50); Eve Shelnutt's The Love Child 
($4.50); Wanda Coleman's Mad Dog Black Lady ($4.50); Joyce 
Carol Oates' All The Good People I've Left Behind ($4.50); 
Rochelle Owens' The Joe Chronicles: Part 2 ($5); James 
Schuyler's What's For Dinner? ($4.50); and Tom Clark's 
When Things Get Tough On Easy Street ($5).

MODERN CLASS ICS:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::
Paul Bowles' Collected Stories ($6) and Charles Bukowski's 
Women ($5) fm) black sparrow press, P.O. Box 3993, Santa 
Barbara CA 93105. 5 Steve Richmond's Venice jones, $2.50
fm. Artaud's Elbow, P.O. Box 1139, Berkeley CA 94701. 5F 
Barbara Drake's Love at the Egyptian Theatre, $2.50 fm.
Red Cedar Press, c/o English Dept., Michigan State Univ
ersity, East Lansing MI 48824.
VERY HIGHLY RECOMMENDED:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::
James Magorian's Piano Tuning at Midnight, $2 fm. Laughing 
Bear Press, Box 15~ Woodinville WA 98072. 5 Tony Dash's
Transplants, $1 fm. Driftwood Publications, 58 Exeter Rd., 
Bootle 20, Lancashire, England. I Gerald Malanga's 100 
Years Have Passed; Prose Poems, $2 fm. Little Caesar Press, 
3373 Overland Ave. , No. 2^ Los Angeles CA 90034. J Kirk 
Robertson's Under the Weight of the Sky, $2.50 fm. Cherry 
Valley Editions, Box 303, Cherry Valley NY 13320. 5
Margaret Randall's We (prose-poem portraits), $1.50 fm. 
Smyrna Press, Box 84T Stuyvesant Station, New York NY
10009. 5T Mohmed Choukri's Tennessee Williams in Tangier, 
$6 fm. Cadmus Editions, P.O. Box 4725, Santa Barbara CA 
93103. J Judson Crews' Live Black Lusaka and sting in- 
tere, unpriced fm. Teocalli Tadpole Publications, P.O.
Box 40011, Albuquerque NM 87196. J Also by Crews: nolo 
contendere (with preface by Robert Creeley) $4 fm.Wings 
Press, P.O. Box 25296, Houston TX 77005. JF Paul Van- 
gelisti's Portfolio ($2) and Mohammed Dib's Omneros^ ($3) 
fm. The Red Hill Press, 6 San Gabriel Dr., Fairfax3A 
94930 (also fm. same source: G.E. Murray's Gasoline 
Dreams, $2). f Ellen Wittlinger's Breakers ($3.95) and 
F.T. Prince's Collected Poems ($4.95) fm. STTeep Meadow 
Press, c/o Horizon Press, 156 Fifth Ave., New York NY
10010. S Norbert Blei's The Hour of the Sunshine Now:
Short Stories, $3.95 fm. Story Press, 7370 South Shore Dr. 
Chicago IL 60649. IT Opal L. Nations' irreverent The 
Tragic Hug of a Small French Wrestler and Carol Berge's 
Timepieces, unpriced fm. The Fault, 33513 6th St., Union 
City CA 94587. 5 (Continued in Wormwood: 76.)



FOREIGN LANGUAGE PUBLICATIONS
Fin. Centro Experimenta, Via S. Maria 126, 80010 Quarto, 
Napoli, Italy: LA POST/AVANGUARDIA: Marginal Art And The 
Marginality of Art. 51 Fm. Editorial Grupo Cero, Ap. de 
Correos n.u239l, Madrid, Spain: Revista Grupo Cero:3 
(Psicoanálisis y Poesia) $7; Atardecer en la colina(Jorge 
Luis Lombardero) $3; canto a nosotros mismos, también 
somos america, perversión? o la muertea de la palabra? y 
psichoanalisis del amor and ese imposible, y psicoanálisis 
del lider (Miguel Oscar Menassa) each $2.50¡psicoanálisis 
del psicoanálisis (Jaime Icho Kozak) $3; el fin del amor 
(Maria Chevez) $4. J Almacigo (Pablo Mora) fm. author, 
UNET, Apdo. 436, San Cristóbal, Táchira, Venezuela. J 
Génesis (Estrella Genta) fm. author, Cas. 15.106-D0 5, 
Montevidio, Uruguay.

The edition of this issue has been limited to 700 numbered 
copies, the first 40 copies being signed by Paul St Vincent. 
The copy now in your hand is number: 438

PATRONS OF 
WORMWOOD :

Lloyd R. Gag 
David D. Ginsburg 
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Wormwood subscriptions are $4.50/4issues/year to indivi- 
duals and $6.00/4issues/year to institutions. Patron sub
scriptions are $12.00 for four consecutive issues with 
poet-signed center-sections. Free inspection copies are 
not available because of our very limited press run. For 
collectors, copies of issues 16-23 and 25-73 are still a- 
vailable at $2/issue postpaid. Issues 1-15 and 24 are now 
out-of-print, but reasonable prices can be quoted on an 
individual basis when and if clean copies can be located. 
Copies are now on hand for all except issues 1-3 which are 
virtually impossible to find. Microfilm volumes of Worm
wood are available from University Microfilms, 3101 North 
Zeeb Road, Ann Arbor MI 48106. The contents of Wormwood 
are indexed in Index of American Periodical Versed avail- 
able fm. Scarecrow Press Inc., P.0. Box 656, Metuchen NJ 
08840.
Because of prohibitive postal/mailing costs, subscribers 
are reminded that Wormwood is mailed out with 2-4 issues 
per envelope. The press cannot respond to claims when the 
issues in question have not yet been generally released 
for mailing. All subscriptions are guaranteed through and 
including Issue 84. Thank you for your tolerance.
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