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AT EL PATIO THE WORKERS FRATERNIZE

Often Andres and I drink beer after work.
We sit in the parking lot in my car and discuss 
work, Mexico and the U.S.
He tells me the flies in America are lazy.
"In Mexico," he says. "The flies swarm onto your meal 
and are so fast that you cannot swat even the slowest 
one. "
"Here," he says, weaving his hand slowly through the 
air, "The flies are very slow and very lazy."
ii.
After work Manuel, the head cook, enjoys himself.
He goes and sits at the end of the bar, 
drinks Miller Lites and smokes L&M cigarettes.
He is in his fifties but his skin is still smooth 
and although he is never outside in the sun 
he is very brown.
He has a way of smiling,
of narrowing his eyes at me,
and running his finger along his moustache
that makes me think he's about to squeeze
one of my tits or mutter something obscene.
When I ask him a question in the kitchen,
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he will lift the hem of his apron, 
wipe his hands and walk toward me 
with narrowed eyes.
He comes very close to me,
but this is because he is nearly deaf
and can hear nothing over the frying of tacos,
I come up to Manuel while he is sharpening
the butcher knife because I have to explain an order.
He smiles, and rubs the long knife against the metal 
sharpening rod.
I tell him the customer is weird, 
that she wants her tostada hot, 
wants it to be put in the oven.
And her husband wants the eggs on his Huevos Rancheros, 
runny.
Manuel smiles, grinding his knife at me.
"And what about you?" he asks. "Do you also like things 
hot and runny?"
iii.
Nearly every man at El Patio is shorter 
than I am,
so Manuel begins calling me "Grandota" 
which means "the tall one."
Because of my height the guys seem to assume 
I've never seen a dick.
On slow nights they test me.
When I walk into the kitchen to leave dirty dishes 
or fetch clean towels,
Raul will waylay me with a long, thick carrot 
that he waves in front of my face 
or sometimes with a pointy jalapeno 
which he holds in the palm of his hand.
"What's this look like Grandota?" he will ask.
And every time I say, "My sister."
Then Raul and Alberto, who've been listening, 
break into that sound reminiscent of an ambulance 
or of someone falling over a cliff.
"Ayeee, Grandota!" they yell and then they turn 
the radio up.
iv.
Alberto is horny,
but then all of the cooks are.
But I just get the feeling
that Alberto with his scrawny shoulders
and too wide hips, encased in Sergio Valente jeans,
never gets very much.
He always asks the waitresses, 
in Spanish,
if we want to see his dick.
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We tell him we don't want to see anything so small, 
a gibe which has led to his present epithet: 
peanut pecker.
When Alberto removes the toothpicks
that have held the tacos together during frying,
he inadvertently breaks the shell.
"Can't you spread anything without breaking it?" 
asks Gayle. "You've got to learn to spread things 
a little more gently, honey."
v .
Fina,
is married to a man twenty years her junior.
It's rumored that he married her for the 'papers,' 
that he is a very ambitious man, 
that he has a good job as a truck driver, 
although he's only been in the U.S. two years.
But I think that Fina with her loud voice
and top-shaped body
makes him work for that greencard.
"Come on," she'll yell at the assistant cook, 
when he's slacking on the orders,
"If that's how slow you move at night 
your wife must not be very happy."
vi.
When it is really slow
and we have no one to wait on,
we talk to the busboys,
most of whom have a limited knowledge of English.
To Juan and Jorge we plead, "Make the customers come."
It took them a long time to realize 
just what we meant.

vii.
Late at night
after the restaurant is closed
and only Antonio is left there to sweep under the booths, 
Andres comes to my house 
and we talk about everyone.
It gives us pleasure to gossip
when no one at work knows we know each other.
It makes us feel omniscient.
Andres tells me that Fernando is really a joto 
even though he pretends to leer at the waitresses.
I tell him Maria is after Raul
even though Raul is married to Kathy
who, I add, believes Mexicans are the fourth race
and that she is still a virgin
because her baby was delivered by caesarean section.

-127



He tells me that Raul thinks he's smart 
because he knocked up Anna 
the sixteen year old hostess 
after last year's Halloween party.
"He thinks he knows more than everybody," says Andres. 
"Just like Manuel. He thinks if he spray the restaurant 
he'll get rid of all the cucarachas."

viii.
Everyone discusses the cockroaches at work: 
the busboys, the dishwashers, the cooks 
and especially the waitresses.
We find them everywhere —  
lurking in coffee cups, 
baked into enchiladas, 
even in the walk-in freezer.
Bertha remarks,
after swatting a roach with the gothic novel 
she's reading, that when the world ends 
only the cockroaches will remain.

ix.
The cockroach fogger,
that Tony, our boss, grudgingly invested in, 
is an object of amusement and curiosity 
for many of the employees.
Fina, the cook, is never happier
than when she has come upon a nest of roaches
in one of the storage rooms.
Then she gets Alberto and they wheel out the fogger 
which looks like a shiny, black vacuum cleaner 
with mysterious, luminous dials.
Fina and Alberto crouch 
and point the nozzel at the nest, 
smiling as the foul smoke drifts out 
and sends the bugs scurrying.
When I work Monday mornings
the fumes from the fogger are very strong.
I now know how to say I have a headache in Spanish 
something I say every Monday when I become dizzy.
The insecticide covers everything.
The tables are spotted with it
like windshields that have dried after rain.
The vinyl of the booths looks particularly shiny 
as if they have just been waxed.
All the glasses and the jars of chili peppers 
are covered with white towels 
like furnishings in an elegant summer home 
that must be uncovered for the season.
In spite of the towels,
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all the knives, forks, glasses and various utensils 
are sticky with the poison.
We must wash our hands a lot on Mondays 
and try not to rub our eyes.
x.
At the Christmas party, held in the Aztec room, 
everyone is out of uniform and in real-life clothes 
and nearly everyone is dancing.
Maria with Lupito, Alberto with Bertha.
I dance with Andres,
a fast two step where my arm rests over his shoulder, 
a basic John Travolta where we sweat, 
and Cumbia where I fumble
and Andres makes fine patterns with his small black shoes. 
The music is so insistent
that even Manuel takes a waitress on his arm 
and cuts loose.
Later,
Andres and I sit in a booth on station four.
I say that it's strange to be sitting in the spot 
where only hours ago I had been serving enchiladas, 
that it's strange to be relaxing 
where I work.
He nods.
In a day we will be back 
Andres for his tenth year,
I for my seventh month.
When a grey roach walks across the table 
we make no move to kill it.
"Siempre la cucarachas," says Andres.
"Siempre El Patio,"

—  Jill Young
Long Beach CA

THE GIRL WHO'LL SAY ANYTHING

doesn’t know how to stink. Every morning, 
all day, and half the night she uses every 
imaginable soap, shampoos full of protein, 
covers herself with lotions and powders, 
takes special pills. Her very sym
pathetic, long-suffering, handsome, morose, 
somnambule, tall, coughing, leering, leak
ing husband also tries every method in 
his little black book but has been unable to 
make her stink.



ii.
goes up to Leroy at the bar and refuses to 
tell him the secret. Leroy in return 
refuses to tell her a joke and then every
one gets involved, refusing to buy beer and 
wine and pickled eggs and play pool and 
shuffleboard and punch each other and break 
the glasses. The bartender refuses to kick 
them out and this goes on for a secret 
interval.

iii.
unlocks her refrigerator. She takes out the 
butter and the tomatoes and the lettuce with 
brown streaks and the dripping blue yogurt, 
puts them in piles on the kitchen table and 
slowly, deliciously counts them. She has 
nightmares about these treasures shrivelling 
up and stinking. It took years of work and 
cunning and scrimping to fill her refrigerator 
with this wonderful butter and tomatoes and 
lettuce with brown streaks and dripping blue 
yogurt, and sometimes she wonders whether 
that secret pleasure indulged in three times 
a day is worth it.
iv.
loathed the sight of Mondays, Tuesdays, 
Wednesdays. Thursdays and Fridays. And on 
weekends she hated them with a worse passion. 
They are apparently indestructable enemies, 
even on vacations. You know the old adages: 
"if this is Jerusalem, it must be Wednesday," 
"thank God. it's Friday," and other blas
phemies. Because I'm sure God didn't invent 
Mondays, Tuesdays, Wednesdays, Thursdays or 
even Fridays. I think it was sneaky old 
original Adam and Eve who did it. When God 
caught them disobeying him and made them 
embarrassed to be naked in public, Adam prob
ably said (trying to make amends) "let's get 
wed." That's 'Wednesday' in Hebrew. And so 
they left the Garden of Eden by the first 
tourist bus to Jerusalem and have been killing 
each other ever since.

v.
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I am in this department store and I am look
ing for a proper fit. Beneath us the sewers 
travel by, yet everyone smells perfect, like 
straight out of an oven. Warm and crunchy, 
the saleswoman points out boots and undies 
she too might wear. I have a hard time con
centrating on all this —  hands wandering off 
to the jewelry section to see how many 
diamonds they can fit into my pockets, while 
the rest of me hangs around the restrooms, 
tapping the floor, whistling and wearing a 
disarming hat.

vi.
Some people love to wolf things down and I 
myself have been known to be a little over- 
eager when it comes to food —  not as much as 
an eagle or a lion or a snake, more than a 
rat or a piglet or a hen or a cat, just about 
the same as a hog or a cow.

vii.
I'm reporting from a town where they have 
very reasonable beauty parlors at nearly 
every intersection and off-ramp. Here people 
gather in the mornings, sipping coffee and 
smoking whilst being turned out stunningly 
beautiful. There is some banter, occasionally 
to the point where someone gets rolled out or 
splashed with mascara or lipstick. But in 
this town where I'm reporting from everything 
is soon back to normal and there is no sound 
but the scrubbing, slapping and smearing of 
faces and sometimes other parts of the body too. 
I am quite transformed myself. Goodbye.

viii.
Here are ten English sentences:
1. She sat in a nice warm bed.
2. He had influenza.
3. She was a kleptomaniac.
4. He loved her.
5. What does "kleptomaniac" mean?
6. Is it someone who starts fires, steals, or 

has intercourse with the dead?
7. I don't know.
8. Did she commit high treason in the process?
9. How many bullets will kill her?
10. Or would she prefer a noose, or a severe 

lecture?
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Point out the purpose of these sentences, bear
ing in mind all the things you can remember.

ix.
Viola has a pet kangaroo called Bruno, who 
"runs" errands. In fact he hops, like all 
kangaroos, and beats all the longjumpers at 
Bon Vista Community College, where he is at 
on a scholarship. Bruno can say two things: 
"Viola sent me," and "put it in my pouch," 
and works part-time as a trash collector.
He's very happy and Viola is very impressed, 
letting him crouch on the back of her motor
cycle. But since Bruno's "the man," she's 
gonna teach him how to ride the bike himself, 
so he can drive her around.

x.

Medals are falling. They're noisy and every
one's frightened, waiting for them to stop. 
There's about two feet of them per square 
inch and the whole town has been declared a 
disaster area. Soldiers are being sent in 
to take care of them.

—  Nichola Manning 
Long Beach CA

ALL'S FAIR:
IN RESPONSE TO LOCKLIN'S "THE WOMEN HAVE WON"
there are many who don't approve of my drinking, 
a tree or two, that I know of, personally, 
and all those strange or estranged people 
who honked or gestured with upraised finger 
or even, in one case, a whole forearm, 
when I made my sojourn from long beach 
to the wilds of l.a. yesterday
my dinner date, a most iron-willed young man, 
soon regretted suggesting that I drive, 
and began by gasping "jeez" once or twice, 
soon going to "that's illegal" and "I have a wife 
and baby."
I responded that people had been honking at me all day 
and would he please stop, it was making me tired and 
this could result in a loss of concentration.
"jeez," he said again.
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ray friend and attorney managed to advise me on my problem
in the car and at the resturant
before the won ton soup was consumed;
he estimated, all told, that proceedings would take
perhaps a year.
he warned me against men, and against further angering 
my spouse.
we made a deal that I would ghost-write his memoirs 
of the "bawdy years" in Amsterdam, which he detailed 
extensively through dinner, in technicolor, 
when he finished, I commented 
I could see what he meant about men.
there came at once a "you're not safe with me either."
there were reduced comments on my driving
on the ride back to westwood,
and a debate about jazz guitar and astrology.
I left him at UCLA and my car rolled cooperatively onto 
the 405,
in harmony with the stream of lights moving back toward 
long beach.
thoughts went speed limit right along, from galaxies 
and astrological patterns
to the tales of a college boy living in a whorehouse 
in Amsterdam,
to the deep-voiced warning about the dangers of "men."
I thought immediately of the thick-armed man who 
thrust his middle finger
out his car window at me earlier, and the colleague
i'd had lunch with who'd bought me a flower, and my
honored counsel clutching the carseat
as I zipped in front of a bus onto the freedway.
so I had been duly warned against men,
by a man, no less, with a sense of fair play.
I noted my exit and swerved on home towards the spouse,
who would, no doubt, be asleep, unsuspecting.
on the table lay a letter from gerry about women
responding to my letter about women responding to
his poem about women,
and a bill from the gynecologist.
I thought of the day's men I had barrelled through with 
my car.
men on the road, men in restaurants and in government 
offices, men in parking garages and in envelopes on my 
dining room table,
and one, indeed, sleeping in the bed upstairs, 
men I had angered and flustered and enticed and 
confused and ignored.
at least five of whom I had kissed that day 
(and only one with a semblance of passion).
I had rifled through them all, carelessly, 
wanting and getting something from each.
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someone, with a sense of fair play, ought to warn the men 
against me.

—  Judy Salinas 
Long Beach CA

THE VORTEX
Somewhere out of the distance, unwinds the tense 
braided sound of a tornado, causing the dog to circle 
whimpering and the chickens in the yard to test their 
stumpy wings. The lights flicker in the kitchen, as dark 
clouds roll and collide, as chaotic as oil stirred into 
running water. An old pickup truck pulls to the side of 
a dirt road. Pa and Jimmy, both in overalls, get out 
fast, running for the deep ravine of the creek bed.
Above, a black fist is hopping thumb down across the 
fields, rubbing out structures, like occasional ants 
on a checkered tablecloth. Ma and the young ones are 
in the cellar, holding on to the pickles and preserves. 
Nobody dares to cry.
Just at the moment when the sky screams and the 
fist snubs out the ravine, jumping next to the house, 
which splinters, like a match box under a heavy boot, 
Dorothy, always ready, lying on her back in the pig 
sty in between, clicks off a roll capturing the whole 
event, launching her career in journalism.

SOMEBODY
Somebody looks in a mirror in the morning, thinking 
how much she resembles somebody in the movies, some
thing chic she had seen in a store window or on television. 
Later, she hangs up the receiver of the telephone, con
vinced that she talks like the lyrics of a popular song 
playing on the radio. When making love, she is pretty 
certain that she undresses like a centerfold, moves like 
a peep show. In bed alone at night, she curls up tiny 
and content, assured that she is cradled in big, strong 
hands.

—  Greg Boyd
Sepulveda CA
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GREEN NIGHT AT THE TEXAS COWGIRL
How was I to know what she had in mind 
when she caressed my shoulder from behind 
with one hand and stood there scampy dressed 
asking me if I was ready for a "table dance?"
The night was still young and I was engrossed 
in what was going on up on stage where another 
with nothing on at all was bouncing to the music, 
bending over and grinding vulgarly around.
I'd never been to Houston before and had no idea
what might be going on inside this place
that advertised "show girls" in blinking lights.
I thought the "show girls" worked up on stage,
but I was wrong. They were all over the place.
When I looked around I could see that they had 
infiltrated the audience. How could so many girls 
be in this one place? And on a weeknight.'
I could see the bills, folded longways, stuffed 
underneath the elastic band that went around their 
waists and held up that tiny triangle of cloth 
that constituted all they wore by law.
She told me it was her birthday, and before she'd 
always received lots of twenties, but now she 
hadn't received a single one. Said she usually charged 
fifteen and there she went, dangling in my face.

REPORT
I know this is long over due. I'm sure you want to know 
what has been going on. You demand an accounting, and 
rightly so. This won't take long. I'll be brief.
I am utterly afraid for you to know how things really 
stand.
You'll say I don't even deserve the dust that has settled 
so thickly on the surfaces of my idle life. And you're 
right.
I'll tell you right off, I don't have any pretexts.
There are
no excuses. I could ramble on for hours describing 
in detail
the little why's and wherefore's that have impeded any 
semblance of progress, but that would just bore you 
and press me
harder against the wall I've backed myself into.
There's no
sick baby, no wrecked car, not even a nagging wife 
to blame —
just lost dreams and ailing hopes.
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I won't enumerate the specific mistakes I've made. That 
would be to dwell on trivialities. Everything I do is 
just a fraction of one big on-going mistake.
So, there you have it. My only defense is no defense 
at all —
a comprehensive admission of total guilt. I here cede 
all hope,
and place my very self at your mercy. Have done with me.

—  James Miller Robinson
Delegacion Iztapalapa, Mexico

ON THE VERANDAH

A screened porch. The house was old, crumbling, 
condemned,
soon to be razed to make way for an arid 
marble annex to the Library of Congress.
As summer started to steam, we found refuge there. 
Whoever came to the front door felt mild airs 
lap his cheek as we opened it, was bound to hear 
ice chunk against the inside of a Libby glass
pitcher from back of the house, three rooms away, 
no matter what time of day. A huge fig tree 
spread gluey, dog-scented shadows through the yard, 
drenched the porch in a wavery undersea 
only candleflecks of sunlight could get through.
It stuck the hand-shaped prints of its leaves on parts 
of our bodies as we played we were plaster casts poured
from famous Greek statues. There was one blank wall 
across the yard from us, high fences on both sides, 
no one to see us. We would vaseline our skin, 
strike poses, make love straddling a kitchen chair, 
you riding my lap, I sometimes riding yours, 
fall asleep after on the wicker settee, 
a thin Kashmir shawl shrouding our crossed fallen
limbs. We were living the Southern Decadence 
we read about, took long, hot baths, ate peaches 
in the nude, drinking the juice from each other.
I did not care for the warm tallow that held us 
together, the incense, the chants, the Tantric poses 
you would assume, though I could stroke your back 
for hours,
the breath of my mouth softly ruffling your hair.
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ON LOOKING INTO CHINGGALTAI'S GRAMMAR OF THE MONGOL 
LANGUAGE

First there is the script: 
gnarls of ancient wisteria;

better yet, blackberry canes 
that hold their icy early-morning fruit 
just above the dust of goldenrod.
As I lift the book as though to drink 

sweet white mare's milk from it, I smell the hair-long 
lemon-scented grasses of the steppe 
braised by the hooves of Temujin's eight

isabella geldings.
Then I see, written in eyelets and curls, 

the pronouns I have needed: 
the inclusive 'we' bida, the exclusive 
'we' ba. The first one is 'you and I' 
sharing on this page a membrane-thin 

cross-section of my heart, under microscope 
a pomegranate freshly broken
spitting its scores of garnets from the cove

of a wine-washed rind.
The second is 'I and someone else' 

who lay together that day, 
our skin shaded by the blackberry's leaves 
shaded by honey locusts, our mouths 
black-purple with its fruit's nearblack juice, 

as though stained with the ink of fresh new pronouns 
as we took from each other a darker 
sweetness. Yet a third pronoun behaves

as both masculine 
and feminine, pronoun for angels, 

who, we are told, are neither male 
nor female. I would use it. I would speak 
of the blackberry stain that stabbed through 
your man's white shirt, making its birthmark 

beneath, speak of how I lapped it from your flesh, 
how goldenrod dusted your hair, how we cried 
the same dove-throated cry that angels make.

—  Roger Finch 
Tokyo, Japan
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A BUNCH OF VULTURES
No matter how hard you prune
the wild strawberry bushes
on either side of the house
you end up with more strawberries
than you know what to do with
loose and tumbling out of baskets;
you flag down passing cars
and beg them to take some, you even offer
to throw in a kitten and a basket of tomatoes
because you also have more
kittens and tomatoes than you know
what to do with, and they're just
as hard to get rid of as strawberries
because people are more reluctant
to take something they
know you're desperate to get rid of
than they are to take something they themselves
would want to keep. You can't
appear too desperate in front of people, that's
for sure; it scares them
to see their own desperation reflected
in someone else, they're happier
when they think they're stealing from you —
that you're not just madly giving yourself
to any and all takers. On the other
hand how can you let all those strawberries
wilt in the shade when they could be servicing
a thousand shortcakes, and what man
of conscience could keep the "drowning option"
securely in his hip pocket for when the purring
and scratching gets to be too much
without exploring every other avenue?
The cars go by without stopping now.
But in winter, when the fields 
turn icy and brown, they might slow down, 
yes, they probably will slow down 
remembering the wonderful strawberries 
they almost bought from you last summer.

PROUD POEM
I'm not going to take that lying down 
and I'm not going to take it standing up.
I'm going to take it sitting on my exercise bicycle 
clocking the miles I could be riding away from you.
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OUR INFANT
Remembering those days
when the house was full of soft white diaper bags
and we had our own private diaperman
who always came when we were in the middle
of doing something, who barged right in
before we could even answer the doorbell
because he had 15 more stops on his delivery route,
remembering the smell of pablum, ointment, ammonia,
as he took three bags and left three clean ones
in a heap next to the sanitized yellow pail,
remembering those days as I sit across
from my four-year-old son watching him
color his spaceship green and olive green
to go with his aliens, red and olive red,
makes me want to go back there
and stay there, and not let it slip by again.

—  Peter Morris 
Princeton NJ

HOT AIR 
went up
in a hot air balloon 
on a windy day, 
six of us in all, 
looking down below; 
the pilot releasing 
flames from the burner 
into the envelope 
above us, and i thought 
of how i was once afraid 
to leave the ground 
but wasn't anymore, 
drifted some 16 miles 
in a south-easterly 
direction, the wind 
coming up as we 
were coming down, 
fell hard into a field, 
dragged on our side, 
hanging onto the ropes 
in the basket,
waiting to fall out or stop.
had no fear at all.
got out alive.
bruises days later, the way
it always is
with near-calls
after the fact.

DISTANCE —  for K.R.
over 1,000 miles 
& all we can share 
are letters, 
voices on tape,
& some photos, 
i write a poem 
dedicating it to you. 
you compose 
blues for annie. 
we 're both 
shifting gears, but 
are we going up 
or down hill?
& is this 
automatic drive 
or a stick shift? 
neither of us 
has really
put on the brakes; we're 
what you call 
coasting.
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PHIL W.
never met him 
in all the years 
even though he lived 
fairly close to me. 
finally did, at an 
outdoor gathering, 
couldn't think 
of much to say 
except "nice to finally 
meet you and i like 
your poems." 
further, i liked 
his wife, too.
2nd time i met them
a group of us
went out for dinner
drank 3 large carafes
of wine, finishing
with brandy. and i liked
them even better.

HOW IT IS
load the blue pick up 
with cleaning equipment 
warm up the engine, 
same work as the day 
before and the week 
before that, 
feeling a sharp sting 
on my arm, look down 
but nothing is ever there, 
just the feel of it, 
without the bite, 
some pains are so small 
it's hard to imagine 
teeth that little.

BICYCLE
bought a bike
called "traveler”
carried it up
to my 2nd story
apartment.
let it sit there
in my bedroom
for 3 hours, carried
it back down.
got on, rode a
few feet, fell off
into the ivy plants
and rocks.
got up and on again, 
hey, you don't forget 
years of spinning 
your wheels.

SWAGGER
Darryll stomps 
down the drive-way 
drunk as a lord, 
taking big steps 
that don't look 
too stable, 
he just took $10 
from his wife, 
knocked her around 
a little & now 
he's going 
to the liquor store 
to get some whiskey 
& coke
so he can keep 
the man pumping 
through him.

—  Ann Menebroker 
Elk Grove CA

- 140



NO QUARTER
the goddamn ants
under my patio won't surrender
stubborn little shits
i repeatedly
spray 'em, stomp 'em, drown 'em
once even 
sealing the seams 
with cement caulk
the industrious bastards 
moved in heavy equipment 
and blasting powder
i retaliated
with boiling hot water
& a more potent poison
now it's
a classic mexican standoff 
they're holed up
inside an ant alamo 
i dance on the roof 
humming the Degflello
awaiting another fatal foray
ants, sex and editors 
who send rejection slips
anything's fair
in love and war and poetry

S. K. Morgan



THE JOHN BELUSHI MEMORIAL POEM
hit a howard johnson's lounge 
in utica, new york, 
almost freaking out
on the insipid banality 
of the ladies' night crowd, 
an amalgam of absurd mediocrity
blaring speakers drowning out 
quiet, social conversation,
the singer, bearded, paunchy, 
off-key, sunglasses, low brim hat, 
baggy designer jeans, john belushi 
imitating kenny rogers imitating 
leon redbone,
sharp faced 19-year-old virgins 
and middle-aged gals wishing they were, 
two in their 20s, matching eye shadow, 
sweaters and stretch slacks strained 
by potato sack thighs,
at the bar, sipping cheap scotch 
and leering, 40ish dudes in wrinkled 
leisure suits stolen from the 
salvation army,
a kissy-faced couple and a gone 
to fat ex-football player and his 
peroxide blonde wife,
me, drinking jack daniels and 
molson's ale, wondering if grendel 
still listens at the meadhouse 
door, j.b., loyal wife, sensing
my growing weirdness, drags 
me back to our room and bed 
and the reality of another 
dull day, but the glint, 
goddammit, still in my eyes.

HYPERTENSION
dad died at 47
grandfather at 53
morgan males traditionally 
die before 60
except uncle bill, 71, 
a balding hypochondriac
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we somehow inherited hypertension 
and faithfully pass it along 
to each generation
i've got it
my son may get it
at 36, i've been taking pills 
for years that make me pee 
and sometimes inhibit hard-ons
i should lose weight and cut 
more salt and booze from my diet
though I swim a mile with ease 
can do 40 pushups and walk several 
miles daily, weather permitting
i don't smoke or ingest caffeine 
and rarely run around on my wife
i write poetry, smile at babies 
and butterflies and haven't punched 
a hole in a door in years
i may die young or may beat uncle 
bill's longevity record, even my 
hairdresser doesn't know for sure
so kindly indulge my periodic 
outbursts of weirdness
it's what separates me
from those who talk to their shadows.

THE TIME I PAID FOR IT
oddly enough the affair
ended with us the best of friends
a flame still flickered 
though i couldn't convince her 
friends could be sometime lovers
once, on a whim, offered 
$20 and she quickly said yes, 
we all have our fantasies,
she was perfumed and sexily 
dressed when i arrived though 
everything soon came off
even the black nylons
so i could feast 
on her pert breasts 
and bright red pubes
as i was leaving
she asked for her money
i grinned and said, "find it"
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she did though it took 
nearly an hour and i suspect
she enjoyed the searching as 
much as humping a horny poet

THREE GUYS GETTING OLDER AT LUNCH
-- for Ed M. & Bob J.

lunching at milo's taverna 
eyeing the waitress's 
round, firm ass
comparing gray hair 
and receding foreheads 
the youngest, i sport
the least gray and most hair 
but am the heaviest 
and have hypertension
we unanimously agree on 
the excellence of the reubens 
jerks we've known and loathed 
who's buying the final round
they take me home and return to work
i put on a bob dylan tape and 
start typing trying to think of a
good excuse for getting drunk 
knowing the day may come 
excuses are etched in my face.

HE KILLS CATS, YOU KNOW
four star crazy, often
in the loony bins, large, hulking,
in his 20s, adrenalin wild eyes
claims he's moving west 
i close his case (per request) 
two weeks later he's in
throwing a fit about reapplying
the manic misfit never left town 
confirms the landlord, who adds
"he kills cats, you know. i'm 
always finding them in the trash."
"fine with me," i quip,
"i'm allergic to cats."
the landlord wasn't amused.
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i recommended no one in the office 
purr around the wacko.

THE MILK OF HUMAN KINDNESS
fascinating was
the cat's deadly ritual
stalk/catch/tease/release 
stalk/catch/tease/release
except to the chipmunk 
and sue who didn't like 
to think her pet capable 
of such cruelty
i reassured her it was 
merely the cat's natural 
instincts at work
hell, it was more entertaining 
than a pro wrestling match
but i finally tired 
waiting for the kill 
cut the doomed chipmunk 
in half with an axe 
throwing the remains 
in the bushes
sue, grateful i'd ended 
its suffering took me to bed 
and screwed my brains out
all the damned cat 
gave me was a dirty look.

SOMETHING'S CLICKING
something's clicking juices 
flowing it's 9:15 a.m. i 
feel like sitting at this 
goddamn typewriter all day 
drinking writing getting 
into a creative groove 
it's cold overcast may even 
snow j.b. has a night meeting 
will be home late and pissed 
if i drink all her wine i've 
just enough money for a pint 
of bourbon and quart of beer 
Christ it's nearly 2 miles 
round trip to the store i'll 
have to walk don't have any
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frigging gloves the neighbors 
are lesbians so i can’t screw 
one and borrow her car but 
wistful thinking won't get 
me to the store staying stone 
sober isn’t appealing i'm 
just going to buy the pint 
it'll fit in my jacket pocket 
and help keep my fingers warm 
some clever bastard aren't i?

THE LAST TIME
she said she'd never seen 
a guy beat off so
i leaned back grabbed my 
hard-on started pumping
she spread her legs rubbing 
cunt and clit and breasts
Christ both of us moaning 
panting shaking climaxing
come dribbling down cock 
and hand suddenly she's
crouched touching licking 
tasting an hour later
i'm heading my torino 
south to lansing towards
a life i thought i'd wanted 
to leave but couldn't

THIS ONE'S FOR MY OLD MAN
who dropped dead 
at 47 in the middle 
of a word
and missed by 2 years 
my first newspaper byline
and by 16 years 
my first published poem
vicarious pride denied 
he'd often yearned to write
penned a short story 
that didn't sell and 
never tried again
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then heart attacks began 
exacting a deadly toll
though he fooled the doctors 
by surviving two of them
dad loved life too much 
to leave without a fight
the tough son-of-a-bitch 
who couldn't write
this one's for my old man.

WHITE ANGEL
—  for Marg Daly

adult services is often 
a frustrating, depressing 
fucker of a job, but 
White Angel manages to 
give purpose to the performance, 
"face it," she said, "a 
lot of our clients are 
the pits of the community 
care system, too poor or 
too much of a problem for 
the other agencies, sure, 
they're old, sick, senile, 
disabled, retarded, crazy, 
alcoholic or whatever, but 
they're human beings who 
deserve a chance, our job 
is to be the ones who care." 
it's a catharsis talking 
to White Angel, a doris day 
lookalike inhaling gentleness 
and exhaling compassion.

MATURITY
my 19 year old nephew 
and 20 year old niece 
stop by to visit
and for once i don't 
do my crazy uncle stan 
routine, we just talk
about my experiences 
in social work, their 
college educations,
what they want to do 
with their lives,
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how happy i am writing, 
even though it isn't 
making me rich.
gary is now 3 or 4 
inches taller than i 
and kelly is very 
attractive and sexy 
and poised.
it's very strange 
this talk, so damned 
casual and intelligent,
with people whose diapers 
i used to change, and
now we're behaving like 
responsible, mature 
adults, until now,
an aspect of my personality 
they didn't know existed.
fooled them again.

JACK
jack's a nice guy
loves his wife and family
is fun to drink with
but isn't a man to fuck with
his look alone
can chill your bones
years ago, he killed a man 
with his fists 
after the guy groped him 
in a bar
figures the goddamn queer 
had it coming
the 8 years in the slammer 
time well spent
transplant jack to an Old West 
saloon and the toughest and 
craziest gunslingers would turn 
their backs to the wall
and wild bill hickok 
a reputed frontier fairy 
would pray
his wrists didn't suddenly 
go limp

—  S. K. Morgan 
Lansing MI



Made painting tonight 
after year 
of not painting.
Tried to paint soul 
but don't know how. 
Painting ended up 
almost pure white. 
Doesn't look like 
I did anything.

WHITE PAINTING

HOMEMADE WINE
Good friends talking & 
drinking homemade wine 
confess to having 
nocturnal emissions. 
Sounds like a perfume 
says one of the ladies.

BUCK
At peak of their 
event she urges 
him to buck more.
Buck buck buck 
she says which he 
does until he collapses 
out of breath & 
whispers I'm broken. 
Later thinking about 
it she says that 
was pretty good 
'specially the horse 
broke part. I didn't 
mean it like that 
he says. I meant 
like a flat tire.

1962 SUM
Before work today 
friend Jim handed 
me an old sloppily 
mimeographed magazine 
filled with poems by 
obscure poets none 
of whom he knew 
until he met me.

Eyes have mysteriously 
grown independent.
Each chooses its 
own field of vision. 
This prompts me 
to discriminate & 
patch one so I 
can drive to work.

PATCH

REPRIEVE
Get a reprieve. 
Don't have brain 
tumor as 
suspected.
Step into bathroom 
to brush teeth 
& think about it. 
Notice tiny black 
ants scouting 
faucet toothpaste 
tube & wall.
Old paint shows 
thru newer paint 
in random patterns. 
Gently squeeze 
paste on brush 
& catch child's 
smile in mirror.

SHARP SHOOTER
Each night go 
out with our 
two dogs & piss 
on redwood deck 
careful to aim 
between 2 x 4s 
where maverick 
bamboo shoots 
dare to intrude.
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THURSDAY BEFORE CHRISTMAS LEVIS FOR MEN
Dropping off bag of rice 
& beans at Stanford Settlement 
overheard volunteer after 
phone conversation say 
"She doesn't want presents, 
just food, but she lives 
outside our area."
Outside it was raining.
In whose jurisdiction 
are the hungry I 
wondered walking 
back to car.

RANCHO PALOS VERDES

Today bought new pair 
of Levis designed 
to stretch over ass 
and bellie bulges. 
When a kid 
there was only 
shrink to fit.
Mom used to patch 
knees when I 
broke thru.
Hated to outwear 
or outgrow a pair. 
Didn't feel like me 
in any other pants.

Meditating in Stott's backyard 
hear across half a dozen 
fences a man yell, "Out.'
Out.'" to wild peacock 
raiding his garden.
After thoughtful silence 
a mockingbird starts 
its well rehearsed 
repertoire of tunes.

HI HO GAME

HUNGRYMAN
Trying to satisfy 
a persistent inner 
craving he nearly 
ate drank & fucked 
himself to death. 
As a child 
he ate dirt.
Older & seda.te he 
feeds on fantasies 
& goes hungry.

Today our arms ache. 
Yesterday we threw 
three boxes of Hi Hos 
to seagulls at Bodega Bay. 
Standing high up on 
dunes bordering beach 
we'd wave to gulls 
get them to circle then 
fling a cracker straight 
up into their beaks.
A wonderful game but 
costly. This morning at 
toilet I couldn't reach 
to wipe without pain.

GEORGE F.

Foggy's going to 
retire mid-term. 
History teacher is 
exactly what he 
wants to be but 
since heart attack 
job's too tough.
Only 57 won't get 
full retirement but 
jokes about Caribbean 
cruises & sexy girls 
to disguise heartache.

—  Phil Weidman
North Highlands CA
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HE THINKS HE'S A TEDDY BEAR BLUE BLUES
even if the 
attraction wears 
off he says the 
glue we have in 
common will 
hold us tho 
he's never 
heard of Anne 
Sexton or Erica 
Jong. I don't 
know baseball 
averages never 
went to the 
Islands won't 
get a Mercedes 
like Sinatra or 
stock up on beer. 
We are as far 
apart as when 
he's sports 
casting on tv 
where I wish 
he was so I 
cld turn 
him off

PETER KAPLAN
always was afraid 
of heights as a 
child but in 
the army saw how 
startling it 
was from 1600 
feet climbed 
the Empire State 
Building the 
World Trade 
Center has 
shots from an 
eagle's nest 
the only 
time he was 
hurt was at 
a wedding 
standing on 
a chair 2 
people got 
up from 
knocking 
him out

WRITING THE NIGHT OUT OF ME
his saying "junk 
your car why not 
get a Mercedes 
how old are you 
how much do you 
make who do you 
make open those 
sweet white thighs 
I know you're a 
beauty faded a 
little around 
each edge but I 
still like you 
more than any 
teeny bopper.
Erica Jong who's 
she now 
listen I hope 
you like big 
league baseball 
wrestling Sinatra 
and a room with 
a hot tub and 
gin but first 
I got to know 
why you got all 
these paintings 
these photo 
graphs of women" 
my head the silver 
vase he grinds 
his joint hot 
and hard in

KENT STATE 1970
wind in grass 
on Blanket Hill.
4 dead blood 
soaking into 
the earth 
under them 
Agnew calls 
student leftists 
"effete snobs"
Nixon concludes 
"when dissent 
turns to violence 
it invites 
tragedy"



HE SAYS YOU KNOW IF YOU DON’T GO TO
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the right school 
come from the 
right family like 
me I mean my 
ex went to 
Wellesley her 
mother's mother 
went there and 
her mother's 
mother's mother 
it's not the same 
if you go to some 
podunk school 
do you think 
Jeez your hair 
is lovely I'm 
rough around 
the edges

THE HOTEL LIFSHIN
is rejecting thos 
who rejected her 
Even that first 
time words mailed 
down town Albany 
and flung back 
by return mail 
Now that editor 
expects soft 
pillows of her 
skin an open 
reception no 
limit to space 
as if she couldn't 
also discriminate

DAMAGED MADONNA
a little thread 
bare a little 
crazy like her 
house she's a 
one of a kind 
beautiful not 
practical 
falling apart

MADONNA OF THE MANUSCRIPTS
they circle her 
bed like students 
outside her office 
before 6 am following 
her to the bath 
room swooping in 
to her scrambled 
eggs Like lovers 
they invade time 
and space promise 
more than they 
can deliver

MADONNA WITH THE MOTHER
who can’t see 
can't recognize 
cars or daughters 
even in a line of 
younger dancers 
where she's the 
only one in mid 
night tights says' 
she danced best

MADONNA OF THE LOVE LORN
men are like a 
bus they’re out 
there if you 
miss one there's 
always another

MADONNA OF THE PERFORMANCE
what had been 
ordinary's trans 
formed wild she 
stuns and amazes 
like the woman 
yesterday walking 
in Chicago who 
suddenly burst 
into flame



MADONNA WHO ATTRACTS STRANGENESS THRU THE MAIL

—  Lyn Lifshin 
Niskayuna NY

WHAT YOU WANT? BABY, I GOT IT,'
Hey, you need a Mexican Momma?
I can do that;
a few ceramic roosters,
plastic covered couches,
dainty doilies,
and a sign over the toilet:
"Pray Your Rosary"
in silver glitter.
Hell, I can do that.
Tell ya what I'm gonna do, 
you want a daughter?
A sweet mannequin?
You can mold her, scold her, 
upend her.
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lives alone with 
a ferret who she 
feeds mashed 
potatoes writes 
in just opals 
and carnelians 
sometimes a polka 
dot bikini she 
uses its elastic 
for a slingshot 
gets her man 
smelling of 
Florentine 
split leather

FOG MADONNA
she covers you 
as you lose 
yrself in her

DANDRUFF MADONNA 
a real flake

MADONNA WHO THINKS OF HERSELF
takes the liberty 
to send herself the 
two dozen roses you 
promised her Sends 
you the bill

MADONNA DRAWN TO DIFFICULT MEN
believes nobody 
ever gives 
what you 
want except 
by mistake

MADONNA WHO FIXES NEON LIGHTS
knows what 
to bend puts 
fire back 
into dead 
tubes



The laughs never end.
Walk this way,
I got your model.
You want maybe a Madonna?
A varicose-veined martyr?
The purity trip is one of my best suits. 
It's all in the make-up.
Shit, you're an easy John ain't ya?
Or does your taste run more to romance? 
Gotcha covered.'
Rich hair piled delicately, 
wisps escaping down nape, 
a fluffy pink-cameoed blouse.
She can sit under a Japanese elm 
and recite Byron.
Candles and wine are extra, Sucker.'
Honey, it's all in my back room, 
step right up.
I got your little hillbilly on ice. 
Hain't no problem.
She's a hill-climbin', suck-egg lass, 
tough as whit leather 
or tender as breakfast mush.
She'll be comin' round the mountain. 
She'll be washin' your collard greens 
in her Speed Queen washin' machine, 
be hand feedin' you okra 
and Royal Crown cola.
Shit, I can get ya that.
You want a proper person?
I got a sale this very minute 
on committee women.
Come in four shades.
This girl will organize, legitimize 
verify and epitomize your fantasies.
She will substantiate your existence. 
Burgundy or navy blue suit included.
Make an appointment,
don't be bothered
if you ain't in the mood.
You got a piece of business?
On the move,
she'll second your motion.
Step right in,
I'll fix it up.
You want a dick sucker alchemist?
A stub fetish, jewish or goy girl?
A Fanny Hill type?
Or frump librarian, 
a tooth and nail bag, 
a mystery witch hag?
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I'm running a special on religious fanatics, 
two for the price of one, 
a Witness and a 7th Day Church of Goder,
They got a guilt wrap for you 
guaranteed not to unwind.
I got wives a dime a dozen, 
whores come slightly higher.
I got go-go girls with angel faces,
and a family type
who can out-Erma Bombeck,
She'll make you pick up after yourself, 
and wash your face and hands.
Schoolboy, I got just what you need.
Maybe you want a golden girl?
Blue-eyed, pock-marked, 
skinny-lipped, long tongued, 
or an avant-garde miss 
with straggly hair, no underwear 
and spiked steel heels.
A sex kitten, red and raw 
to claw your backside.
I got it.
You want teeth?
I got voracious teeth 
of all descriptions; 
long, short, buck, 
false, capped.
I'll overbite your expectations.
Or no teeth at all; 
a mouth to gum you, 
make you come.
Why buy the whole package?
I got ala carte parts;
loose tits or firm,
in assorted sizes,
long silken tresses
pelves and butts with no dresses.
You don't have to take 'em out to lunch 
or meet their mothers.
White limbs, brown, 
yellow if you wish.
White hot torsos without bad breath,
and snapping vaginas
with warm furry lips
won't ever let you forget
where you're gonna have to come
to get
what you want.
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IT'S THE BEER THAT DOES IT
I have a purple eye
where my glasses rammed my face
I got worked up and angry on beer
attacked my sweetheart
but can only recall his retorts
I fell over the clothes hamper 
while I was trying to drag him 
back into the bedroom
I'm sore all over
have a swollen face, wrist,
bruised legs
I also fell over the hassock 
chasing him out of the livingroom
I'm not gonna drink beer anymore 
it makes me mean 
I should know better
Wineheads are wineheads
I don't get mean on wine 
Don't beat myself up 
I just quietly pass out

—  Lynne Walker 
Toledo OH

IMAGINARY FRIEND
It is not uncommon, I am told, for a child to have an 
imaginary friend. A make-believe playmate to wile away 
the lonely hours of one's childhood. Some psychologists 
go so far as to maintain that an imaginary playmate is 
the mark of an intelligent, highly imaginative and cre
ative young mind. All very reassuring, all very nice to 
know. It's almost commonplace I've heard. My mother had 
an imaginary friend. Lots of kids do. My case is, how
ever, slightly different. I didn't have just one imagin
ary friend, but rather a whole bunch of imaginary compan
ions. And they weren't exactly friends, either. They 
were a nameless, faceless, vociferous, adoring crowd, 
from whom I gleaned nothing —  save applause. They were, 
in short, fans. Imaginary fans. I was a three-year-old 
with imaginary fans. A psychologist could have a field 
day with that one.

156



MOURNING
I'm young, I know, 
so it's really pretty unlikely, 
but say something freakish happened 
and my number came up tomorrow,
say I got hit by a train, for instance, 
or some fiend poisoned my pain relievers
would you weep, and wail, and mourn 
and think that your life, too, was over?
or would you simply slip on your 
most becoming black dress, 
do your hair in an attractive, but 
appropriately somber fashion 
and ask yourself,
"I wonder if any of his cute friends 
will be attending the funeral?"

REAL THING
At last count I had fallen in love 14,723 times 
Above the national average, I'm told, for a twenty five 
year old male
In my defense, however, I think it should be noted 
That of those 14,723
296 were merely cases of callow infatuation 
Another 449 could be dismissed as simply physical 
attraction
Leaving us with not 14,723, but rather 13,978 cases of 
Once in a lifetime, this is the real thing, true love 
A not altogether unreasonable number, I think you 
must agree

SEX
I never could understand how some people 
can become so obsessed with sex.
Don't get me wrong now,
I don't have some aversion to it 
or something like that.
No siree, I like sex just fine.
Really.
I just don't think it's a life or death matter.
That’s all.
Fact is,
if I had to rate sex on a scale of pleasures,
I think I'd rank it right up there with swimming.
I made the mistake of telling my pal, Farley, that once.
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Big mistake.
He thought that was just about the funniest thing 
he'd ever heard.
Naturally he went and let the whole damn world in 
on our little secret.
You would not believe all the flack I catch now 
anytime I go near a pool.

WHY I DON'T LIKE ROCK STARS
There are lots of reasons not to like rock stars.
Mine is that they are pompous, fatuous, arrogant, self- 
aggrandizing little fools, who in far too many cases 
play a very average sort of music in a very average sort 
of way and think that they are very, very wonderful for 
doing it.
Good reason, huh?
It's mine though.
You'll have to find your own.

TO A YOUNG SELECTRIC DYING
I have never been one to whom material things meant a 
great deal. I've never wanted a big screen TV or a 
jet ski, at any rate, so I guess that qualifies me as an 
ascetic, circa 1983.
Nonetheless, I am presently without the services of my 
practically new IBM Selectric, and to put it in the 
popular vernacular,
"I'm bummed."
It's not that I couldn't live without its incessant 
humming that interrupts my thought process and reduces 
my sagacity to doggeral.
And I could certainly live without its $74.00 an 
hour service fee (plus parts)
I don't even miss its lights and dials and gadgets and 
what not that suggest big-buck importance.
All that is nice, but without it I could survive.
No, it's the correction key —  that's what I miss.
The delicious ability to wipe out all my errors.
Lord, how I miss that.'
Fucking up is no big thing when you have a correction key. 
It's a great little gadget --
and a concept I would like to see expanded to encompass 
every single aspect 
of my life.

—  Eric Grow 
Brea CA
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CONFESSION
now look, Benny, he said
(blowing the cigar smoke into Benny's
face) ,
we don't want to circumvent the 
truth, do we?
ah, no, said Benny,
look, the only way I can defend you is 
if you tell the truth.
sure , .. .
then, tell me .. .
what?
you raped and killed this little girl, 
right?
no, no, not me, it was somebody else ....
you like little girls?
sure ...
then you did it?
ah, no.
o.k., Benny, I did it. you defend 
me.
I got no law training.
tell me, did you like it, Benny? what 
did it feel like? he asked (blowing more 
cigar smoke into Benny's face).
it was like eating an icecream cone «...
what flavor, Benny?
all the flavors ....
I'm not going to let them put you in the 
chair, Benny, I'm going to get you a life 
sentence ....
thank you, Mr. Markovitch ....
no thanks needed, Benny, I only do what I have to 
do ....
I guess we're both lawyers then, Mr.
Markovitch ....

THE MUTILATION OF THE SPECIES 
sweet mama,
she like to eat icecream, candy bars 
and chocolate doughnuts;



breakfast at her place was
lemon meringue pie and hot chocolate.
she was 20 years younger and
the weight gathered upon me
eas ier.
after a while
when we made love
my belly got in the way.
"you're not as good as you 
used to be," she said.
"get on top," I told her.
I had to throw away all my clothes 
and get larger ones.
I kept getting fatter so that even 
her getting on top 
stopped working.
that finished us ....
the next one I met 
was 30 years younger, 
she took pills, drank 
and went to bed 
with everybody, 
she worried me sick 
and I couldn’t eat 
at all.
I had to throw away all my clothes 
and get smaller ones.
"you look awful," she said and 
ran away with a younger man ....
the next one was about my age 
and we just sat around 
at her place and drank and talked 
about what a terrible place 
the world was.
we also drank at cafes 
and while we were there 
we ate something.
I was soon back to 
my normal weight.
then Sweet Mama
saw me one day
all slimmed down and
asked me to
come back to her
and I did,
only I didn't move
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back in,
I stayed at my 
place.
and then the one
who was 30 years younger
saw me and
told me I was looking good 
and she started comingby
and I decided
I'd keep them both —
one to worry me sick
and thin me down
and the other to
pump me
full of sweet.
but I screwed that up.
I met a 31 year old
divorcee
from Texas
who looked like
a young Katherine Hepburn
and I went down there
and she introduced me
to the works of
Borges.

—  Charles Bukowski 
San Pedro CA

THE HUNDRED-WORD STORY
A man decides to write a story that will be a hundred 
words long —  not ninety, or a hundred thirteen, but 
exactly a hundred. He knows it must be a real story, 
with a plot —  in this case, a man writing a story —  
and some conflict —  the need to make the story exactly 
a hundred words. About halfway through, he begins to 
worry that he will not be able to do what he wants.
What if he cannot say everything in a hundred words?
He is afraid that he will either have to stop in the 
middle of a sentence.

—  F. Keith Wahle 
Cincinnati OH
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/87: 89-90; Cohen, Miriam A./90: 74-73'; Crews, Judson/
8 8 4- 146; 93: 9-10; 94: 72-73;

J D —  Dailey, Joel/90:
44-48; Daly, Christopher/89: 29-33; Daniels, Jim/87:
84-85;

î E. î F —  Fahey, William A./87: 81-83; Field, 
Edward/92: 137-144 (Income Tacks); Finch, Roger/92: 126- 
129; 96: 136-137; Fincke, Garv/87: 87; Fox, Hugh/89: 33-
36;

î G —  Gallagher, Brian/87: 110-111; Gittleson, Paul 
/90: 72-73; Grow, Eric/85: 11; 96: 156-158;

î H —
Hamilton, Alfred Starr/85: 35-36; Hamilton, Fritz/94: 
50-51; Hawkins, Hunt/87: 103-105; Hearst, James/85: 38- 
39; Holcomb, Garv/93: 5-6;

5 I. ï J. J K —  Kallsen,
T.J./89: 10-11; Kasper, M (ichael)/89: 4-6; Kempher, Ruth 
Moon/94: 44; Klein, Jim/87: 91-102 (Blue Chevies); 88:
124; Koertge, Ronald/85: 12; 92: 132-136; 93: 1-2; 
Kummings, Donald/90: 48-49;

5 L —  Lebeck, Michael/87:
111-112; Levin, John/85: 9-10; Lifshin, Lvn/85: 13-28 
(Sandwich); 87: 87-89; 8 8 : 147; 92: 151; 93: 11-12; 96: 
151-153; Lloyd, D.H./88: 150: 94: 52-53; Locklin, Gerald 
/85: 29-32; 87.: 113-114; 8 8 : 129-144 (The Women Have Won); 
92: 145-150; 93: 13-28 (The Dolphin Market); 94: 78-79; 
London, Jonathan/94: 53-54; Lowry, John/94: 41-44;
5 Me —  McDaniel, Wilma Elizabeth/86: 41-76 (Flowers In 
A Tin Can);
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5T —  Malone, Marvin (H.)/91: 115-120 (Descriptive Biblio
graphy of the Works of Steve Richmond); (see: M.K. Book 
and Ernest Stranger); Manning, Nichola/85: 32-34; 89: 13 
-28 (Manning The Battering Ram); 92: 152-153; 93: 35-38; 
96: 129-132; Marsh, Bill (William)/85: 6-7; 90: 41-42; 
Menebroker, Ann/88: 148-150; 96: 139-140; Moraff, Barbara 
/90: 73-74; Morgan, S(tanley) K./96: 141-148 (No Quarter); 
Morris, Peter/92: 129-130; 96: 138-139;
Laura/92: 121-122;

if 0 —  Oliveros
S' N —  Neary, 

Chuck/88: 126-128;
5 P —  Penn, Rick/85: 39; Peters, Robert/92: 154-155; 
Prost, R(onald)/85: 36-37; 90: 70-71; Powell, Tony/90:
43;

J Q. S R  —  Rasco, Karen/92: cover art; Richmond, 
Steve/9jL: 81-120 (Prospects); Robertson, Kirk/88: 145; 
Robinson, James Miller/96: 135-136;

S S —  Salinas, Judy
/96: 132-134; Short, Gary/87: 83-84; Siegfried, Rodney/
90: 69; Stetler, Charles/90: 53-68 (Gangway!); Stranger, 
Ernest/85: cover design; 86: cover design; 88: cover de
sign; 91: cover art; 93: cover design; 95: cover design; 
96: cover design; Stroberg, Paul/88: 117-121; 89: 7-10;
94: 67-72; Swann, Brian/92: 122-125; Swanson, Robert/
85: 8-9;

if T —  Tipton, David/88: 122-123; Tong, Raymond 
/89: 7; 92: 130-132;

if U ~  Udoh, Edem T./94: 45-50; 
Underwood, Robert/94: 67;

if V —  Valesio, ( —  ) /90:
cover art;

y W —  Wahle, F. Keith/96: 161; Walker,
Lvnne/96: 153-156; Weidman, Phil/88: 128; .89: 1-3; 93:
7-8; 9(3: 149-150; Weller, Sonia Topper/87: 112; Wider- 
shien, Marc/92: 125-126; Wiloch, Thomas/87: cover collage; 
89: cover collage; 92: title collage; .94: cover collage; 
Witt, Harold/90: 50-51; Wunderlich, Joachim/89: 11-12;
if X. if Y —  Young, Jill/96: 125-129;

if Z —  Zable, Jeffrey 
A.Z./87: 85-86; 94: 74-76; Zepeda, Rafael/93: 29-31; Zola, 
James/87: 109-110.
VERY HIGHLY RECOMMENDED///////////////////////////////////
David Barker's Charles Bukowski: A Bibliographic Price 
Guide, ltd. 200 copies with original Buk portrait print by 
D.B. fm. Barker Booksellers, 1175 Market St. N.E., Salem 
OR 97301. if The SLANT STEP Revisited, unpriced, a classic 
fm. Richard L. Nelson Gallery, Univ. of California, Davis 
CA 95616. if Robert Peters' The Peters Black & Blue Guide 
To Current Literary Journals. $4 fm. Cherry Valley Edit
ions, 2314 Georgian Woods PI., Silver Spring MD 20902. if 
Continued in WORMWOOD: 97.
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may be purchased at $3.00 (includes first-class postage). 
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contents are indexed in the Index of American Periodical 
Verse, available from Scarecrow Press, P.0. Box 656, Me- 
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The "announcements/reviews" section of WORMWOOD is very 
short in this issue, but will be continued in future 
numbers. Delivery of paid-up copies to subscribers is 
guaranteed up through and including issue 108. WORMWOOD 
mailings are made at no fixed times and a single mailing 
may consist of 2-4 issues. It's our only way of cutting 
down on our excessive postal costs. Nevertheless, sub
scribers are guaranteed 4 issues in a year's time. The 
Press cannot respond to subscriber claims (especially the 
libraries) when the issues in question have not been re
leased for mailing to all our subscribers.
Instructions To Authors: Simultaneous submissions will 
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nal and must communicate no matter what the style/form.
Work must be typed (double-spaced) with the author's name 
and address on each sheet. A stamped self-addressed return 
envelope must be enclosed. The editor has weaknesses for 
sparsely-worded short poems and for prose-poems/fables.
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