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Allen Ginsberg:

HEARING. "LENORE" READ ATLOUD AT 203 AMITY STREET

The light still gleams reflected from the brazen fire-tongs

The spinet is now silent to the ears of silent throngs

For the Spirit of the Poet, who sang well of brides and ghouls
Still remains to haunt what children will obey his vision's rules.

They who weep and burn in houses scattered thick on Jersey's shore

Their eyes have seen his ghostly image, though the Prophet walks no more
Raven bright & cat of Night; and his wines of Death gtill run

In their veins who haunt his brains, hidden from the human sun.

Reading words aloud from books, till a century has passed

In his house his heirs carouse, till his woes are theirs at last:

So I saw a pale youth trembling, speaking rhymes Poe spoke before,

Till Poe's light rose on the living, and His fire gleamed on the floor--

The sitting room lost its ccld gloom, I saw these generations burn
With the Beauty he abandoned; in new bodies they return:

To inspire future children 'splite his Raven's '"Nevermore"

I have writ this ancient riddle in PoeTs house in Baltimore.

January 16, 1977



Poe in Dust

Bones groan maliciously under Baltimore sidewalk
Poe hides his hideous skeleton under church yard
Equinoctial worms peep thru his mummy ear
The slug rides his skull, black hair twisted in roots

of threadbare grass
Blind mole at heart, caterpillers shudder in his ribecage,
Intestines wound with garter snakes
midst dry dust, snake eye & gut siftting thru his pelvis
Slimed moss green on his phosphored toenails, sole

toeing black tombstones--
0 prophet Poe well writ! your catabomb cranium chambered
eyeless, secret hid to moonlight ev'n under corpse-rich ground
where tread priest, passerby, and poet
staring white-eyed thru barred spiked gates
at viaducts heavy-bound and manacled upon the ecity's heart.

January 10, 1977

Bill Corbett:

Blue Aria

Valentine's eve the greasy clumps
of snow unfreezing wet prints

the street. Fog seems to breathe
above the gritty plains underfoot
and bottle caps, gloves, candy
wrappers, orange peel, soda cans
cigarette buttes fussy and cramped.

Warm sad rains of fall

gold leaves edged green brought low
leaf smoke, kitchen lights

gecond floor bedroom buttery glow
wallpaper, made bed, no mirror

drawn shade. The hour dark begins
nearing sleep nolses dim beyond the door
the car moves on.



Soggy backyard places drain
into the cellar. Dog turds
hairy and white moulder there.
Needs a good thorough cleaning
and the attic and the garage.
New rules around here.

The summer heat of childhood

the hottest we ever know
childhood's emotional motherlode,
Morning sunlight swept

from the front porch

before washing it down.

The housewives in housecoats

shop at curbside pick vegetables
weighed in a tin scoop.

The bakery man's leather gnap purse.

Grape arbor fat shade leaves

interlacing hiding place. Rags and 0ld Iron
Rags and Old Iron, Cold touch

the cellar's hard earth floor.

Field's blue verge gathering dusk

where deer browse on goldenrod

buckwheat startled into bounding

flight by the car's horn.

She sits at the table by the window
where the sun falls on her paper
as she types the lunch menu.

February blue 6 pm

Chinese New Year firecrackers
year of the serpent. The moon
the simplest of smiles.



Arthur Winfield Knight:

PERCENTAGES

for Charles Plymell

The morning af'ter
he seemed subdued.

At one a.m,

he and Shaun and Jerry
knocked on my door
wanting me to go

drink more with them.

Charles said he wouldn't
want to go back

to San Francisco

now that he was forty

with his wife and daughter.

The city had changed.
It'd be brutal
trying to start there now.

Being a poet in America
ig a brutal thing.

The year before

his income was

below poverty level

but he was
"over-the-hill," he said.

Someone at our table

the night before

(Almost all of us

used credit cards.)

had said that

money made him uncomfortable
and that we should

give a percentage of 1t

to the poor.



Another told me
I'd pald my dues.

"$125.00 a day.
Is that enough?®

Too far from Glee
none of it made
much sense to me.

Each night I wished
it was three p.m.
The afternoons weren't so bad.

We're all poor, Charles.

$21.00 a night

for a single

with two double beds.

Room gervice in the morning.
Imported beer all night.

Jerry Stern had disappeared
into the "blue loveliness of infinity."’

Charles and Shaun had greasy hot dogs
across the river somewhere,

Lloyd, sensibly, had gone to bed.

In the sharp light

the morning after

everything was out of proportion
in the Penn Harris lobby.

All of us were
poorer than we should have been.



GOING TO THE MOVIES

She used to fuck

like going to the movies,
blasé about the whole thing,
a little bored,

Just wanting to

be done with it.

I guess it was

always that way for her.
Probably still is

some of the time.

Last night Kit told me

she was sorry

it wasn't better.

"I did the best I could, tho."
Her blond hair

illuminated the dark.

"If only the beginning
hadn't been wrong...
it was Mark's job,"
Kit laments.

After the fact

it's so much harder,
but damage can be
repaired.

Brushing our teeth
we hold each other's hand.
Naked before the mirror.

When she gets up

she puts her shoes on
before her pants;

I never knew anyone
who did that.

While Mrs. Conte waffled

on the phone one night

we mede love while listening;
it helped get us thru.

Are we a little kinky?



Paul Green:

The way we remember things
-- the jiggle of her against
the "Poets & Writers" T-shirt
or laughing together

while we watched

Almost Anything Goes,
imagining her brother

and Art Bland

competing, whacking-off,
while we cheered --

our lives taking shape

like scenes from movies

(the meaning in the detail)
random events coalesce.

sweat, with
invocation

but the affair
not ready

the guidance
through trance

a constricted throat
the ramifications
discovered

mobile



Stuart Mills:

Mr Smith

Ripley,
Derbyshire,

owns an antique
buginess

and has thrown
his cast-outs
on his

front garden.

He hag two full sgize
mantraps

hanging on his wall outside.

A stag's head lies rotting
in the fork of a tree;

has a chain made
completely of horseshoes

ete
ete,

He owns a Rolls Royce.

That's all I can remember at the moment.



Mr Brown

Breaston,
Long Faton,
Derbyshire,

a librarian
at Long Faton
library

collects
the old style

railway
signals.

He has many in his back garden
amongst
the brussel-sprouts.

They are worked by an array of string
and wire

across
the onion bed.

The rarest
comes from
The Isle of Man.



Rome

changed aspect of rallway station, 110;
protestant cemetary, 114;
explosion near, 121;

ite fountaing, 173;

tramear nuisence, 175;
shadelessness, 177;
disadvantages of site, 182;
evening breeze, 184;
neglected cats, 187;

bad food, 189;

its bullding stone, 193;
unpleasant experience at, 212;

dearth of apartments, 219;



Ramage, Craufurd Tait.

a centrifugal Scotsman, his book and umbrella, 65;
mania for hurrying, 68;

other travels of, 68;

compared with Waterton, 69;

on Italian country life, 98;

gets drunk, 136;

makes formal profession of sobriety, 137;
his tolerance, 138;

sensitive to female charms, 139;

gtill hustling, 213;

his humanistic outlook, 222;

little feilings, 223;

other publications, 224;

zest for knowledge, 224;



Rebecca Wright:

Dear Sir:

I was raised in provincial ignorance
by candle light
and grew up mysteriously
I was never just so
you wouldn't have recognised me then
I wag so thin

& dream come true
even if only a shore dream waving to him from the coast
and my lover was a brute
gtill I didn't desire his ruin

When I came home I would salute myself in the mirror
while outside the mad moon
persuaded me toward my doom

Distracted by a whistle or some such disturbance

from the street, I run to the window and when I return to my chair
a stranger had entered the house

A new heroic ere had begun

wherein one departs from the self

a true eternity because the mind projects like an

unarrested beam of light



Michael Andre

METABOLISMS
Who volunteers, the slave, and fails to see

he dislikese the role he works, young diffident professors;
hie contemplation is action for he achieves.

A dude who's patient and farseeing, inventive
must travel far; yet just present himself,--

like Allen, check out & scene
always depart, yet the contemplator's trade

you need a trade, Macheath, it pays
so volunteer, have gome bad hours, the sglave,

then contemplate in quiet your own anxiety.
I give only the harmony of proportions justly shown.

But o the harmony of stick men is barren; have the bud,
Macheath, burst into rose, then live outside proportion;

cash in your cash for tickets.

SONNET FOUR (early draft)

Seconds for the cup of coffee, the travel
Brochure, the misplaced pen, the pass at becoming
Famous, thinking things out, masturbating, reading
The New Yorker, a minute desultory and swell
(And the misplaced pen, like the lost caramel
For which there is no dead body of Hopelying
In the next room, was only leaving
From a place to which i1t returned as well?)
And then, fame meaning nothing to us,
We throw out the whip, rack and scaffold
Play gently with our neighbors' blocks
Explaining slowly to them how the pen
Jumped back in our hands, as the flag will,
As God and Truth play, drag, at the Bottom Line.



ERRATA -- In the last issue, the date on the front page should read OCT.,
rather then SEPT.

To the readers, simply

A Hundred Posters began in January of 1976 with one hundred readers;
there are now over three hundred. Half the cost is mailing, even though
this has been reduced by a bulk mailing permit and will be further reduced
by tax exempt incorporation.

A Hundred Posters costs eighty-five dollars each month. Initially we
were able to do the printing free, but that is no longer possible. For a year
Rebecca Muller (publisher) and I have shared the expense.

We need your donetions; we did not get the CCIM grant that we applied for.
Moet useful will be individual sponsors of an issue. Smaller donations will
pay for other issues. Please make checks payable to: Other Publications, Inc.

Thank you, :

Alan Davies
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