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EADERS AND viewers of previous
collaborations of Felicia Lamport and
Edward Gorey know that their com-
bined impact is greater than the sum
of their arts.

Once again, the creators of Scrap
Irony and Cultural Slag join forces for
a book of verbal and visual satire, an
elegant potpourri of wit, originality,
and impeccable technique. Their ironic
glances zero in on our culture, from
politics to dicting, from gardening to
sexual peccadilloes, from middle age
to the fuel crisis, with consummate
style and high comedy. There’s also an
homage to tennis, in the grand tradi-
tion of Tennyson’s The Charge of the
Light Brigade; the last will and testa-
ment of a Mediterrancan octopus in a
West Berlin zoo who is perhaps too
enamored of himself; and a conversa-
tion between two of the most frequent-
ly invoked personalities of our time—
Mr. Masoch and Count de Sade. Indeced,
Ms. Lamport and Mr. Gorey run the
gamut from “Spinal Discord” to “A
Depth Analysis of Modern Man’s Abil-
ity to Accommodate Himself to Guilt
Feelings.”

Here, then, is a refreshingly funny
look at modern man and his troubles,
told in the tempo of Light Metres.

























































MOTHER, MOTHER, ARE YOU
ALL THERE?

The aftereffects of a mother’s neglects
May spoil her boy's orientation to sex,

But the converse is worse: if she overprotects,

The pattern of Oedipus wrecks.

PASSIONATE FASHION NOTE

Is there any man ma[igner

Than the Paris dress designer
With a fad?

His demeanor toward the bust is

Reminiscent of Procrustes

Yet his Iightest word a must is:
Ironclad.

To Iay waist on what was hip]oone

He'll cut ligament or chip bone.
One might add

That he bland]y sets his course so

As to rack the female torso

And make hushbands plot divorce. O
What a cad!
Very Sade.
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For your brain begins to boggle

When a ”grommet” or a “togg[e”

Strikes your eye
And the impulse to start hurling

“Barrel nuts” and “bolts with knurling”

Rises high.

Frequently you must determine

If translation from the German
Went askew

Or if Japanese inflections

Might exp]ain the imperfections
In Step 2

And you struggle to intuit

How “A four-year-old can do it
Without fail”

As your spine begins to buckle

And you penetrate your knuckle

With a nail.

Yet your laboring continues

Though your muscles, nerves and sinews

Start to crack

And you re certain you have got some

Quintessentia[ piece of Hotsam

Out of whack.
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}7 . f . .
ou can stew it, Iry it, roast it, you can serve

it raw,

Or even try to stulf it into blini,
But there's little hope of finding a receptive maw:
However thin it's sliced, it's still zucchini.
So pu” up every second vine that starts

to sprout—
The zucchini's going to get you if you don't

watch out!
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| conversed with them once, but I found their
response
Was so utter]y earthy and raw
That I felt too debased })y their crudeness of taste
To do anything more than withdraw.

| am forced to assert that they dished so much dirt
That the corn should have gone into shock,
But it just cocked its ears and gave wild husky
cheers
That set the vines running amok.

The melons and limas, those unabashed
climbers,
Kept cutting the lowlier sorrel,
The potatoes quite wisely averted their eyes
But the peppers leapt into the quarrel.

The asparagus steamed and the carrots got

creamed
[n the rhubarb that prompt]y ensued,
The tomatoes turned red and fell splat! on

their bed—

One was potted and two others, stewed.
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YOUR GARDEN PLOT WON'T
THICKEN IF YOURE STINGY WITH
THE CHICKEN WIRE

When you re budgeting a garden, though
your eyes begin to shine
With the joyous hope of cutting down expense,
[f you happen to be p[anting on a rabbit-
transit line
Your motto should be: “Millions for the fence!”


















SPINAL DISCORD

I sing a Iay of vertebrae
Contiguously clacking.

Though once dyspepsia had its day

And bouts of gout held men at })ay
The back is now attacking.

Physicians frisk for ruptured disk
And spy along the spine,

Discreetly probing every risk.

The castanet of bone is brisk
Above the patient’s whine

As orthopedic fingers plumb
What once was loose and limber
From coccyx up to cranium

Till from the lumber regions come
The strident cries of “Timber!”

The Hying disk and erring bone
Encased in stiff regalia

Give legions, strangely rigid grown,

The corset’s special wheezing tone.

Ah! Such a bac-can-ail-ia.
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SENSICAL SITUATION

Men often pursue in suitable style
The imical girl with the scrutable smile.
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SUMMER CUM LAUDE

Sing ho! for the aestival festival.
The purest of tourist de]ights

Which always affords the vacationing hordes
A chance to scale cultural heights.

The Carnival's passé, distinctly déclassé
And on]y the brave brave a Fair:

In hickory thickery, folks once got liquory—
Now it's Terpsichore’s lair.

The ducks and the drakes peer at waterfront
Shal(espeare
And Hee from their lakes bleary—eyed
But drama alfresco, from Shaw to Tonesco
Surrounds them. There's no place to hide.

The cultural cult’s Iuring all the adults
Though the tots find it rather a ]olight

And tend to arow bitter at all of this literate
Stuff with the sitter at night.

The natives, alack, shun the cultural action
Devoting themselves in their fashion

To televised views of the sports and the news
And raking the Festival cash in.

77






They mutter: ‘Damnation! Such mass publication
Has set off a cultural tocsin!”

And they g[oomi]y trust that the boom will g0 bust
When it's tramp]ed to dust by xeroxen.

ALICE'S VARIORUM QUORUM

“You are strange, Lewis Carroll,” the
scholars have said,
“We must funnel you through a computer
To I)ring out the nuggets concealed in your head.
You are clever, but we are astuter.”

So they traced each idea to its origin
By the sweat of the scholar[y brow,
Rec{ucing the fabulous Cheshire orin

To a faint Oedipussy miaow.

They dosed him with physics, both meta- and plain,
And shifted his psyche through Freud,

But Alice's charming adventures remain
Unexplained, unexcelled, una]loyed.




































He sees ye][ow Iights as urgent invitations
To zoom through intersections unafraid
And red Iights as attractive decorations
To amuse, but sure]y not to be obeyed. -
Tourists wonder as they cower,
At the fender—bending power

Of the Charge of Boston’s Jump—the—Light
Brigade.
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WILD CARDS

Everybody’s Iiving in a house of cards,
Happily American—Expressed.

Even youth is lowering its avant—guards
To join the shulfle with the rest.

Regiments are joining in the Master Charge
That's blowing up the G.N.P.
Harcﬂy any]oody now remains at large

Who lacks creditability.

With plastic credit showered on us every day,
We feel so singularly blessed
That we never pause to wonder if we're on
the way
To a mammoth card-iac arrest.
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[II. SHOTS IN THE DARK

Sunset and the eventide
And one more set to play:

They cannot stop until the shadows hide
The chalk that limns the Clay.

T[ley’“ stand upon the baseline face to face
In fast-congea]ing sweat
Fach (lremning he will serve that set-point ace

And Icap across the net.

What matter if the sable darkness fall.
Wives fret and dinners char?

When done at last, l[l(‘}"” have themselves a ball
With last shots at the bar.
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Felicia Lamport’s verses have appeared
in every national magazine, including
The New Republic, The New Yorker,
The Atlantic Monthly, McCall’s, and
The Bulletin of the Atomic Scientists.
She is also the author of Mink on Week-
days. Ms. Lamport lives in Cambridge,
Massachusetts.

Edward Gorey’s brilliant drawings have
been enjoyed by museumgoers across
the “country, and his books, including
Amphigorey and Amphigorey, Too,
have become collector’s items. Mr.
Gorey’s designs for the successful
Broadway revival of Dracula and his
animated titles for PBS’ popular Mys-
tery series have received applause from
both critics and audiences. He lives on
Cape Cod.

jacket design by Edward Gorey






