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A Naked Man

I’m smoking a True Blue and drinking a little Marsala I’m about to move 

to another apartment one that has sun in the morning my new roommate 

is Betty Boop aka Connie Salter she runs a second-hand shop and she’s as 

nervous as a wounded squirrel I went to dinner at her place then to a party 

at her invitation we dipped gin punch from an avocado wastebasket Betty’s boyfriend Jon was there he gazed drunkenly at Betty when she told him 

I was a poet he said don’t show him any of my stuff 

I have a book due out in the fall a collection of five poets but I’m not writing 

poems right now instead I’m reading and regrouping making changes is strange 

and difficult I think and nothing feels truer I’ve been divorced for over a year separated for two I said to myself the other day I could use a little happiness I’m recovering from a venereal infection the second time in a year I’m 33 about to change my line of work I want to perform on stage my cousin Karen is coming 

out from Chicago to join me on the stage we could be another Nichols and May 

I went down to LA for two weeks a while back to see if I could become an actor 

to see if I could get into show business with the help of my rich Uncle Harry he suggested I go down to the Balboa Bay Club and pick up a rich widow and he 

was serious Harry’s wife Teddy once married to a top executive at MGM 

working on her fifth face lift the limit I’ve been told suggested I forget about 

the silver screen get a job and write poetry as a hobby Teddy is proud and 

Harry is humble to disclose that he plays bridge with John Wayne the Duke

I went out for more cigarettes and ran into my roommate Paul just back from 

a music festival at a Mission District junior high school held in a room filled with nubile Chicanas  like me Paul distracts himself chronically he suggests we go down 

to Garcia’s on Haight Street for Mexican food he was gone a year in Mexico and now he’s back unemployed broker than I am under suit from the New Jersey State Police and the gay landlords are demanding his eviction he’s troubled left and right 

At Garcia’s I asked for a fresh ashtray the plump teenage waitress coolly opened

the front door and chucked the dead butts and ashes into the street classy I said 

I ordered coffee but it didn’t come and then it came with the coke I ordered for later the other waitress younger than the first asked me you want coffee AND a coke 

We stopped in at Cat’s Cradle converted from John’s Playhouse from gay to bluegrass onstage after the two-dollar spaghetti feed were the same faces playing 

as played with and around my brother Mark three years ago and two years before a seedy joint populated by musicians and musicians’ girlfriends this is my old lady etc. 

It’s like the poetry scene I think low energy laid back dull I’m back home now drinking Hiram Walker’s Ten High Paul comes back from the corner with fresh toilet paper no ripped-up Sunday paper for him I chip in and Paul hands me back a quarter change thank you sir I say and chuck the quarter over my shoulder like Jeff Miller who parks cars at the Plantation Restaurant back home in Moline Illinois any tip that’s but a quarter is met with a gracious thank you sir and an automatic mechanical spring-loaded bullet-release over-the-shoulder into-the-bushes next-to-the-fountain goodbye shiny new quarter 

I think I have to get some money to Betty so she won’t balk at taking me on as a roommate at the same time I suspect she’s nervous about me backing out my god

 it’s another relationship I suspect I’m being hired as a buffer between her and her peripatetic boyfriend Betty works part-time as a waitress at Yancy’s a pick-up dance place with undertones of urban violence frustrated energy warming into 

the pool of night air at 2AM Coupe de Villes in the street motorcycles girlfriends whispering to each other a few steps ahead of their anxious confused dates dates 

I think what constant anachronistic language blows 

Business is bad at Betty Boop’s someone smashed the door window and stole fifty bucks and a few rings her place has lace curtains and a Donald Duck clock with moving eyes the clock doesn’t tick it blinks blink blink the mouse ran up the duck the thief was into kitsch he’s addicted to it it’s probably boyfriend Jon who steals Betty blind when he can get her blind but he gets nowhere when she can see him clearly

Paul is dispossessed in his own apartment it’s mostly my furniture my stereo 

worst of all here I am sitting in his chair Paul is wandering from wall to wall 

from pillar to post he sits to read the Mexican poet he’s translating Oscar Oliva he’s astounded he finds Oliva simple eloquent apolitical a poet who uses simple 

words like beautiful where’s the party I ask both of us flush with sexual desire 

I go to the phone to call Betty to see what’s up but there’s no answer I come back in a talkative mood the little girls on the block have caught me talking to myself 

on the street and they nicknamed me Talkitover here comes Talkitover it makes me 

self-conscious in the city walking along talking to myself I turn a corner and try 

to make a song out of my words it never works hey Ronnie did you catch that guy trying 

to turn his mindless babble into a song this city’s on the skids man nice looking guy like that 

All neuroses in plain sight Erica Jong waving her bum in public but she doesn’t mention stretch marks I know she’s got stretch marks everybody has stretch marks not to mention Werner Erhard and Erhard Seminar Trainings E$T assholes who want to feel good about being assholes but the best advice I’ve gotten recently was from an EST graduate Curt Mackey a fellow poet with whom I share this venereal disease or one of its more benign cousins transferred from Curt to me via Anne Valley Fox another fellow poet I would walk on glass to get to Anne I didn’t say broken glass the advice was one word responsibility Curt talks about the joy and okness of taking responsibility for everything that happens or is happening to us Curt is implacable he takes to responsibility like the immune take to disease

Somebody’s going to have to buy me a new shirt I say standing at the closet Paul says when 

you find out who that is you tell them I need a shirt and some new pants I take out a brown shirt I found in the dressing room of the New Committee Theatre five years ago 

we were putting on a play I wrote with Charles not Chuck Borkhuis in order to help end the war in Vietnam specifically the bombing in Cambodia the shirt was left over from Fortune and Men’s Eyes starring Sal Mineo it has a patch on the sleeve that reads California Correctional Facility I ripped off the patch and the shirt the war continued unabated including the bombing of Cambodia I watched Julia Vose boldly strip in the middle of the dressing room changing between scenes and Marilee who changed in the corner over by the cement block wall with her 

back to the room both of them were tantalizing 
I’m on the piss parade now taking regular hikes to the toilet the misty soulful 

voice engulfing the room from FM 101 says it’s just one of those things you put down

to experience I have some more Marsala Paul is in the kitchen talking to David a 

real nice guy from upstairs who says he’s into poetry there’s a song on the radio hard-sell soul voulez-vous couchez avec moi ce soir David says Charlene who also lives upstairs has him in her harem she comes up and rapes him occasionally he says 

Charlene David and Paul are being evicted at the same time it’s ménage a trois into the street a while back Paul and I came home drunk and stood shouting up from the sidewalk CHARLENE she never came down her full name is Charlene Funderbunk her daughter is Rainbow Funderbunk Charlene is in the hospital 

in Santa Cruz she dropped acid fell off a chair and cracked her skull on the radio, one deep FM voice is asking another and what do I do if I find that I have rats in my apartment Paul smiles what are we listening to I jump up and switch to phono 
I drop the floating arm onto The Seasons by Vivaldi I stand facing the stereo directing the Philharmonic Symphony Orchestra of New York as if I have 

a dripping popsicle stick in my hand it reminds me of a college friend Phil 

Landrich from Des Moines skinny and homely as Abe Lincoln who would 

stand for hours straight as one of Abe’s split rails directing his stereo 

College life was full of such weirdos I think wait a minute not weird at all 

wonderful people like Chip Stokes who locked his door whenever he was in his 

room alone as if someone might barge in no one would Chip was the man 

reputed to have dropped the largest turd ever witnessed I saw it I was afraid it 

was in fact my turd I was in that stall not five minutes before it was discovered 

but I wasn’t the kind to be credited with a ten-inch turd and Chip Stokes was 

Bill Landrich gave me the name I used for a humor magazine I started in college 

The American Heretic I used the name again for an art gallery I ran that went bust back in Moline a nice lady from Alcoholics Anonymous next door said what a nice name will you put an eagle over the door I looked at her and thought I’m in the wrong town 
Paul and I join the Philharmonic pumping our right arms violently across imaginary rubber violins our hair flies across our grimacing faces god these 

guys must have right arms like mastadons Paul says and then turns reflective 

this guy must be a poet Vivaldi also turns reflective nice guy Vivaldi Paul says
Later he yells from the kitchen you’re not going to tell me there’s no peanut butter I yell back no but I’ll tell you there’s no hash browns he goes ten steps up the passageway 
to the street and comes back shit the store’s closed it’s 12:10AM I feel something 

funny in my right tricep you’re going to develop a twitch and be crazy like me Paul says 

and hangs up his threadbare laundry in the closet he places the cellophane from two peanut butter cookies on my propped-up left leg and lies down on the bed 

Later in bed in the storage room I have a dream that includes my ex-wife 

Julie in a caravan forced off the highway into an underground traffic circle 

I see the name Brooks over the entrance to the underground complex under 

Brooks I see other names including Larry King the husband of the tennis star 

Billie Jean King I laugh I wondered if there might be a Brooks with King in the 

same building I tell Julie about it then we’re back in the traffic flow we can see 

our way up and out we’re on a country road we pull over to picnic and down the path come two runners I begin to run too when Julie says just a suggestion the shoes 

I look down I’m wearing dress shoes with black socks I run over to a pile 

of clothes I put on white socks I put one sock over a black sock and have to 

make the change I feel an urge to say to Julie I love you I can’t ever remember feeling it or saying it she’s being kind and helpful but the runners are getting 

some distance down the road she’s somehow part of the run as if she’s going 

to run too but our concern right then is to get me off and running 

I wake up wondering if I’m in love with Julie then I remember her cold sores 

and the smell of mildew in her bathroom I’m awake at least four hours before 

I want to be I have an uncomfortable erection the sense uneasiness about the dream so this is what they call morning I say to myself a state I avoid like Kansas I go 

into Paul’s room to get a pair of shorts Paul raises up oh a naked man he says and drops back to sleep I’m glad to contribute to Paul’s dream but for me it’s coffee 

and the sound of the cup on the wood plank table it klunk-klunks in the silent kitchen like a tiny Dutch milkmaid in her wooden shoes stepping off the last 

rung of a ladder onto the wooden floor

A Negative with a Positive

I’m watching excerpts from Jesus Christ Superstar on the Mike Douglas Show Satan 
is interrogating Jesus in oblique slices of video I’m leading an incredible life I think days ago I got Sherry vibes I went with slept with lived with Sherry for almost a year this last year and today I went downtown to the movie Alice Doesn’t Live Here Anymore and I fell in line behind Sherry and Tracy no that’s not Sherry I thought looks like her though wow I really got worked up oh shit it is Sherry Sherry Steve the last time I talked to Sherry was several months ago at 2AM from a phone booth on Pacific and Grant I cried 
I howled I fell silent I chatted I spent an hour and a half recapitulating the year of our relationship Sherry admired my egotism she recommended I never get a job she pointed out that I followed a positive statement with a negative one what a beautiful day I hope it doesn’t rain I listened to her observation I tried something new I followed a positive with a positive then with a superlative I got so excited I could hardly stand it she said I always backed off when the relationship was good she welcomed me to her whenever I wanted finally she got fed up and started up with a greeting card salesman from Chicago she looked terrific it was a funny movie I held my hands in my lap and I squelched my laughter 


When the movie was over I trailed along for a block or so and stopped I’m going 
the other way I said it was good to run into you bye bye bye we were both smiling I barely glanced at Tracy I walked around the block feeling exultant then the 47Potrero 
bus dropped a power bar off the energy cable it swung and dropped ripping loose 

a support cable which flailed the street I leapt into a doorway I didn’t want a wild maverick power line tickling my skull my reflexes confirmed and my adrenalin tripled I walked into Henry Africa’s for an Irish coffee I noticed the new photo of the owner shaking hands with Eddie Arnold I watched the owner try to prop an aluminum ladder against a six-foot-wide mirror hung at an angle strutted out from the high wall and ceiling with the help of two employees he was climbing his way into his own reflection 

All eyes in the place were glued to the climb the goal was to implant a screw and eye in the ceiling adjacent to the upper left corner of the giant mirror I couldn’t wait for the mirror to shatter to find out what he was going to hang on the chain 
so I left crossing Van Ness and got on the bus the guy next to me was holding an artist’s pad on his lap and drawing intricate doodles whenever the bus stopped across from me a middle-aged man was masquerading as a middle-aged woman black gloves silver fox fur blond wig soft tenor voice net shopping bag maybe it
 really is a woman underneath I thought
Apples and Potatoes
I watch The Smothers Brothers they’re back on track as well-trained comedians they have a well-engineered show all my belongings are packed in cardboard boxes in the corner marked APPLES and POTATOES I’m set to haul my apples and potatoes over to Betty’s when she calls what are you doing I start to say nothing I start to say I’m writing instead I say I’m watching tv she says well why don’t you come over 

I fantasize that Betty is in love with me my next feeling is paranoia Betty has bad 

news I can’t move in but she took my rent check and deposited it within minutes I’m excited about balling Betty I’m not sure why adventure plus breasts I suppose 

Tonight is my last pill I’m free to fend for myself in the cornfields of love 

I imagine a scenario Betty is in love with me and I’m obligingly happy but cool 

and direct it won’t work I tell her she moons in her room there’s a full moon tonight and the end to social disease so I’m in my new room composing my thoughts Betty lies on her chenille bed cover coaxing herself into a frenzy she rises and tosses the Binaca back on the bed she’s at the door breathing leaning on but not touching 

the frame I’m close to a revelatory state I can’t explain it’s the nearness to energy and action there’s a light bulb over my head blink time to go over to Betty’s 

I’ll Send You to Heaven

I’m watching Cannon the overweight detective Cannon is called into a 

small town in a neighboring state to investigate corruption Have Gut Will Travel 

I’m in my new apartment at Betty’s place Betty is out to dinner the attraction 

is still there I feel the tension you feel from sleeping with your roommate she 

told me a guy once said she had breasts like fried eggs that sad remark made 

me wince Paul said he thought it was a mistake for me to sleep with Betty 

Paul likes to warn me against mistakes 

When I got on the trolley coming over to Betty’s I stood on the corner like a normal citizen the trolley doors opened above me on the steps was a wino a man an elder a guy behind him was tossing him off the trolley manhandling him as the driver waited the guy doing the ejecting wore a fatigue jacket with the hood pulled tight around his face and tied he said to the wino get off this trolley you son of a bitch and if you ever get back on I’ll shoot you and send you to heaven to heaven for heaven’s sake 

I got on the trolley it was like a stunned theatre audience I went to the back 

and sat next to an off-duty driver what happened I asked uh the guy was bothering 

the other guy and he dragged him up front and tossed him out why all the way to the front

 why not the back doors I don’t know I guess to show the driver 
When the guy with the mean mask got off everyone in the trolley came to life 

a lady behind me said he was as crazy as the other guy I’m delaying thinking about Betty I like Betty what I hold against myself is my unwillingness to resist fucking everyone I like I wasn’t able to come It’s a sign I trust it was like fucking my 

cousin the next morning Betty told the landlady I was her cousin

Hitting the Red Roof

In Vesuvio after a poetry reading at Intersection I talked to Curt I told him 

about a play I’m working on a free-form soap opera that requires the actors 

to speak clichés and banalities with real conviction to truly listen to each other regardless of the superficial language Curt understood what I’m trying to do 

It’s a tough director’s job he said it’s a good actor who’s willing to make a fool out of himself 

I’m not an actor but you’re one of those few people I know who can say things right on the edge

that’s what I’m scared about I said that’s what I want to do to get into those dangerous areas 

Paul came in with Steve Schutzman and Tom Cuson Eugene Ruggles came in

San Francisco’s answer to Dylan Thomas the quintessential drunk poet he buys Curt a drink Ruggles tries to buy Bob Kaufman a drink but the bartender refuses it’s policy Bob is always drunk he can recite TS Eliot beautifully but you can 
barely make out the words I think about what I want to tell Curt but Paul is 
there he mocks me Steve isn’t looking for affects Curt says he’s looking for what’s true 
I go ahead my face ragged Curt you make me want to cry when you understand what 

I’m talking about later everybody kids Curt about his pants creased and light blue 

not in keeping with his roustabout image after several minutes of that he says 

oh shit and takes his pants off he tosses them against a table leg he stands in his 

navy blue shorts and lumberjack shirt and smokes a Pall Mall and at 1:30AM 

we drive around town in Steve’s Ford Falcon and Curt’s VW looking for pizza 

Steve says of the other car those guys in front are just wandering around I say if we were 

in front we’d be the ones wandering around we hit the Red Roof on California at 2AM Tom Steve and I sit at different tables alone and peruse our menus we finally 

settle at one table Curt and Paul come in Paul is not in the mood he orders an empty plate in mock pity we all contribute our share a slice of onion a bite of hamburger a leaf of iceberg lettuce we were having a wonderful teenage kind of time there’s a pubic hair in my hamburger Steve says it’s ok Tom says they grow on you 
Steve shows us a card that Diana Foldvary his ex-old-lady had made up on it is a profile of a man with his hand in two positions in front of his nose and his mouth with an arrow between his hand and his nose and an arrow between his hand and his mouth the inscription on the card reads please help me I can neither taste nor smell 

Good old stolid Curt laughs at the joke his laugh infectious we all laugh until 

we’re hurting the waitress joins the fun the head waitress with glasses on a chain over her bosom doesn’t Tom says the chef is laughing behind his grill that he’s the one who put the pubic hair in the burgers we all chip in for the tip we contribute all our pennies nickels and dimes there are five of us and we have to do better I’ve got a transfer Paul says well I see your transfer and I raise you the top of a Beer Nuts Bag Tom says 

I see your Beer Nuts Bag and I raise you an article on the caste system in India and the pile grows I see your ten-cent stamp Curt says and I raise you one shoe We leave and Curt remains shoeless Steve takes the shoe and tosses it at Curt’s VW they ram each other in the parking lot Curt was annoyed his offer of the shoe was withdrawn 
he meant it to stand
Today Paul said he might have me subpoenaed to appear in Small Claims Court 

to testify for him in his fight to squat where he is in the Bureau of Records he finds out that Ida Crolingen fashioned Apartment #7 from a couple of storage rooms back in the 30s without a permit the landlords want 125 bucks a month for it 

after they evict everyone else first 30 days get out we’re taking over I’m glad to be out 

I finish my lasagna and watch Petrocelli act Italian in San Remo I say to no one 

in particular Jack Hirschman is the best goddam poet in San Francisco Curt says that most people are afraid to show their faces Jack shows his at the translator’s reading Jack read translations from the Russian Spanish Italian French and German all in the original Hirschman Jack runs around town in a cape or a gesture that makes a cape drunk sweating cold grinning a gappy black-tooth leer talking a mile a minute 

Jumping into bed with Betty was a messy thing to do but Petrocelli solved the mystery it was unintentional he’ll get rehabilitation not jail everybody across the backyards has their shades drawn and their lights on it’s time for the Eye-Witness News 

I go out to mail some letters I stop in at The Chelsea Pub for an Irish coffee nightcap in front of the Chelsea there’s a guy hunched against an apartment doorway pissing in his pants a pool forming out of his pants-leg it might as well have been blood inside the bar I stare at my reflection in the bar mirror as it goes from dashing handsome to lonely sad it won’t go back again no matter what I try 

the bar is dirty there are glass rings on the bar top full ashtrays dirty bottles dirty mirror the Irish coffee is muddy there’s a dirty washrag on the bar I run it across in front of me I take a swipe at it I quit and accept the bar as it is back outside the guy is in a position like the penitents at Mecca kneeling in his own piss on the cement 
I try not to be bothered the guy is young, in blue jeans there’s an airmail letter 

in his back pocket like a tragic cliché from Kansas City I stare at the soles of 
the man’s buckle boots so what that he’s young tonight young and desperate go together
The Sunset Apartments

I settle in with the idea that the afternoon calls for a physic how about this 
combination burgundy in a flower print glass country music on the FM clear 
wavy-glass windows windy and clear outside blowing sheets on the lines it rains 
in San Francisco like a gesture it rains like your mother sprinkling laundry 
San Francisco is the Phi Beta Kappa of Cities the Board Room of Cities 
the Debate Club of Cities the Maresy Doats and Doazy Doats of Cities this 
Cheese Slicer to the World this Pastrami on Rye this Sourdough Bread and Gorgonzola of Cities this San Francisco I’m lonely and slipping I take my 
essential Anais Nin glass of wine pad and pencil to the front room where 
the late afternoon sun is accenting the imperfectly cleaned windows 
I like clean windows they transmit the clarity of the world could a clean sheet 
of glass be the filter of clarity in the world like it is for a drawing on a sheet of 
paper in a frame from here I can see through a fish bowl of gradually melting 
glass Pasquale’s Pizzeria and looking left up the street across Irving the converted bank building now called The Record Factory there’s a lettered iron arc on the other side of the street ornate with a sunburst on top Sunset Apartments 
Every window but two of twelve on the façade of the Sunset Apartments has 
closed shades the building I live in is swaybacked or sunk in on itself like an old 
bed It tilts toward itself like an old woman bending to pat a child on the head 
I nail the window shut to eliminate the drafts that come through the gaps 
the windows don’t fit the frames the glass is falling and thinning 
The building directly across the street is a splendid example of Early Spanish 
Neo-Classic Muslim Fire Department with swirls and arcs arching doorways 
lots of plaster and pseudo stone there’s a garage door in the center of it all the available verbal information in view is of a theme One Hour Parking NO Parking No Parking Day or Night No Parking For Rent Furnished Apartment furnished with what unparked automobiles I imagine the hillside above the record store is layered with houses it could be the South of France or Argentina I hear children’s voices shouting as only children who belong to themselves do they’re energy shouts

I look at my hands in the reflection folded one over the other I see them 
big thick-fingered fleshy with red in them I’m convulsed with a sob I don’t 
really cry it’s self-pity again I say I see a man standing beside a Dodge Van 
across the street for a second I think he’s pissing in the street but he isn’t 
I go to my room in the back and empty a paper trash bag looking for cigarette butts up front again I see the face of an old man at a window across from me 
in the Sunset Apartments I feel a kind of sympathy all I can think about is that when I am that old man my unhappiness will be multiplied a kid bounces a red white and blue basketball against Pasquale’s wall I’ve managed to shut myself off from almost everyone no one calls I’m close to people only when I’m with them 
All I can think is that I want to be on the stage for my life and love I went to bed with Dalita an overweight young distraught Black woman I barely liked her I left 
in a hurry I told Paul the story with energy and gusto a dozen times during the night I decided I realized I warned myself and rarely do I subscribe to my own advice I end up in a small upholstered room with a color TV Paul Butterfield 
blues all night long wine in a cute bottle I sleep, feeling weary and foolish 
and she says she can’t talk to my back oh my wife I say 
There’s an orange car on the street backing up the driver in short sleeves with muscled forearms is ready to burst forward he’s picking up a friend and a pizza 
I want to be in love Danita the Black woman who’s also Puerto Rican out of Chicago says she loves me Paul says he could be in love LET GO of course 
I let go with Sherry I’m in love I let go it hurts I’m not in love I let go it hurts 
LaWanda Lindsey is on Hee Haw singing, I know that San Francisco aint the kind of city where a fellow like you sits at home on a Saturday night it’s Saturday Night my father asked me once if I thought TV shows were made for me or for twenty million people 
For twenty million people I said I think they’re made just for me he said and fell asleep 
in his leatherette Barcalounger and when I asked him about it the next day he denied he said it I call Anne I want to say to her look I know you don’t love me but 
I’m miserable you’ve been good to me in the past and I’ve come to you now she’s not home 
I let the phone ring I watch the news

Five Disturbed Men on the Brink of Disaster

I’m part of a group of five White male poets who are collaborating on a book 
we have a grant we have a leader we have a working title that nobody but our leader likes Stephen Vincent calls it Five Disturbed Men it’s his notion that we’ve 
all been through similar crises that there’s value in our being together talking 
and writing out of our experiences 
We’ve gone at it for four months we have a working manuscript that no one’s 
seen because Stephen doesn’t make copies we’re meeting again tonight the way 
we have seven or eight times already Hilton Obenzinger and Larry Felson are politically motivated and committed to that sort of expression Beau Beausoleil 
is ideological he’s a modern myth salesman 
I think everybody’s in the business of being honest and nobody’s any good at it I’m watching 
a movie about spiders starring the guy who plays Captain Midnight on tv who it’s been recently revealed is a Hollywood alcoholic is it Ella Fitzgerald or is it Memorex

I’m reading a poetry magazine in which half a dozen poets reveal themselves 
in a diary format of sixty days divided among them the giant spider drools and wails as it preys the poets reveal precious little of themselves and talk poetically 
or politically about the world they watch tv they criticize tv and  they write 
The giant scorpion and the giant worm scream like banshees they do battle 
they have glistening maws none of the poets fuck or fart instead they describe 
with exclamation points their outrage at the misery and deceit in the world 
One poet Andrei Codrescu laughs and has energy but he disappears in his anecdotes his stories are light he’s transparent I enjoy reading them I think Andrei’s saying something real however light it may seem at the last moment 
the giant scorpion can’t reach the hero and the small boy Juanito they escape 
by inches some of the entries are not diary realities but what the poet wrote 
that day as I read the collection I look not for poetry but the plain truth 
Poets’ lives are not the conduit maybe the source of their poetry but not the thing itself 
but what do I mean why not the thing itself I’m not writing poetry so I don’t qualify bullshit I think says who the poets talk about books and I think these people 
are great identifiers with others with movements emotions pressures and they have absolutely no idea who they are 
Isn’t that normal it seems intensely absurdly violently normal they occasionally 
talk about their particular predicaments the spiders attack an express train the passengers are men in suits with padded shoulders and women in mid-calf skirts with three-inch pumps flee the scene months ago when we were first getting 
going the idea of disturbed men was compelling the impetus for being a men’s consciousness group was fresh I told the group about being picked up in a bar 
by a woman taken home fucked and then hustled out the door the next morning 
It was a shock a mind-reversal of crucial value I thought therefore worth talking about and later I ran into the same woman in the bar where we met she was upset that I didn’t say hello so I said hello what’s your name I forgot she said Steve what’s yours Carla we laughed I asked her for a ride I asked her if she wanted a cup of coffee
I asked her if she wanted to stay the night I said I was uncomfortable and always talked nervously when a woman was in my room I told her I was miserable and 
I felt better I told myself I liked her she said she was a Gemini she told me I was 
a schmuck I told her I was not a schmuck I fell into a sound sleep she couldn’t 
sleep she explained at 6AM that she devised and carried on a word game with 
me she asked if I heard her I didn’t it was my bed my room it all felt neat 
and orderly and in the morning I was determined not to be miserable 
I told the others how Carla wants to write a book about her experiences picking 
up men she wants to turn an otherwise miserable string of events into a worthwhile project she teaches troubled kids like my ex-wife does she had small breasts a flabby ass and flabby thighs a body like a beanbag but it smelled great I joked with her 
she said she didn’t mind if I was miserable she was warm and comfortable 

It seemed to me when I told the four other poets about my experience with 
Carla they cast scornful glances at the pretty boy and his phony problems 
so much for male sharing I thought

The Crossing Guard

I approach 14th and Irving on my walk to the Sunset Branch of the Public 
Library I see a girl crossing guard maybe eleven years old tall thin blonde

in a school uniform like a sailor suit she stands with her head lowered her 
back toward me as I come to the curb as I step off the curb she walks 
three steps into the lane she raises her right hand like a semaphore 
Sophomore we used to say when I was her age she faces the street her back 
to me as I cross I’m well-protected there’s no traffic in sight I feel silly and 
pleased I smile but not at her I cross the street and I stay within the lines

More Character

I tell Paul a story about sleeping with a woman he begs for more character development that makes me think the only character development I know 
how to do is my own I live alone divorced from wife and kids I have no 
girlfriend no best friend already, I’m forcing the issue of my isolation 
It’s difficult to develop anyone’s character but my own I’m afraid my own 
is losing development as I lose others from my life Stephen Vincent calls 
to tell me he wants more poems for our manuscript he names several from 
memory he wants poems that broaden their scope to include other people 
not just me and the city or me and my senses me and my shadow 
I think of course he’s right I think but am I wrong however he asks me for poems 
I’ve already written I say to myself you touch others and you are touched by others
don’t disrespect what’s true in your life Stephen implies that my scope is large 
enough but my vision is too narrow character development is not 
impossible I dedicate myself to character more character I say

The Unswitchables

I’m sitting at my drawing table drawing sentences out like blood 
I look out the window occasionally startled by a silhouette a reflection 
a partially transparent reversed ghost of myself giant and dark against 
the backsides of the stores on Irving Street above the roofline is a giant 
pack of Tareytons and the message Join the Unswitchables I’m reading 
Anais Nin who is trying to figure out Henry Miller’s wife June
Betty and Jon are in her room bathed in TV light smoking marijuana 
it’s potent smoke and ambivalence Jon gets up to leave see you later Steve 
see you later Jon Betty goes to the phone and calls Cindy from next door 
to come over and meet me Betty hangs up I am FUCKED UP she says 
referring to being loaded loaded up with marijuana and down with Jon 
and with a friend Cindy who wants to do something but not go to a 
dumb movie and with a new roommate who sits at his desk all day 
taking notes listening to composing and sending messages 
Cindy comes over Betty describes Cindy as a runaway housewife Cindy 
is a plain specimen of feminine humanity with her hair done she’s looking 
for action Betty says Cindy is a good cook Cindy complains about paying 
the utility bill of someone else’s apartment on her PG&E bill she doesn’t 
want to go to a movie but Betty wants to hide out in a darkened theatre 
both women finger their hair Cindy says they could take her motorbike 
but she’s inexperienced taking riders Betty says she doesn’t want to be 
her patient when she means passenger they sit cross-legged on Betty’s bed 
the paper spread across their laps like a map after meeting Cindy I come 
back to my room and look at my empty bed frame my bed is only frame 
I don’t have a mattress yet my bed is a half-shell with the oyster missing 
a square of air a bed of supposes

I stopped by Paul’s this afternoon just before he went off to small claims 
court with what for him is no small claim he wanted me as a corroborating 
witness to tell how shitty the landlords are and how righteous his complaints 
are he was in the shower when I told him I didn’t think it was a good idea for 
me to testify I don’t want to tell tales in church I said trying to get the idiom right 
Paul is beleaguered he doesn’t have a shower curtain it’s in my new apartment 
his co-defendant Daniel doesn’t care about the outcome he took vivid color 
Polaroids of the decay of two American apartments like compromising 
pictures of your wife when you don’t really want a divorce 
The pictures are perfect the place looks like a deathtrap Barb from upstairs decided she couldn’t attend the hearing because her face is swollen another deserting friend Paul decides my being there might not be such a good idea somebody might ask me a question such as why is my name on the check when Paul is the one making the claim I enjoyed not helping Paul I’m determined not to feel sorry for him 

I told him the story of Peter Darlington’s court case a suit to get his kids 
back from the Philippines they were with their mother’s Pilipino national 
hero rich daddy the court said leave the kids there their mother is improving 
herself back home the will of the court whim wham will 
Then Paul told me a truly inspiring story called to jury duty recently he stood 
and objected when he noticed that the prosecutor had peremptorily challenged 
and refused to seat any black jurors the courtroom exploded with objections t
he judge was taken aback the trial was of a man accused of assault with a deadly weapon the man claimed self-defense he’s black the potential jury was all white Paul said the jurors couldn’t understand the man’s desire to own a gun 
The man Paul said may be sent to jail for dong what everyone around him does Paul was relieved of duty the prosecutor asked that he be permanently barred from jury 
duty Paul thinks lawyers are lost without their rules and he won’t play by the 
rules in the hallway the defense attorney’s assistant ran up to him and gave 
him a big handshake and a big grin thank you thank you very much she said 
despite his nobility however Paul shouldn’t take himself on as a client 
He is without brief or briefcase speaking of brief that’s what happened 
he got in court the judge gave him one minute to state his case rejecting 
his points as he made them disposition in the mail now he’s fasting not 
smoking not drinking as befits a man whom the law has succinctly denied 
he’s preparing to steal some bread and sleep under a bridge
My life goes quiet like the weather it changes like water it flows it floods 
it freezes it cools it boils and when it rains it pours my son Jack or Jackson 
is asleep in the front room earlier we read nursery rhymes after a game of MONOPOLY lessons all useless I think I go directly to jail several times 
a record for me I say yeah Jack says ‘cause you never been in jail and eight little 
Injuns never heard of heaven one kicked the bucket and then there were seven two
 little Injuns fooling with a gun one shot the other and then there was one 
one little Injun lying all alone he got married and then there was none 
I call Anne and invite her to take me and Jackson for ice-cream 
she can’t go she says she’s really into something she says she’d love 
to meet Jackson I think take me baby and you get Jackson as a bonus

Betty goes over to stay the night with Jon what makes the lamb love Mary so 
the eager children cry Tommy’s tears and Mary’s fears will make them old before
their years Betty says I don’t look as old as I am and I’m nervous when I 
appear calm I answer that I have a lot of trouble with illusion and reality 
I call Anne to tell her I’m going crazy without her that my last two years 
have been a search for her either in her or in someone like her I’m dulcet 
and mellow and the picture of self-assurance I tell Betty about my stuttering brother Mark for whom there are no rules he can rely on he can’t trust his 
mouth to produce language when language is our first acceptance of 
the rules and without language we’re all without rules 
Mark makes an ethic of his condition we all do in his view every convention 
is totally and violently artificial I am God’s child is less credible when you can’t 
say the words Curt told the story of being blindfolded for a day he lost all sense 
of space and time every step was all he was doing without being able to see 
the corner all he sought in his walk down the street all that his being cared for 
was the being he is in the making of each step there was an old woman living under
a hill and if she’s not gone she lives there still how many miles to Babylon three score and 
ten can I get there by candlelight yes and back again if your heels are nimble and light

I’m drinking Lejon extra dry Vermouth in the 4/5 pint I’m smoking True 
Blues and listening to old rock ‘n’ roll playing down the hall in the back room 
for someone who’s not smoking I’m smoking pretty good a pack of Trues like 
a pack of Lies I can’t stand you Arthur what you say is a pack of Truths my ribs hurt 
all day I wonder if it’s emphysema cancer or sleeping on a too-soft mattress 
Last night in Churchill’s I sat next to a steamfitter what’s a steamfitter is it someone 
who contains evanescence for a living I asked yeah, man I understand go on tell me more 
he said looking a little desperate he asks me if I thought it was difficult living in 
this country I said I thought it was the most difficult country to live in the world because we are the new world and we did it it’s the conscious man’s burden 
I told the steamfitter I watched my wastebasket fill up in a day with empty bags cans cartons packs and wraps he said what are you man a writer he said he was a loser that his recent good luck was merely a will of the wisp a wisp of the will he was determined to accumulate $10,000 in two years sink it into a bar and then go bust when the customers desert him oh well you only go around once might as well make a botch of it grab all the failure you can gusto is to life what foam is to beer merely evidence the beer isn’t flat as valuable as a moustache and moustaches were masks let us be naked of lip I once said after I had shaved off my moustache
Night of the Living Dead

In a world of possibilities I watch my cigarette burn when Shelly blows in 
all in black to visit Betty this is the night of the living dead I offer myself to them they’re zombies he could have said hey baby any bullshit I’m sick of it every night of my life she’s wearing a black beret black long-coat black slacks and black shoes blond hair and face her face is bony bereft of color or paint she’s pissed off fucked up and like that she says to me hello yes I’m pissed off a voice on the radio says it seems that most people aren’t getting the most out of sex contact Dr. Joel Fort at Fort Help and then rock ‘n’ roll 
My room looks like a table setting before dinner Shelly comes in and checks out 
my room is this your room yes I need a bed yeah I slept on a narrow thing for a while that’s what I’m doing up front I say I point to the front room through the walls toward the parlor by the street toward Eighth Avenue is this your book she said no it’s Betty’s 
I’m reading it I said well I won’t intrude on your privacy then Betty and Shelly leave 
I’m out Betty says don’t tell anyone where I am I wouldn’t dare I say
I’m watching The 500 Pound Jerk starring Alex Karras as an American weightlifter in love with a Russian gymnast a Ruskie friend says to Alex when he temporarily loses the girl do svidaniya tovarich I say to myself I got to get my ass in gear and get around the world then like an afterthought why did I have kids immediately I’m overcome 
with a rush of love for Jack and Rachel regrets ambitions a world of possibilities and a string of relatively few choices dear Betty I address her abstractly she’s 
going to Mexico I’m going to buy a bottle of San Miguel to bless you on your way 
A girl on the corner asks me did you see the sunset I saw it a great sunset living at Eighth and Irving on the edge of the Sunset District it’s a long slide to the ocean 
as Alan Ginsburg might say to Gary Snyder I listen for ocean rhythm alpha wave heart beat oxen hooves suck from mud road cut pine crash to forest floor but as for me at the beach earlier today I saw three Chicanas write their names in the sand with fence slats LINDA   MOLLY   ROSIE   as nearby a man trained his dog with a scowl and 
a fist do svidaniya tovarich goodbye my friend
Go Call Trackenberg

Riding the streetcar I see a funny thing and I laugh and I think things must be getting better I’m laughing again rising again I watch a construction site in the street near the streetcar a man on a backhoe drags a huge metal plate to the edge of a ditch 
to serve as a walkway across the ditch another man stands nearby supervising the plate edges toward the rim of the ditch cutting into the soft asphalt of the street 
Then like Lee Trevino’s putt dropping gingerly into the cup the plate slips over 
the cliff and drops six inches into the sand and dirt below the plate falls two sets 
of eyes fall the shoulders of the man watching fall and then his eyes rise to meet 
the eyes of the man on the backhoe they look at each other and I laugh 
I remember another time when I was 23 working for the Iowa-Illinois Gas and Electric Company I witnessed a similar scene I was a helper for a gas line repair crew three crews were called out from the office in Rock Island to the town of Silvis a couple of blocks from the Illinois State Psychiatric Hospital it was raining a drizzle under gray May skies when we got there myself Baron Wallace who was the other flunky the assistant Jerry Frisby that was his real name and Marshall Dillon or Robert McHenry also called Chester the boss of our crew and the others the backhoe was already beginning to dig down near the gas leak the backhoe operator a true artist was advised to go slow since the sewer pipes were near the gas main the sewer was 
ancient clay overlapping sections 
Slowly the man cleaned off layers of earth like peeling back blankets on a bed 
as eight other men lean over the edge of the pit all eyes narrowed to a point six 
feet below when the prong of the shovel of the backhoe caught the lip of one of 
the clay sewer pipes and ripped off a chunk slowly inexorably and there below us was the sight of rushing water a small vision like a breakthrough in archaeology 
like discovering an underground river a tiny River Styx 
It was silent around the pit we all gazed on the miserable mistake I thought of 
the delicacy of the accident and the prospect of patching it up it wasn’t my place 
to speak or it seemed, anyone else’s the backhoe operator who everyone respected shut off his motor the scene was enacted in silence in the misting rain in the muggy morning of an early summer day a few blocks up from the Mississippi River finally 
a voice said well it looks like she shot her wad then another voice she shot her wad all right then a crew leader she sure shot her wad this time then the resigned voice of the man in whom resided overall responsibility better go call Trackenberg tell him she shot her wad
A Tolerant City

I’m watching Alistair Cooke talk about San Francisco as a marvelous place to live San Francisco has nine hills and is free of frost a tolerant city not monolithic each has his own house it is reproduction in an orderly manner a dog runs by Cooke as he sits among some foliage on a hillside stripping the stem of a flower he talks about the character called Emperor Norton who suggested Abraham Lincoln marry Queen Victoria 
I’m watching this on a Sony Solid State TV equipped with an on-off switch and a volume control which allows me to choose between faint sound and harsh sound 
I’m going to a poetry reading any minute at Intersection in North Beach a reading by John Ashbery or as Jim Gustafson puts it so fondly that faggot from New York I
I’m happy to be happy I love tv it’s a terrible thing God save us from terrible things God bless Himself for allowing such terrible things drinking terrible straight cheap bourbon whiskey 9:21 the reading starts in nine minutes better get a move on go tell Trackenberg

Synchronicity

Robert Frost is on the streetcar holding a 44 caliber Umbrella in his lap 
he mutters something about President Kennedy I try to see if I can catch it 
the bastard wanted my autograph the bastard he glances at an Olympia Beer sign 
then at a young man on crutches as he continues to caress his high-gauge 
umbrella he rubs his knee and shakes his head as we enter a tunnel Frost is 
dumbly complacent as he twirls the barrel of his umbrella in his crippled 
left hand Jean Paul Sartre gets on and takes a seat near the front reads the tv listings in the Chronicle at Church Street Sartre stands to allow the departure 
of his seatmate he sits down and existentially considers the horoscope and the contract bridge column the man on crutches gets off at Market and Duboce 
It’s Family Unity Month on the streetcar the Jewish Welfare Federation declares We Are One we’re also told Newport is Alive with Pleasure and Blue Cross says Getting Sick Can Sneak Up On You downtown is as busy as the back of a vagrant dog Frost gets off at Mason and Sartre gets off at Powell the driver says to Sartre oh not too 
bad and yourself goodnight see you tomorrow 
I get off at Third and go into Stevenson Alley to piss in a recessed doorway 
he bus driver has the same idea he and I piss synchronistically not twenty feet 
apart ah the sweet world of pleasurable necessities now the Stockton bus driver is talking to a friend it’s a stupid stereotype he says the bus is full of Chinese conversation the driver’s friend raises her left hand opens it and points to it with the index finger of her right hand saying as she laughs that really freaks me out the Stockton bus agrees with the NJudah streetcar that sickness can sneak up on you the driver’s friend says something about competition in South America and an attractive head of hair appears in front of me
At the reading I see a parade of actors going up and down the backstairs coming and going from the stage upstairs Ashbery uses great Anglo-Saxon consonant words Curt comes in and opens a bottle of beer I stare greedy arrows at the bottle he allows me a swallow I take the swallow like God’s appreciation for the least of these a man with love in his eyes edges closer and closer to skinny intense Leslie Scalapino lover is pulling his beard crossing his legs into the future of her 
crossed legs I don’t know Leslie well and he’s a stranger to me
Ashes on the Rug of the World

I went to the Surf Theatre is see Hearts and Minds a movie about the Vietnam War 
a recapitulation of the scenes thoughts anger and confusion of the last ten years 
one scene was shot during the ’68 Tet Offensive it was on TV at the time in front of millions of Americans on the Huntley-Brinkley NBC Evening News a colonel 
in the Saigon Police walks up and summarily shoots a prisoner in the head 
in the middle of the street 
I remember the moment I was teaching school living in the woods in Connecticut the highway patrolman who lived upstairs and owned the apartment we rented 
was out back in the woods shooting his guns to work off anxieties Julie was feeding two-year-old Jackson on the news Chet said something about the next piece of film being graphic then the camera backs down the wide Saigon street ahead of a Viet Cong prisoner in a plaid shirt shorts and sandals with his head lowered his hands tied behind his back a figure crosses in front of the camera turns raises a revolver and shoots the prisoner crumples to the ground a pool of blood spreads quickly the film ends in silence then the EVENING NEWS logo followed by a commercial 
I was stunned in the movie the blood spurts from the man’s head in a high arc 
we’ve seen a lot of that on TV but there’s a difference the TV is a cool artifact medium the event is reduced to miniature and held at a distance that seems controllable when Lawrence Welk says thanks for welcoming us into your living room that’s nonsense the tv doesn’t come into the room we go into the tv if you put 
a towel over the tv it’s suddenly in the room like radio programs are but in a 
movie theatre it’s all in the room right here right now 
In the Movietone News after the movie the audience seemed in a stunned hush 
a tangible kind of public consciousness I felt hostility I wanted to strike out at someone it was crowded in the Surf Theatre the aisle was packed people were moving slowly and silently toward the door a girl said excuse me excuse me trying to get through during the movie a guy in the back applauded and shouted hooray when an American bomber was shot down I thought Jesus fella it’s not a football 
game I tried not to bump into anyone my head was full of ten years I didn’t 
know what would or should come out if anything did

After the poetry reading, last night I stood in the narrow alley between 
Vesuvio and City Lights toking off a joint with David Fallows Curt Mackey 
and Tom Cuson David had a bottle of Bud in his hand I was as drunk as I 
get on the excuse of celebrating David’s inheritance of $11,000 at the table 
earlier inside I had lapsed into maudlin expressions of brotherly love I like you 
David you’re a nice guy you know that but you can’t handle it you can’t handle being a nice guy you can handle all kinds of heavy shit but you can’t handle that you’re fucked up but I like you
I like you too Curt I really do you’re fucked up too but I like you what about me Tom said leaning around Curt I like you too Tom it was funny liking everyone it felt true 
you’re a nice guy I said to everyone and they all looked foolish and shy 
I was happy for David he’s full of projects I suggested he might run through 
the money just to get back where he’s familiar I want to be just as happy just as moneyed David was acting even more mellow than I was, and smoking cigarettes
I went down the bar and stopped to talk to Lanny Wicher he was sitting with Stephen Schwartz the self-proclaimed Voice of Surrealism on the West Coast 
I started using a French accent a girl in a beret at the table sneered what a phony accent Lanny said I was Canadian and she became embarrassed I felt like a jerk 
but only barely so I steamed ahead feeling good I went downstairs for a piss 
came back up and put my arm around Giselle and told her it was all ok she said 
she didn’t want to talk to me OK I’m gone I said back in my seat a girl at the bar 
was eyeballing me. Finally sliding over, she joined the table watching me after 
a time I pointed at her I think that woman likes me I said
I loved it and then we were all out in the alley the new girl included I took 
the beer bottle out of David’s hand and chucked it over my shoulder CRASH David got all worked up and started pushing me around he said something like 
this is my world my street don’t mess it up I thought about cleaning it up for a second 
and then I said Fuck you David I’m sick of worrying about the damn world he pushed me again I wasn’t going to be pushed I pushed back he went on about the present 2AM San Francisco Back Alley Ecological Balance it’s a gesture he said finally 
you’re right David it’s a goddam gesture I said he continued trying to get me to clean 
up the brown splinters I walked over toward the crash site and walked back 
shit I don’t want to pick up the damn bottle I said 

My mind flashed back to earlier in the day when I glared at a young couple 
who dropped their 7UP cans on the street on Market and Van Ness then Curt 
says he agrees with David hell I say I agree with David David then says I should 

never do that again in his presence he wants me to promise he threatens to 
hurt me in some vague manner I calmly and forcefully tell him I will wrap his 
ass around a nearby pole if he keeps pushing me I couldn’t believe I was saying 
and doing what I did I told Curt later that that sort of thing was new to me 
David is always blowing off in a belligerent manner about his time in Vietnam 
he’s a drunk a street poet presumably a tough guy and here I was backing him down David said he was glad we didn’t fight because he was sure I’d beat the shit out of him I had no such intention but I got into that marvelous state of being where there is no fear I recognize it as instinct it’s not dumb courage or drunken bravado it’s un-aggressive and impassive a state of clarity and calmness we went back into Vesuvio laughing Curt David and Tom were joking I turned serious 
still smiling it’s really not funny I thought I’m smiling but not because it’s funny I’m smiling because I love it then David brought out his big guns the ones that when I’m sober and deferential to his high-energy world-weariness make me self-conscious of my boyish look and lack of hard experience when he accuses me of being a closet faggot and I need to have my ass reamed out 
David I said is that your problem because that’s the same story you always tell is that what you worry about I know you’ve had your experiences but since when and how long since you had your own asshole reamed out David I’m sick of worrying about dropping ashes on the rug of the world and I’m sick of clowns like you who think that just because you’re miserable you’ve got a lock on reality I love life I’m a nice guy and I don’t want to be miserable or serious and I’m just as right
 as you are maybe more so I felt clean I went home and called Anne at 3AM she came to the phone and said oh Steve I’ll talk to you tomorrow I’m in the middle of a dream

Speed Up and Slow Down

On the way back from the library I stopped in at The Treasure Trove on Irving and bought Last Tango in Paris the woman at the card table chain-smoking said some reviewers thought it was not so good of a movie in the other room I could hear an old woman’s halting voice asking questions about napkin holders and telling personal details I   still   have   sterling   silver   ones   do   you   remember   those 
the clerk nearby replies indifferently oh really no kidding well that’s really something 
the old woman talks more than most people with normal faculties do she talks 
like a woman who’s alone and shops in used clothing stores so she can have someone to talk to you can pick up the things on the table the clerk advises her 
I mean you have to just to see what things are underneath but I’ll pick up the things on the shelf 
ha ha she laughs a commercial laugh with a softener added to the harsh detergent 
of her message I buy Blood on the Tracks by Bob Dylan Bob you can’t sing for shit I think a great kvetcher Mr. Dylan it’s a terrific album cover you can’t tell an album by 
its cover but looks aren’t deceiving it’s the implication of what’s beyond the looks that’s deceiving Gore Vidal says character cracks beauty confuses it and lessens it Linda Ronstadt says running has the same effects as doing speed I want character and energy I’m addicted to the drug of beauty then signs in demeanor or costume of character I want the apple and Eve too I think I need to run into a woman of character I think of a woman I saw when I was running in the park she had large intimate eyes clear unflinching vision and a small trim frame six inches above the ground in flight her short-shorts revealed sensual thighs she ran effortlessly her smile spoke of her ease when I run I’m tuned to the creaky overcoming of my inertia but we do the same thing we run all of a sudden I’m going running 
Coming back from running turning the corner on Eighth and Lincoln Way 
I spotted Mike Lehmann trotting toward the park on the other side of the street after a half-second’s hesitation feeling my tendency to avoid others I hailed Mike and we talked Mike and I are alumni of Grinnell College in Iowa we lived in the same residence hall now Mike teaches at USF I’ve run into him from time to time over the last four years always in or near the park he’s easy to talk to quiet serious two years older and thoroughly likeable he’s just back from his mother’s funeral 
in New York City 
He didn’t tell his students who say hey Mr. Lehmann you go on vacation ha ha if he mentioned the real reason they might fall over themselves with embarrassment 
I thought about my current practice of spilling my guts on everyone I tell Mike about my isolation gee Steve he says I don’t think that’s so good have you got friends 
don’t be a hermit it’s bad for you I tell him I don’t know if it’s what I have to do
or what I’m stuck in and don’t want to do
There’s a bird on the wire outside my window the head of a household of birds 

that nest in the venting pipes that connect to my gas space heater sometimes in 
the morning the birds seem to be trying to find their way back out I know their screams are not of fear or flight but of what of hunger for food or animal joy like the kids out front I tell Mike I may want out of San Francisco it’s such a low energy town I feed off energy I say well New York you should give it a try it’s still the Big Apple it’s not so bad as people say you walk on the street in New York there’s sparks in the air I say I’m a self-starter but it’s so much easier if there’s energy to feed off of I want to do some things on the stage and that’s where the best theatre is 
I go home thinking about writing my cousin hold it Karen let’s go to New York I think about writing Borkhuis in New York hey Borkhuis I need a place then I come in the apartment and check the furniture for sales potential whoa I think slow down I take 
a shower after noting the loss of three pounds in the last three days, from fasting 

on the phone this morning I said hello Stephen Vincent said Brooks fast and I said 
no not fast Stephen said why not did you quit yeah I had a peanut butter sandwich last night was it good it was wonderful I can’t imagine I don’t like peanut butter I can see that I’m not ready to go to New York right now this minute any time soon take it easy allow 
the inevitable don’t push the river don’t push the Brooks the babbling brooks 
In my senior year in high school the swimming coach Burly Bob Bennett announced the team from the stage at a school assembly he smiled endearingly 
as he introduced me his captain as Babbling Brooks I thought at the time that if 
I’d had a gun I’d have shot him but I loved it it was the only nickname I ever got 
in high school when that sort of thing is important Gary Capouch tried his best 
to call me Brux but it never caught on 
It’s 6:45 the sun is out from under the cloud cover as it sets burning its way toward Nagasaki and Hiroshima here in the city called Baghdad by the Bay it accents the flat walls of buildings with ornate Victorian facaces with angular shadow Ls and Vs brilliance and glare cut by shadows a hillside of tall pines as if the boy who washed his hair with green soap had an afro on the stereo Hank Williams is singing I’m free and ready for us to go steady hey good lookin’ how’s about cookin’ somethin’ up with me  
I feel good I feel real good
Ghost Characteristics

My captain’s chair broke CRACK several dozen threads spoke in unison 
and my left thigh dropped six inches to the poop deck of discomfort I assigned 
the collapsed blue canvas chair to the wall behind the door and I appropriated Betty’s cane rocker from the front room I wanted to make love to myself I wanted myself to make love to me so I unbuckled slowly unzipped and took out my genitals they lay there like a tired housewife I stimulated them and they responded I know them I know that despite a bad day with a little coaxing they will respond with an engorged organ in my hand it’s like having my arm around a pasta-stuffed first date
I feel obliged to my sexuality I take out seductive images of women I imagine I 
am engaged and encouraged by them I step out to take a leak I look back at these compliant women deep in their sensual anticipation I see them through the slit in the slightly open door they push their hair on top of their heads with both hands and forearms their thighs fall open as they lean against the shadowed wall lost in thoughts of desire pleasure and satisfaction I jerk off in love with sensation I let sensation be in love with me forgetting the images I finish I get up to piss and it stings it always stings a little when I piss through semen but this time it doesn’t quit ten minutes later I want to piss can’t don’t but it still feels uncomfortable it stings 
it hangs on I want it to stop it burns on Rhoda they mention The Towering Inferno 
my burning desire subsides my stomach hurts is it booze is it guilt is it guilt about booze masturbation and TV I drink a lot of water and contemplate peanut butter and suicide I feel better until at 9:30 on TV they wash a shirt stained with oily dirt in All TempaCheer and it comes clean

Suddenly I’m only happy writing I’m addicted to it like a novelist like Jerome Robbins and Isaac Asimov like Georges Simenon Charles Dickens and Victor Hugo like any normal anal-retentive what’s the opposite of anal-retentive anal-expulsive big shit in the word department but that’s what anal-retentives are maybe poets are anal-expulsive because they get rid of all their personal shit as fast as they can and that makes them economical and spare in their language I go out to buy more bourbon I’d rather spend my little money than fritter it away on necessities and expenses on the stairs behind me I hear the voices of the upstairs neighbors 
I wait at the bottom of the stairs while they come down I’m curious to meet my fellow building occupants I say rather clumsily I’m Steve I’m Pris the woman says and already I’ve forgotten the man’s name Chuck or Larry I trail behind them out the door and onto the sidewalk welcome to the world I say gesturing to the street that’s what they say Pris says instead of a fifth of bourbon I buy a can of Coors a pack of Beer Nuts 

and a Snickers at the Russian Fresh Hot Piroshki Liquor Store 
In the narrow confines of hot baklava I’m drunker than in my room or on the street on Stacey Keach’s TV show Caribe a woman goes swimming she holds her arms in the air beside her shoulders like ostrich wings she flaps ineffectually in an imitation of grace as she wades into the water she dives and swims she swims well for a few strokes before the camera cuts away I imagine an actress who was never 
a swimmer before who is told how a good swimmer swims who swims as she is 
told and as an actress not as a learner she swims like a champion her proud father proclaims in a grainy documentary she was always an actress always in a dream world uninterested in group activities like sports she appears to swim like Donna De Verona after a few words from a clever director

I think I’m like that it’s best not to tell me how to do it I rebel but tell me how others do it and I imitate to perfection like children I hear it said that children are the purest of beings fresh and original I observed my own children when they were two and three laughing the phoniest laughter in imitation of Julie or me using language clumsily bad actors they learn to be real their social reality given to them by adults we become what we imitate like those artists who apprentice themselves to the masters then they become original individual masters in their own right 
My brother Mark lived in an old Victorian on Scott Street in ’67 with a bunch 
of other people one of them was a graphic artist who worked five weeks on a layout for an ad company then in the last days he did five alternate mock-ups so they’ll have something to reject he explained I expect all options to be accepted and all rejected 
my children to become presidents or bums bastards or blessed babes or boobs loved or left like America a land of plenty with plenty of land as they say in Chicago give us this day our Daley bread
I’m wandering like a beachcomber with a lot of beach and no boat I go down 
to the corner bar but I don’t like it the music is too loud I decide to go downtown for a drink downtown I say in a pseudo-Southern accent Mississippi god DAMN because I deserve it I deserve to sit in a GOOD bar and have a GOOD drink yes ma’am and godDAMN God DA-OO-O-UM four syllables like the tent preachers do I strut home for better clothes flashier threads for a costume that befits my station I deserve to take a GOOD bus but there is only the bus the great equalizer bus it moves along like a banana on its way to bruised and overripe it’s hot inside the banana this particular banana makes frequent stops taking on and letting off bites it’s a battered banana but this banana is my Boat to Paradise 
Someone spray-painted on a billboard on Haight and Divisidero that reads 
Want to feel Black Velvet about Canadian Scotch next to a bejeweled reclining 
woman in a black velvet gown the spray painter demands Stop Sexism then 
omeone drew tits and a crotch on the blob of paint intended to obliterate 
the sexy blond in velvet lying prone near a giant bottle

Taking a bus is like taking a slow boat to China I begin to wonder if I really want 
to go to China at Van Ness I feel arrogant I stride across Van Ness and piss against the side of a giant blue box covering some surprise the Bay Area Rapid Transit will unveil in the future then on the 47Potrero bus I sat in the aisle seat disallowing any fellow citizen from sharing the seat with me it’s a bench seat the kind popular on 
all American sedans before the Sixties when sitting in buckets became popular 
as the expression of mass individuation 
Your Vote Could Make the Difference There’s one set of tires we want to make sure is safe under all conditions YOURS Are you ready for YOUR cup of coffee sir I sit back in my chair in Henry Africa’s like being in an elegant drawing room I listen to Merle Haggard and Marty Robbins sing in the background I order a Margarita bring me a Margarita like being at the Mustang Ranch outside Reno ordering up a prostitute my glass 
is encrusted at the lip like a man who dives headfirst into The Great Salt Lake 
I wonder if women don’t actually love arrogant men with cigarette gestures and cursory glances what makes that son of a bitch so arrogant anyway my lungs feel like a Vaseline balloon an ex-rubber what a way to go what’s the prognosis doctor he’s a spent Trojan he’s a busted Rameses there’s no one of interest in the bar and I’m in the mood for a Helen or a Cleo to blow up my balloon a woman in tweed trimmed in orange rises to leave wearing a button Smiling is Irish Power with an attractive blonde nearby 
Paul and Steve dismiss blonds they contend there’s no mystery in them I see transparency in blonds and beyond the glass I fathom nothing I grew up among blondes in the Scandinavian Midwest where the American ideal is the norm and adventure is unheard of I caught the blond glancing at me circumspectly she has her fingers crossed at her uplifted knee she listens dutifully to the man she’s with 
a Jewish teddy bear wearing a plaid shirt collar outside his crewneck sweater with rings on his fingers and soft, unsure eyes he might be Italian Armenian Arab or Russian one of her fingernails picks rhythmically at her thumbnail she doesn’t speak yet all conversation is directed at her it’s easy to get down the details of strangers my brother Mark can conjure the entire life history of any woman he passes on the freeway a face a glance with elaborate contrived awareness he 
knows the woman he has no girlfriends no women friends he despises his 

mother who he contends with good reason never loved him 
He’s thirty and his bitterness is at least fifteen years late but never mind perhaps 
he says I can’t love women because I think they’re all my mother Freud who died the day our parents were married on hearing this did not roll over in his grave

This woman’s teeth skin and hair are all blond the shadows she produces lounging against a purple couch are precious she’s creamy I wonder if her nipples have any color in them does she have pubic hair if she does it might crown the angel on top a Christmas tree then she leaves and I’m free of that fruitless speculation I order a Tequila Sunrise in honor of Vivian Leigh as Scarlet O’Hara who reminded us that tomorrow is another day a man puts his arm around the waitress a cross between Ann Southern and Doris Day his hand caresses a figure on her dress a cartoon 
man in a boat smoking a pipe through a moustache and holding an oar a look 
of disconcerted amazement on his face he’s sailing on a sea of black crosscut 
by jagged snatches of white and blue across a flat ass no fish today 
I’m getting drunk like a drunk and as usual I appear as a thoughtful man at ease 
in my environment the waitress likes the man who caresses her she walks around like a matron but she’s beginning to point her toes at the carpet and place a light hand against her breastbone my brother has no ready concept of the meaning of gestures he watches and interprets infallible in his instantaneous acknowledgment of casual signs he pathologically responds to negativity in gestures but he spots it and nowhere in his make-up is the male conceit to override and conquer such gestures on the other hand his brother has the compulsion to pile all the available condiments on the hotdog of life 
I know if I buy a pack of cigarettes I’ll smoke all of them but I can’t drink all the booze in a bar that’s the ambition of a lifetime my lungs are getting used to my renewed smoking after five days without my body sighs like a mother it’s willing 
to die for me knowing I’m a sad child loving my capacity for abuse it absorbs 

abuse my body’s a sweetheart yes Virginity there is a Santa Claus in wolf’s clothing
At 1:30AM at the corner I have my choice I can take the Owl Service home or 
the 41Union to North Beach and one last shot at meeting someone I might love I take the Owl home at Van Ness and Post the bus stops in the lot of an Arco Station I see a Plymouth Valiant crushed like a pack of cigarettes sitting in the For Service Only area the bus driver runs a red light a motorcycle patrolman stops him and 
asks for his license the driver says he didn’t see the light the cop laughs and sends him on his way he runs yellows all the way to Market this driver is a true public servant getting all the stray dogs home in time for the late movie 
I stand on the corner of Van Ness and Market at a quarter to two in the cool breeze and no bus comes my hair whips in the wind like windshield wiper blades on my forehead a cute little gay guy is eyeballing me and I think sure I’d fuck you if you were cuter and you had breasts and a vagina and I was in love with you with balls and a dick thrown in for good measure or as David said to groan on it would be OK to talk to someone to pass the time but no thanks and another guy wearing a silk jacket with a tiger on the back strolls back and forth I watch a computer programmer on the third floor of the Bank of America Building and damn it’s cold this is no way to run a carriage service for me and my compulsions then here thank a merciful god comes a bus 

After midnight the trolleys are replaced by buses I hope it’s the NJudah but no it’s an LTaraval straight to the zoo more gays arrive after 2AM the NJudah is the Gay Express a theatre on wheels with costumes and bizarre benign behavior wait here comes the NJudah absent a sexual hang-up about such things I could really get off on this bus or get it on off this bus I reveal my cue ball sexuality willing to identify with any eight ball mentality but it seems I’m here for the early show twenty minutes later and the joint would be jumping to spend a phrase 
I have the whole seat to myself how disappointing for a man who is constantly willing to threaten his own masculinity with fantasies from all points of the spectrum but the truth is I think I should hate faggots like my father before me 
he told me how disgusted he was to see Joey Bishop hug and kiss Sammy Davis Jr. on TV my father is an affectionate physical man but he rankles at male sexuality 
I inherited my father’s inclinations and his bullshit I call these inherited traits ghost characteristics reactions to life that we inherit from our parents’ prejudices despite 
the independent and contradictory experience of our own lives 
Such a Place

In this year of the 20th Century there is a restaurant called McDonald’s 
one branch of which is in the Financial District with long lines serviced by 
efficient Third World teenagers a dining room on the lower level with bushes 
in a window well mirrors graphic designs large letters on the trash-bin doors 
form the words THANK YOU and small two-person tables where strangers
eat food they seem embarrassed to be eating when and if their eyes meet 
Every new patron is the old-timer at the table in seven minutes each meal 
requires a dozen individual pieces of paper or plastic with the illusion of a feast 
in the paraphernalia coming out of McDonald’s onto the street like coming out of 
a porno movie house patrons take quick steps into the sidewalk traffic cast furtive glances at other patrons to see what kind of a person would eat in such a place

Hey Mac

A woman in the seat ahead of me on the streetcar is crying silently touching 
her arthritic finger to the bones around her eyes shaking her head slowly another woman gets off the streetcar wearing a yellow knit pants suit baggy in the seat like diapers at the welfare office a woman leaving passes down the unemployment line waves to a man in the line as she recognizes him keeps waving as she stops to hear his greeting and keeps on waving as she continues away from him 
Two lines side by side move like adjacent freight trains boxcars bumping and jerking parallel single cars changing position one ahead for a while coming even dropping behind two young women recognize each other from a previous casual acquaintance hi hi one woman is nervous to be talking and then not talking she adds with a sigh still here after a time she asks you’re not working the other shrugs 
and looks around I wouldn’t be here if I was 
A kid of fifteen gets on the trolley by knocking on the door he takes a transfer from the driver and starts for his seat the driver calls him back hey Mac c’mere let me tell you something never snitch the transfer when I give it to you the kid looks sheepish I imagine a rush of fear and embarrassment the kid mouths ok shrugs a little and with his head low walks toward the back I want to become him step up to the driver now let me
 tell you something never call me Mac and never tell me to c’mere 
I think about boldness since last night playing basketball I avoided taking the ball to the hoop I stopped short and took a jump shot I was urged to beat my man one on one take him to the baseline later Curt referred to the dialogue in the alley behind Vesuvio when I blew David’s cover as a tough guy Curt calls that game the same 
as its reverse you mean like portraying yourself as a nice guy when you’re really a bastard I said
The Arrogance of an Afternoon’s Conceit
I’m sitting in The Owl and the Monkey Café on Ninth between Irving and Judah 
a couple of blocks from my new home staring out the window when two women 
sit down near me I admire one’s breasts silhouetted through her blouse I admire the other one’s cheekbones and dimples her large mouth and her great big ass she gets up for a spoon and then she gets up to shut the door all movement accentuates the grace of her beautiful bum her friend straightens her back bouncing her breasts against the tabletop she has the face of a French cartoon schoolmaster I think she must know and enjoy knowing that I’m looking at her 
I’m lonely and distraught my mind is crowded with plans for escape to peace 
up the coast to Bolinas back to Illinois to the arms of a woman to death cowardly death if I was serious death by disease come-and-get-me-I’m-exhausted death I dismiss the voluptuous woman she talks like this so he goes blah blah blah I dismissed 
a girl last summer who said so he goes these women are welcomed like goddesses 
and dismissed like schoolgirls in the arrogance of an afternoon’s conceit 
One girl looks like Olive Oyl with great tits the other like Raquel Welch with a great ass what choices I tease myself with so I’m a bastard after all I think Olive gets up and wobbles her chest over to the counter it reminds me of the kid many years ago on Art Linkletter’s House Party who described his mother’s nightgown it has a face painted on it and the eyes watch you when she walks around the room boy she loves those breasts I think and it’s wonderful she acts like a man’s fantasy of what it might be like to have breasts 
She moves her chair she shakes her breasts she stretches the silk feels wonderful slipping across her nipples she inspects her fingernails pulling her forearm against her breasts she lays her arm over the back of her chair luxuriously exposing her breasts as if she’s lying back on the deck of a private yacht Raquel sits on her grand derriere as if all consciousness resides below the waist she’s keenly aware of her ass like a man pulling a large trailer cross-country behind a Fiat she says oh yeah that was the best night I’ve had for a long long long time while she looks wistfully at a parked car and here I am sitting in the Owl and Monkey owlishly playing the monkey developing character at fifteen feet in profile with overheard conversation
Could it be much different from asking someone his or her sign is it destructive or is it only the absence of something constructive last night, as we walked the streets of North Beach looking for Curt’s car the four of us Tom Paul Curt and me Paul said out of the blue I know what type of woman you like he said looking at each of us 
in turn but Steve I have no idea what your type is Curt stood on the corner of Union and Jones and said in a moment of gentle resignation I haven’t got the faintest idea where it is
we found it three blocks away with its sad beaten and crumpled fenders cringing against the curb the four hapless shepherds find the 100th sheep Raquel looks 
like she’s allow for some but not much nonsense
Nasty Nervy Loving and Alive

I’m in the Owl and Monkey eating a sugar crunch and drinking a cup of coffee trying to get a handle on what I’m feeling after last night the sun is shining and 
for a brief moment there’s hail like birdshot occasionally I decide to get through 
an evening without drinking smoking eating fucking or running around it usually requires a lot of tv and last night I watched a lot of tv if I eliminate tv the pressure to do one of the others results in my doing all of the others tv is a voice in the room that is passably entertaining and avoidable which I like I can drop it whenever 
my mind or body begins some activity 
I washed dishes and sewed the torn canvas of my director’s chair and then after listening to Emmett Kelley Jr. say that a sadness comes over him when he puts 
on his Weary Willy costume and makeup so I got out my mime makeup and I remembered feeling my own sadness once upon a time in the makeup I thought that’s what stopped me from continuing with the mime I put the whiteface on with high arching eyebrows red teardrops and a downward swooping mouth I got it all on and I didn’t feel particularly sad I felt nothing so I washed it all off and as usual 
my face was scraped to a splotchy red in the effort as the evening progressed 

I dropped my options 
At 6PM I got a call from Meg who was Julie’s college roommate she’s in town for a while she explained somewhat inexplicably that she’s getting married and she’s left her fiancé to give him some time space excuse she’s looking up old associates and friends she sounded good she said I sounded good we made a general date for early next week her sister Connie came on the phone and we made an more general date to get together sometime soon a year ago Connie and I had a fling and here she is again free on Wednesdays well I say I’m going to eat my dinner and I’ll talk to you later so 
I dropped options and among them were to call Connie back to eat some more to smoke cigarettes to drink some bourbon Paul says that stopping these things you see what buttons they push in you and yes it is so but so what 
In a tv show about wolves Clint Walker reminding me of Curt terrorizes a town and then says the terror makes the people more alive than ever the presence of death draws out their love of life I remember the business of never driving the basket and about being cold to panhandlers and a real grinner among friends 

one thing I like about drinking is I get to be nasty nervy loving and alive then I realize it isn’t drinking I want but being NNL and A what I want is to live boldly and on the edge but it’s damn scary I also think I drink to escape dullness but it’s being NNL and A that eliminates dullness I want to be brave busy loving and alive
Driving the Basket

This morning I got up and what did I do I didn’t do anything it happened 
flash I got an idea about doing the mime for the ending of my one-man stage 
show scheduled for October six months from now in the shower singing in my richest Irish warble Jeannie with the light brown hair my relaxed mind started working creatively effortlessly then playing basketball I drove the basket playing against Roper the best player at the International Center I drove for three baskets in a row hit again and won the game on a driving hook I did it some more in the second and third game Pat said to me hey Steve take it easy this time I was playing like I wanted and I was making up lines like a word man Big Max went up for a rebound and everyone got a kick out of the sight laughing about his leaping ability yeah I said 
it’s like you pinch a balloon on the top and bottom and pull a little

I didn’t eat a midnight snack last night when I sort of wanted to I go through 
this routine every 3-4 weeks I do it and every time I do it I get better at it man 
this living free is a tough row to hoe but the crops are creamy BIRDS-EYE as I said at the National Honor Society student assembly at the end of my senior year you can’t 
sew wild oats and reap Cheerios nobody laughed until Miss Garst the Gertrude Stein 
of Moline Senior High started laughing and it caught on you weren’t supposed 
to crack jokes if you were serious and smart but my sentiment at the time was disingenuous I was just beginning to get into sewing wild oats and Cheerios 
were sliding down my personal go-and-get-some popularity poll often 
When I’m drunk nobody thinks I am and before I learned how to drink everyone thought I must be drinking to act so wild and have so much fun it occurs to me 
that if I could be freer with friends and lovers I could be more loving with them and everyone else Pat the ballplayer said man I’m 34 and now is when it happens you 
let it slide now and you never get it back I seen this thing on tv about blood pressure I read the symptoms and I think I got it I said yeah me too shit I get through playing and my face feels like
 a blood balloon I’ve got bad circulation I wish I had something to do everyday run basketball volleyball soccer and then skip it when I don’t feel like it Pat said yeah that’s it 
I went downstairs at the gym worried about high blood pressure and making 
two balloon allusions I wonder if there’s anything wrong with my balls my baby balloons and I wonder if I analyze too much that’s because sweetheart I say to myself either you’re afraid of the truth or you’re looking for the truth or both and I say the truth is in the doing not in the talking about it to quote Dr. Brown my shrink from last year Steve you worry about a problem until you’re sick of worrying about it and then you forget about it
I wanted to say doc how about going out for a beer how’s your love life how come you never 
say much what kind of friendship do we have here I mean I love a parade but a parade of my imaginary bugaboos is a downer doc whenever I got ready to do something he warned me about making any moves I went ahead anyway and felt wonderful I made a long list of things I wanted to do and heading the list was quit therapy I wish I could have kept seeing Dr. Brown so I could tell him how happy I was not seeing him 
we have shrinks and insurance companies because we don’t have other people 
to rely on in the good old days of our imagination when your house burned down you went over and sat on a tree stump and felt rotten about it and your friends either helped you or they didn’t and you developed a world view accordingly 
now we have the Good Samaritan Insurance Company and shrinks the best 
advice I ever get is from friends and lovers thanks Dirk thanks Sherry Julie Paul Betty Mike and thank you Dr. Brown when you opened your mouth and took a chance on blowing your whole scene by making an actual statement I loved it 

Late last night I went down to the corner to catch the 10Monterey over to Churchill’s on Clement and ran into old blue eyes Betty’s Jon hey what’s happening 
I asked him the same thing only he had an answer he said Charlie Musselwhite 
was playing at Yancy’s three doors back up the street that’s worth checking out I said 
and at the door I had my ID checked and the guy looked at me and said that’s amazing I’m 33 and I don’t look it so is it Dorian Gray or Willie Mays I ran into Dalita hi Dalita how you doin’ she barely said hello instead she said wait a minute
I want to talk to you I stepped aside while she sealed the deal on the sale of the Transamerica Pyramid or a kilo of the world’s finest hash then she came over 
and said why didn’t you call me like you said you were going to I remembered carefully not saying that and I wanted to tell Dalita to shove her possessive little presumptions up her Waring blender instead she said you’re a shit I was thinking about the other night when you were over and I remember you said you write a lot of things down yeah I do I write a lot of things down was there something in particular you didn’t want me to write down no nothing specific just the whole thing huh well I thought Charlie Musselwhite was playing so I came in 
to see if he was but if he’s not well I started to leave yeah well goodbye 
She said it was an affront I had run into her without calling and then wanted to leave without further ado it’s incredible to me how easy it is to sleep with someone and later to have it mean nothing even though there’s the sense of a blood-pact the lingering sense of revealing a private thought in a moment of fleeting closeness you turn to a fellow passenger on an airplane when the plane struggles in turbulence and you admit fear and then later in the airport you catch eyes and look away more at ease with strangers than with the one with whom you were intimate
Play it Safe Tag Your Bag

I’m sitting in the Southern Pacific train depot waiting for Jack to come up from down the peninsula to spend the weekend Julie is bringing Rachel tomorrow the train station is doomed it’s scheduled to be torn down it’s nostalgia anachronism decay and movie-set rolled into one Jack will come into this train station where 
I will meet him and a year from now the entire place will be gone and ten years from now Jack and I will have memories of this place that I’m now in that we 
were once in that no longer exists 
There are genuine neon signs TO DINING ROOM COFFEE SHOP COCTAILS SANDWICHES SNACK BAR COFFEE JUICES NEWSSTAND TELEPHONE blinking the station has high vaulted ceilings that are probably responsible for 
the blended indistinct echoes there are big clocks fans long wooden benches that curve at the base of the back and high windows streaked with soot one wall has a very large photo of a Southern Pacific diesel and the inscription Serving the West 
Since 1869 there’s a newsstand with every imaginable verbal distinction 
JEANE DIXON ON JACKIE’S FUTURE DREAMS ARE SAVING LIVES FEVER THE HUNT FOR A NEW KILLER VIRUS SEXOLOGY MONEY CATALOG MODEL AIRPLANE NEWS TRUE STORY TRUE ROMANCE TRUE EXPERIENCES TRUE CONFESSIONS TRUE LOVE MEN STAG REAL WEST GUN WORLD NEEDLEWORK LIVING WITH LESS OIL PLAYGIRL GLAMOUR THE TURQUOISE MASK THIS SHROUDED NIGHT DEATH MERCHANT THE BIG KISS OFF ONE GRAVE TOO MANY CROSSWORLD PUZZLES NEW LEADS ON PATTY HEARST 
The people waiting are like 1975 Central Casting except the pace is slow in 
San Francisco people look at each other and talk to each other there’s no frenzy 
in the waiting some apparent boredom the door of the soon-to-be-no-more RESTAURANT AND COCTAIL LOUNGE swings open and shut allowing jukebox Latino sounds out like a hand fiddling with the volume on a radio it’s 6:45 still light, and cool in the breezes that commotion causes I look down a half-mile of track beside the track is a poster with a picture of Van Amberg a local newsman 
in a blue ski-jacket smiling broadly with his arm around two anonymous middle-aged women in print blouses cotton coats and glasses also grinning the poster reads  NEWS PEOPLE IN TOUCH WITH PEOPLE the train arrives at the station track 29 right on time ten minutes late hey Jack

Too Marvelous for Words

I was watching Michigan over UCLA when Joe Johnson according to the announcer created a foul situation which means he hit Andre McCarter on the arm the kids are asleep in the other room if I come and see you playing around like this one
more time I will turn off the record off goes the light no more bedtime-playtime the record is 
Ding Dong the Witch is Dead Rachel who is five came in the kitchen when I was 
doing the dishes carrying her medicine she said to me here’s our medicine Nick 
or whatever your name is Nick is Julie’s boyfriend we went to college together 
I said to Julie earlier I can see Nick’s influence on Jack so, uh quiescent yeah she said 
I was reading Nick’s journal today and he’s so philosophical none of this I got up this morning

had breakfast etc. if you read that he’s thinking about death you might realize that’s the day he broke his arm or something he’s really been good for me I used to yell a lot at the kids and one day he said you know that’s silly I don’t do that anymore I don’t know why but he gets these moods he’s in a depressed mood this weekend 
That I guess is why Julie is in town on the weekend by herself and sitting talking 
to me for a whole hour or maybe it’s what I said do you want some coffee and then Jesus Julie you got tits again what happened flustered she said uh I don’t know sometimes 
I don’t wear a bra I’ve been sick and when she left I said well Julie it’s been nice talking 
to you and staring at your chest stop that I can’t stop that that’s my life what is she said 
and I said doing that and saying that 
We talked about our respective careers she told me my principal said today he doesn’t believe in self-contained E.H. classes so much for her value at the Buena Vista School then she said everyone I know is unhappy and going through a lot of changes I’m happy I said ever since I quit writing poetry I was leaning in and energizing my eyeballs it made her seem even more attractive I told her a story 
When I went home over Christmas and my father was into his phony brain tumor and his premature senility routine Mark gave my mother a hug and her arms were just hanging there I looked at Julie I realized that I usually go home and entertain the folks always before I would engage them and they would respond but this time I watched them instead of trying to get them to 
be different I don’t think their indifference their bullshit their coldness necessarily means they never wanted us around but they sure don’t want any kids around now anyway I began to wonder how many of my relationships are like that where I get all worked up with energy and entertain trying 
to get some kind of response well hell it’s OK but without doing that there’s nothing
I was aware I was leaning on the Julie Steve quotient practicing what I was preaching against and when she left I felt happy I imagined a possibility of loving and living with her again I like to do that but I know out of the question and I like that too I know that whether I want to do or don’t want to do it’s only MY want 
I can’t control her and I don’t want to but I sure like controlling myself the bigger tits business was a stab at freedom a stab at being at ease in my contradictions no submerging no politeness and careful misery a small bit of NNL and A 

We talked about Jack’s bedwetting we talked about Rachel’s don’t-touch-me 
five-year-old touchiness and then god bless tv I watched Dark Passage with Humphrey Bogart and Lauren Bacall who plays a painter who sneaks a killer 
into San Francisco under a blanket in her station wagon I said to Julie after describing two couples we know in common there’s no accounting for couples 
the cab driver in the movie tells a story about a goldfish bowl 
It reminds me that Betty’s goldfish is dead I fed the fish every day and every day the water got darker and more viscous my dutiful efforts were for naught the fish floated in the water like a dead fish in a New Orleans cemetery buried standing up the food didn’t spread when it hit the water there was no movement I spun the bowl around and there he was mouth open halfway up halfway down dead as a mackerel I went into a long internal rap about responsibility I followed Betty’s instructions but I knew the water needed changing you change a kid’s diaper 
but you don’t repot a plant every two weeks what about putting down roots how about a change of scenery and poor George Bogie’s friend poor George who’d ever 
want to kill poor George all he ever wanted to do was go to Peru and play that trumpet
And the toilet is busted I jiggled the handle so much trying to stop the gurgle 
it broke clean off now after any visitor uses it I have to go in and flush for them 
like I did for Andy Linder two days ago he’s a big time speed freak designer in a Cardin shirt who wants Betty to take over his apartment it’s a reproduction of a 1938 apartment he said he left a note for Betty I’m sorting socks when I hear him from the other room
oh shit I can’t write that that’s no good I hollered in at him what I ask I just wrote call me ASAP call me a sap shit that’s not too cool he’s putting in a new Union Street restaurant and niteclub with 30s French Hot Club décor the new landlords are fucked crazy stupid he said sometimes I wish I wasn’t self-employed 
Suddenly it’s raining like a sonofabitch blowing hail the windows crackle like straight pins thrown against a mirror this building that sags also rattles I think about Lauren Bacall’s erstwhile boyfriend who hears Irene tell a particularly chilling story and responds sardonically hi-larious Friday I scared myself silly 
I went by Intersection Theatre to talk to the manager and I booked myself into 
the place in the fall in October to do a one-man show when the man said it was 

on I wanted to cry I don’t know what to make of it I can only liken it to other 
times when I feel that way when I think I’m close to being happy when I don’t 
have to try to be happy I think that when I don’t have to laugh to keep from 
crying I’ll start crying bullshit I say to myself
Last night I took Jack to see Evolution of the Blues starring Jon Hendricks of 
Lambert Hendricks and Ross at a funky old theatre in North Beach the sight 
of a live stage show exhilarates me it’s the true amusement part of chemical 
thrills the old Adrenalin Roller Coaster it isn’t fear of being on stage it’s fear 
of the unknown being on stage is the constant thrill of the unknown
I have until October to carry a good script into the unknown I thought Jack 
would be as thrilled as I am by the prospect of the stage he isn’t he watched it 
with some pleasure it seemed but he shows no interest in that arena for himself Dark Passage has a wonderful ending no ending the mystery of the murder is unsolved the man’s guilt or innocence is unresolved he and the woman simply 
go on he goes to Peru and she shows up later the song and on the record player 
in the background in the movie is You’re Just Too Marvelous Too Marvelous for Words great line for a writer great line for a life story that gets more marvelous and less knowable as it progresses

O Neil Tell Me You’re Not Dead

Now is the hardest time to write when the newness wears off the thrill of it 
as adventure fades I begin to see in what I’m writing something of what it is 
I hear a lonely man who has talent energy and desire I see a man who likes 
and is afraid of people Stephen Vincent says he has an expression to describe 
his low productivity and self-satisfaction hero zero so I’m sad unhappy and lonely and at a time like this I don’t feel eloquent I feel embarrassed at my inability to 
talk about this part of my life with any style it’s the part of myself I hide and not 
too well I show it but never do I believe others will respond to it in any way that doesn’t embarrass me I expect my friends to fail me at a time when they could 
truly be friends so I have no friends only a desperate syllogism 
I’m watching Arthur Hill racing in slow motion toward a waterhole after 
twenty days in the desert the worst time is after I make love to a new stranger 
the adventure is gone from that too on St. Patrick’s Day I went on a blind date 
with a beautiful twenty-three-year-old from Muscatine Iowa thirty miles from 
my hometown a girl named Lianne Linderman the date was arranged by my 
bar friend Jerry and his young girlfriend Kit who is best friends with Lianne 
We drove to Chinatown for dinner on my suggestion in Lianne’s brother’s white Camaro I said follow that car Lianne was puzzled all the way to Chinatown she said well of course brother Larry said it’s a yellow car I smiled and said that doesn’t deserve a response
After a great dinner of Szechwan at the North Star we came back to my place 
and I showed everyone my books manuscripts paintings and play-scripts and we drank wine I listened to Lianne speak with the vernacular of the not particularly well-educated Midwest and he goes and she goes instead of he said and she said the story of her relatively short past is told in the present at the restaurant after dinner 
I said Lianne I love you let’s get married that’s what’s supposed to happen after a blind date
isn’t it that made her feel good as I found out later and women bleed and have feelings are insecure, and want to be liked just like men do amazing when we walked out of my place bound for an Irish bar I took her hand and suddenly 
we were good old and fast friends and lovers A Miracle at O’Shays in a pit of 
the swaying drunk-wet sons and daughters of the Old Sod Lianne and I were entwined in kissing and caresses she told her brother he was free to make his 
way in the world and Kit told me and Lianne that Jerry had said that as far as 
he was concerned their relationship was no longer viable Jerry is a law student 
and Kit is distraught after coming all the way from Iowa to be with him 
Lianne and I came back to my place she undressed for passion and I undressed 
or peace for comfort for giving in and giving up and drunken sleep I told her 
I’ll make love to you later right now I’m too drunk and tired later I did arise and arouse 
but even later I realized she was ready and I begged off and later I took her 
when she was out of rhythm with it 

At 7:30AM she was awake and wanting to get to know me the stranger she began to babble it was charming babble to my ears she drove a truck for her father’s company she misses her family and cried only a tear gave that away I was surprised to see it I told my story gratuitously when once upon a time I loved telling my story 
I was a good student in high school not an athlete until high school swimming I was captain and All-American I did some theatre and I had a girlfriend I made out with everyday for two years those were the good old days I laughed in college I did everything, and that became the model for my life I was captain of the soccer team and the swim team I was an actor a painter and I danced every day for four years went out with dozens of girls I was in politics peripherally and I edited a humor magazine I met Julie went to graduate school in art dropped out and went to work in a factory we decided to get married but her mother wouldn’t put the announcement in the paper until 
I got a decent job I got a job teaching in California for a year then back in Illinois for a year where I drove a truck for my father and I ran an art gallery Julie got her teaching credential and since 
we were into Women’s Lib we went next where she wanted to go to Connecticut where she taught school and I taught for two years then I came out here to get a Masters’ Degree and we separated two years ago we were divorced a year ago and I’ve been writing 
Boom whole story omitting great chunks I told her she was interesting to me 
because she could talk so easily I listen to everything I say I said I try not to say the same thing twice she took offense I knew there was no way for her not to since I was tacitly criticizing her she said I made her feel like a dumb little girl and I felt like an over-educated corncob I fell asleep in college in a dream I picked up Jackson and put him on my back as burden and comfort I saw Rachel dive face-first into a snow bank without a coat on, having a ball it worried me that she was so out of control
 I stood outside Julie’s house she came out and I was happy I went into her house
I argued with a man staring in the window he puffed up his chest I was afraid 
but determined a man was replacing Julie’s windows we went into her bedroom 
as the kids played behind their closed door she stripped above the waist and I saw one deflated breast and one full breast with an atrophied nipple just as we began 
to make love I stopped and couldn’t or wouldn’t continue there was a knock from the workmen who wanted Julie she fumbled about for pants and to her surprise 
she found some I got dressed and in the living room I asked her to find me a shoe she did she and my father agreed that efforts toward reconciliation were working 
I meant no such efforts but I was forced to recognize them 
When I woke up the dream was vivid I wondered if I should I go to the past 
or the future do I have a choice Lianne wanted to go I wanted her to stay and 
I wanted her to be gone she got up got dressed made herself up and came back 
in the room with her lips glossed and apparently wet for the kissing I remembered the tastes of the night before and I fought resentment maybe I’ll run into you on the street sometime she said
I said nothing about seeing her again I remembered saying during the night 
I love you three words I seldom use I told her how surprising it was and wonderful that I felt so much at ease with her in kindergarten I had a girlfriend named Kathy twenty years later I visited her in a hotel for stewardesses in Chicago she and her roommate got rid of a perfectly nice guy from down the hall they explained that he was nice but he was too nice too lonely and desperate in that moment I became wary of ever appearing desperate 
I tested Lianne’s Desperation Acceptance Quotient and her Role Delineation Quotient all night I held her in my arms as the saying goes then I scrunched down and sought succor and refuge against her small but gentle breasts as far as I could tell she didn’t fathom anything I was doing she went out to the front windows and stood waiting for Kit to pick her up I liked you from the start she said I don’t usually get into things with guys because they give me such a bad time she’s tall attractive relatively well off and prepossessing way beyond her insecurities what else is new and I’m a hot-shit creative semi-genius artist-type person I like that she said
And I’m a quivering mass of desperate jelly during the night I had another dream in which she and I despite all precedence to the contrary spent two days together when she left the apartment for real she didn’t yell goodbye I was shaving at the time wanting so much to be at ease and in love I had a miserable day I wandered back and forth buying staples literally staples Swingline Cub Staples my stapler takes regular staples and the staples don’t fit by the fewest of millimeters there’s 
no reason not to have a universal staple which of course is love and it is not fitting and that’s a sad story 
The Owl and Monkey is closed Dave Heisenberg called to say he recommended me to a friend of his to play the male lead in his friend’s space-cowboy soap opera 
I typed the corrections to my own soap-opera satire O Neil Tell Me You’re Not Dead 
a subtle or not-so-subtle reference to the playwright the writer of a high quality soap opera of his own Scott you’ve destroyed our happiness tell me doctor will he survive 
I’m afraid that’s asking too much Ramona I know that as a doctor and as a woman Lorna 
is concerned about Don it takes one to know one and stick it up your ass go take a 
flying fuck at a rolling stethoscope don’t give me this banal banter I want real communication I may be mistaken but I think Bart has designs on Sandy and Lucy
has been shielding the truth from her attorney
I want a cigarette bad I didn’t smoke for several days I don’t think it’s just a physical addiction anymore than any other good/bad is just an addiction it reminds me of having breakfast a few days ago in the Holy Sunshine Vegetarian Luncheonette when no one in the place could find anything on the menu that wasn’t carcinogenic a year ago a roomful of poets some of the best minds of my generation so to speak had popcorn after a poetry salon at Marilyn Schenk’s house in Oakland her erstwhile husband good old Stringy Bob made the popcorn without using any oil or butter it was like eating buckshot it tasted like last week’s driveway when someone asked him why he didn’t use any oil or butter he gave a knowing soulful sigh and said does the word carcinogenic mean anything to anyone no you jerk-off the word has no meaning beyond its social cancer causing properties when spoken by a complete 
dip-shit like yourself ha ha great very funny but what about Lianna
Mystery Man

I got a card from Betty in Mexico a photograph of the beach and the front of a 
row of buildings there’s a hint of ocean in the reflection of a window tucked away amid the architecture of old and new Mexico she says the wildlife is beautiful but she’s surviving and as a capper she asks how is my fish in a word Betty dead a woman in Churchill’s last night said to me you’re a mystery man and I’ve learned that with a mystery man I have to uh watch out I supplied yeah watch out she said there was a poet across 
the table from me reading a well-fingered and underlined annotated copy of a Richard Eberhardt poem lifted from the Norton Anthology 
I looked at it and revealed unfortunately that I too was a poet I remarked that it read like Spenser and the guy launched into his analysis of the poem hold it I said I’m not up to it it was my night to be world-weary word weary that’s threatening to my entertainer syndrome talking to Jerry and his friend Jim I made the point that several things had combined to compound loneliness sex is a time of intimacy sex is 
easy these days loneliness is fatal if it’s revealed to a new partner sex is a time of revealing Jim guessed it was a condition of formerly married men to whom the bedroom is the crucible of whatever closeness the marriage has and whatever depth of suffering 
that the marriage consoles
In a dream, later I shared a shower with Johnny Carson and Ed McMahon as a whole bunch of others joined us someone suggested we divide up men and women I said that if we did that it would increase the sexuality by creating such a clear separation I began talking and joking with Gerald Ford he was drunk red-faced and effusive we kidded around about how a jerk like him could get to be President when it seemed only yesterday he was a janitor crossing the street in front of city hall and then he was President he showed me a heavy smiling face and kissed me on the lips he did it again and I had to escape I left I went into a movie theatre an old college friend suggested I go see a live play it was better I talked to the director it was a play called Anger directed by a man named Anger he and two others told me how my writing was flawed that it was a cheap shot, a copout how is it flawed 
I asked you reveal yourself too early they all agreed I didn’t think that was bad 
and if that’s all their criticism amounted to then I’m all right

An Old Woman Shaman

Homosexuality is a tiger that seems to pursue me in my dreams on the Mike Douglas Show a woman talks about confronting and conquering whatever is chasing one South Sea Islanders tell their children never run away in a dream our dream confrontations are a workable influence in our lives I ran away from 
Jerry Ford I suppose it was brought on by the poet in Churchill’s he had 
gentle loving eyes and when he gave me a lift home I built a fear of him 
the guy made no overtures but he was handsome and feminine not 
effeminate I left the car abruptly he may simply have liked me 
In college I worked for a brief time for a man who ran a restaurant I designed 
and painted his logo one night after work he drove me home we drove to the edge of town and he stopped the car he talked vigorously and aggressively then he drove me back to my dorm I never trusted him after that ten years later I ran into him when I gave a poetry reading at my alma mater My old English Lit professor 
took me out to dinner at Bob’s restaurant Bob was pleased to see me 
I asked him to cash the check the professor gave me for the reading he started 
to and then he told me to come back later so he could cash it then after dropping off the professor I started back I thought about skipping it altogether no I decided 
I don’t live like that anymore Bob gave me a scotch from the bar and I followed him into his small office I sat nervously on a straight-back chair while Bob pink-faced smoking a cigar above his big belly leaned back at his desk smiled broadly quite pleased to see me and asked me what I’d been up to for the previous ten years 
we chatted until I broached a decade’s unanswered question 
Tell me Bob I said are you gay well it’s all ok with me he slowly said and I said 
because for ten years I thought you were gay and I was wary of you he acted surprised 
he said his statement about everything being ok with him was in consideration 
for my possible homosexuality I concluded that it was his aggressive friendship 
that frightened me that I chose to believe it was sexual I often worry that some male friends have sexual motives but I suspect my female friends of having 

sexual motives too on the other hand Bob was a politely slimy sort of 
politico as easily sexual as he was untrustworthy
At sixteen I thought homosexuality was a nonproductive form of love back when love meant having children so therefore homosexuality was an unloving form of non-productivity the study a few years ago that overpopulated rats mug each other and form homosexual relationships didn’t encourage my sympathy but I hold dear the love of men I love to be physical with men to hold touch and love other men 
is important to me it bothers me that sexuality has to cloud the simple beauty of healthy affection the social upheaval of the last decade or so allows me to imagine doing anything and everything I can imagine sexually but fuck any orifice doesn’t seem like a loving encomium to me 
I go into my oh my god I’m a faggot routine whenever I’m without a woman I love 
and fucking women I don’t love seems as pointless as fucking men sheep knotholes or myself David Fallows said to me you’ll never have a homosexual experience  until you wake up in the morning with a cock in your mouth my idea of an unappetizing breakfast it sounded like a plug on his part David was just shooting off his mouth so to speak
Does my reproduction ideal mean I need to love the possibility of conception 
to enjoy intercourse maybe I do just a little somewhere in the package even if it’s metaphorical when Paul got Wendy pregnant they both knew that night it was a clear possibility their excitement was increased she had an abortion it was an awful experience for both of them they believed they had one night of unfettered love desire and union 
Julie and I believed the nights of our two conceptions were magical special and a wonderful release when I’m having sex with someone I generally have the feeling of shooting my wad in a jar while the rest of my body is caressing the woman madly and sensually I love the idea of planting sperm way up inside a woman traveling deeper into her than I can reach that’s a thrill 
Sherry said I can feel you all the way up to my throat nothing any woman has ever said 
to me got to me like that line did so what do I get in lieu of fertilization I have my quota of two kids so what’s up for old Uncle Steve in the sex department I’m not sure, but I think there’s more to it than a personal problem it’s a problem whose solution is not in all the love options that are otherwise available my ex-mother-
in-law got pregnant twelve times and she doesn’t even like kids I like kids but 
I’m a lousy provider 

I’m really unsure about this talk that’s current because I might watch out for the mystery man be in love suddenly I’m with someone with whom I can at least imagine love with whom I can begin to feel it my mother said you make love to a woman you love her and you sleep with her because you love her and the woman I might love to whom I am referring is my young blind-date from Muscatine she’s a great big beautiful woman with big thighs nice breasts a head of hair big eyes full lips 5’9” plus three-inch heels she’s beautiful her daddy’s rich she has a half dozen brothers and sisters 

She says you are the most unique guy I’ve ever met and a problem is due me from her generation’s ill-educated manner a sentence will suffice and she goes well Jerry and
 them wanna go dancin’ her English otherwise is just fine with an occasional most unique thrown in for good measure she isn’t stupid by any means it’s painful to my ears 
to hear her talk she says I can teach her but I haven’t because she’s upset by 
my corrections I’m curious to see if I have any influence left in me
She has the problems of any tall beautiful young woman everybody wants her 
to be a part of their lives but nobody wants her to have any life of her own but 
she’s feisty I wondered out loud on our first date if she might give me as much trouble as I gave her she did we went dancin’ at the Olympus in North Beach 
on Columbus it’s a new spot in town with a great dance floor where you can find nearly every example of the human species gathered under recorded sound while bright colored lights play on them and on the walls 
The first time I visited Olympus there was a blond mountain of a woman 
in flowering organza at the door with a deep voice a six-foot-four-inch queen 
wearing a two-piece playsuit with a painted belly button Black Oriental Chicano White you name it they have it the music never stops the records overlap I need a break I said time flies in such a place there’s no pause that refreshes we took a table on the side I danced with Kit it was fun and easy because it didn’t count I danced with Lianne and we were stiff with each other we picked on each other she poked me in the belly and called me the Pillsbury Doughboy she danced lackadaisically 

I said am I going to have to do this all myself and she said yes I don’t know what prompted her to turn her back on me she finally did so I poured a trickle of beer 
in her trailing fist we left and I apologized for the beer I’m sorry I said I’m giving you 
a lot of shit tonight I’m testing you and that’s lousy but I’m tired of kiss ass games so I invented a new game a kick ass game the next day I asked Paul if he wanted to meet Lianne
I invited her along with Kit to come over we talked a bit we were going to come over 
and cook some cornbread for you Lianne said we drove to Paul’s then off to Lianne’s 
to get money for wine but Kit was tired and there wasn’t enough motivation 
in the air what are we going to do I asked and Paul said it doesn’t make any difference 
to me one way or the other I said Lianne are you in charge and she said no 
I said weakly I can’t be in charge I’m not man enough to be in charge and that’s what 
I thought so was it an embarrassing far-reaching truth Paul says I am the All-Time Champion Hypochondriac and that applied to every imaginable ailment physical or psychological I said I don’t see any real energy to do anything Kit’s tired we should take her home get some wine and go back to my place done I was scared that deciding what to do meant changing course boom we were back home and Paul was asking Lianne 
a string of questions starting with what are you going to do with your money
Having money has given me everything I’ve ever wanted she said and nothing but pain Paul and I started the fourth fifth of wine Lianne sat on the edge of the bed her hair pulled back occasionally touching my boot with the outstretched toe of her boot as Paul talked you know what you should do no I can’t presume to give you advice but you should go to Guatemala and find yourself an old woman shaman and learn from her oh fuck I’m just talking
 to myself Lianne said I don’t want to have a lot of money but I don’t want to suffer either 
One morning in the kitchen at Jerry’s I listed all the things I wanted a car a tape deck new boots I’ll get them for you Lianne said I said it feels good to live on the edge where 
you can distinguish between the things you want and the things you need it seems the central problem I have with Lianne is her money all the picking at her is in lieu of the 
big question and good for Paul who says I come from money I know what’s bothering 
you Lianne can I call you Mimi you remind me of someone

Lianne Mimi it’s ok with me she said and I kept my mouth shut Paul was drunk 
and energized by Lianne’s beauty their common experience with money and Catholicism he was running well-oiled down the right track she said I came out 
here to San Francisco to do something I don’t know what yet but I feel good about it I put my arm around her and said to Paul didn’t I tell you this was a good woman Paul looked 
at Lianne I like you you’re a fine lady I imagined what my own life and choices 
would be with any real money we drove to Paul’s house then came back to 
my place and got in bed she got up to leave where are you going she said 
I can’t get in the habit of staying here every night a woman full of surprises
The Perfect Pass

Paul and I attended a concert in Kezar Stadium held all day Sunday the $200,000 net profit from the concert was to go to support athletic programs in the financially beleaguered school system then somebody found two million dollars lying around in a drawer somewhere and Bill Graham decided to spend the money to benefit 
the poor here and there Marlon Brando showed up and exhorted everyone to expect the death of society unless we get our resources re-ordered 
There’s a lot of power behind this concert money Paul said as we sat among enough 
mellow young people to populate a small city then Joan Baez suggested this sort 
of thing should happen every day until we wipe out poverty a little Baez fantasy Bill Graham
is the mayor of the underground establishment I joked and as I looked around at Graham’s citizenry I wondered about their connection to the use of the money one citizen of Graham City in the paper the next day said he didn’t care where the money went for his five bucks he got fifty bucks worth of entertainment I said if these concerts became a common avenue for change I wonder how they’d think of them then
It was an unusual crowd and one of the big surprises was the response to violence as Joan Baez sang Amazing Grace a fight broke out and spilled over the lowest railing onto the field the crowd booed the two fighters were pulled apart and the violence dissipated there were three disturbances in six hours among 70,000 people a man passed a football playing catch with seventy thousand buddies the ball came back to him after flying around the stadium what a great way to throw a ball I thought you can give up entirely to the throw there’s no need to worry about distance or accuracy every throw is perfectly on target 
There was an air of change a feeling of breaking down old patterns Paul saw a drunk kid working his way down the row accidentally kick a girl’s foot she flew into a rage and turning to her boyfriend spit out did you see that he kicked me you ought to kick his ass that sonofabitch the boyfriend looked at her in amazement hell he said he barely touched you forget about it he went back to watching the concert the Doobie Brothers the Chambers Brothers Jackson Browne Bill Graham Joan Baez Marlon Brando
Domestic Poetry

Paul and Steve Schutzman went over to the Page Street Library to see Beau Beausoleil read and Paul told Beau you sound like a man who’s either going to blow 
himself away or else your work will be around five hundred years from now Beausoleil says 
he’s going crazy but his writing reveals almost nothing of the daily details of his suffering on the page the voice of the poems is hard and angry and when he 
reads his voice is soft and gentle almost a lilt 
Paul says he’s fasting and reading Mayan literature but his greatest struggle is against isolation without a community of support you go crazy he says Beausoleil has tapped into a transcendent voice and he’s a good writer but the man’s nowhere to be found in his poetry Stephen Vincent says of the five disturbed men that I’m closest to Beau I was glad he said it although I’m not certain what he meant by it 
I talked to Stephen about the prose I’m writing as we sat in his kitchen eating turkey tacos I drank his unwanted beer he was loaded on wine I told him I sometimes feel the influence of poetry in this writing and sometimes I lose it 
Someone asked me if I was writing a journal I said no because a journal is addressed to oneself I started this writing as a letter to a friend I hadn’t seen in ten years someone I like who likes me who’s a long way off and understands what I say that’s a good definition of the kind of reader that’s important to the writing the right kind of reader is important to the quality of the product and to its production of it 
My favorite teacher at SF State Nanos Valaoritis told us something that stuck 
he described a thing called domestic poetry I think Nanos’ poetry is also without much sense of the man in it I don’t know what’s so bad about domestic things Stephen said I don’t think Nanos means that I said the kind of poem he’s describing is like a miniature house and the only value is in looking inside the poem never becomes the reader’s experience it always remains the writer’s poem 
Nanos had a story for it a telegram is delivered to the wrong house The woman who answers the door reads the telegram it reads YOUR HUSBAND HAS BEEN KILLED IN THE WAR she knows her husband is in the back room reading she realizes the message is not for her the messenger takes the message to the house across the street and at that house the woman who reads it bursts into tears 
the first woman recognizes the force of the message and sympathizes with 
the second woman but the message is real only to the second woman
I read Eric Segal’s Love Story on an airplane after buying it in the airport just to see what all the fuss was about and to take my mind off my imminent death Poet Dies in Tragic Fall From Sky and when the fatuous broad died in the story I cried but it was 
a trick I didn’t care about the girl who died instead I was reminded of my own wife and of the time she was hospitalized with thyroid cancer I was touched by my own imagination of a parallel story 
As a senior in high school reading Of Human Bondage I threw my sweaty copy of 
the book angrily across the room in disgust at what the characters were doing on 
in Maugham’s story the story was made real by me a poem is a success because of how much it becomes in the minds of the readers they take the poem to themselves there’s an indefinable quality that’s achieved by good writing the reader doesn’t write it nor is he or she simply witness to it the true poem occurs in the magical distance that seems to occur between writer and reader the reader can see himself in the poem and he can see through the poem to the writer but the poem is poem distinct from either writer or reader it touches them both 
Poets are not fictionalizers neither is their work their personal private revealed truth it’s an odd product whose value is somewhere called poetry the notion that poets are lovers of apparent beauty and purveyors of abstract truth has worked 
to the detriment of reading and writing poetry sometimes it’s like going to a disturbing movie without a happy conclusion but one that’s so genuine 
there’s a joy felt coming out of the theatre

I said something to Paul about life and games and he said but life isn’t a game no 
life isn’t a game life is like a game it’s not a game art is not life either it is of life it is of love without being identical to either I think I love Lianne but it isn’t Lianne and it isn’t me that’s become the possibility it’s the love between us love hangs between us like a charged space I can’t describe what’s in that space because I can’t see what’s there but I’m willing to attest that there’s something there 
I wrote a poem for the upcoming collection that reads if I alone ghost the space between us I will succeed only in vacating myself love is an apparition that becomes real only if two people believe in it I’m listening to Pink Floyd and watching DNA do its thing on tv a baby boy has just been born the new baby is wrapped in swaddling clothes it wails it comes face to face with Mama and Mama is sweaty and baby is bloody 

I was born down the hall in the same hospital the same day as Julie Donaldson 
if I knew then what I knew later I would’ve found a way to crawl out of my crib and hit on her I took Julie Donaldson to the Senior Prom years later it’s hard to realize the achievement I thought that was at the time I loved Julie from Eighth Grade on Spiro Dellos beat me out in the race for Julie’s affections I never stood
a chance I saw her thin curvy legs pass by in the hallway outside Jack Dye’s Civics class while I was delivering a talk about Adolph Hitler and I experienced my first mental orgasm Dye might have taken me for a budding fascist for that reaction 
and thanks to the essay’s last line inserted by my helpful typist mother she wrote Adolph Hitler was a man of great power it’s too bad he didn’t turn his power to good instead of evil how simple it all seems when you put it like that Dye said to me did your mother help you with this paper I knew immediately how he could tell Julie was cute smart popular I was smart I had a big nose and I was not yet an athlete Mrs. Donaldson told my mother Steve is getting better looking every day all I felt was the backhand of the compliment in the last two months of my senior year my fortunes took a bold leap and I became socially acceptable 
Credit my being named captain of the swimming team Bud Pettit told me that SWIMMING was his favorite sport and then he crossed out the first and last letters WIMMIN I loved the joke and credit my being a star of the senior variety show 
I wore a cap and gown came on stage as Professor Jack Cass and did a satiric reading of Mary Had a Little Lamb and then in the rush and shock of sudden social acceptability I was fixed up with a girl who was pretty but kissed like the belly of a dead fish I asked Julie to go with me to the Senior Prom her boyfriend at the time in a brief communiqué from the University of Illinois where he sat in his Corvette combing his hair said I’m not going to a damn high school dance or words to that effect that’s all my resentful clairvoyance could pick up so Julie relented and gave in to my request I guess I’ll go with you Steve or words to that effect

As I dressed and applied my Clearasil with enthusiastic subtlety my father 
stood in the doorway to the upstairs bathroom he spoke in a hushed serious tone Steve he said tonight is the kind of night you will be tempted to do something you will regret for 
the rest of your life I couldn’t imagine what he meant kill someone dance naked with Miss Roseburg she was my Honors English teacher the one whose tits kept getting caught in her belt the teacher who, in one hour by actual count said perhaps fifty-four times who’s favorite poem was Richard Corey a small town guy who surprises the whole town when he goes home one day and puts a bullet in his head 
I was the bridge dummy at the dance I filled a vacancy then suddenly I was driving home from dropping Julie off at her house after the party after the dance a pleasant kiss and goodnight Julie I guess I’ll see you in school on Monday and goodnight Steve thank you for a very nice evening halfway between her house and mine I remembered my father’s advice so I spun the car around and headed back toward my appointment with disgrace I banged on her screen door she came out wearing a robe over her merry widow a useless garment on her small compact figure she received me on the sun porch where I assaulted her for an indeterminate amount of kissing and whalebone caressing when I left finally and reached home I was not disappointed I knew she had not succumbed and I hadn’t done anything truly regrettable but at least I had done something and I sure felt good

I called Julie’s mother when I was home over this last Christmas I told her I wanted to say hello to Julie her mother seemed distracted you know Julie is married she said I know I said oh wait she said there’s someone at the door she came back breathless I thought it was Julie she said she gave me Julie’s number and then another number I’m sorry she said I gave you my number by mistake I called Julie and we had a chat she has three kids the first was named Steve for what it’s worth my call sent her to the yearbook to recall the past I talked to her again just before I returned to San Francisco just after her husband had been transferred to Kansas City bye Julie it’s been nice talking
to you I liked her so much I married a girl named Julie there were other reasons 
I married the second Julie people thought she was from Connecticut and I was from New York she was a great kisser and I was sure she wouldn’t get fat and 

in addition she taught me how to drink smoke make love and talk and I was so grateful I married her then she stopped all but one enough of my pie-throwing I think

I’m reading Six Crises by Richard Nixon the former Vice-President I feel close to him he exhibits himself to be a crazy person I get the impression from reading his self-analysis that he has absolutely no integrity there’s no man behind the man he remembers what others say about him and that’s what he believes himself to be sounds familiar I sometimes think I have no idea how to be a human being so I listen to what other people have to say about it Jeannie Cooper told me in her apartment in Iowa City when we were both in art school Steve you’re a phrasemaker 
Diane with the lovely breasts and the pug nose told me as I reverently touched 
her golden flesh in the side door of the chapel at college you’re obnoxious Paul said you’re a combination court jester and desperate man Keil said after I nonchalantly put 
my hand on some woman’s breast at his party the reason women chase you is that you 
do the unexpected so easily with no agenda my college drama director Richard Meyer 
told me he had faith that I was the kind of actor who did better in performance 
than in rehearsal after I had unbeknownst to me stunk up my audition 
Curt said Steve is looking for results not effects Anne said you have too much love for 
one woman and after my reading at SF State my alma mater Alice Mallory said 
I was brilliant and my ex-wife thinks I’m full of shit my brother’s wife thinks 
I’m immature my mother thinks I’m irresponsible and I think I’m a lazy hypochondriac Nixon says he always gets stressed before he does anything 
he once claimed the ailment he was suffering was called walnuts he said he 
always got it in late September his doctor said there was nothing wrong 
with him and he didn’t know of any respiratory affliction called walnuts
Sherry Hamilton said by way of praise you’re not a nice person Kurt Fesenfeld said Brooks you’re crazy my wife’s shrink said you don’t need a shrink you’re your own shrink 
Paul said I always had my thumb up my ass taking my psychological temperature when I was ten I thought I might be the Second Coming I remembered stealing 
a candy bar from Keith’s Grocery and I knew Jesus wouldn’t have done that so goodbye messiah hello Anti-Christ I have no idea how to not give a shit I exist 
I believe everything I say and everything said to me is the perfect truth I have 
no sense of constructed drama I believe that drama both comedy and tragedy

are concurrent as somebody once said this is not a rehearsal for your life this is it 
The Reverend Cecil Williams is giving lots of people kisses and hugs I’m watching everybody at Glide Memorial Church applaud I want some applause I did a dialect halfheartedly the other day and Paul said are you sure you don’t want to reconsider going on the stage Paul is a caution don’t do it Paul is always saying to me but he wants it as much as I do if I have value it’s that I’m scared to live and I’m going to live and when I get into living I live like a sonovabitch I’m from the Midwest I don’t know shit 
I say but if there’s a lesson it’s that life is everything wonderful and everything terrible when you jump into it the actor Robert Blake says life is a big pile of horseshit let’s jump in and find the pony a talent agent asked Zero Mostel what he was he said he was a comedian the agent said you’re a comedian so do something funny Zero picked up the man’s typewriter and threw it out the window I wonder if I can throw my own typewriter out the window Tom Philips told me when we were n college Steve you always have one hand holding the rug you’re standing on ready to pull it out from under you

Ted Pearson burned all his writing one December day I admire that but did he think it was funny when life gets crucial irony is thrown out the window death is breaking up that old gang of mine I said when I heard of the death of a guy I barely knew and no one laughed all were being appropriately somber even for a guy we barely knew when I die I want ten men laughing at my funeral people demand 
you give life enough sobriety and they’re right of course Groucho Marx called the police to complain about the noise at his own party everybody loves a movie about insanity when it’s a kind of charming wonderfulness few call themselves to the bar 
I once got angry when I heard a man in Lord Jim’s one night talking about the cowardly Swedes for remaining neutral during World War II I suddenly felt very Swedish and I felt maligned suddenly I couldn’t achieve any distance I had to leave the bar to stop being indignant there was no joke there it was all very serious it’s like theatre where the actor can’t laugh at his own comedy I saw a guy playing Charley’s Aunt break up on stage when he forgot a prop letter he was supposed to have in his costume he stood in the middle of the stage searching for it unable 
to say anything in character he looked around and said I forgot the letter then 
he guffawed the audience laughed I was furious I didn’t laugh 
I take my own bullshit seriously fart captain who it’s a split laugh cry smile 
don’t smile care don’t give a damn I decide to call Lianne just as she calls me 
she’s coming over thirty seconds sooner it would’ve been the other way around what about the criminal who dies thirty seconds before he begs God’s forgiveness sorry sucker time for eternal hell fire he misses the train time is a continuum 
to be continued

Holy Moly Captain Marvel
I wanted to be alone and somebody dropped dynamite in the Sunset Tunnel 
I’m not alone the light is not at the end of the tunnel as I imagined it’s an open coffin with flashing lights like a tiny Fourth of July bursting from within Jesus 
looks down from the cross at his beloved mother he winks it’s all right ma I’m not really dead they’re going to put me in a cave and cover the door with a rock and in three days they’re going to push the rock away and a helicopter is going to come and I’m going to fly away ha ha 
Then his mother Mary blessed among women looks up at her deranged son the adoration fading from her eyes Lianne is thinking about meeting Julie she told Kit she wants to get all dolled up for it don’t do that Kit said, she’ll want to get back with him and Lianne said that’d be great she wonders if I don’t want to be back with my wife and kids I like Julie I think I love her but we have different ways of living our lives we spent eight years trying to convert each other in the end I’m sure this is the way I want to live my life this is too important to me to give it up in order to live with my kids it’s no easy conclusion when I feel good about myself I feel good about the decision but I don’t always feel good enough about myself to keep up the belief

Betty got back from Mexico and the first time I saw her Jon was trailing behind 
her into her room both of them were loaded so at my door I made an introduction between them and Lianne out of syllables Lianne Betty Betty Lianne Lianne Jon Jon Lianne goodnight the next day Betty told me she didn’t really want to see Jon never missed him and why didn’t I introduce her to Lianne I did I said you were distracted
in a minor elaboration I said it’s a good relationship it’s just what I want right now it’s 
no heavy romantic thing but really nice 
Lianne told me about her brother who’s nineteen he’s gone with the same girl for five years she’s in high school they have a joint account and buy things together they’re inseparable and happy but Lianne expects a change in the next year or so as both of them go off to college or work there are a lot of different kinds of relationships 
I said to Betty with tepid sincerity this is good right now, whatever happens later after dropping Lianne off the other night sitting in her Red Firebird I thought it was 
like driving a Stolen Moment I went down to Spec’s in North Beach and ran 
into Gerard Cienna a twenty-one-year-old surrealist poet with angular features 
and long red hair conked forward and barely parted at the crown like a cheap 
wig Gerard is blossoming as a poet enough to be sought out for readings he was chewing on that worrying that his writing is too personal that he has no urge to write or read for an audience I jumped in I’m getting charming opportunities 
to be wise lately hanging out with twenty-somethings 
It’s ok I said you’ve got to trust that what you’re doing right now is the best thing for you to be doing if it wasn’t you’d be doing something else drunk as he was Gerard laughed a little knowing laugh he’s going through a writer’s development in stages I think he’s eight years ahead of where I was four years ago I have four years recognition on 
a guy who is twelve years younger than I am I have seen a certain gap in my life that shows up as a two-year gap in my writing I write and the writing is wisely ahead of the events I describe I catch up to the writer/seer in about two years 
the writing is a seer even when I’m not
I worry about Elizabeth Taylor acting in the movies the very sort of person 
she acts in real life without any apparent awareness afforded by the drama 
I’m embarrassed for her how awful to be living a transparent life that’s opaque 
to its central character I’m not sure my own awareness is much more clear 
One night I went to brother Mark’s apartment with a bottle of Jim Beam 
we drank and talked and then we hit the bars then later I read his story about 
that night in which he describes me as having bad breath like bringing a rotting skunk along with the bourbon he never told me he was content to watch me turn my breath on people like a garlic flame-thrower I seek self-knowledge I want to know what I’m doing I don’t want anyone to spare me the facts here’s a pearl 
for Lianne the only thing you learn with age is that you survive 
Maybe wisdom isn’t merely understanding maybe wisdom is understanding the same thing so many times you’re comfortable with it I have begun to see that when I’m talking to Lianne Gerard and Betty I’m talking to myself the affair with Lianne feels terrific I don’t know what it’s leading to and I’m apprehensive but I think it’s what I want to be doing right now she gives me back a healthy sense of calm and a good sense of age and then I start criticizing her she goes she said he goes he said they go they said I go I said I give up this guy gives up

She left a trailer full of her worldly possessions at Jerry’s sister’s house in Inverness way up north of the city and going up to the country to get it I made up a country song Hot Soft Flesh and Cold Hard Cash with the lyric it’s been a long cold night I’m short
on fight she said it was good being with you during the day instead of just at night it wasn’t exactly an exciting day exactly well it was sort of it was exciting for me being in 
the country north of the city in the warm sun among hillsides of green broken 
with gray stone outcroppings 
We got the trailer back to the city and it was landlord hassle time Mr. Demopolis came down the street from his liquor store to help solve the problem of Lianne’s predecessor the deaf tenant who contrary to expectations wasn’t already gone to

Miami like he was supposed to instead there he was in the kitchen behind coke-bottle glasses eating pork and beans sitting on a nail keg he smiled Lianne cried 
It’s ok I said we’ll deal with it another opportunity to deal with real life Demopolis suggested that Lianne wasn’t due in until Friday not Thursday he said the guy would be out definitely by Friday noon I asked him what we could do about the trailer he said you can put it in the garage but we already tried that Jerry did an ace job of backing ten inches too much trailer up to the door he and Kit took the trailer around the corner to his place and Lianne and I went to the liquor store 
At the light she was upset she said everything was going wrong hold on I said 
the best thing to do is to hang around and talk to this guy for a while we’ll see what we can do over the counter next to the yogurt and the Playboys we conversed if you don’t want to rent the place I will give you your money back I said but we want the place Demopolis said this man he was waiting for his ride and when it came, he didn’t hear them, and he missed the ride I said I don’t think there’s any need for us to talk about him, anymore he said it’s terrible being 
a landlord it’s nothing but trouble I said I’m sure it’s no fun but it’s no fun wanting to move in when you can’t move in it’s no fun being a renter either but I guess we’re not doing this for fun what are we supposed to do about the trailer do you feel any responsibility for that 
He said no I won’t do anything about that I said we would like to drop this cleaning fee we’d rather do the cleaning ourselves we can do a better job than you can in a couple of hours tomorrow this isn’t a deposit this $75 this is a fee right he said yes ok I’ll give you back $7 for the day and I won’t charge you the $75 cleaning fee Lianne and I brightened considerably Demopolis stuck out his meaty fist and I shook it t was nice doing business with you outside the store on the corner of Ninth and Clement across from Churchill’s in the Russian District with all the Chinese restaurants Green Apple Books next door I asked Lianne how much it cost for the trailer per day $2.00 she said two dollars 
Jesus if I’d known that I might have been a little less righteous about leaning on him well 
I saved you eighty bucks she smiled and grabbed my arm you’re wonderful I said I know grinning happily gleefully like a couple of kids we tripped the Clement Street Fantastic not exciting she said damn on the way to Jerry’s in adrenalin exhaustion 
I was hungry sunburnt pumped up and happy and later I played basketball 
then we went to Japantown for dinner then Henry Africa’s for a Pernod 
Lianne had her ID checked and all the men gawked at her she got uncomfortable so we went to my place on the way I dropped my cigarette between my legs and while I was digging it out she smiled I like your attitude some people would freak out about their seat covers and she said still holding onto my arm I don’t care much about material things they’re nice most of the time but I’d rather be happy about myself we watched a study 
of the Kennedy Assassination on tv she got spooked by the Zapruder film 
She was nine years old in 1963 like the kid on the cover of Esquire watching tv watching Jack Ruby shoot Lee Harvey Oswald in 1963 I was 21 November 22nd  was my first date with my future wife Julie didn’t watch the miseries of the Sixties she wouldn’t watch William F. Buckley either that kind of talk up set her too much Lianne was upset but she wanted to see it I liked her all over again Betty bitched about her collection of dolls complaining that my kids had played with them 
I was alone and now people are bumping up against me 
This morning I told Lianne I wanted to be alone for a while she was up and out 
of my place like Wyomia Tyus out of the starting blocks I admire you she said partly because you’re older and you’ve been through a lot but I admire that you’ve decided to live the way you do I don’t want to get too worked up about this girl but Holy Moly Captain Marvel

The Names of Things

If I can write my name a little bit a few times in lights in the dark to have 
a name that is worthy and to be worthy of the name to remember names 
to say names to know the names of things and in saying the names to name 
the things tree house chair woman my father drove down the road and read 
the signs Coca Cola Phizer DeKalb John Deere Deer Crossing it took months 
to accept that Sherry was Sherry’s name Aunt Ninette calls Mark John Mark 
the only living person who does that Mark stutters and has his own accent 
a kind of New England accent out of Australia by way of being a peculiar kid 
What’s your name the assistant pastor asked him when he drove us home from Methodist Youth Fellowship Mark said Mark as clear as a bell Mug said the preacher he called him Mug then Muck Mack Mick never getting it right there 
are names that become generic Kleenex Coke Jello God  in the beginning was 
the word and the word was with God and the word was God and it was a trip 
When the word was God je suis le mot I am the word le mot juste just the right word to find the right word and say it to say the word just say the word Mug my brother has a shaky faith in language he sees that language is a game a crucial game to get scared and be afraid to talk to be afraid that what you say will make 
it real Lianne you are tall Lianne you are beautiful ok not so bad but Lianne 
I love you hello God are you there

The Story Behind the Story

Curt told the story of being cold-cocked by two guys one of them was 
the nephew of a local Mafioso I thought he was finally telling a story 
that showed some vulnerability he cold-cocked you I asked no I cold-cocked 
him oh Paul came into Vesuvio drunk his eyes gone to chicken soup 
Curt he said the last time I saw you happy was walking home with Anne the other day 
two blows one against Curt’s unhappiness one against me who once and 
often dreams of happiness walking with Anne but Curt and I are happy 
talking to each other it’s a blow that doesn’t do any serious damage 
I wonder what the real story is behind everyone’s autobiography
Silence in the Firebird

There was sun in San Mateo lemon trees an Easter egg hunt a big turkey 
dinner everyone played lemon toss over the top bar of the kids swings in the backyard our host Dennis tossed his lemons at Lianne we were among wife-swappers I was jealous uncertain and uneasy I like to touch people Lianne said 
Jerry and Kit took pictures Lianne pulled me into the picture while she was hugging Dennis I pulled away it’s more lonely to be pulled into a place where 
I’m politely wanted than it is to be pushed away before the party we dropped 
the kids at Julie’s Rachel kicked me and told me to go home she was being 
cute Jackson and Rachel never give notice of the breakup that happens 
every weekend they say go there seems to be less pain that way 
There was silence in the Firebird I turned on the radio I watched you and 
Dennis it upset me no not upset it hurt me she laughed but that’s ridiculous we stopped 
for gas I said what I was feeling as the attendant scrubbed the bugs I don’t care 
what you do I want you to know what it does to me she said I never want to hurt anyone 
I don’t think you do it on purpose I want you to see what happens when you do shit like that Dennis says he likes EST but EST preaches responsibility he’s a charming asshole I watched 
him I watched his wife Marianne on the sidelines suffering by herself men find you attractive 
I like that Jim liked you and talked to you and I liked that just fine she said I hugged Jim
in the picture too I said there was a difference you were attracted to Dennis and you pulled 
me into it that didn’t feel good she said you’re not like other men I’ve known you’re sensitive 
Most men treat me like shit they just want me around I usually tell them to forget it or they 
tell me to forget it I said maybe I’m too old for you but I want to talk to you when I saw what Dennis was doing I saw myself the last couple of years maybe you’ve just got more of that kind 
of energy than I do and she said I don’t think you’re too old for me I said I don’t want to stop you from enjoying other people but this hands-under-the-table shit I don’t want any part of that earlier she had suggested I wanted her chained to my belt there are two ways to go 
I said I don’t want to keep you in my pocket you can do what you want but I want you to 
know what you’re doing when you do it 
She was affectionate with me during the party but I was jealous she went into the kitchen and asked what she could do to help just stand there Dennis said tall blonde   bone-handsome a dentist we met him the week before at Jerry’s place he called, the other day and said he was in town I was going out with you and I was glad I was I’m satisfied Lianne said and we kissed hard if you wanted to make me jealous you did it I said and it was a new feeling damn I thought she’s worth it she takes care of me she flicks my hair 
out when it gets stuck in my collar she got Easter baskets for my kids she wants 
to find out what vitamins will help my skin when it gets dry

The thing with Lianne I think is age I feel responsible for a younger woman 
but I think it’s also feeling responsible for myself I feel monogamous in a room crowded with sexually liberated attractive and miserable people I wanted to be in 
love with one woman that woman was Lianne like the word and the thing the 
word recognizes the thing and love as frightening as it is as a word can’t hold 
a candle to the real thing and as I say it it makes it all the more real

The DeSoto Model

I’m using an India ink pen that’s risky for a lefty a southpaw is unable to teach 
in West Africa where it’s forbidden to lift chalk in the dread left hand the left 
hand is the piss hand in penmanship the left hand follows behind the outthrust 
pen left-handers push the pen out ahead of them righties spill their words out behind their pen as a lefty with fresh ink spreading out ahead the trailing 
fingers dragging across the trail the bulk of my hand covers the words 
As I write I see the words I’m writing righties leave a trail behind which they 
can review as they go lefties keep diving into the blank future mindless of any recent achievement it’s simple I think like almost everything the fountain pen is the DeSoto model on Lianne’s kitchen table on a unfinished quilt for a tablecloth 

on a yellow legal tablet across a list of upcoming purchases Lianne is a buyer 
a freedom granted to rich girls with a brand new apartment

Guttural Syllables

I’m sitting in my maroon chair listening as the neighbors speak in tongues 
like a low murmur along telephone lines I can’t tell which neighbors they 
are below or next door north birds squawk as they nest in the heating vents 
banks of cumulous clouds crest the hillside a dog is barking guttural syllables broken by a high frantic yap water gurgles in the toilet like spring run-off 
The gas heater burns evenly an unending aspirant my own breathing is 
barely audible in this din of city life it rains a little the sun breaks through 
and yet I know it is more the clouds breaking apart that’s responsible 
or the good feelings that merely seem to break through with the sun

The Night of the Three Times

Lianne is sore three times in one night after a long dry spell did it the next 
two nights I cultivated a don’t-give-a-shit attitude about making love it’s weird anyway I still don’t know who she is I’m so afraid of love and or the lack of it 
I analyze what little I do know into irrelevance or over-significance on the night 
of the three times I began by giving her a hard time elliptically demanding total love and devotion telling her she’s too precious about her body she puts a little perfume on almost automatically whenever she goes in the bathroom I told 
her I wanted to make love to a woman not a pretty object 
She got her robe sat down beside me on her big puffy new gorgeous brown corduroy sectional couch and agreed to listen to my criticism within minutes 
I was telling her how lonely I was I noticed that when I first met you she said I 
thought about telling her a story of loneliness from ten years ago but I was 
my own best illustration she cradled me and took me to bed I clung to her suctioned against her pore for pore muscles in harmony and got her good 
and sore she didn’t sweat I did it was enough for both of us

A Treatise of Imprecise and Elaborate Confusions

I took Lianne along with my new play the do-it-yourself soap opera 
O Neil Tell Me You’re Not Dead over to Barb and Sam’s house to try it out 
as a parlor game the lines of the play were written on note cards the cards 
were distributed among the guests and then we read them in a circle around 
the room the accident of unlikely lines following unlikely lines created a kind 
of herky-jerky humor as the mind tries to make sense of the newly connected 
lines as if a real conversation was taking place 
I had a hard time speaking my lines to Lianne it was easier to speak them 
to Kit Roger Sam Barb Winifred and Jerry but I knew she was there I saw 
Roger eyeballing her I eyeballed Winifred who played the game well but 
when she talked about it her analysis became a treatise of imprecise 
and elaborate confusions 

Sharks are Circling

Yesterday we got up in the morning after sleeping at my place the hot water 
pipes at her place sounded as if they were being struck by sledgehammers the 
water pressure or heat or some other mysterious phenomenon drove us out 
George Demopolis said it was pretty common and should go away but it didn’t 
we drove to Tiburon for lunch like any young couple with lots of time and money 
I was in a bad mood and no matter how I tried I couldn’t enjoy anything one spoonful of mushroom soup tasted good but otherwise the hours we spent going and coming were a washout I simply didn’t want to go anywhere with her 
I wanted to be alone and work I wish I could be a wonderful person all the time 
I said but sometimes I’m stiff and unpleasant and I’m sorry I could have said I want 
to work I’ll see you later it’s the same routine I demonstrated with Sherry I’m not 
used to demanding my own time if I had a regular job the problem wouldn’t 
be a problem my only job is in my head Lianne climbs into my head too my 
head gets jammed up I know she accepts I’m a writer she respects that 
All I have to do is tell her what I want she would fall all over herself setting 
it up for me then I did I told her I needed to be alone every day at least to allow 
for the possibility of something being written then I drank Cutty Sark in a ceramic coffee cup with slices of Monterey Jack and cucumber and I went to sleep on the floor in front of the couch at her place that puzzled her in the morning she said 
she thought I was crazy

In the past two days she’s laughed a forced chortle recalling a dream I told her 
I dreamed a shark was attacking me I had a metal band around my torso like the tread of a tire and I told the woman I was with in the water the band was enough for defense don’t worry about your legs I said they won’t bother with them I fended off a shark who nosed my ring lazily by then the metal band wasn’t a full circle of protection but only a small shield and a second shark appeared behind me 
I sat bolt upright in bed and rationally told Lianne a shark just bit me she laughed at me and my dream I love my dreams I have what feels like a respectful appreciation for in and of my dreams she laughed at a dream I was in the middle of like I was a fool I felt ridiculous I wanted to confront the shark but how do I confront Lianne we’re starting to become closer mostly by spending a lot of time together I don’t usually feel like I want to get away from her except when I would want to get 
away from anyone 

I like to make love it’s an activity I can enjoy while I’m with her it involves both 
of us in a mutual exercise but I have a consuming theory of love I imagine each lover consumed by the other and both consumed by the love itself there is some prior reference in this relationship to this theory if you will Lianne has said whatever 
you want I want to find a man I can give myself to she doesn’t have a job either but

she doesn’t need a job she has money from Daddy and a life with me 
These circumstances make me nervous I have small unemployment checks for which I am extremely grateful and a career I make up out of whole cloth each day and each morning each day each night it’s gossamer floating in an amorphous state of consciousness like cobwebs in a mist love works on my brain like alcohol and cigarettes oily wet and smoky my thoughts don’t give me much to base a sense 
of substance on I’m left to posing worrying analyzing and hiding when I’m not working truly working but right now in the middle of this morass I’m a mess 
I feel smug and displaced a month ago I was counting the days to eviction and 
now I have a party game to market for millions of bucks a collection of poetry coming out a one-man show to mount on stage in the fall and a girlfriend who’s devoted to the good life who wants me to join her in the bubble bath I keep asking myself can I live outside of despair and still make a life for myself the four cornerstones of my life are crumbling loneliness despair poverty and failure are turning to dust 
The building under construction for which I am designer architect builder 
and tenant is losing its lease the bonds are dissolving and grass is poking through the sidewalk I’m a six-foot Nebraska sunflower swaying brightly in the middle 
of my own sidewalk and I’m being eaten alive by sharks she thinks it’s cute 
and she thinks I’m crazy sharks are easier to deal with

Viva la Revolución
I’m sitting in Vesuvio on a misty Monday afternoon with dark beer and a bag 
of beer nuts as cars trucks and buses go by in a haze of dirty window then shine 
in the clear view of the one open window a woman says nurse to the waitress and points at her empty glass like it’s a full bedpan I bought Julia Vose’s long poem in defense of not mourning the suicide of a famous poet it has all the cold colorful energy that Julia can muster I thought when Julia goes she will go by fire and ice 
I look at pictures of the beat artists of San Francisco in the 50s they look clean 
and unpretentious they pose with innocence in their fury I feel like I’m in Paris 
in the 30s after Paris in the 20s you should have been in San Francisco in the 70s I say 
to some future audience I feel energy and I see energy in the city and it feels good and good people are still around good and crazy I talked to Beau last night about poetry we tried to categorize the differences between us the rain has picked up 
Columbus Avenue looks like a hosed-down rubber mat as I sit at a round table embossed with a floral print it doesn’t look like we’re in a Depression everyone’s too well dressed for a Depression it’s like the sinking of the Titanic the passengers weren’t issued rags before the final plunge Carl Culbertson wondered about 

all the panic and chaos in Saigon he imagined San Francisco like that

At the Mission San Juan Bautista a couple of hours south of the city where 
Lianne and I went on a sightseeing drive the brochure proclaimed the earthquakes in the neighborhood were never silent don’t be disappointed it warned if you don’t feel 
one while you’re here some are almost undetectable Lianne wants a poem of mine for her wall I hesitated which one and why any at all then I think of my one-line poem 
heat your body to warm your dreams but riding on the Fillmore bus I thought it might 
be vice versa heat your dreams to warm your body it works both ways isn’t Vice Versa 
the name for Italian crime poetry I wonder about my body one puff or sip I’m drugged is that healthy I must be when Lianne gives me vitamins I piss lime-green my brother Scott writes from Honolulu where he runs four miles a day soon Scott will be webbed by his crossings like the time-lapse photo in Life Magazine in ’57 
of the housewife moving around her kitchen with a neon bulb tied to her apron
At Karen and Leslie’s reading Paul Vane told me point blank holding my shoulders staring into my eyes Steve you will always be a poet I almost cried I felt welcomed back into the fold back under the unflappable wings of the muse Beau writes as if there is a muse Hilton writes as if there is one true way I write with the message keep dancing you can beat the devil if you stay awake I wrote Scott invest in love after he said he wanted to see me after I told him about Lianne after I said I’m glad he’s married to Liz 
I told Lianne my cock is in my pants like a caged animal pause do you want to write that 
down she said but her crotch still hurts I’m worried she’s had sex with six men in her life and she’s never gotten off then I crowd into her like a fraternity in a phone booth and make three damaging calls I’m not a believer I told Hilton and because you 
are I don’t feel comfortable with you he’s a political believer not a religious one but belief is the common factor I saw a wrestler from the University of Oklahoma on tv tell the camera I’m a witness for Christ when I wrestle I watched him throw a full-Nelson 
on the Devil in the guise of a big kid from Lehigh true believers think they have the devil beat Jesus is right here beside me as long as I affirm Him as my exalted shadow the Devil is beat I don’t think the Devil is beat by such tricks neither Hilton nor Beau uses poetry for working out personal anxieties I don’t either but as Beau a former good Catholic is obsessed with immortal icons I wonder about the significance of my icons pickup trucks and radios Beautiful Lianne and her Fire Red Firebird
The Department of Commerce is sending me a brochure telling me how to apply to keep my literary products from being pirated if I send in a Xerox of my children will that prevent them from being kidnapped I want money from my play there’s the rub that’s what could be stolen not the baby itself the kidnappers demand a million in child support they won’t give up the kid because he’s so cute they want him to grow up and become a successful doctor or lawyer the US is importing babies by the shipload from South Vietnam to be raised here as a constant reminder Hilton recommends reciprocity send President Ford to Saigon to be raised in a refugee camp I want all the truth not just some of it 
What if the Symbionese Liberation Army said in their communiqué Sister Tania 

aka good old Patty Hearst has come over to our side but she’s a boring dumbshit crybaby come 
and get her we don’t want her Vive la Revolucion Beau got into Lianne’s red Firebird 
and he was amazed it smells like a brand-new 747 Jesus he said I can’t even hear 
the motor run Lianne’s Firebird is a fucking beautiful machine the cost for loving 
it is the fucking up of the world Lianne said that if her cunt didn’t hurt I could 
fuck her all over the house any time I wanted there’s a line in the paper about a man who wants to lend an ear to anyone willing to listen friends Romans countrymen here’s a basket of ears first come first served I wonder if anyone is listening if you are 
my message is that you will survive keep smiling and watch out for the mystery man I told Lianne I was sore too and that made her feel better

All These Icons
I’m watching a preview of the Oscars due to be presented to the recipients tomorrow hooray for Hollywood a man from Oregon says everyone in California is obsessed with the movies once upon a time in the Twentieth Century there was a tribe of Americans living on a volatile shelf on the edge of the continent whose primary preoccupation was looking at imagined stories of fictitious people whose lives 
were full of extreme misery violent death fantastic joy and outrageous success 
I’m watching A Shot in the Dark with Peter Sellers I got up to invite Betty who 
was watching the same movie on her thimble-size Sony I couldn’t get the Lincoln 
thing I said I was starting to get interested but I’m writing and I was getting distracted so you
can come in and watch with me because I put on A Shot in the Dark and I’m going to watch that it’s easier to watch something that doesn’t involve me on any deeper level 
I use the image flow as background like scenery in a drive across the country a collection of images available as material to represent some deeper internal sense 
if the images have any power in themselves I have to put aside my inner awareness and pay attention to something external it’s a trade-off both are good both valid 

That’s ok Betty says and then she tells me about a guy named Wayne who came 
by to see her he’s in love with her he stops by her store three times a day he chases her at Yancy’s now he’s chasing her at home he blew it she says I like him but I want Jon I say well you make do with what you got and she says it was a bust with Pablo I guess because it was a vacation thing Pablo is her Mexican boyfriend in Puerto Vallarta 
Betty and I have a hallway debate over who should buy either cigarettes or 
cookies but not a whole pack of cigarettes or a whole box of cookies 
Lianne calls and asks where did you park my car last night I was embarrassed to be talking to her I felt like I dumped her tossed her over abandoned her but what 
is it really she seemed distant she didn’t want to bother me I cherish my solitude after a week when I was in the lap of luxury with a lover who didn’t sweat or come no strife or struggle Paul suggested I might soon be writing sappy musicals I think he’s jealous I relish the treat to me and Lianne created by this night spent alone without explanation after our talk about her vaginal miseries 
Most of it is up here I said pointing to my head Betty drinks Diet 7UP and 
worries about five pounds I’m afraid I’m excited I can lose Lianne with a night’s indiscretion a moment’s stupidity the revelation of a rainbow of character defects 
at the same time I’m certain she’s beneath me not worth my time effort concern 
or love I imagine her with harsh morning breath a stern look of criticism on her plain undistinguished face her breasts diminished to the size and texture of dollar pancakes thighs expanded to gargantuan proportions hair sprouting everywhere saying over and over she goes he goes she goes he goes on and on in a flat Midwestern twang until finally she goes on a diet shrinks to nothing sells her Firebird renounces me and enters a convent while she’s there she writes a treatise describing poets as posturing ineffectual palace monkeys
It’s raining I go to The Colonial for sugar snacks comfort food for Betty and me once again I notice that I get wetter when I run in the rain than I do when I walk 
I buy a Butterfinger some black licorice a pack of Kools Haribo Fancy Raspberry Flavored Candies which includes Agar Agar when we were at the Mission San Juan Bautista Lianne and I heard that a major fault line runs between the Grandstand and the Rodeo Corral is that any way to run the Power of God 
On tv a Black man examines with embarrassed attention the shape and size of a safe deposit box at FIDELITY SAVINGS all these icons and my cigarette tastes awful there’s nothing KOOL about it from the Fillmore bus I saw a man sitting 
in a storefront called The Fillmore Merchants Association trimming the hair from 
his nostrils we should all do the best we can to make the most of our personal appearance I watch Hitler address the Austrians local boy makes good 
Hitler was a vegetarian and I think if Nixon could only have worn a uniform 
there are plans to give Nixon $250,000 for a Nixon Interview Special the Nazis march across the floor of a stadium like boxes of bullets killers set fires of bodies and buildings poets set fires in the soul or is it lovers that set fires in the soul or 
fan the flames or enflame the fans it’s 9:30, and I’m desperate for Lianne I’ve 
run the pleasures of solitude like stakes for the tent of self-sufficiency into the ground and no one can live in my tent but me he must be a Bedouin he lives intense
Shoot Them All

A small picture frame reminds me of a frame and picture I sent to Debra Murray last fall when I was courting her long-distance I wrote her dozens of letters full of purple prose and golden pleas I met Debra back home in Illinois I went home because my father had blackouts a brain tumor he was dying at least that’s what 

we thought he was dying he didn’t die he went through a life crisis acting crazy 
He seemed to be possessed by a great reluctance to grow old he acted like a hot-rod teenager he began driving maniacally but with great skill and when I saw the skill I realized he wasn’t losing it he was trying to find it he was supposed to have a brain tumor the doctors at the Mayo Clinic pointed at a cloud formation they called a brain scan and said there was an inoperable tumor in the middle of the clouds 
then two weeks later they said it was gone I didn’t believe them but it was true 
I met Debra at a popular dance bar in Davenport Iowa not thirty miles from 
where Lianne was born Debra was the prettiest girl in the place and we dated 
sort of I came back to California and we corresponded then she said she was coming out but she changed her mind I was embarrassed to make such a play 
for her but considering the circumstances it seems only logical now that I’m 
back in my adult hometown back doing what I care about looking forward 
to putting on a stage show now that’s scary but exciting  
I don’t know what’s going on anymore than my father does last night I went to Lianne’s place crazy with fear drink and antagonism she sat through my angst-ridden monologue until I was finished we went to bed and made wonderful love slowly and this morning I came into the room broke my sentence overcome by 
a jolt of love and dove on her with a kiss I love when you do that out of the blue she 
said I love it too for a long time I thought it was just impulsive bullshit but 
I love when it happens in my throat in my gut in my arms in my heart 
I felt it again downtown on the street then Lianne went into Joseph Magnin’s 
on a buying spree consumeritis acquisitiveness gimme-gimme disease I said I left her there and went to Macy’s to check out new boots for myself the clerk showed me some boots and then turned his back to talk to another clerk and I was angry at him 
for his inattention on the elevator I realized it wasn’t the clerk it was me my ten minutes in Joseph Magnin made me a snob I wanted the clerk to be servile 
I resent Lianne for being able to blow a hundred bucks on a few items 
when I can’t buy the shoes I need whenever I feel poor it pisses me off

On the way home we went to see the new St. Mary’s Cathedral it looks like 
a giant washing machine agitator however inside it was spacious grandeur on tv 
the Little Rascals are eating soup that suffers from the accidental inclusion of a 
box of mothballs they wince politely because it’s a formal dinner for a beautiful new teacher the teacher wisely begs off the soup saying it’s too rich for her I give Lianne shit about money but it’s as much my problem as it is hers I drive her through the Hayes Valley Housing Projects on purpose wordlessly to make the point of cultural contrasts she has charge cards but she hates to see the bills 
You can tell the wealthy when you see them she tells me especially the women I want to leave her alone she knows I’m troubled about it Betty came in and told me about three men one of them Wayne is devoted to her he just wants to see her meaning more she has to spend ten minutes with another guy because she has a thirty-dollar bet with him about some precious stones and they have to go to a lapidary to settle 
the bet she wins and the guy promises to take her out for dinner she dreads it 
even the ten minutes is too much and then there is Jon her fucked boyfriend 
She spends the afternoon listening to music with him and she feels at peace 
and happy I feel happy and peaceful with Lianne but I’m wary of such peace 
I’m without it I’m skeptical of it I misunderstand it I misrepresent it my aunt 
Teddy symbolizes my apprehensions sitting in her upholstered marshmallow mansion in Newport Beach she told me they should just shoot all the criminals 
I think yeah that would solve everything referring to the riots and unrest among the 
black citizens of New York City where her sister lives terrified of her black brothers and sisters who she is certain are all criminals it’s my confusion of wealth and ease with peace I feel peace with Lianne but I look around at affluence and ease and I suspect myself of falling into a dangerous trap but it’s really love that shakes and frightens me I want to take a chance and go with this adventure I say finally to myself

Love American Style

Ah a can of Progresso Spaghetti with Meatballs it’s bachelor life again a bottle 
of Famiglia Cribari the Evening News an open dictionary Kiss Hollywood Goodbye 
by Anita Loos the redoubtable brunette of the Gentlemen Prefer Blondes reputation and on the news the world continues to disintegrate or as Miss Loos says Broadway is always dying America is the Big Apple of the world a great place to get mugged bugged drugged slugged hugged and pardon the rhythmic break rugged 
I moved my maroon chair into the window well from which I draw sunlight 
and moonshadow on the word of Nola who looked into my room and said she 
liked the chair I told Betty I wanted to fuck all her friends she ran down the list 
Nola yeah Shelly yeah Candy yeah Gloria no not Gloria Betty was surprised but Gloria likes 
you and she doesn’t like anyone all of Betty’s friends have big chests with the exception 
of Wendy who has a bra-full of energy I’m playing Bob Dylan again life is sad 
life is a bust all you can do is do what you must 
I’m drinking my wine like wine like water like wine like the sunny southland 
as Keats would call it into my throat I tap the wine glass and my yellow Bic Fine Line falls onto the floor oops Lianne sent me home today to test our love to take a few days off it’s just as well I become critical however the natural elements conspire 
to make the day sunny the sky is cerulean blue I’m compelled to the dictionary 
Cerulean sky blue azure azure as I’m sitting here the billboard lit against the cerulean  sky says CARLTON IS BEST and so it’s his time but soon it’s back to Kansas for you buddy boy I watch Orson Welles from Kenosha Wisconsin a man given to life who gives life in return a noted fat man the tv tower on Mt. Davidson is obscured at the top by clouds like a thumb-smudge on a crystal clear still wet oil painting 
After three weeks of growing marriage with the beautiful Lianne I’m feeling my oats but I look in the mirror and I look terrible puffy red face hair like a knit cap 
I go to the closet change my homely checkered shirt for a ribbed nipple-revealing shirt into the bathroom for hair brushing splash my face with water into Betty’s room for turtle oil to combat dryness and then back to my chair to Ry Cooder’s 
big bass good-natured white boy blues it’s funny how one becomes foil to one’s current roommate when I was with Paul I was a loveable distressed cocky fumbling Midwesterner who acted like he didn’t understand what was happening in the city now with Betty I act the calm mature reasoning influence in her erratic victimized hyperkinetic can’t-handle-it life I’m available for momentary changes in whatever five-second influence blows me away apart up or down

Walking by a row of blossoming spring bushes in college with Louie Unger I was overcome by my inherent love of living I started whistling Louie said Brooks I never believed it possible but you whistle worse than you sing I know what makes me love myself 
I know what makes others love me but I only know it when it occurs Anita Loos describes her attraction to Don Juan types I think I see myself in her description it’s a quality of bravado boldness and brashness throw out the rules and talk straight to people’s love of themselves often metaphorically a kind of induced self-hypnotism 
I said to Shelly sitting at her table in the sunlight in the Owl and Monkey her blouse open to the belt it’s a wonderful day everyone gets to unbutton their shirts Betty’s most buxom friend Fiona came by the flat a guy told her it’s either him or Yancy’s she works there he told her he could give her money if she quit I said you should’ve said 5,000 for starters she said but he’s a nice guy she said I said nice guys aren’t immune 
She put on Jimi Hendrix and began to dance I don’t know what I’m doing she complained softly rhythmically you mean you didn’t come over to see me I said oh no she said that’s too bad I said I wanted to throw her on the bed I think she’d love it I think she loves it that I don’t throw her on the bed Fiona looks like a plant with too much water spilling over from growth drowning in her own flesh Betty said Regina might come by she’s a radio personality a voice in the room sultry and hip Regina is to me what she is to thousands of others she gives me the chance to eavesdrop on a woman’s voice speaking in my ear knowing it’s not just my ear but believing it is
Betty is a fearful manipulator who loves a man who won’t be manipulated without exacting a toll most men who barely qualify as men are mere bastards she says I’ll tell you what she says I’ll do your dishes if you take your garbage down it’s a deal when I finish 
with my garbage she’s still washing my dishes she knows she’s worked a bad deal 
so she adds you know what we’re out of dishwashing liquid 
I go to my notebook to throw the balance my way and then I think about Lianne life is sad life is a bust I go around to the Colonial Sam the Arab student is watching tv glancing incidentally at the customers and peripherally at the business I want to make a movie mobs of starving Americans storm local groceries the few remaining storehouses of sustenance in a dying world and the sullen clerk is watching tv the clerk’s final screams are for a different channel Channel Five Channel Five I want Love American Style Stephen Vincent says Nevada is offering to convert itself into Formosa thanks to Howard Hughes and that he and Barbara are going to Saratoga for the mud bathes and a glider flight from the flogging pan into the flier I laugh at my joke as I write it what are you in such a good mood about Betty says from the other room I can’t begin to tell you I say

Fire Eaters and Sword Swallowers

I’m in the Owl and Monkey with English Breakfast Tea and a small Danish 
I notice they’re beginning to hold poetry readings here earlier today I went 

to San Francisco State to see a poetry reading thinking about the possibility 
of running into some woman who might prove a test for my lustful energies actually I didn’t feel all that lustful but I thought about it I smoked cigarettes 
and drank coffee from a machine and I lost fifty cents trying to buy yogurt 
The readings are held in a theatre-like classroom slanted and colorless 
the room is dark the reader stands in front of a home-movie screen there’s 
a light shining on the screen with three other klieg lights on the poet and a 
color videotape is made of the reading a tv at the back of the room shows 
the poet in vivid color more vivid than he or she is in person under the 
lights where every poet looks like an open wound being operated on 
At the end of each poet’s reading there is appreciative but not joyful applause
the man behind me clapped his hands like rifle shots during the reading patted 

his thighs nervously with both hands he seemed to be a violent person I thought 
I don’t know if he’s violent or not I imagined a scene where I tell the man to be quiet 
he stands as if to fight I invite him to step outside he rages out of the room 
I remain in my seat and when he comes back I tell him I’m sorry but you already 
lost the second poet told us I started out as a simple-minded nature poet but I’ve spent 
the last four years indoors I’m still simple-minded though he was good the third and last poet was an engaging easy-going professional reader who made it all very pleasant at some point I realized my anticipation of lust was lousing up my let-it-happen attitude I stood around afterwards and spotted a few women I knew 
Leslie Scalapino wanted to wait another night a while back to consummate our titillation I let it go Paul went out with her he concluded in his own inimitable way that she saw physicality conceptually as the blind imagine color I left and went to the Information Module to apply for reimbursement of my lost half dollar I got it 
I made a point to appreciate how easy it was at the reading I wondered about 
the disappearance of fire-eaters and sword-swallowers 
It was a pleasant reading I felt calm and good I bought a box of Junior Mints 
at the bookstore and checked out all the stuff for sale on the common I flashed 
my Muni Fast Pass and took the LTaraval over to Beausoleil’s job at the Taraval Branch Library we moved among the stacks discussing books and love 
Beau said he’s been telling the story of my suddenly being face to face with love and success he said Love and Success are the two dogs he wakes up to each terror-stricken morning he said they stare at him as he lies there I told him Lianne and I 
are taking a brief hiatus to test our love he laughed we agreed that being an artist requires a special wife or lover he thinks he probably has to live with another artist 
anyone else simply can’t understand maybe not Lianne is an amateur painter and 

a craftsperson but she’s not an artist still she does have a strong self-interest and a sense of self-reliance later at home I thought about her some more what’s all the shit 
I give her am I merely testing her and why because she’s got to accept all the weirdness she can 
call me crazy that’s ok but she can’t reject it not at home not at first never what an outrageous requirement but what choice have I got
Alone with Another 

When I wrote my first play Julie thought it was ridiculous she wanted me 
to leave the house every day she couldn’t stand to have me around when I was working I felt kicked out every day I don’t go to work but I’m at work all the time 
I want support I need support there has to be such a relationship so I can get up and go to the writing or sit still and withdraw to it it’s a difficult thing to live with 
I imagine I’m afraid it would have to be a lousy marriage maybe all the talk 
about being a Don Juan is a concession to the unlikelihood of finding a wife 
Blake’s wife danced naked with him in the backyard with angels they both 
had dinner with Biblical prophets Einstein’s wife brought food to his door 
and left him alone regardless of genius the inclination and the necessity 
are the same I need to be alone I don’t want to leave my woman alone 
to do it I don’t know how to do that

The Bite of the Vampire

I missed Lianne I got a taste again of loneliness she’s one smart cookie I knew 
a bottle of Ten High was only going to accentuate my misery so I smoked dope 
I took three hits off Betty’s joint last night after she went out it was powerful stuff 
I watched a Channel 2 News story about a 31-year-old man who jumped off 
the San Mateo Bridge and died of internal injuries on the way to the hospital 
after I saw that with all the increased identification that marijuana induces 
in me I went through an excruciating fantasy in which I left my apartment 
on my way to the bridge and on the street I whispered to a neighbor stop me 
it was so soft so lacking in desperation the neighbor didn’t believe the message 
at that point in my fantasy I became a man totally overcome by self-destruction 
It was frightening sunk as I was in marijuana I wondered if that emotional 
response to a brief news story wasn’t what happens to everybody all day long without recognizing it marijuana slows me down to the point where my responses are as available to me as instant replay without the delay and I’m an empathetic person it isn’t acting or imitating I do best it’s becoming I’m a born becomer 
I’m wary of people because of my tendency to become them

In college I often felt as if I was becoming the person walking ahead of me until 
I was so sure the person was aware of me doing it I had to break it I was afraid 
and embarrassed I always thought it was a terrible affront I felt like a vampire 
like I was stealing their lives like I had no life of my own like my life went out of 
me and their lives entered even so I thought I was taking something from them 
Gene Berson said he wanted to kill me a couple of years ago he thought I was 
a vampire sort of at least that’s what he said and at the time I felt empty and emotionless my marriage was coming apart I couldn’t make a cogent argument against his complaint I knew Gene’s girlfriend Erica for years and occasionally mostly in my imagination I made clumsy failed attempts to get close to her 
At a large drunken party at Stan and Anne Rice’s house in Berkeley I joked with Erica about the apparent vacuity of the soul Gene told me later he remembered six comments I made he remembered me biting Monica on the calf I remember doing that too having fun faking a bite that never touched the skin I recall saying in the midst of the surging throng of mutual insanity and good clean fun that I expected to meet everyone I knew from high school embodied in others and that everyone seemed to be a recurring ghost of themselves

Gene was deep into his own psychosis and taking lots of LSD and for the next 
five days he came by my house in Married Students Housing at SF State intent 
on killing me I wasn’t at home or I didn’t hear the knock it’s curious maybe he didn’t actually come by but only hallucinated it I wouldn’t be surprised but I like 
to think it was true I like the idea of being the target of the deep dark plots of tormented souls Gene Berson is one of the gentlest guys I know and Erica thinks she’s a witch or so I’ve been told and that may not be far off the mark she never acknowledges me whenever we encounter each other on the street or on the bus 
It’s a bizarre experience to be face to face with someone you’ve known for years and they move away in the same way one would shake off a bad chill Erica’s poetry is painful she sees herself devoid of love Gene attended Duke University with Julie’s brother Doug so when Gene and I met when I first got to town we were thrilled 
by the connection I was happy when she said he wanted to read my poems 
I gave him everything I had at the time all of it good bad and indifferent 
The next morning bright and early he dropped off the poems with the slight remark I’ll be in touch I figured he didn’t like what he read and didn’t know how 
to say it he ran the Northern California Poetry in the Schools Program I went 

to work for him at one point let bygones be bygones bizarre behavior among 
poets is not sanctioned but not surprising I ask myself how I get myself so 
entangled in a web of my own making I consider myself a better poet 
than Gene thinks I am and far less a vampire 
All this is said to lend example to my fear of being lost in a woman the closer 
I get to women the crazier I get like having a total body transfusion not unlike 
a total body orgasm only the reverse both are a sense of ego loss the most feared and most desired state of being it’s the claustrophobia the vertigo of closeness 
it’s the release and the freedom of belonging all mine for the asking
Blowing in the Wind

Betty wants me to remember a story for her about picking up a man she sat 
with three black guys in Yancy’s they professed curiosity about her personality 
after sharing with her their appreciation of her very sexy silken dress we don’t want
to fuck you but we think you’re terrific they seemed to be saying then when all three split to the necessities of bar life cigarettes pissing and dancing she turned to a homely white hippie and said you want to go fuck he was flabbergasted and said sure 
She tells me the story as if it’s a breakthrough it’s no more than typical for her 
she avoids rejection once again her rejection or his rejection anybody’s rejection directed at whomever I think about Anne I want to call her I want to say to her Anne you’re the best-fleshed friend I’ve got I seek temporary refuge in the flesh of a 
friend she’s an enticement especially when I know she’s safe from love 
I advise Betty you need to pick one man anyone and on the sole basis of an experiment 
say no and tell him the truth say what you want once an experiment a start I worked in 
Betty’s store and like my father before me I’m a lousy salesman I present myself 
as a good product but I don’t sell it I’m intimidated by the customers a guy put 
four quarters on the counter for his dollar purchase and I failed to mention 
the sales tax I didn’t want to offend him and his companion 
Lianne wants me to challenge her and I challenge her by my willingness to be absent from her I’m willing to lose but do I dare to succeed I wonder if I have 
the killer instinct so necessary in love when I get my opponent down in basketball or in love can I finish him or her off so far I ease off anyone I think I can master 
it’s not the woman in the love I need to master it’s the love in the woman it 
doesn’t have anything to do with mastery
Billy Martin on the TV Game of the Week between Oakland and Houston is giving a rookie umpire a piece of his face he leans into the umpire like a small angry boy leaning over a reflecting pool of water after Billy is ejected he blows up and dances around like crepe paper in the wind in front of a battery of umpires 

He throws his hat down kicks sand over the plate and prances out of the game like he doesn’t want any dinner he retires to his room where he chews on torn-up paper and a tootsie roll assured that he has performed well never mind the fine due him from the guys in the front office who love it and pay the fine themselves in appreciation of a wonderful show in the face of defeat his team is losing 7-4 
When I piss I’m transported thanks to the print curtain close to my nose to 
the florid vegetation of India a woman would never experience this particular pleasure 
I think since they turn their backs to this curtain when they sit to piss it reminds me that 
my experience is primarily male despite Stephen Vincent’s preoccupation with androgyny I think I’m a writer but my preoccupation is raw nerve in my last life I must have been a finger-tip a tongue-tip or a cock-tip touching everything sooner than others needing protection like a glove a rubber or a fiction vulnerable to intense and immediate sensation 
I’m fascinated with distance and reflection so I ask can an appendage of such sensitivity find happiness in a world of blunt instruments the Texas Rangers are looking for an established left-hander who can be counted on in relief faced with my Major League debut can I be the one I believe all I say all I hear and all I do 
is symbolic and meaningful there can be no end to the laughter and no end to 
the seriousness either we may know better but we can’t do better than be what we are
Dear Biographee

Dear biographee congratulations you have been selected to appear in the Bicentennial Memorial Edition of community leaders and noteworthy Americans certainly this honorary recognition will be cherished by you your family and friends for years to come naturally there will not be another edition for 100 years you owe it to yourself and posterity to preserve your biography in this special volume I look down the list of Editorial Advisory Board members and I see the name of Russell Vlahovich poet writer and self-celebrator a likeable surrealist whose book Flaming Bedsheets is a fulsome fulmination of its title welcome to the great American hype and thanks for the form letter compliment it’s a temptation 
At the end of the school year in ninth grade homeroom in order to kill time we all made lists of how many times we thought our faces might appear in the upcoming John Deere Junior High School Annual so I guessed I’d win the American Legion Award my classmates hooted and hollered at my audacity it was only logical to 
my young mind I mean only logical I was beaten out by Dick Schluter because 
he was an athlete and I wasn’t I became one later but no matter my willingness 
to be honored and my potential for it didn’t qualify me for the award don’t count your chickens before they’re hatched lay your eggs love laying your eggs accept 
the Oscar but only after you’ve given the performance I’m giving myself more advice for the future based on the events of the past

Life Yet Unimagined

We forecast our futures by the stories we tell of our past I think I tell stories 
of humiliation overcome stories of authorities who mistake me for something 
I’m not stories of eventual success stories that laugh at my life that mistake it for clowning that recognize later on in private moments its power and value stories 
in which humiliation becomes humble recognition some people are like diuretics 
I see them or talk to them and my tongue or my bowels begin to loosen there’s a release and a flow I called Curt to tell him I was ready to do his film he wants to make a movie called Looking for Women about bar life with me as the hero I called to see if he was up for a social outing he’s coming over Curt’s stories are all of strength presence leonine defiance and wild physical wisdom I admire him but I love my own seemingly sad stories never do I believe that I am as truly sad as the central character in my stories might seem 
As the editor of the Junior High Annual I had some power a staff writer submitted an assignment to me it was the page of opposites there were drawings with photo headshots of classmates the A student wearing a dunce cap a short person with a tall body the least athletic kid weighed down by athletic equipment and there I 
was to my chagrin with my body buried in all those sporting goods I suggested 
to my subordinate there was a more appropriate alternative Myron Johnson 
I was proven right I became an All-American I don’t know what happened to Myron I became the scrawny too-smart kid with the big nose who captured the beautiful Lianne who’s now presumed to be an athlete of sexual prowess what would I do if the presumptions about me were of success only recently have I felt sorry for Myron Johnson the victim of my position in the hierarchy of power in junior high school where power is meted out cruelly and arbitrarily in preparation for the fulfillment of our adult lives

Wisdom is my new surprise can a slick banana like me one who has been granted 
the ease of doing what I want come clear of my past my history my limitations my egotism and be a wise man who chooses love and value when glory and distraction are so easily assumed age and wisdom are my secret trump cards when I feel so young and stupid this thing I am writing is an attempt to show myself without sham or pretense even so I think about Anita Loos watching her husband through a 
two-way mirror in his comfy sanitarium pacing the floor as he so often did wringing his hands and muttering oh my god oh my god 
The doctor orders her to watch him closely do you notice anything odd about his actions she says no I have often seen him like this he’s always the same the doctor continues is that all you notice and she says yes he says look again you’ll see he’s constantly watching himself in the mirror I think I’m a monkey fascinated with my image in the zoo mirror but in writing I try to be the mirror as well as the monkey I admit I’m frightened of life I’m amazed and thrilled to be living it and it’s enough of a miracle to be a long way from it ending as an adult so far it’s what I dream of being in the middle of and still as scared as I am I’m ambitious to jump in the middle of life as yet unimagined
Decent Folk

My parents are decent folk given to belief in their own lives my father is from Oklahoma a big bear of a man who repeats his old jokes a man torn from his 
roots I remember a few lines from him you sound like a cow peeing on a flat rock when 
I was standing at the toilet I buy you books I send you to school I teach you all I know and you still don’t know anything he called me numbskull in a sweet loving way he said 
eat what’s set before you and shut up when I reached for the rolls too soon he 
stabbed the back of my hand with his fork like spearing a frog 
My mother is a big-boned stoic second-generation Swede do this for me just once 
she said more than once she was a bright talented girl who went to work when 
her more fortunate brothers went to college she said to her Depression Era employer I’ll work for nothing if you give me a chance she became his right hand in 
a metal fabricating factory an ambitious resentful girl who imagined herself a 
dairy queen my father said he dreamed of going to South America as a geologist 

he says he dreamed of becoming an actor he’s a cross between John Wayne and Mister Greenjeans half laconic cowboy half loveable bumpkin 
I’m in Lianne’s place watching Cher on tv Lianne sits squat-legged in the hallway talking to her mother on the phone her grandmother is dying she’s talking sister-talk to her Mom about Kit and Jerry and their steadily declining relationship the honeymoon is over between me and Lianne we’re talking about it can we carry 
on without anything to do three different fortunetellers predicted that she would get married this year I have a few months to find out if I’m the one if this a love story or what

The Dummy is Real

I’m behind the three-tiered jewelry case in Betty Boop’s Second Hand Store waiting for enough customers to come in and buy something so I can pay for 
my breakfast this is true grassroots capitalism Jon came in to see about Betty 
my hand hovered over my writing not because I’ve said anything that Jon shouldn’t see but the way a kid hunches over his paper as he works on 
his story My Summer Vacation except this is My All Season Vocation 
A woman comes in and fingers a pile of gloves she says actually I’m looking 
for something kind of wooly the shop is full of dresses utensils dishes postcards 
jewelry quilts bric-a-brac and other assorted broken lots from the near and 
not-so-near past a line of twine is hung across the front window with items 
clipped to it with clothespins on the line are the OPEN sign a postcard 
entitled Miss Foxtrot a six by ten inch American Flag a string of Peking 
glass beads a hand mirror a black lace mantilla 
The windows are dirty the store is dark Betty calls and gives me a pep talk let’s 
sell that junk maybe a junk store has to be dark and dirty to give the customers 
the chance to discover consumable miracles who can argue with success and 
as yet I’m still unable to grasp the meaning of the last five days on Wednesday Lianne said she wanted me to try to stay away until Saturday and I agreed 
Thursday I ventured out with an eye to other women I talked to Beau about 
artists’ marital requirements on Friday I went to Vesuvio with Curt we picked 

up two women and slept with them on Saturday I saw Lianne we talked seriously lightly about love and marriage on Sunday I was an old married man the thrill of the near rape of conquest is gone Lianne’s body appeared below me like a giant matter of fact making love to strangers is exciting like diving into an absolutely gorgeous high mountain lake that turns out to be two feet deep making love without the excitement of conquest seems flat then there’s love where is love 

Friday night I gravitated toward a woman in Vesuvio Mattie by name she’s

35 years old with two kids somewhere Hawaiian by birth Filipino by ancestry 
small and quiet all night saying Stephen oh Steve she asked me three times what 
my name was we balled four times long hard gently at times every way we 
could think of she had velvety soft skin soft breasts I could push all over her 
ribcage coarse black hair and a tight dry mouth she lay against me all night 
I enjoyed every minute of it 
In the early hours of the morning I tried once again to turn my back to her but 
I didn’t want to we all took showers in turns my eyes caught sight of the weight Curt carries on his back above the pelvis the blond breasts and slim thighs of his lover we drank coffee and sat talking in the long narrow outer room with its one window open and there on the back steps was Julia Vose I was startled to find 
I was downstairs from an old friend in a building I knew 
In the middle of the night I looked down at the woman I was madly fucking and 
I was overcome by a quick rush of terror for a split second she was a Vietnamese woman I was raping and for a split second she seemed nearly dead it was a feeling from several kinds of emotions thoughts of racism from recognition of my deeds and America’s from a sense that making love to any woman of the Third World 
is charged with the imperialism bred into my prejudices talked into my awareness 
It’s hard for me to think of going to Mexico for the same reason going there feels like an act of imperialist capitalism do I want to put myself into the cardboard drama of being American in the Third World my friends go and come back 
with snapshots of the glorious temples and the incredibly real peasants and 

I think yeah and all those temples were designed for the glorification of gods and autocrats 
with the blood and sweat of a peasantry now sanctified in the lined faces of their descendants 
Mattie the inscrutable Asian-American with the patched jeans and the North Beach façade of nightlife boredom who appreciated the great fucking we did got me tangled up in my contradictions Curt’s date Clarise was a pleasant even a sweet girl Curt warmed up to being with her for weeks not wanting to sleep with her because she knew everyone including Anne from whom he is still not clear in the middle of the night he rose up in bed and asked himself point-blank what am I doing but she took off her dress and he said to himself that looks good 
Driving off in his car I consoled him with my all-purpose morning-after line it’s cowardice not to muck up our lives with these confusions he laughed there’s some truth in that 
so Lianne is my solution my comfort my solace my wife I wonder my brother Scott married a Chicana and moved to Hawaii but then he’s 6’8” and a minority all by himself his wife Liz calls herself Mexican and she hates it my sense of being a just American is to stay out of other people’s business and clean up my own act besides just being happy seems like a revolutionary act Lianne decided to be happy when she was 20 it has taken me 13 more years to make the same decision I want to 
take my light out from under a bushel of fear and guilt and let it shine 
There’s an open display window on the corner inside the Serramonte Plaza Shopping Center I bought new boots with two-inch heels raising me enough 
so I can put my arm around Leah’s shoulders I climbed into the window and assumed my best rigid mannequin pose Lianne spotted what I was doing and walked on then she turned back to watch ten teenage girls jump when they 
realized the dummy was real the dummy is real I caught up to Lianne 
exhilarated saying if I get enough of that I’ll never get drunk again
The Earth the Earth

I’m back in the Owl and Monkey remembering a line from Judy Cleeg Steve 
you’re not a creasy-pants person and Tom Phillips line Brooks you always blow your own cool I told Leah I liked her for her looks she was crestfallen and left the room to get dressed up then she got the news that her favorite grandmother had died and she was in my arms crying it out this afternoon at the airport where the sounds are 
like electricity trying to mate with plastic I told her I loved her when things got serious last night I bent over her as she rose up and we bumped heads she had 
a headache all night I slept restlessly and in a dream I lunged against my father between the table lamp and the living room wall beside the sofa in my teenage home I held my father down by force and gripped him by the neck and shoulders 
I wrenched him up I yelled at him and then I fell into his arms sobbing I hugged him for a long time clinging with relief until I was embarrassed excited disgusted 
Lianne reminds me of my mother since both are attractive in the face clean well-groomed tall small-breasted with long thick thighs serious demanding sensitive to criticism clumsy in response to affection solicitous when appreciated my parents met on a blind date so did Lianne’s parents so did she and I years ago I asked 
my father why he was attracted to his wife he said it was because she was tall and clean my mother married him on the condition he stop making puns resulting in 
thirty-five years of rusty machinery better for her I suppose in her lack of ease 
at his excess of ease her attraction to it

Kit was at Lianne’s yesterday morning opening a birthday package from her 
older sister including the book I Touch the Earth the Earth Touches Me by Hugh Prather I saw that book once before when Sherry gave it to me for Christmas 
in ’73 I saw it then as banal platitudes by a weak pretentious poet who tapped 
into a popular market Lianne and Kit cooed over the book Lianne said I love 
this book I’ve read it so many times Kit read at random I watched I saw two people 
who genuinely appreciated the words and the messages and I softened I read it 
it wasn’t pretentious sometimes banal but reasonable gentle insightful I tell you 
what I need I said I need a heavy dose of humility and Lianne is Lianne I barely 
know her I remember a line of mine give it time before you despise the woman
A Light Surrealist Excursion

John Wayne has a terrific toupee it looks like a fungus that’s overgrown 
Mount Rushmore in the full-length mirror I look like an Indian my hair 
is dangerously close to being beautiful my nose long and straight with flared 
nostrils appears from the side like an art deco arrow I have high cheekbones 
full lips and brown eyes full of vengeance my skin is red from the firewater 
wine I sit in my maroon chair my upholstered mare tall in the saddle 
I feel this way because another beautiful woman has found me attractive 
Betty’s friend Candy told me stories of my attractiveness and her attraction 
to me I learned that she was married at 16 annulled eleven months later she 
talked slowly and resourcefully as only a beautiful woman can relying on her beauty as the glue to the conversation such women are free to ramble free to 
spout nonsense and mundanities I was the sucker in a card game with a pro 
and a stacked deck she had creamy breasts and an enormous rolling ass she caressed herself with each torrid step her eyes hooded with self-assurance her language was an exciting threat to my intellect she threw off self-deprecating 
asides like flies flicked from the hide of a prize mule I excused myself as she 
and Betty gossiped like kids collecting postcards allow me to retire to my papers 
I said I’ve been well fed
A little while later I looked up to see Candy lounging against the doorframe like Rita Hayworth in an outtake too lurid for any movie at the time would you like to go for a drink I’m buying she said yes I would I answered too quickly for textbook timing but nice in its cheerful directness she was softer more sensual than Lianne she said she was a poet she said my first book which Dennis Koran called a light surrealist excursion was terribly personal and you’re so quiet but I feel I’ve gotten deep into you in this 
book she cut me to the quick with that remark so of course I thought I don’t love Lianne she’s only another perfect solution that doesn’t solve anything I’m crazy anyway and

I don’t know my own mind 
My cock is all beat up and here I go down another bridle path the horse of my desires is barebacked rider-less and reeking of locoweed I can be had a banana 
in a jungle of tongues an aging reprobate with the face of a juvenile understudy these are the fantasies of the average American male it’s a tease that challenges Lianne (Candy is the stranger in the café last month the one I called Raquel 
and Betty’s other friend Shelly is the one I called a French schoolmaster and 

a year later I learned Candy was a high-priced call girl at the time of our tryst) 
nothing is what it seems

A Parking Lot for Worms

The lined paper below me looks like a parking lot for worms I sit and wait for 
the first line’s image to come to me fishing in a dark lake my pole above the still water with no notion of what fish might bite or when as I listen to the last two minutes of the Warriors-Sonics game on the radio the announcer Bill King 
is going crazy as the Warriors lead by one Beau went to the museum to track 
down his muse after seeing him or her in a news photo he told the curator that 
the single glaring fault of the DeYoung Museum Sonics by three 1:09 to go is 
that despite the ancestral heritage granted to the Chinese Africans Indians and 
the Oceanic Tribes the White Man’s heritage begins with the Impressionists 
Beau is enamored with the Etruscans whose culture was stolen and Sonics by 
one Clifford Ray calls a time out too late Sonics win 100-99 submerged by the Romans and so the Sonics beat the Warriors and our white heritage consists 
of landing on the moon Beau looks to the past for enduring icons 
I look at my icons to get some sense of the past I watch Forget Me Not Lane on 
PBS and I feel tired of fighting myself LET GO I jumped out of bed with Candy 
to answer the phone from Lianne in the hospital in Muscatine with a concussion and the entire family preparing for a double funeral thanks to the 33 year old unemployed poet from San Francisco who took pleasure in crowning their 
prize daughter with a virtual two-by-four she was wonderfully witty and easy describing her ass black and blue from needles the trouping in and out of banks 
of relatives her weeping mother and all the questions about the Sadist from 
San Francisco the Aquarian Axe Angel the February Flat Iron

I sat with Beau in the Tennessee Grill on Taraval next to the library where he works Beau was asking questions I listened I spaced out I wondered how he might respond if I said to him rise and come go with me and I will make you a fisher of men he said your poetry leaves something unsaid I get off on it but I get the feeling there’s much more that you aren’t saying paranoid not knowing how to respond to his clarity I thought what do you want from me do you want to fuck me or what I sat in the Tennessee Grill on a pleasant afternoon not drunk and imagined Beau’s whiskers against my cheek his shoulders in my arms I thought about the dream of my father I felt happy sad confused I felt Messianic I thought I do have messages I do have love my fears of sex with men and women are not my desire for it but my mistaken confusion of sex with love at 
my car as Beau returned to his library post I reached for his arm I hugged him 
good to see you I said take care 
I drove off thinking I did it I did what I wanted I hugged Beau when I was afraid it was sexual and I fucked Candy when I’d just as soon have hugged her well maybe not Anne is right she said I have too much love for one woman I want to love everyone I want to get it straight I want to know what’s what Beau repeated Stephen’s assessment of my poetry that I work to name my enemies I think that’s not right it’s not true I don’t think about enemies that’s Stephen’s sense of himself he imagines enemies he sees me naming enemies 
I see myself trying to name loves and right now that’s what I want to believe I’m not sure I really know the difference the multitudes don’t come to worship Jesus but to feel his love there’s aren’t enough fish to go around but it sure feels like there are Beau repeated a line I told him when I was drunk one night at Robert Duncan’s house 

I feel the driving spirit of the revolutionary in me but I don’t see anyone or hear anyone’s revolution I can follow so today I’m an avatar Beau said when I read your poetry I want you to be Rimbaud as well as Brooks his words got me pumped up I remember Gordon Craig making a point at a party one night saying I could be a leader and others I’ve met who saw in me the flesh of their own dreams I told Gordon I wasn’t interested in being a leader 
It’s exciting to think Lianne might be a Mary Magdalene I was happy to learn 
she’s still a believer I can’t touch a non-believer like Anne who has no faith to enjoy no faith to transfer none for me, none for her Henry Miller describes the writer as someone who wants an impossible world in which he is the uncrowned puppet ruler dominated by forces beyond his control sometimes that’s what acting and poetry are all about I wonder why do preachers speak in the Name of God is it because they are too embarrassed to speak in their own name that goes for actors too I imagine myself on stage in my own name an actor of satiric characterizations performing as an evangelist becoming an ordinary man and never leaving him shouting weeping loving feeling the spirit move inside me letting the spirit direct my words the audience turns to itself and says this guy is no longer funny or sad this is real this guy thinks he’s God it’s exciting and frightening to think I might become what others want Chief Joseph of the Nez Perce was a man whose wisdom was to tell the other chiefs what they said and 

then become the focus of their different views, ending with two truths I know 
what you say and I do not know the future 
This is making me nuts Jesus could turn water into wine and I manage to turn 
wine into water my mind is an alphabet soup of ambitions desires blindness and awareness I’m listening to Eddy Arnold the Tennessee Plowboy sing oh please meet me tonight all alone for I have a sad story to tell you a story that’s never been told before I think it’s been told but when it’s told anew it’s never been told before we forget and it’s all new I’ve been working to become what I want to become I’ve only begun 
I’ve been obsessed since my youth by the notion that the world exists only in me that without my consciousness there is no reality I suspect everyone feels the same but I can’t give up my egocentrism others seem willing to give themselves up to me so why don’t I give in to them I see crazy people with such foolishness as this seems
Beau seemed crazy a while back and yet he makes me cry to be with him in his wisdom and like always it’s my wisdom that he describes is there ever a savior with such a mein kampf as this I told Beau it makes me nervous to know I can tell what people want to know about themselves Connie Madden told me she felt like stripping off her makeup when she was with me I was so simple and honest I want to embrace 
these people I love them all I’m a lover not a fighter and was Jesus a wino 
Candy said when she was lying like a Madonna on my blue quilted bedspread I’m 
a good stranger to know and I seem to be the kind of person people find immediately familiar because I reflect themselves back at them I’m not Orpheus who walked through the mirror I am the mirror I want to be the mirror of love it’s a strange ambition for a guy who doesn’t know anything years ago a guy said to me get out of the car you kissed my girlfriend I’m gonna beat the shit out of you and I said no you get in he did and began to sob out his story for an ego supreme I’m a pretty good listener
I need to tell a story to relieve myself of this self-idolatrous bullshit Marilee Martinez said Steve you come on too strong and you fall too hard even in myself I don’t even know how to love myself without getting lost in extremes I want to say I love you Lianne I don’t because I’m an embarrassed animal to think I’m an angel and

what is my angle except to induct myself into my own personal hall of fame to create a heaven called love and be the god of it this guy deserves a comeuppance 
The picture on my black and white tv has the stark contrast of newspaper photos 
I sort of like it I switch off the sound on the third Sonics-Warriors game and switch on the stereo FM I listen to Bill King with better fidelity I’m so used to the three-inch speaker in the tv I almost go back to it I have to get used to better quality 
I can hear the ball bounce and the rubber soles squeak as the first commercial comes on I realize the radio runs different ads than the tv as a stagecoach crests 
a hill driving in dust toward the camera Ricardo Montalban says I want to introduce you to a totally new driving experience and as a man pulls a tire from a rack of tires in a gas station a voice asks looking for a bargain in stereos and then a voice says Americans and Danes have one thing in common and a handsome man with a moustache pats 
the vinyl top of an automobile with affection Warriors win this one 105-96

I Ruined Three Lives

Geoff Edwards host of Jackpot catches himself in what he terms a Freudian slip 
he says dog eat dog is canine capitalism instead of canine cannibalism he and the studio audience guffaw at the slip then from lying on the couch in his shirtsleeves a man rises grabs his wife’s hand and explains there’s something I never told you I just didn’t think it was important he continues in even softer tones you see I killed my father and Clay my brother resents me for it it’s the Search for Tomorrow and that’s always a tricky business 
Lisa Shay has a secret that threatens to ruin three lives the woman she hates the man she 

loves and her own life I love the idea of a ruined life I Ruined Three Lives my Messiah complex is another case of identifying with others I’m easily infected and affected Beausoleil is the new Priest of Poetry I’m a sucker for faith it’s easy to convert a believer it turns out I’m the believer I told Paul that Lianne still has one foot in the faith 
he said he thinks he has the better of his mother a true Catholic because he’s 
in both worlds of belief and non-belief 
Yesterday I began again not drinking it’s simple and unless it’s simple you don’t bother doing it I dropped by Curt’s he admitted drinking heavily for the last three months this morning I woke up to the sun feeling good I began to miss the tea-totaling mindset I get into when I’m not drinking a sense of saintly purity I swear off one vice and it’s off to the races damn the vices full speed ahead into my St. Francis act no smoking no drinking no sex my thoughts turn away from the mischievous anarchy I pursue when I’m juiced I become a good boy again sickening at age 10 ridiculous at 33
A Sure Bet

Back behind the counter at Betty Boop’s a man’s voice on the phone assumed 
I was Betty and continued is this Miss Boop oh Miss Boop I recognized Paul listen 
lady I said I don’t need this crap Paul said he was in a fix on Carl Street there’s an 
old man named Chet who walks slowly and is always friendly and courteous he’s dying from several things and he’s an alcoholic he has no reason to live he wants 
to die and he’s an engaging friendly old fart he’s a small gray man with a courtesy and a generosity that’s not enough to survive in the world he told Paul about 
three long shots at Golden Gate Field that all came in and paid off big time 
He told Paul of one in the 6th race at 6-1 and Paul was calling out for a betting partner one with a car he had no success whatsoever he thought it was a test of 
the tip he thought it was all the better that he should have to struggle it was a 
good story I suggested I could borrow seven bucks from him then bet five and recover enough to cover my negative $4.37 in the bank and the none in my 
pocket it was tempting it’s a good story Paul I said but no 
One day I went to the racetrack with Paul and Curt I came out ahead my 
winnings paid for the day I won a few bucks besides and coming back from 
the racetrack we got caught in the traffic suddenly I was stuck in a circle of 
hell at the races the horses ran around the circle the fans fanned back and forth between the circle and the windows Curt and Paul were in a frenzy and I was a 
witness willing to be drawn in but I was not drawn in the horses were beautiful 
the people were fascinating the dope sheets were sufficiently intricate magically cryptic there was big money to be gained nine times over Chet’s tip is even better magic all the excitement is a tribute to Chet to fly to the racetrack on Chet’s tip 
is to affirm Chet to lose it all is to affirm Chet to win a bundle is to affirm Chet 
as  Chet is the oracle but the advice he gives takes the same chances outside 
the presumed magic of his counsel that anyone else’s does
My 8th Grade Math teacher said to God as his airplane took a belly full of lead 
over Italy dear God get me out of this and I’ll serve you forever he got out of it and all God got was the chance to hear the same tired story told to succeeding generations of dumbfounded and bored 13-year-olds I got off the phone with Paul and an ample homely young matron came in wearing crème-colored slacks a leather jacket and 

a nice hairdo with big glasses that lent the air of the cute to her round face 
She was out making purchases a couple of interlocking brooches to make an imaginative belt buckle an ashtray and a ring no not the ring she said you know sometimes I feel just like a bored housewife when I’m buying things I watched her well 
don’t fight it my clerk mentality wanted to say keep it up you just paid for my lunch 
I read an article in the April 1929 issue of Vogue a young married woman from substantial people was forced to live on $5,000 a year in a Midwestern city the article

was entitled $5,000 a Year it can be done all the ads told how to appear young and be mistaken for a woman of distinction youth on 30 seconds a day and gorgeous as a debutante with the wisdom of forty she is the most dangerous woman in the world able to leap from tall buildings in a single bound faster than a speeding Depression
Poetential

Something strange is happening I feel a new sensation of determination 
I see it in the things that take my attention Rubin Hurricane Carter convicted 
of murder nine years ago maintains his innocence has no tv or radio never leaves his cell to participate in prison activities he says he wants no opiates no distractions nothing that lessens the single-mindedness of his determination to be free 

I wanted to write I built up to it for days I was afraid I wasn’t able to I thought about coming down with something maybe it was fear each new page each new day each new poem is a kind of starting over a man might write a readable and translucent not transparent book, and some might say I could write as good as that 
and I thought if you can then do it that’s my dilemma every day if I think I can do it 
I should do it I’m using the tools of my trade it’s nighttime and the Big Thompson River of Imagination sometimes called tv is rushing by in the front yard of my consciousness I have a yellow legal pad supported on a large black drawing book 
a 25-cent Bic pen and a half-pint of Daviess County Kentucky Straight Bourbon Whiskey I switched from Ten High because it went over $1.50 a half-pint and 
if I’m going to drink cheap bourbon it damn well better be cheap 
There’s bubbling beneath the surface it’s the great weight I feel when I don’t 
write for a while I think about what I might write all sorts of associations associate themselves into all sorts of other things to the point where I’m carrying around a suitcase of associations for potential pages I wrote poetential I watch Linda Ronstadt formerly a sensual cowgirl who sings barefoot she’s on Cher’s tv show they have her all dolled up in ringlets chiffon and gold pumps her small breasts teasingly revealed and untempting this is Big Time Entertainment

I have a terrible feeling the characters I describe aren’t real aren’t fleshed out 
I worry that the book of my life has only one character Narcissus loves his pretty face and his not so pretty face this self-consciousness is coupled with a reluctance 
to take the same chances on other people being critical loving and conclusive trying to describe the people I know feels like invasion and foolish besides that’s probably why I’m a poet not a novelist if all the characters in this book were fictitious I’d have no compunctions about raking them over the coals or building them into demi-gods most of the characters in my life aren’t fleshed out in reality either
They’re real when I’m with them in moments of thinking about them it’s their place in me that feels fleshed out and thus it is that I am fleshed out by them I populate my sense memory with hundreds of intimacies many of them desperately curtailed I’ve made love to was intimate with have known so many women in the last two years I tried to count them I loved several of them or thought I did at the time the rest I needed to believe I loved and then I disappeared the next morning or later with clumsy embarrassment and discourtesy when I realized that I didn’t 
or wouldn’t love them any other way it’s easy to be disappointed I need to brag 
to myself about the number of women because I think it’s all I have to show for it 
I believe in the instant intimacy of lovemaking and I’m hurt when it’s over in a 
few hours or a few years I’m amazed when one of these women still talks to me 
still desires me or even wants to know me 

I went to the flea market with Betty it’s where she gets a lot of her merchandise Jack and Rachel are in town we were having fun I ran into two women I know 
one is an artist who lives in a loft in the Mission District Jack looked over some books spread out under the screen at the Alameda Drive-In I told her I wanted 
to see her place I was amazed to feel myself not desiring her body or her love 
but simply wanting to know her a little better and to see her loft her studio 
I ran into an actress name Carol Ann a year ago I wanted her as I watched her dance nude as the Climax Girl in Michael McClure’s new play at the Intersection Theatre where I’m scheduled to do my one-man show in October I asked a friend of Paul’s who was playing her cello as part of the show to introduce me to Carol Ann she invited me to her house we ate chicken I made a pass at her and ran away it was the same weekend I made a weeping attempt to get back with Sherry I was crazy Carol Ann got me stoned and my sexual apprehensions catapulted me into typical paranoia standing in the blistering heat of the Oakland sun on tired feet she introduced me to her mother a kindly sweet smiling lady visiting from Ohio as we talked many miles away from the flattering stage light of the theatre I notice Carol Ann’s lined face her slightly protruding teeth and her sumptuous breasts after being showcased as an actress in an avant-garde comedy musical with her nude photo in Time Magazine now working in a bath and boutique on Chestnut Street she tells me to call her I say I will I don’t think I will and that’s not funny

There’s one woman who might come close to being fleshed out in this story 
if that’s as important as I seem to think it is that’s Lianne I hope so anyway 
I hope I allow it she called from back home she says she’s been delayed with a setback of sorts no fracture she’s still under the gun at the temple with her head aching you don’t miss me do you she says I didn’t reply it’s true I didn’t miss her why don’t you say something she says we’re drifting apart I say we don’t know each other very well it’s been a week and two thousand miles I do miss her I miss her in ways that confuse me 
I don’t long for her body I never have I pegged her as a wife type I get lost beyond that and then there’s the opening of the flower that takes place secretly in my spirit I feel good with her is it just that’s she’s beautiful if so is that bad I’m bold enough to tell her I love her beauty can I tell her I love her can I believe it I’ve been foot-loose and fancy free off and on for the last three years can I stop that do I want to since Lianne I’ve already been with two other women and on top of that I have a blistered cock a doctor says herpes is sometimes caused by nerves I’m sure I have VD from Mattie I’ve had infections twice in the last year I’m convinced that it’s punishment for fucking any possibility then it goes away so there’s no ledger book in heaven after all

And what about books the only really good shrink I’ve ever known Bill Sides 
told me, years ago that the only thing he knew about poets was that poets love words I went into a panic did I love words and if I didn’t I couldn’t be a poet 
in the years that followed I realized that not only did I love words I loved 

sentences paragraphs pages books language and I loved love 
I do I can I will I must love and love is the hardest thing the only thing I truly 
want to do I wonder about drinking is it the price for letting loose my tongue my love and the message of love on my tongue I love my children it’s just as difficult 
to be with them as it is to not be with them the last two days are like the last two days repeated a hundred times the last two years my kids and I are shy and clumsy with each other on the first day and by the end of the second day we are father son and daughter close and in love then it’s goodbye driving them home I say now this time when I leave your place I want you to come up to me and hug and kiss me and say goodbye no more of this kicking me in the ass or not showing up as I leave I want to say goodbye because 
I love you and I want you to do the same ok Rachel ok Jack
Baby It Must Be Love

I was oddly anxious impatient clumsy as I finished my Swanson Chicken 
Dinner stuffing the trash into the wastebasket I caught the edge of the paper 
bag it caved in and the aluminum tray three bones the crust of mashed potatoes and vegetable juice wouldn’t slip into the bag easily I became upset and angry jamming it I backed off nervously I tried to calmly readjust the simple maneuver 

Last night as I picked up two coffee cups in one hand to carry them to my desk 
I thought let’s see if I can spill this coffee sensing an awkward tentative balance between the cups they slipped against each other and the coffee spilled shit I said I grabbed away the books and papers whose edges were damp with brown stains and wrinkles I’m in the sort of mood that acquires accidents while washing dishes I might break a glass and gash my finger or cut myself on a submerged knife 
I think about baseball the national pastime I read A False Spring by Pat Jordan 
I’m drawn to it because it takes place in my two hometowns McCook Nebraska and Moline Illinois it’s a good book and walking down Eighth Avenue true to 

my nickname I said to no one in particular baseball is a powerful way to watch people struggling painfully succeeding gloriously falling apart miserably quickly slowly dramatically 
right in front of your eyes and that’s what makes it the national pastime America’s pastime
is success and failure glory and ignominy baseball is slow and inexorable 
The glory boy of last season goes bad he struggles until he’s pitilessly driven 
from the spotlight Denny McLain wins thirty games and the next season he’s 
in the minors drinking too much and losing the magic is delicate pitchers’ arms batters’ eyes runners’ knees they all go all these athletes dying young each player defined in every detail teams rise and fall and each player is alone

Football is the anonymous clash of forces the same elements as baseball 
but covered over basketball has the same elements but speeded up basketball players have dozens of opportunities for every single excruciating death that 
the baseball player faces but the luxurious time frame of baseball accentuates 
each moment is it like books is it like this book Tito Fuentes goes to a voodoo doctor to cure his aching back I have to talk about what it is that aches in my 
life I have to talk about Lianne she’s back in town with her head still aching and she seems puffy in the cheeks baby fat I guess I took her home she went to bed 
we talked about the meaning of the blow to her head I suggested it was no 

accident I said I was trying to get inside her skull that it was curious that 
she hit me and she’s the one who got hurt 
We joked about not wanting each other about not missing each other and then 
it changed I worried about you I said why she asked because you weren’t here I couldn’t see you I mean how you were doing I told everyone about you she said I’m glad you’re back I said it’s like I never left she said I didn’t miss you I said it was like you never left I put my hands on her breasts you’re softer than I remember I had you flat and tough, in my mind at the door I lifted up her sweater and gazed at her pretty breasts and I said loving the shallow deception I kept myself pure for you and she said yeah running around with other women while I was gone I could swear she knew neither of us cared she didn’t know if she wanted a boyfriend right now hell I don’t want a girlfriend either we’re perfect for each other baby it must be love
Forget the Antonym

Pat Jordan describes a particularly satisfying memory when he strikes out a notorious fastball hitter three times one evening in the Quad-Cities the towns 
that make up the Quad-Cities are Davenport and Bettendorf Iowa Rock Island and Moline Illinois adjoining towns that bank the Mississippi River on nothing 
but fast balls so fast that the man falls to one knee trying to hit them 
The sight of him on one knee was what I pitched for I love such moments even more than a satisfying career I know that now I had neither the patience nor the vision to develop those moments into a successful season much less a satisfying career my career was not an esthetically well made movie with rising action climax, and denouement it was a box strewn with unnumbered slides 
I jumped up and down that’s me that’s me and so this book goes a box of pages a 
page of incidents a paragraph of scattered lines of course there is a difference 

my book is being written in the present for the most part and I don’t want to deliberately organize any particular time or episode Jordan’s life may be slides 
but his book is a clean narrative my book allows at best for moments to occur 
or reoccur by themselves only as they belong in the present past today’s past

I went to Betty Henderson’s loft to get the taste of it I left with a nose full of 
ancient dust I ended up sneezing the breath of the building for hours as often happens with someone I haven’t seen for a long time the apologia pro vita that follows had me explaining this book as a dream as a book written in dream form the incidents of the day mingled with memories of 33 years mingled with what seems to never change all the fears and expectations as the dream can teach 
It stirs up and spills out without concern for will like a dream there’s a unity 
I trust regardless of the absence of any apparent unity up close as I write I dream write I don’t mean I do trance writing or automatic writing which seems to me 
as pleasurable as making love on drugs does I stay up late I don’t sleep I drink 
I doze I turn my attention to other things I decide to get up and not try so hard 
I fall asleep I sleep like a rock I dream I write dreams are not magical voices 
that reach hauntingly across the swamp of the unconscious to instruct one’s life 
as Steve Schutzman says I think instead and this is more romantic our minds are doing what they do best while purely dreaming all the time and I mean all the time
If it weren’t for the externally imposed details we have to keep in mind in order 
to survive in order to see the streetlight and the traffic in the other lane people could and would be dreaming all the time I don’t propose the avoidance of life 
I propose the incorporation and the enjoyment of everything at once my intention is to develop this state of being that makes me an apparently lazy person and a seemingly directionless one but as in a dream where no image is without meaning
So in life no experience is without meaning if my dreams have meaning and 
a marvelously all-inclusive relatedness then so does my life I suppose I propose 
that death is waking up from the dream of life I suppose I’ll spend the afterlife deciphering the meaning of this life dream with about as much success as I have with these absurd engrossing exciting confusing dreams these episodes of reality these days and nights

A year ago I began to write down my dreams every morning for a year 
I made it from January 1st to March 15th I discovered I could increase my 
capacity to remember simply by doing it by wanting to do it I got to the point where I could remember seven dream sequences from each night it required 
that I have no pressing plans in the morning any job that needs doing imposes 
its worldly necessity I began to spend nearly two hours every morning writing 
my dreams I began skipping days I delayed the task for hours sometimes until evening and finally I lost interest there wasn’t any carry over 
I decided that dreams are but dreams true in and of themselves but I was 
unable to convert them to poems or stories I had 150 pages of brief bizarre 
and sometimes violent narratives a year later I think dreams are valuable as 
they silently and secretly instruct and release us in our so-called conscious lives 
we make an ethic of our characteristics I’m a dreamer I drift off at dinnertime 
while my brother and mother call my name Steve the butter pass the butter Stephen 
would you please pass the creamed corn Steve Stephen STEE-VUNNN finally my father might say Steve wake up and pass the butter huh what oh ok sorry where were you Mark 
might say what could you possibly have been thinking about my mother might say 
puzzled but without any real interest oh I don’t know nothing I guess
At Christmas in ’74 Mark described a situation for which he expected some sympathy he’s a talker and he’s a stammerer an interrupted talker he went out 
for dinner and drinks with an attractive woman who worked the desk at the new YMCA after dinner they went into the bar and sat by the fireplace they talked 
for a couple of hours at some point Mark was deep into a reverie about his days 
in San Francisco as a musician in love with a waitress the woman leaned over 
and interrupted him she touched him on the arm and told him she was bored 
He was outraged what did you expect her to do you were in a reverie you weren’t talking 
to her you were listening to yourself tell yourself a story I said she should have shut up and 
listened she should have enjoyed the story or just tuned out he said but it was you who tuned 
her out I said  no I didn’t she was free to listen an uneasy silence followed as Jeff 
Miller a mutual friend agreed with me not with Mark so he retaliated 
What about all the times at the dinner table when you drifted off into never-never land that’s inexcusable no it’s not I’m not bothering anyone I’m having a good time and I’m not imposing
it on anyone else I said and he said yeah well you won’t pass the salt and I said why don’t 
you get it yourself if it’s so damn important that wouldn’t be so bad but there are social rules 
that apply when you’re with a date but it’s no good the dinner table has rules too 
Jeff thought I was wrong too it ended in a stalemate Jeff thought we were 
both crazy but you could tell he loved it he thought Mark was crazy when 
they were in junior high school together when Mark tried to sneak into the 
field house even when he already had a ticket Jeff thought I was crazy too 
but he liked it that my craziness seemed to attract girls Jeff gets girls too 
but he does it by being a very persistent very nice guy

Pat Jordan describes a play in which his first baseman takes a throw from 
the shortstop and then, inexplicably the ball drops from his glove he stares 
at the ball with a look of nescience Jordan says after a brief trip to my favorite 

book nescience now replaces aphasia as the word that describes a state of mind 
or lack of mind that I’m in sometimes when I worked for the Iowa-Illinois Gas 
and Electric Company one day Jerry Frisby sent me to the truck to get a crescent wrench ok simple I went to the side of the truck dropped the bin door and stared nescience nothing nada I knew that I knew what a crescent wrench was but for
 the life of me I couldn’t remember what it was I went back to the ditch we were working and I said hey Frisby what’s a crescent wrench Frisby after a moment’s pause 
during which his suspicions were confirmed that all college kids really are stupid 
he said it’s the one that’s shaped like a crescent and it has CRESCENT written on it oh yeah 
I said and the truck is the thing with wheels an engine and all the tools in the back
When I was teaching school my first job at the Robert Louis Stevenson School 
for Boys in Pebble Beach California I took a break one day as the boys worked 
on a test I strolled into the teachers’ lounge a small room across the open-air patio next to the library I came upon the librarian and an older teacher one Major Davis 
the school was staffed by retired military men and young untrained teachers like myself the librarian looked up ah here’s Mr. Brooks that bright young English teacher
Let’s ask him she said I grinned I was in like Flynn there would be no inner-circle exclusion for me we’re having some trouble here Mr. Brooks perhaps you can help us out 
we’re looking for the antonym to innocuous or some such word I blanked what’s an 
antonym I said I knew what an antonym was as soon as they told me I gave them
 an answer but it was too late the damage was done it was gone the slate wiped clean the brain goes blank nescience sometimes I have a lousy memory it’s not photographic instead it’s photogenic such wonderful pictures I can’t develop 
them fast enough nowadays I think it’s valuable to be so afflicted it keeps me 
in the present always fresh to new experiences even old experiences seem new 
but it makes me a lousy scholar the Dean of the English Department at the University of Connecticut asked me generously during my interview to apply 
to graduate school what books I was reading and I couldn’t remember one 
then nescience then later on the drive back home a long list came to mind

During my orals for my Masters Degree I was asked what I thought of Samuel Beckett as an example of the Theatre of the Absurd I had absolutely no idea the meaning of the word absurd escaped me I had just finished writing an absurdist play of my own I do a terrific job of becoming the question rather than answering it 
One night in college I was sitting in the Dixie Inn at 2AM downtown on Route 6 having my usual eggs over easy American fries sausage toast and coffee listening to Dave Dudley sing his sad plight in Detroit City when in walked Dave Wallenberg a guy who left college abruptly the year before I was glad to see him I invited him 
to join me we talked for an hour or so before I took myself home to bed the next day I was sitting with some people when one of them said out of the blue I wonder what ever happened to Dave Wallenberg I was sparked to curiosity about my old pal 
I wondered what he was up to just like everyone else at the table it might be that my fascination with involuntary memory in creativity in dreams in spontaneity is because I have so little success with the voluntary kind I’m good with available material but there’s no way of telling what’s available at any given moment

If I have a goal in life it’s this from Pat Jordan’s book he describes Whitlow 
Wyatt his old manager in the minor leagues he found his satisfaction in life’s minutest details which were hidden at the base of its most stupendous pleasures I’ve often seen this quality
of Whitlow’s in older people whose lives with age are no longer filled with stupendous pleasures and so they develop a more refined sensitivity to life’s lesser details and with greater age even 
lesser ones until finally their satisfaction comes from life itself and every detail is a pleasure 
At 33 I’m still turning corners now in my life I demand five separate high points from each day five epiphanies I demand five epiphanies a day for a long time it 
was one that overwhelmed the day one that does up a year or a lifetime as things are going it’s into the dozens the hundreds that Jordan describes that make the future of my aging even more pleasurable to anticipate 
George C. Scott says at the beginning of The Day of the Dolphin that a dolphin’s 
body is so finely tuned so sensitive that the dolphin who never stops swimming 
who never rests lives in a state that can be described only as constant and total ecstasy the dolphin lives in a life-long constant total body orgasm

I’m fascinated with age with the old one of the characters for my show is going 
to be an old guy I have the suspicion that senility might be an ecstatic state brought on voluntarily all the moments of ecstasy from ninety years of experience at one’s tongue and finger tip and why is it the mentally retarded seem to be affected by 
the same characteristics and who do so many seem so damned happy they are described as they edge into their middle years as being about seven or eight years old mentally that’s an external judgment short people crippled people ugly crazy stupid they all end up ringing bells to the greater glory of God lusting after love 
and courage like the rest of us 
I’m drinking Sunny Brook Bourbon and water smoking True Greens nursing 
a head cold and watching the A’s at Kansas City my neck is sore as I roll it on the edge of the three pillows behind me I wear a grimy MHS Basketball sweatshirt as 
I lie on top a blue and white bedspread looking at myself in the closet door mirror puffy faced stringy haired gut like an ad for Hostess Twinkies a cigarette smoking itself on the edge of a clear glass ashtray Lianne and I had a talk we came to an understanding it’s getting increasingly more difficult for me to write about it 
She called and waited for me to tell her why she called so I said you called 
to see if I’d say I was coming over and she said well why don’t you come over and 
I said that’s no good what do you want me to say use the words I want and she said 
ok I want uh I want you to come over and I said great I’ll be there in twenty minutes 
I got there and we listened to the Warriors beat the shit out of the Supersonics 
we watched a movie about Wild Bill Hickok at the same time when you get around 
to saying you want to go to bed with me you’ll enjoy it more than me saying that I want to and 
you saying ok there’s a big wonderful difference between having everything being able to get anything liking some of it and really wanting something when you want it especially when you say you want it it’s so much better I’m not going to stay unless you want me to she said I decided days ago
I want you to stay I said great but I’ve been drinking wine and it’ll take quite a woman to overcome that she said I’ll do it and she did just that it was wonderful I had what 
they call a glorious erection it was explosive I forget the antonym
I dreamt I was a woman I woke up like I’d been busy all night Lianne sat on 

the bed punching at me that’s not very feminine I said I told you I’m not feminine she said smiling and I said you’re trying to regain control pushing me around she said I never push you around I said that’s true you just push at me then she said you’re a big bear I thought I don’t know what I’m doing with this woman and I don’t care she’s perfect she leaves me alone 
to enjoy myself at home in a way I prefer to having an audience I can go get an audience later if I want

The Dark Velvet Cavern

I’m watching Stephanie Powers on Petrocelli unjustly imprisoned for the murder 
of a cad who tore her dress it upset me very deeply to see her treated so unjustly because Stephanie reminds me of Lacy and what about women one night in Spec’s three young girls from Sacramento in town on a lark picked me up I took them up the back stairs to the GARDEN OF EDEN to see my friend Marilyn a split-tooth poet-dancer doing the Naked Dance of Love I fell in-fatuation with the Japanese stripper on stage as my hands roamed the bodies of all three girls I love women

Anne says she could tell I do it makes me feel ridiculous sometimes hardly ever lecherous I don’t want anything from women they don’t want to give I want to give back what they want to give me the more I lie back the more they want to I end up on my back a helpless dog my erection flagging the air like a coon-tail on a rubber antenna what irony I remember Susie Sauter refusing to stop walking or even turn to say hello when I shouted at her from my Tastee Freez ice cream truck 
I was sweating profusely in the 115 degree extremely humid heat inside the hotbox from which I dispensed cooling refreshment to insanely obsessed children as Susie went blithely on her way oblivious to my existence I remember the scenery a miniature collie frolicking on the corner lot a house on blocks about to be moved 

Stephanie Powers shoots the cad in the prosecutor’s flashback and runs out 
she stops by the swimming pool as people call her name wearing a black dress 
and a string of pearls and I’m suddenly once again in love with Lacy I miss her 
she was smarter than Lianne I remember her being hot for my body I woke up 
in her bed in a crummy hotel room above Carol Doda’s nightclub after a lousy night trying to sleep and I was so happy I was laughing Jesus I said I feel like I’m sleeping on a dead raccoon this is the first pillow I ever slept on that had internal organs 
Lianne is beautiful but Lacy and I looked like a couple Emilio Montanez said so

how can you argue with a guy named Emilio Montanez even if he’s a boring poet whose greatest love is baseball Lianne said to me I’m not smart that hurt I love smart women Lianne is blessed enough to be a smart-ass woman it turned out Stephanie 
is playing twins who is Lacy’s twin but the specter of escape from Lianne with whom I’m getting in deeper and deeper a small boy in a cardboard box sinking in quicksand dreaming he’s an aquanaut exploring a Caribbean reef this afternoon 
I warmed up for this fantasy by catching sight of the front page of the National Observer William Holden and Stephanie Powers in Love he is much older than she 
he says she’s beautiful and she’s brilliant I read that and I wanted her 
I want the magic woman beautiful and brilliant as it turns out she killed the guy after all she was pissed when he tried to break off their relationship she came in disguised as her more flamboyant sister and went nuts when the guy enjoyed the transformation the guy got suckered and died I try to wash it off in the shower 
but it won’t wash it seems that I enjoy it when my cock disappears down that 
dark velvet cavern

The Curiosity of Ideals

I’m in the Owl and Monkey with a pack of Old Gold’s in honor of my father’s emphysema the old dog writes a very straight letter about work and weather with only one light remark calling me the Moline Mimic my old pappy there are other men I like as well as I like my father I ran into two of them yesterday one is Peter Cohon who goes by the name Peter Coyote and the other is Curt Mackey 
I’m not competitive until I run into a man I consider an equal Peter and Curt are two and others like Jim Gustafson or Andrei Codrescu have a blazing beacon of brilliance I enjoy but don’t consider a challenge their light may be far greater than mine for that reason they’re beyond comparison normally anything anyone wants to do can do and does is ok by me as Stan Rice said about computers writing poetry the more the merrier 
Once in a great while I run into a guy who mixes it up and blossoms all over 
the hillside I consider than man a challenge I compete for his respect as I do for 
his mine and everyone else’s incidentally I went to college with Peter Cohon now called Peter Coyote a big handsome kid from New Jersey I remember great stories about him mostly apocryphal such as his coming across the Mexican border at 17 with a toke in his lungs and a kilo under the seat he smiled all the way through the fruitless search then just as he was about to be set free into America he laughed better not look under the seat he giggled and he won six months in the cruel and romantic Mexican pokey 
After two years at college Tom Morrow said if Peter did everything he says he did he’d be 75 years old yet I think he was so full of himself he was bigger than himself he was bigger than the rest of us and because he was so full of life mostly his own he was wonderful a girl said to him once why do you think so much of yourself Peter said you don’t like me because I won’t fuck you what wonderful gall Peter was an actor writer singer politician the prince of the beatniks who were the campus intellectuals on the strength of his talent and his energy not truly exceptional at anything but exceptional at being exceptional 
Always on stage he came to San Francisco and became a Digger and an original member of the San Francisco Mime Troupe but in our senior year he told me 
I was the only man on campus he considered a true rival and then he warned me about Julie he said as if he was confiding a great truth she’ll like you for what you 

can do not for who you are at the time that was fine with me since I didn’t know 

myself either and what I could do was the only reason I liked myself 
As Peter Coyote is a leader a self-chosen figurehead I am a loner I do as much 
as he does sometimes better sometimes not without the entourage Peter Coyote embraces his public persona and I admire him for that yesterday after ten years 
I ran into him his deep voice grabbed my ear as I passed his vaguely familiar 
form on my way to the poetry reading at San Francisco State I dropped my umbrella like the dot thrown at the base of an exclamation point 
Peter I said Jesus Christ we spoke briefly in the crowded hallway we exchanged numbers for getting together he gave me an envelope addressed to Peter Coyote 
I flinched as I thought about a clownish little fellow running around the city in striped underwear and a cape wearing a beanie and galoshes calling himself Peter Pussydog these names seem foolish and Peter’s new name is hard for me to accept
At the same time I wish I could make up and use my own dramatic romantic nom de plume Peter looked run-down he still had his voice he was still the leaning tower of interest in others that makes them shy I wrote my zip code on the paper I gave him I felt foolish at the same time I felt wise and mature the feeling I get around anyone I really like and respect whose presence somehow lets me feel better about myself Peter is a legendary presence a lot of people resent he’s not an athlete one sunny Spring Day he refused to participate in a softball game between student leaders and faculty members I thought he could endear himself to those of us who stood in awe of him if he played and struck out or if he ran to first base and tripped over the bag I thought it could be like when I was bouncing around the stage during the dress rehearsal for Modern Dance Orchesis I farted over and over I was surprised to see a friendly welcome and forgiveness from my fellow male dancers who up to that point envied and resented me as the male lead dancing with the dance professor it’s the gift and its shadow we envy success and despise genius when we are young living as unknown quantities as future failures and geniuses 
When Peter’s father died recently he went back to New York and tried to run 
the investment-counseling racket he gave up and retired to a Vermont commune he can seem a clownish character sometimes he wears his royal robes over ragged underwear he’s reported to have a recording contract but nothing came of it he predicted that Bob Dylan then little known was a flash in the pan at the end of a paper he read in Craft of Fiction class with the Who’s Who of campus literati in attendance he concluded with a quote completely out of context from Alan Watts 
it was the single word why he was belittled by the professor I was inclined to side with his bravado but I also gloated to see the idol’s feet of spongy clay 
I showed my own ersatz fumbling mastery of the academic theatre in Sheldon Zitner’s Senior Shakespeare Class the same crowd was in court to Zitner’s scathing wit and searing disapproval at slightly more than five feet of delicious arrogance Zitner was a masterful teacher that day he called a pop quiz on Hamlet material 
I hadn’t bothered to read I was up all night the previous night painting one new masterpiece after another in my room as I sat scanning the papers of the pretty girls to my left and right Linda Putnam and Pat Nolan I resigned myself to a blown quiz I put my paper away and gazed out the window Zitner spotted me stepped to the front of the podium and as the class looked up during the painfully pregnant pause said Mr. Brooks are you taking this without a thought I said I’m taking it in stride 
My stunned classmates sat in silence no one laughed Zitner didn’t laugh either I was in a pure rush of adrenalin my seventh heaven I passed the only test I cared about I took private pleasure in a public moment odd people appreciate me and each member of my audience is alone in his or her appreciation Peter Coyote takes pleasure in being public he steps out ahead of people and pleases them he doesn’t embarrass them he was elected President of the Men’s Halls and he didn’t even 
live on campus I ran for President of my hall and I lost in a secret ballot later Don McClellan told me that Doug McLean was guilty of stuffing the ballot box because he didn’t like me and he did like his buddy George Forrest who won so I won and 

I didn’t have to or get to do the job it was a slight private satisfaction I never wanted the job I said to myself but my private satisfaction wasn’t enough 

As a freshman swimmer I was elected co-captain of the frosh swim team one of three we had tri-captains on a nine man squad the coach told us the vote was so close there had to me three captain Jim Maxmin Jim Adelman and me Maxmin smelled something fishy so he went to everyone on the team and asked how they voted no one voted for Adelman but he was the coach’s favorite he had the right attitude Coach Simone called him Tiger and stuffed the ballot box I quit swimming out of boredom and humiliation after I lost at the Conference meet I was supposed to win I was burned out and out of shape at the end of the sophomore season after five years of competition I splashed blindly in the bathtub pool at Carlton College nearly drowning in the backwash and came in third in the 100 yard dash I was the favorite the one to beat and I was beaten as I muscled my way out of the pool a guy sitting in the packed bleachers shouted in my face serves you right asshole I guess the guy didn’t like my arrogant hyperventilating chest-puffing arm-flexing pre-race routine I went into an empty lock room and exploded in anger and frustration FUCK FUCK FUCK  I shouted kicking the lockers wildly I turned around and 
there in front of me I swear to God was a four-year-old kid staring at me 
I’m sorry kid I said I lost I wasn’t supposed to lose I’m sorry 
I was humiliated in my defeat I quit swimming and so did five others I went out 
for soccer and guess what Irv Simone was the soccer coach Simone didn’t like my attitude he told us I know that times have changed but when I was in school you went out for a team and you stayed out for four years no matter how bad you were unless the coach cut you from the team when he was in school at the same college Irv Simone a heavily muscled 
ex-diver regularly astounded his classmates by walking up and down four flights 
of stairs on his hands every kid put a dollar on the step he thought Irv would fault on he always got all the money he had to space out his exhibitions so the miracle wouldn’t become commonplace Irv Simone had a good attitude I didn’t have the kind of attitude he liked years later the placement director told me that I was 
the only student who had ever been refused a recommendation by a coach 
We had elections for co-captains of the soccer team in a restaurant in Chicago
after the last game of my junior year Coach Simone announced that Dave Scott won the first ballot as one captain outright and then curiously he said I was tied with Al McKnight a second-string back that Irv liked a lot it was then suggested 
by other players that Irv go to the phone and call Jim Sobel who lived in Chicago and had gone home for dinner and get his vote when Irv got back to the table 
he was crest-fallen he voted for Brooks he said funny I really liked Irv I still do
I just got up from my table and went into the john I read some graffiti that read 

if you got it all together then what’s that all around it I wonder about my old stories I’m curious to write them down and not re-read what I write in order to see what my compulsions are my recurring dreams I have the feeling that if there’s no love in the telling there’s no love in the story or I think maybe it’s the other way around college was a magic time at a cloistered ivy-covered college in the middle of the Iowa cornfields it’s my belief in the condition of my life my heat-seeking life that 
I have been in the right place at the right time many times over 
Grinnell hit a peak in ’63 - ’64 then I was at SF State with an especially good batch of poets from ’69 - ’72 now I feel it coming together again the years ’64 -’69 were sloppy miserable lost angry ecstatic and insane for me and for everybody everybody’s a poet the hippies said everybody’s a bum the President said ‘68 was worldwide turmoil in Chicago Paris Mexico City My Lai do your own thing destroys all relativity nothing is good because it’s all good nothing is bad because it’s all bad we are encouraged by Beausoleil to be the voice of wisdom the voice of real value it can happen now because the table has been cleared time to set the table again 
If you’re different from the rest and there’s no climate for that difference either because everybody is different or everybody’s the same you struggle to survive there has to be a mixture where definite values are proposed cared about fought 
for difference needs support not mass support true support is the possibility of it 
in the air with a skeptical audience a discriminating audience a receptive audience brought to the theatre of ideas by the curiosity of ideals and a choosy sexuality in the affairs of human kind not everyone is worth fucking I went into the generic toilet in this un-generic coffee house following a pretty girl and I involuntarily smelled her farts they were sweet and acrid we are what we eat we fart the 
gasses of our digested lives

Marlene’s a Base-Stealin’ Girl

In Miz Brown’s Pancake House on Chestnut I got a cheeseburger with the onions fried it reminded me of a Ratzo Rizzo character who showed up at Grinnell in ’64 he hung out with Nearsighted Kansas City Cal slept on the floor in Cal’s black-draped room Cal picked him up like a scraggly ugly puppy one night in the Dixie Inn he hung around for three weeks until Cal asked me to give him the word I told the guy it was time for him to be on his way Grinnell was an oasis not a retirement village so it was time to head back to the Lower East Side or on to North Beach or Venice Beach 
I met with Peter Coyote tonight now I feel sad I don’t know how it happens 
when I see old friends or when I’m with people I like people who let me feel real 
it touches something he turned out to be more not less than I imagined or expected we talked it was good easy serious and sad he said I looked calmer he told me sad stories I broke away in the middle of one of them to get some cigarettes when I got back he said no this story’s pretty good it’s not boring when his wheeler-dealer Wall Street father died it left his mother in hock and out of luck so he donned the costume 
and the face of a businessman and salvaged pin money for her retirement 
Peter is a famous underground person in San Francisco he has a reputation and he’s back in town and he’s himself calmer quieter wiser Miz Brown’s cheeseburger was like looking through the wrong end of a telescope the perimeters graduated down from bun to tomato to patty a quarter on a nickel on a penny and that makes 
me want to say a few words about bar life I have one rule in a bar don’t look down it’s a pit of suicidal loneliness down there a tabletop of bay water under the Golden Gate Bridge like the sidewalk at the foot of the Empire State Building
At Churchill’s before I went to Miz Brown’s I overheard a line Marlene’s a base-stealin’ girl I was supposed to on-the-off-chance sort of if-it-works-out why don’t I maybe later wait for Lianne in Churchill’s after meeting with Peter but she didn’t show up so 
I walked down the block and hoisted myself up the fire escape I pulled the loose window open climbed into her apartment and watched Johnny Carson I read Cosmopolitan looking for pictures of naked women I looked at photos of Jerry 
and Kit in Mexico a few photos of the afternoon with the swinging dentist in San Mateo a picture of Lianne hugging the dentist one of me Lianne and Rachel under a tree I looked shaded and perplexed Rachel is holding my hand and holding her own hand holding mine there’s a picture of me and Lianne staring in opposite directions one of her sitting vacant-eyed on a child’s swing one of me in a Greek shirt standing uncomfortably in the middle of a stranger’s yard 
I left and went back to Churchill’s for coffee black one sugar I decided that if the buses were running at that late hour I would go home Peter said he’s like a monk these days up at 6AM no drinking or smoking I said I was reading a lot lately a terrific substitute for running the bars second coffee free he mentioned his long-standing record offer he said his San Francisco Family Commune is putting out 
a magazine if one page costs $200 and we have to take a month to get that one page together that’s what we’ll do it’s a gem
This morning I was supposed to work for Betty I will if I can I said I showed up 
but she didn’t leave the key it’s a problem between being an employee and being 
a friend who helps out if you want an employee you better hire one I said I don’t want a job my moment-to-moment life has its complications and its missed appointments 
I’m back in Churchill’s I want to see you later Lianne said after now in the future Friday’s are best call me and if I’m not in I’m out last call folks last call the bar is closing I need to walk home or climb back into Lianne’s nest wait for her and the dentist to show up maintenant y jamais one little robin is sitting by the jukebox looking at the waitress and pointing to his gaping mouth last cigarette closing time folks goodnight everybody
Homecourt Advantage

Famiglia Cribari Vino Rosso du Pranza another fancy name for a cheap wine 
the A’s versus the Angels Phoebe Snow singing c’mon and let the good times roll 
Mr. Poetry Man setting the stage wine music action I read Stephen Vincent’s 
poetry last night I was jealous today I talked to Betty I watched the Rugby Tournament there that’s all there is to it honesty like art is selective like the 
man who had so much admiration for honesty he saved it for special occasions 
like a poem or a novel I wonder like a woman you love like a good friend taking 
a different road who shows up acting like yourself now shoulder to shoulder beside you in the same conclusions Peter Coyote leaned into with such intensity I felt 
two options fall into his gaze under his spell or fall away off the bandwagon 
Edward R. Murrow glances abruptly at the camera like flipping silverware out 
of a drawer and blinking like cabinet drawers that fly open and shut he’s talking about Senator Joseph McCarthy and I have the sound down Phoebe Snow sings sometimes this face looks so fuh uh unny Peter said something about weakness revealed 
in a moment of trust it’s a rule I have of men friends I’ll reveal weakness if you will 
then we’re friends it’s the test I don’t believe Curt understands 
Paul does so does Peter as does Peter Darlington Jim Gustafson but I’m afraid 
to do the same with women I do it but I’m afraid to do it I think because they’re 
so damned different women are weird and why am I compelled to mate with such weirdness as is called woman Betty says I should never reveal any jealousy to Lianne but if I can’t reveal myself what’s the point I’m afraid to lose Lianne but actually 
I suspect all I am is petulant when I don’t get my way I stood at the Geary bus stop for half an hour until 2:20AM when Lianne drove up her apartment is fifty feet from the bus stop a bum coincidence that the bus didn’t come I wanted to nail 
a simple statement to her door about her standing me up in our vaguely defined rendezvous to contain not 94 points but one fuck you 
After last call I walked down the block searching for a piece of paper leafing through a booklet left on her front step I found a picture of a small boy looking 

in a mirror with the caption life is not always what you expect it to be I ripped it out 
and left it as my message then she showed up before the bus came damn luck 
I approached her and when I saw the man with her and Kit my heart became 
a frozen rotted cantaloupe in my busted garbage disposal throat the guy went 
to his car and left as I approached the girls like a gutter ball approaching a seven/ten split Stephen Kit said give me a ride home I said to Lianne 

I dragged the door of the Firebird across the cement trying to shut it don’t do that again Lianne said what I said it’s just a car door Lianne remember but it was more than that it was a gesture whose grating accusation frightened me and satisfied me we drove in silence she accused me of acting like a kid telling me to spit it out I said 
you should have left a note I waited three hours she said you’re a big boy I thought you could 
take care of yourself go home you’ll feel better tomorrow I’ll call you I went home to bed 
like a Boston Celtic who had blown his home court advantage I slept and I had 

a fearful dream in which I didn’t confront the demon it was an awful dream I forgot it I got up and watched the Celtics blow their home court advantage

At the rugby tournament this afternoon with Lianne in Golden Gate Park 
I was conscious of the number of great big burly handsome tanned and well-muscled men I was afraid I couldn’t keep Lianne happily immune from such men it surprised me to find out how much I wanted to be with her how jealous I was how afraid I was of losing her and how much I had invested in our being together Peter asked me how much I was willing to give in a relationship we agreed that we both demanded a lot the telephone rings I let it ring four times I pick it up like 
de-potting a geranium to check the roots hello I say to silence hello hello hello hello silence I hang up as Henry Fonda is dropping his breakfast on the floor to make 
a point about how easy it is to clean it up I’m afraid I’m making a single grave misstep in my life one revelation of weakness and I’m done for 
They say cats only fight equals if the two square off and one is weaker the weaker one lies on his back and the stronger cat picks up the weaker cat and hauls him to the border of the stronger cats territory but that’s male cats and analogies are like loaves of bread in a few weeks, they’re moldy and hard what about love I had what I thought was an absolutely wonderful day with Lianne a while back she summed 
it up the next morning I felt good about you yesterday she said and I screamed is that all inside my skull the one with the serenely placid face attached to it she went to a party of lawyers she didn’t miss me a bit she wanted to meet some new people 
I’m all she has to do since she came to town what if she gets a good look around and the doctors and lawyers grow around her like weeds around a pretty flower 
well then I offer with bravado if she’s susceptible to all that then she’s not for me I told her you’re the answer to all my dreams in Vesuvio the night of the peaceful day now get out 
of here she said you’re not getting rid of me that easy she’s stuck around she’s persisted 
but what if she stops persisting they all stop I say to myself with the finality of a commandment what can you do Peter said if she’s good you worship her I said I always backed off when it got good before now I’m hanging around even when it’s not good I guess
that’s life the hard part is hanging around when it’s good
A Reverential Silence

Harold Clurman in his instead-of-an-autobiography All People are Famous recalls
 a concert of the brand-new entirely original unheard of startling and avant-garde modern music in Paris of the Twenties during which the audience hisses and booed at poetry readings in San Francisco in the Seventies there’s a reverential silence like Sunday vespers and the most an objecting audience might do is fall asleep or leave 
A few are bold enough to walk out Jim Gustafson and I have a running contest 
to see who can genuinely walk out on an objectionable reading first we walked out on Adrienne Rich as she belabored her Miserable Womanhood which might make great politics but lousy poetry and we walked out on W.S. Merwin from opposite ends of the large hall coincidentally at the exact same moment less than a year 
after writing this I had moving encounters with both poets on Oahu in Hawaii 
I read cold half a book of Merwin’s poetry to a high school class in Walnut Creek after 25 minutes I had an incredible whirling headache I stopped mid-sentence and said I’ve read this stuff wanting to believe it’s wonderful but the innate stuffy airless oppressiveness of this poetry has brought me to a complete stop I can’t read this poetry and the class gave a great sigh like applause they were happy their displeasure had been recognized they liked seeing a poet reject some other poet’s poetry and they said so
It’s hard to not like what I don’t like and do it out loud I could be wrong I could be right but only for myself I could be right and not know why I could be right when nobody else wants me to be right I could be right, when it doesn’t matter and it’s a habit that requires cultivation blanket condemnation based on precepts and rules cuts off the possibility of virtue unprepared for and that’s the joy of art judgment is an ability that requires practice and it requires faith in one’s developing judgment 

it takes some kind of faith to believe I’m justified in my acceptance or rejection 
of whatever it is even though I can’t explain the reasons for my judgment

I’m also talking about Lianne it’s been two days since I got angry at her for 
not meeting me I feel petulant and childish I think it’s a petty jealousy without foundation an egocentric demand that she be at my beck and call I felt cut when she accused me of making a federal case out of it and I was embarrassed I believe that no matter what seems to be upsetting anyone it’s not trivial whatever it is no matter how superficially insignificant or misplaced the reaction to it the anger 
fear concern or whatever it deserves respect 
There’s a difference between her view of our affair and mine she’s young enough 
to be just beginning to be responsible she’s learning about life even students of life seem to require some freedom from responsibility in the beginning without much of an adult past she can’t imagine much of an adult future I have a little more past than she has I think about my life differently than I did when I was at her age or even at my age not too long ago  
Betty thinks I should be cool lie back and give the Ladies of the Sunset their 
due let the little girl ride it might be that I’m not up to the task of waiting out her education I could be a teacher, if I could figure out what’s going on in my own life I think she’s bopping along in her post-adolescence she shows flashes of the woman she will be but when am I up to dealing with the vagaries of her woman-girl split
It’s fascinating like watching a busload of naked schoolgirls cut me off on a narrow mountain road she and Kit get together and it’s giggle time she and I have terrific talks about the apparently perfect match we are and about all the good that might come of it the next day, she tells me I’m cute and she likes me I get upset and she tells me to go sleep it off and maybe she’ll call me, if she can remember my name 
if I’m so wonderful then I can hang out and be cool and as Betty advises let it all come home to Lianne let it dawn on her let her get wise to the truth where’s Steve
I think I love him
Not That Kind of Warm

A man herds a crowd of people into a large pool at shoulder depth he moves 
with them as they push left and right he’s shooting them they’re dying sinking screaming I stop the shooting I raise the dead I get the people out of the water 
into numbered rows on the bank two leaders are standing on the water I jump 
to the surface of the water I walk to the right arm of the male leader I tell him 
I will warm it but he’s a metallic robot made of tubes he’s frightened that I’ll 
melt him I say no not that kind of warm he holds up a hand like a match I say 
no not that kind either and I hug him as if he’s a paraplegic 
In a second dream I walk through narrow halls of students through rooms 
and passageways passing out chili from a cat food can my son comes by older 
and taller in his Boy Scout uniform I offer him some Julie tells me not to give 
him such bad stuff I see her inside a hovel with her boyfriend in an air of 
gloom I can explain the cat food it isn’t good chili anyway I know that 
In a third dream someone tells me to haul a shovelful of dirt through a tunnel 
to the other side I pick up a large chunk of clay soil and I start through I could 
take less but I’m happy to take more I look at the narrow gauge track I can avoid the train if it comes through I can get on the train on the other side I walk up to a crew shoveling dirt from an embankment I ask the crew leader about my dirt he’s disgusted by the orders I’m carrying out I say I’ll scatter what I have and I try 
It comes off in chunks I have to scatter it on sand that doesn’t seem right I run 
to the train to get back through the tunnel I get into a narrow compartment the woman driver is cradling a paraplegic child  in a moment I’m in her arms hugging and kissing her she has her back to the direction we’re going I steer it’s like a busy highway are you driving she says yes I am I say but it’s distracting to have to drive 

In a fourth dream I’m in a room at the Robert Louis Stevenson School for Boys 
a pretty young man is wearing a dress that makes his fleshy breasts seem feminine 
a delightfully silly deception I wake from  kissing the man in bed we kiss so hard that when we stop I say you’ve done the bleeding in the mirror I see a gaping virginal mouth and no blood I caress and kiss the man’s breasts pull the cloth down from them I say oh they stop here he’s pretty but in dark close profile his face is deep slits 
of cheek chin lips and nose I think about reaching for his penis but it reminds me 
of my brother I’m in bed with my brother I turn to him out of need I’m confused

and disappointed I look at a menu or a list of dialog a list of people at the school 
The headmaster comes in the room dressed as Napoleon my pretty friend 
discovers the letters MC on the list the headmaster is not a priest as he claims 
he’s a military chaplain and a high school dropout the pretty man leaves the room 
and returns as a woman his disguise is convincing he looks like the Bionic Woman 
I laugh I didn’t realize she was a woman but when she was disguised as a man I believed it 
The Ghosts of Love

When I was three years old at the dinner table with my Mommy and Daddy 
I looked up startled at each one of them in turn and they looked back to see 
what it was somebody tickled my tinkle thing I said expecting one of them to confess 
when I was ten or eleven in Nebraska an older boy fourteen or so invited me 
next door for an experience his family from Texas was visiting his cousin’s family his cousin was a little girl he took me into the cool basement of her house on a hot summer afternoon he told me what to do he hid me under a bed and brought 
the girl up to the edge of the bed he had her pull down her panties 

I did what he had told me to do I stuck my arm out from under the bed I put 
my finger in her tiny vagina he led her away and moved me to the shower we repeated the game then from the closet then from behind the freezer it was curious not erotic almost frightening unnerving he told the little girl I was a monster so she should do exactly what the monster wanted she didn’t seem frightened she seemed to acquiesce in a perfectly reasonable understanding of her role in the ritual it was his game she and I were pawns I was afraid my parents would find out it didn’t occur to me that the girl would tell she never did 
As a junior in high school I took speech class Dolores Beckman was the teacher 
the first day of class in the new high school building she asked us to write out 
on scraps of paper titles for brief speeches that we then pooled and drew from 
for an impromptu exercise in front of the class I was concentrating on my blank paper when a guy behind me who I’m sure considered me a pussy a smart kid 
and a jerk leaned forward and said how about My First Piece of Ass 
I blushed and he said how about How Long Was My Dong Miss Beckman decided 
to be helpful and suggested a couple of titles to loosen up the reticent and the unimaginative for instance The New High School Building or My Summer Vacation but 
don’t use those they’re just suggestions with the shock of my embarrassment still 
ringing in my ears I wrote quickly Miss Beckman collected the papers 
Standing in front of the class she read through them she stopped dead and stared 
at the class settling her icy gaze on the guys behind me well-known rowdies all right which one of you did this The New High School Building and My Summer Vacation I was the one she was referring to but she couldn’t blame me I had been one of her acting stars in the Ninth Grade Play the year before I was a good boy I kept my mouth shut and I learned another lesson as the blame fell on the guys behind me 

The next day we played charades I got the movie title Country Girl I did girl 
in a hurry flouncing about then I broke country into two syllables and did tree 
seven seconds I was flying but I was temporarily at a loss I did sounds like and 
I imitated a football being punted the seconds flew by and there was no response time ran out I revealed the title and sat down frustrated and disappointed in myself the guy behind me leaned toward me and, in an excited whisper full of amazed admiration said Jesus Steve I knew what you wanted me to say but I couldn’t say it for Christ’s sake he and his pals beamed at me and shook their heads at each other about three years or three seconds later I remembered I had just been exhorting my classmates to shout CUNT back at me as loud as they could I blundered again but this time 
I inadvertently won the acceptance of the boys in the back of the room the very sort of guys I was sure I could never impress
As a junior in college I dated Paulette Jensen the most voluptuous girl I had 
ever met in my entire youthful experience she had skinny legs no ass but heavenly breasts that seemed to lift her off the ground she never wore a bra in the days when all the other girls did and dancing with her was an incomprehensible pleasure she thought I was a terrific kisser and she later told Julie she thought so when I started to date her but earlier one night Paulette and I made out in the huge walk-in closet in the foyer to Loose Hall in the closing minutes before the bell rang for all the Loose women to retire behind locked doors and she came unglued when we kissed we embraced and our groins completed the kiss it thrilled me and made me more than a little nervous to witness her dissolution as then as now when any woman 
lets loose that fast I’m left on shore holding the paddle as she set to sea in her 700 horsepower Evinrude inboard 
Then one night lying in the cool grass near the old swimming pool under the night shadow of a pine Paulette asked me if I was going out with her for her body Jesus 
I jumped up in my throat and explained that that was the farthest thing from my mind but that was the last time I saw Paulette she went back to her boyfriend who 
I imagined fucked her brains out I was amazed and I confronted him one night 
in his room I thought of him as shallow callous thoughtless and self-centered 
an excellent example of All-American standard masculinity 
He said he was a nature man he said he loved the feel of the wind in his face on 
his Harley-Davidson at 65 miles an hour rolling down Route 6 on a summer night I left bewildered I kicked the walls and slammed he doors all the way back to my dorm nature he loves nature what the fuck kind of nature is that going down the fucking highway

the wind in his face that’s his fucking idea of nature fuck I kicked another door which all goes to prove that I don’t know shit about women I don’t know myself around women and other men don’t help me clear up my confusion much either 

Once in a while the excitement and confusion are entirely out of proportion to 
the reality I’m thinking of Lianne as once again I add a shadow a cloud a light an aura to a perfectly nice person I become enamored of her and I think it equals love today I’m free again I sat in her apartment last night after I phoned an apology for telling her to fuck off I had déjà vu it was like my farewell to Sherry all over again 
I’m desperate in my trumped up trumpeted love I feel self-righteously unrequited history repeats itself those who don’t remember are condemned to repeat it ad infinitum Sherry and her roommate were watching tv I barged in I wouldn’t leave until she kicked me out I ended it and juiced it up again in my fertile imagination 
I came to be blasted out of my fantasy kike living inside a souvenir snow globe a memento of my history I sat in Lianne’s as she and Kit watched tv what was I doing seriously watching Marcus Welby the story of a man berserk in love with 
a woman who had no desire to see him ever again the guy followed her wouldn’t listen to her finally raped her then blasted himself and his white XKE into a parking lot stanchion Jesus that’s me I thought 
Lianne said on the phone earlier that she liked me that she cared about me 
but that she doesn’t love me then why do you carry on about our future together I asked 
I don’t know she said I don’t love Lianne either but I want to so I take several good signs throw in my expectations throw out my dreaded loneliness and take it for love if that bus comes I told Betty I go home I wise up and I’m cool Betty looked at me shit Steve you’re smarter than that who are you kidding I looked back at Betty you mean I’d have brought this on eventually anyway as I left Lianne’s I said let’s have a date Thursday she said ok 
I said I’ll call you Thursday she said Thursday yeah she was probably surprised I didn’t say Wednesday morning well we got through that she said I hope so because I like you I said today I feel great I got my senses back without having to push myself over a cliff where lying in the rocks at the bottom of the cliff I tell the helicopter rescue squad she loved me and then she pushed me over when in fact I dragged her to the edge and then executed a perfect swan dive so she could watch the perfect execution
In a delightfully pleasant aftermath a little dessert from God I sat across the table 
in the Owl and Monkey from a pretty nurse I’ve seen at UCMed Center in the grocery store a couple of weeks ago I passed her on the street I was walking with Marvin Katz a doctor I went to when I was doing my juggling act of imaginary maladies two years ago brain tumor alcoholism cancer of the throat insanity I 
told her all that and we chatted she said she saw me around too I sat in quiet 
bliss smiling are those psychosomatic psychogenic things ever cured she said they go away
when I lose interest in them like shadow illnesses they don’t have a life of their own 
Oddly this morning my hands seem especially sensitive I feel the laundry before and after the wash and the cloth feels clean and good I buy a new tablet from the Rexall and the cardboard backing feels like deep velvet I’m full of options I can do what I want I don’t have to flesh out the ghost of love Lianne is real again I’m real again and if I don’t have a girlfriend I console myself there’s a lot more fish on the beach I told Stan Rice yesterday that what always puts me off about the nude beach is the absence of eye contact Stan I said eye-contact is the thrill of my life what if I go to the nude beach and make eye-contact whole new horizons await

A Dance We Do

I have a pain in my chest like an unthawed Banquet Chow Mein Dinner 
on my 12th birthday I had pizza for the first time in my life and I upchucked 
in high school I craved McDonald’s cheeseburger fries and a coke in college 
I loved pork tenderloin sandwiches lettuce and tomato on a toasted bun now 
it’s ham and quiche salad with blue cheese at the Owl and Monkey eating is a multiple level event like taking a shit while reading the horoscope like walking down the street unlike a Hollywood set with histories behind the false fronts 
Each day is an impromptu scenario with characters arriving from the wings 
this theatre is a wonderful place with wings flies flats proscenium arches a room 
has furniture closets doorways people have legs arms mouths genitals a telephone 
is a long tube airplanes are rooms thrown into the sky with a slow motion descent electricity is a whispered secret in the walls at 26 I wrote love is a dance we do love me love me I cannot love love is a dance we do my brain is an attic when I stick it in the sand it’s a cellar it grows bats and mushrooms kids play and hide in it an adult walking into it is hesitant I seem to be more than I think I want to see the dark isn’t so romantic as an adult it doesn’t hide tigers I wonder what I might find in my dark but I won’t be surprised I was there when they filled it up it’s full of my mementos 
Jesus I think I used to dance with the ladies like crazy I must be gay I love men more 
than I do women I love myself more than I love men or women I love whatever 
I think God is above myself and I love really good potato soup above all 
Whenever I’m on the outs with the woman of my current idealization I think I must be a faggot I left Lianne and did a faggot number all night Dalita has a gay friend and I said if he’s cute I’ll take care of him in my accurate-as-hell gay accent 
Betty introduced me to Will her cable car driver friend she was all over Will 
she told him I’m the target of all her friends and she can’t understand why 
I told Will you’ll have to stand in line I called Paul to see if I could come over for 
a visit I came in the door acting gay is this where a certain Mister Paul lives I’m looking 
for some gentle people to share my spirit with I kept it up it made him nervous so I turned straight Paul I love you fucking women fuck me up the men I love are safe and good it feels good to love men I felt like a voice of male liberation of my own liberation 
I remember women a few years ago saying that one of the first rewards of Women’s Liberation was discovering other women I’m doing that with my men friends those I care about who aren’t uncaring mindless idiots who are hurt by life’s pain and love when they can I don’t want to fuck men in their asses I want to love them 
in their hearts and souls

One night a year after graduation from college on a return visit I stayed in 

Bob Cantwell’s room I slept on the floor across from Jack Chapman who also 
came back for the weekend that night late after midnight talking in the dark 
Jack seemed about to say something you know I he paused go ahead I said say it 
you missed me right pause uh yeah he said and it hit me that he wasn’t about to say 
he loved me maybe he was going to say that college was a bore or that Johnson 
was a lousy President but not I love you men are bad with each other we’re faulty 
in showing our affections Jack mysteriously broke off our friendship we spent 
a year being close in our sophomore year we regularly went into my room and locked the door against interruptions we talked doing whatever it is males aren’t supposed to do that women are supposed to be able to do better and more easily but don’t do either we started to get shit about being locked in there together 
Jack became a cool campus leader and off-campus denizen of the more macho habits of power and distance I felt embarrassed in my pursuit of the friendship 

as if it embarrassed him what cement we make of ourselves I think and women hold hands and kiss and hug and even they talk like bad soap operas about their lives Stan Rice advises that the FBI can be thwarted when we give them so many of 
our secrets they’re swamped it’s the fear of revelation that makes their spying potent I just wrote poetent
At 23 in Rock Island Illinois on the third floor of a converted big old house the walls were thin I could hear the private miseries of the couple next door I found 
a hole in the cheap plasterboard wall out of what I thought was sexual voyeurism 
I watched the couple I was excited until I was bored I watched the man pace the room as his wife undressed for bed she removed her bra and I saw a scar on one smooth firm breast that little scar broke the fantasy that I was watching Playboy magazine come to life she sat in bed with the covers pulled up to her waist and watched as her husband bent over the record player fooling with it 
After a while she said sometimes I think you’d rather fiddle with that record player than 
come to bed with me and he cried what are you kidding that’s ridiculous I just want to get it right that’s all you’re crazy he danced around nervously in his jockey shorts stained 
and gone slack in the crotch and the seat until finally he went to bed and the light 
went off I plugged the hole covered it with a flattened paper bag taped that up 
and then I put a calendar over the whole thing I was cold and sweating and I 
swore I’d never again come as close to lives I wasn’t a part of I was awash 
in the intimacy that wasn’t my own
Everywhere I go I find people afraid of their feelings and I’m one of them we’re animals cursed with emotion emotions rule our lives like the gods of the ancients did theirs we go ahead and lead our lives and the gods lead our lives anyway we invent science and society and it’s just no damn good if we’re fallen angels we’ve fallen into ourselves it’s a muddy and messy place in the quicksand of ourselves we have no choice but to give up the struggle and float I love men and I love women and when I do I love myself but I’m afraid of the love that glues me to this life 
I love this life I know it’s love that makes this life what it is God save me from 
my reluctance I hope the time comes when I’m free from these names that 
restrain my love and my life

Come-Across Time

I bum a cigarette and a light from a guy in the Owl and Monkey then leave his company to return to my lone position I take out paper and pen now I feel like 
I have to write something to show I’m creative not just unsociable there’s a poet sitting across the room fingering his guitar against the recorded music it’s Stolly Beardman the last time I say him he was doing a glittering Joe Cocker gyration 
to the written word poetry whose value or content I can’t recall except with a lingering sense of discomfort like jumping suddenly in the middle of the sidewalk when you remember once colliding with a shopping cart skin-scraping poetry 

Lianne baked a mean apple pie and she had a six-pack of beer for my enjoyment when I came over I couldn’t believe it I picked her up and hauled her onto a bed 
of appreciation afterwards as they say in discrete literature I told her I had a secret she coaxed me I love you I said for the first time I’m not in love with you anymore and

now I’m free to love you I repeated it several ways whenever I’m bowled over by a comprehensive truth I want to cement it into my consciousness with repetition 
That’s a mixed metaphor for all you mixed metaphor fans I can see myself now 
in a bowling alley pouring cement on a perfect strike so I can preserve it as in life the idea is not to love a perfect or perfectible thing but to love life and to love life 
is to love its contradictions and conjunctions I was at work in Betty’s store when 
an attractive light-skinned young Black woman came in I’ve just been paid she said and I’m testing to see if I’m in a buying mood she drifted around disappointed to find 
she was not so she settled on a stack of old postcards and selected three of them

One was a 1937 overview of Market Street in garish color another was a photo 
of a Bakersfield Motel Fountain another was a black and white photo of a Black woman sitting on the bank of a stream washing clothes from a large basket she wondered if the motel scene would be appropriate for someone in Alaska at the glass counter under the warm bulb of the lamp we looked over the cards there 
was an ease and an attraction between us it was very nice it’s not difficult when 
a counter separates strangers for them to be conversational rather effortlessly 
I can’t decide whether this woman is Black or Indian I guess she’s Black she says I look at 
the card yeah I think she’s Black the caption read American Washer Woman she said 
it’s a strange card I said it’s polite racism she laughed we became uneasy we smiled 
and said something about the weather she left bye-bye she said thank you bye-bye
it wasn’t a perfect occasion it was what it was the delicate embarrassment was 
good I felt the loss of the nicer feeling that came before and the later feeling 
wasn’t exactly a gain it occurred it was good to feel it seeing the ebb and flow 
of subtle shifts in feeling a poet’s bonus loving life makes life worth living

We executed my departure beautifully last night I could have stayed if I wanted 
but I went I apologized to Betty when I got back she’s suspicious that this courtship suggests one or the other of us isn’t serious and is manipulating the other I for one was greatly relieved to be home god bless love but save me from total romantic immersion Lianne said I’ve only known you for a month and a half I barely know you 
A month and a half is a complete relationship when future shock comes with the room like a continental breakfast take me back to Tulsa I’m too young to marry says Bob Wills in 1938 when I’m in love I’m under a bubble of idealization and perfectibility I put the woman in a bottle she and I know that’s no good but it’s difficult when I’m sensible when I’m happy I’m sure I’ll never forget it but when I lose it I can’t imagine how to get it back I resort to idealization and the air gets thin and hard to breathe Harper and Row sent me a rejection for a book of poems I submitted to them then I checked out Margarita’s old apartment to see if I might want to rent it she told me it was available when I got there the bathroom was freshly painted pink and when I mentioned my kids and my stereo Mr. C.L. Nichols scotched the deal 
On the corner of Masonic and Geary in a howling wind for fifteen minutes 
waiting for a crowded Geary bus I felt terrific I decided to change the title of the rejected book and try again I decided the apartment isn’t what I want I think the people on the street are fascinating a guy gave me a ride and told me that the buses are on a totally undependable schedule he said he knew a woman who seemed to know all the drivers and she can sometimes get a tip on when one might arrive 
I said I couldn’t imagine what the supervisors on the corners could possibly 
have in their little black books I suspected they believe there’s a schedule hidden somewhere deep in the cosmos they make graphs to discover what it might be 
they make a mark every time a bus goes by they read the times over and over to themselves scratching their heads under their official Muni caps they mutter to themselves there has to be a system here somewhere the city is a lined and crosshatched palm I see you have a long NJudah that’s very good but your Market Street’s all broken up 
I wrote Uncle Harry to ask him in calculated business phrasing if he could 
front me ten big ones to get me on my feet and running to grease the skids 
for my career in show business the part of the deal that gets me nervous is 
that with ten big ones in my pocket I will have absolutely no excuse not to 

do what I want to do it feels like come-across time it feels wonderful

Tough Cookies
Thrill has been improved a beautiful blonde in an off-the-shoulder tiger-print dress is playing backgammon on the carpet as a muted trumpet plays in the background I’m watching soap operas Curt asked me what are you doing with your soap opera and

I replied nothing and he said you should do something with it my horoscope says Charles Lindbergh was an Aquarius he didn’t fear flying neither should you my friend this week you zero 
in on an idea that makes your spirit soar however before takeoff make sure your seat belt’s fastened 
Olga gives good horoscopes enthusiastic and homey and Carroll Righter always recommends I consult with higher-ups and bigwigs to take care of financial matters in the morning and relax with friends at night one weekend I had two horoscopes this coming week you will be knee-deep in mud and the coming week you shouldn’t rest on your laurels so 
I got ready to rest on my laurels while standing knee-deep in mud the future 
is the playground of the dissatisfied 

What about passion I ask and Paul recommends it he warns that civility crumbles in its wake but Paul didn’t use those words I did I don’t remember what Paul said 
he showed me a story of Tom Cuson’s that Tom feels is revealing of himself but 
to a greater degree it’s Paul who’s the one exposed not to mention Wendy as Tom tells Paul’s story of Wendy’s abortion it wrenches Paul to hear it read Tom’s story 
is made from Paul’s words stolen from a barroom conversation with words and concerns that Paul disclaims 
He doesn’t resent the abortion being discussed he resents having his part of it characterized without complexity Paul is said to think it’s a miserable world to bring a child into what’s missing in the misery that Tom writes about is the love and the passion Paul and Wendy felt to have a child and the recognition that 
they might want the child of their passion a woman on the Mike Douglas Show says

to abort a baby is not to terminate a pregnancy but to birth a dead baby Paul’s misery 
is to feel a kind of death other than that of a fetus 
To come together in a moment of passion is to see passion reveal the capacity for love then to see that passion aborted along with the child is to see passion is to see that love is passion even when it’s different from what’s called passion but this isn’t Paul talking it’s me talking it’s my perspective Paul says he’s eager to read what 
I’m writing everybody will be he said to see how you see them through your clouded mirror 
I aborted the passion for my marriage and the marriage died
I dreamt about a lecture hall and a professor who loses control of his students 
two students were discussing a point of history Peter Coyote with his handsome moustache and resonant voice made a point of the brief chronology of a concept

Julie delicately and melodically claimed it occurred thousands of years ago I was embarrassed by her inaccuracy but she was right that it was a long time ago not that long ago I loved her I was jealous of them both 

Then my teeth fell out the teacher couldn’t regain control as the debate spread 
I removed all my teeth they came out in my hand I couldn’t hold them I gathered them like pretty stones from the floor of an elevator with the door open and the progress stopped I imagined I had a new set of glistening dentures making me 
more attractive than before and so I dream of lying and crumbling teeth 

Today I want to reveal how petty I am but I don’t have any anecdotes it’s a silent anger a bitterness I react to small hurts I suffer with suppressed anger Lianne and 
I sat on the sofa at Julie’s there was a stick three feet long used to prop the patio door against intruders on the back of the couch I gripped it and nodded it unseen toward Lianne fancying how I might rid myself of the indignities she heaps on me indignities that are more imagined than real she’s 21 she vacillates she wants out she wants to be free of my oppressive demands I’m reminded once again to pay attention to others and anticipate their complexity instead of reveling in my own 
I think my private wisdom is valuable and beyond anyone else’s willingness to join in my celebration of it

When I broke up with Vicki Bezner my senior year of high school I composed 
a letter of loving advice and evaluation that I handed her one morning near her locker in the bustling corridor the letter included the advice that she get better fitting brassieres in the last year she had slimmed down and her cotton bras were crumpled and under the cashmere sweaters that were the fashion of the day the crinkled cotton didn’t look good as I strolled the halls in the crush of students 
A few hours later Vicki approached me I saw her coming and I grinned broadly and generously content in my sympathetic understanding in the magnanimity 
of my ongoing love she came toward me with her right arm drawn back and in 
a swing like Apollo’s chariot crossing the heavens landed a haymaker slap across 
the entire left side of my face I reeled back absolutely stunned a pool of delight 
and wonder spread in the hall outside the library where wisdom resides and 

my foolish chagrin was gigantic like a blushing pink hippo in the hallway 
When I broke up with Sherry I wrote her a letter and in the letter trying to be poetic when I was not I referred to her pitiful breasts then later I changed it to 
pitied breasts but it was no good I tried to care about her when I was only being analytical and self-congratulatory her breasts were small the nipples were encircled by twin sunbursts of scars she was pregnant at 16 and her body twelve years later carried the scars of her pregnancy she delivered the baby a girl in a private home 
in Virginia the girl unknown to her was then twelve and living somewhere else

Sherry didn’t have stretch marks but deep scars and when I caressed her breasts my fingertips rippled across the scars she was raked and gouged by her experience there wasn’t any creamy fantasy available in flawless skin or the transcendent flesh of golden globes that I think are so desirable Sherry was a tough cookie she made me feel like a foolish idolater she was cute she looked like an adorable monkey my father who liked her immediately told me to take care of the little monkey face but I didn’t take care of her I fucked other women, and I avoided her until I was drunk and desperate and she held me in her arms and did not pity me

Now What

The Owl and the Monkey the Onanist and the Masochist I have become quite 
a freeloader I scrounged up 47 cents out of pockets and the bottom of drawers 
for a cup of coffee and two refills and I bummed three cigarettes in the course of drinking the coffee I said nothing to Lianne in two hours driving my kids home when we got back to my place I said you want to come up and she said no I’m kind of tired I said thanks for helping me get the kids home she said sure see you around I said bye 
That was the mood all the way back I thought about her inadequacies and my faults like that and as we reached the split in the freeway Fell Street to my house 
or Franklin to hers she took Franklin all of a sudden I thought we were going to her house and my love for her jumped by degrees wait a minute I thought I love her when 
I think she wants me Steve you want total acceptance or you want out but actually she didn’t know any other way to get me home I want total unconditional love and when 
I get anything close to it I go nuts then I beat on it until it cracks and I go nuts 
this is all ridiculous and stupid so what else is new and now what

Knock Me Over With a Feather

When I was a college junior I went to a movie in the small proscenium theatre called ARH the Alumni Recitation Hall used as a lecture hall and classroom it 
was in that room that I noticed as a freshman taking a final that girls remained 
as long as the boys struggling over the questions by the time I was a junior 
at the end of a difficult exam only a few girls remained 
I don’t remember the movie that night something European probably but I remember the performance I gave before the movie started the house was full including the large overhanging balcony in the dark woody theatre there was a 
lot of conviviality on a Friday night free from the week’s classes the representative of the Movies and Events Committee had yet to make his appearance on stage to announce the movie and to welcome everyone but on stage there was a blackboard on rollers with a statement written in the grand flourish of student power

                NO SMOKING!!!

I sat watching the screen pulled down from above and the sign in front of it 
it was the only thing happening I got up walked to the side door stage entrance went up three steps picked up a folding chair my heart pounding and stepped 
out in front of the screen the crowd quieted a bit as they saw movement 
I supposed they thought the movie was about to begin as I carried the chair 
to the front of the stage near the blackboard and angled it obliquely at the curtain and sat down as if to watch the show I touched my pocket for a pack of cigarettes 
a pack I had borrowed from a friend a minute before withdrew the pack tapped out a cigarette found matches and just as I was about to light up I glanced at 
the message above my ear 
Perplexed and annoyed I put the pack away put the matches away and I sat for a moment indecisively fingering the cigarette then with a glance of defiance I flung the cigarette whole into my mouth and began chewing 28 times to the bite licking my lips and grinning I stood and removed the chair to the wings like the happy moron the little man whose victory over authority is glorious not without leaving 
a bitter aftertaste in my mouth I spit out the tobacco in a hallway drinking fountain I went back to my seat my adrenalin flowing I don’t remember the audience’s reaction but it seems they loved it at least I loved it 

I’m a mediocre poet I think all of a sudden and then I’m not so bad or as Stephen Vincent said it sounds like country and western music I’m a phrasemaker I have a good ear I think I don’t go deep in my poetry I hint at depths that others sense Robert Bly wrote back after I sent him some poems suggesting that yes they did leap but the leaps weren’t deep enough I suggest to myself that my recent leaps are greater but that poetry may not be my greatest release

I do not and cannot leap on paper the way I can on stage I say to myself I know there’s 
a place I can go on stage that’s a place of magic I’m a genius on stage because 
I’m taken completely out of myself by an experience that feels like what genius must be in the middle of a wild party at Mark Linenthal’s house in a room full 
of self-centered and egocentric poets in a sudden magical moment I became a Chicano driving my Chevy in Arizona and Keil Stein from Tucson yelled 
I know him! I know that guy and then just as suddenly I became a Texas father 
in his underwear on his front porch holding a beer talking to his teenage son 
I reached down to lift my beer can from the floor near my chair and he entered 
my awareness his hand picked up the beer I watched it happen I felt the character take over I moved in and out of him he moved in and out of me I stopped at one point in the Texan’s diatribe tearful and obscene accusatory and pathetic and I said to the people sitting next to me in the hot sweaty vibrating center of the room 
I don’t know what’s happening this is incredible then I dropped back into the character 
You son of a bitch your mother is in the back room right now cryin’ her goddam eyes out at one point in the spontaneous confusion confession and explosion the father said to his son nearly sobbing about something horrible the son had supposedly done that night I swear if you was a girl I’d fuck you in the ass the crowd in the large central room of the house of the head of the Poetry Center at San Francisco State groaned and pulled back horrified I was just as horrified as they were then in shock at his own words my character said pathetically and comically I take that back 
When it was over I was exhausted I withdrew to a back room and sat mindlessly staring at a tiny tv propped on a table loaded down with books I had sat down next to Mouse Stan and Ann Rice’s leukemic little girl Michelle she was a translucent angel brought to it by the disease I identified with her in some vaguely particular way I was empty of mind and emotion and I felt peaceful and oddly spiritual I’m afraid if I put together two hours of losing myself like that night I may be lost 
I imagine the way out of that total exhaustion is to have a script and to practice 
the characters but what takes me to such heights is the fear of the unknown the faith of the becoming to trust the being that takes over it’s almost religious it’s 
the only thing in my experience that feels like genius to me it isn’t applause or attention I seek but the place in front of people that asks their attention and 
gives them absolutely what they want a feeling I don’t get in writing 
When I’m on stage doing what I can do everyone cares about what occurs I feel like I go to the mountaintop on stage and everyone wants to know what it looks like from up there I become the spirit I love the spirit and they love the spirit I don’t 
get the same feeling in my poems I don’t get the feeling of the other end of it the feeling of the completed circle of performer performance and audience as one 
Curt suggests I take those moments as moments only to let them occur when  
they occur and let it be but I want more I’m determined to isolate the dramatic moment and open it up this thinking reminds me I have two bizarre faculties 
one I can assume a posture like a mannequin that’s eerily devoid of humanity 
my eyes go blank my body becomes disjointed I become immobile it drove 
my ex-wife into the other room to hide under the covers screaming stop it 
It must be a fearful sight to see your lover empty of life and I can fall down 
I fall down so well it looks like I actually fall down but I don’t just look like 
I fall down I actually do fall down that’s the trick the only way to fall down 
and not look like you’re faking it, is to not fake it to just fall down I think 
about going to the Salvation Army getting a suit a tie and standing 
in the park wearing a sign holding a feather on a string

Knock Me Over With a Feather! 10 Cents

If I take a hundred falls I make ten bucks an at 25 cents a fall I get rich and 
bruised I need a soft patch of grass and knee pads it’s a simple thing I stand 
I fall I get back up I stand I fall I get back up all day long for kids to knock 
me over door a dime a shot great for the humility great for the ego 
Harold Clurman says of himself I have an enormous ego superseded only by my humility knock me over with a feather especially a feather of my own devising it reminds me how good I feel right now today without illness or injury it isn’t bad then I sense the sore spot on my cock from fucking Margarita she said I should see a doctor my penis is too sensitive I think at the very moment I felt her juices go dry on the left wall of her vagina I was abraded scraped raw my cock is no longer a phallus it’s me

Five White Male Poets

Put a Tic-Tac in your mouth and get a BANG out of life I sing as we came out of 
the recital hall and walked to Wendy’s plain gray SAAB with Paul and his new roommates Jane and Luci we went to a music dance recital in the Mission District Jane and Luci were singing dancing birds in a golden oldie an avant-garde musical piece a reprise from the 1930s Jane showed herself to be an actress in the role of 
a nightingale as Luci acted the clown as an ostrich I got caught up in the show 
and left my gym bag under the seat and I had to run back for it on a neat night 
I liked soaking up the ambience 
We watched the narrator Scott Beach a local celebrity show his professionalism 
a year ago Sherry worked in a recording studio she said Beach could do a single reading and it was a take he wore a dark suit and a conservative bow tie Paul tapped my arm and pointed at Beach’s Eskimo boots he had a large oval stone around his neck at one point in the show the tape ran out on the engineer seated upfront signaled Beach who paused reincorporated a line did some loose revising from earlier material the tape was started the man signaled his appreciation and admiration and Beach was back on track without dropping a bat at intermission 
A charming ancienne roué approached Wendy in the courtyard demanding she must be in the theatre because she was blessed with such a striking face Wendy was confused why don’t people say things like that when I’m feeling good she asked rhetorically the second half of the evening’s presentation was a piano recital by Claus Bancule playing his discordant pre-WWII tunes he did a selection of American folk ballads in the same style including a stirring rendition of Erie Canal he talked about Charles Dickens’ disappointment in the three-mile-an-hour pace of the barge mule teams 
I looked around at the audience of well-dressed and polite culture lovers 
The evening was magnificently amateurish the singer with Bancule was a young Black guy wearing a white dinner jacket inches too big at every point of its cut but he sang with obvious skill and pleasure during the rousing and generous applause he reached for Bancule and they greeted each other in the joy of the moment the old guy couldn’t quite hear the spoken compliment me or you he said shyly under the applause at the curtain call the old composer did a little jig in gentle mockery of the dancers the leader of the dance group was a tall Portuguese guy whose hair was a solid piece of tribute to Self-Styling Adorn as was his performance the opening dance piece that Bancule was also responsible for was like a class assignment 
ten dancers played ten birds on trial for their idiosyncrasies in the Parliament 
of Fowls 
It was a silly witty charming narrative interrupted by the dancers in bird suits 
doing their best to use their limited tools in proof of the unremarkable most of the eager young actors grinned throughout their performance despite whatever their animal was reputed to possess as character it reminds me of the chariot race from Ben Hur I said to Paul they went round and round and round one odd bird after another we giggled and poked each other like mischievous boys sitting down front at a church service the night was cool and the room was aglow it was the kind of show that might have been tremendously enjoyable at the Bauhaus in 1928

Earlier in the day I attended a poetry reading at San Francisco State during 
which Stephen Rodefer cut to shreds the hero worship of the older generation 
of poets including Robert Creeley Gary Snyder and Robert Duncan he took 
a few swift whacks at Stephen Vincent as well as Tamara O’Brian sitting 
next to me covered her eyes in amazement I leaned towards her and said 
it must be the end of an era she nodded woefully and said really 
After the reading Beau and I sat in the Tennessee Grill on Taraval and agreed 
it’s time for a white male poet resurgence of self-respect let’s dump the old heroes and get on with business he said Beau said that small presses in the Midwest are clamping an embargo on white poets writing American Indian poetry if you tell a white male poet he’s a White Male Poet he recoils in disgust at the heinous accusation Beau recounted a gathering of poets at which he used the inclusive we when he talked about White poetry and Teleo Barnes jumped up and said indignantly what d’ya mean WE as Beau looked around at the gathered poets everyone in the room 
was white it seems there are no white poets anymore

Larry Felson says sometimes he thinks of himself as Jewish but never as a white male what a sad story ten years ago to be a Woman poet meant you kissed the powdered ass of the Ladies’ Home Journal but soon after to be a Woman poet 
was to speak to and from the best kind of awareness it’s time to be a White 
Male Poet in the same sense liberated  
Sunday night at Stephen’s I was surprised to hear him speak of himself as a reasonably sensitive man shit Stephen I said you’re a very sensitive man Hilton defined 
the mood of the room when he declared who cares Larry suggested he might have three poems that someone might possibly be interested in Beau suggested we use the criterion is it a good poem not will anybody read it 
Stephen’s original title for our book was Five Disturbed Men and finally I saw what 
he meant Beau theorized that Stephen wants these meetings to be an experience that could produce in him something of value he seems to be in a place of low self-esteem Stephen seems to believe that hanging out with the right concerns might make his responses adequate to a more valid ethnicity in this ever changing world 
if you catch my drift 
Stephen Rodefer’s reading had me wanting to write poetry again he read with confidence in himself and his work that felt incredible Stephen Hilton and Larry wonder who our audience might be when Radicals Women Gays Blacks Chicanos, and Third World poets for example all have built-in audiences I said what about the White male audience you know that mass of confused impotent disturbed people nobody else wants to talk to Larry was upset he thought I was suggesting we play to the old power structure of poetry which still is the continuing power structure 
I remember thinking that poetry of all things surly couldn’t have any politics in it wrong again country boy the talk turned to the rumor that Kathleen Fraser is being replaced by Ron Roberts at the Poetry Center at SF State thereby perpetuating 
the old stranglehold on the bureaucracy let them install their deadwood I said in my rhetorical naiveté let’s put out the book let’s write our best someone said that language poets like Beau are superfluous in the struggle if there’s change it’ll be in the language 
The poet whose struggle is with the language is a leader in any man’s revolution Beau is described as the kind of poet who can’t reach the listener whose concerns are elsewhere and yet Beau takes his poetry into the streets some days handing them to whoever will take them Hilton prefers Beau’s poetry when it’s grounded 
in the specific when he tells the details that the images come from Beau thinks surrealism is the common language not of the marketplace but the common language of man and earth 
I believe it all it’s all grist it’s all mill and I’m a white man I’m a middle-class Midwestern American White Male when I was in college standing in the Student Union one day wearing my usual uniform of cowboy boots jeans work shirt and letter jacket Eddie Atkins who is Black from Oklahoma City said in a sudden fit of something why do you wear work shirts Steve you’re not a worker George Carlin says if you put one spade in a gang of honkies in fifteen minutes they’re all talking like the Black guy I admire the concept of apprenticing oneself to the masters imitating them learning them until you are them then and only then you can begin to find your own style but it’s hard to find masters right now Beau might be right the true masters might be the soil the water and perhaps the air

A Semi-Unknown Semi-Genius

This is The Autobiography of a Semi-Unknown Semi-Genius a Portrait of 
the Young Man as an Artist my friend Adey Tonnessen was a painter living 
in a run-down apartment in an almost abandoned building over a clothing store called THE FASHION in downtown Davenport Iowa in 1963 there was an old man who ran the elevator and one warm night we came in barefoot he looked down and laughed best pair of shoes ever made he said laughing they never wear out 
I should write a book about my life yup I’ve seen everything I’ve seen it all 
When I was 16 I remember wishing I had written an autobiography when I was 
12 I had a notion about doing the autobiography of a 16-year-old but I thought it was too late for a long time I thought I might write the biography of someone who otherwise would be an unlikely subject for a biography so I am and here we are

Lionel Tiger’s book Men in Groups says that most behaviorists’ conclusions about human behavior are reached from studies of the Norway rat a nocturnal animal Steve Schutzman had a birthday party or rather Diana had a birthday party for Steve he said he was groggy from illness and soon we were all groggy from drink since we are partly nocturnal animals conclusions may be drawn that might be faulty and might be valuable 
Opal Nations is the pseudonym of a British-born poet who pops in and out of 
San Francisco his writings are more bizarre and scatological than his pleasant demeanor would indicate he’s the writer editor and publisher of Strange Faeces a magazine of excremental humor one night at a party at his house Wendy came dressed as a man Georgio Vesta with a hat and a painted moustache and read 
my small book The Cock Poems by Georgio Vesta 
It was a salon a private poetry reading packed wall-to-wall in Opal’s one-room apartment hovered over by the bobbing eyes and bobbing breasts of his hovering wife I planted a cigar in Opal’s butter a yellow square on a white dish on top of his refrigerator that night like a candle in a cake my actions enraged the here-to-fore outrageous Opal L. Nations and since then he’s been cool toward me I wondered why a man so full of mischief didn’t enjoy the appearance of a cigar in the butter 
At a party at Tom Cuson’s one night I noticed the bathroom was also the parking space for Tom’s ten-speed bike I hopped on and rode out into the party Curt said he had misjudged my mischief thinking at first it was bullshit but deciding finally it was a good thing he said it was a reaction to something going on and not as is often thought a gratuitous gesture by an egregious asshole the notion that the gesture is serious quiets me if the gesture is real then I can no longer be mindless but I have to be serious about it and make it conscious it is blame responsibility and credit 
I do it and I do it on purpose I put the cigar in Opal Nation’s butter he knew I 
did it on purpose I knew I did it on purpose all the better to make it real in an old picture my son sits on a tricycle between my mother and father who crouch in their best grandparents’ pose beside him Jackson’s hands grip the imaginary handlebars of a tricycle inside and above the real handlebars of the real tricycle he has a sly grin on his face and he doesn’t seem to care in the least that no one else is and  
noticing the gesture I think that kid’s in trouble 
Paul says referring to Antonioni’s The Passenger and Bertolucci’s Last Tango in Paris that involvement with life and breaking with hypocrisy brings on death point out hypocrisy and you die he says I wish I could say so be it and rush out to the man the barricades but it’s not quite like that the barricades are constantly re-forming 
and revolution is constantly re-enacting its necessity

Betty came in from a wedding in Carmel and asked me how my weekend went 
she says she’s tan she says the wedding wasn’t as bad as she thought it might be 
she says she was the youngest person there except for the bride and groom she 
says it was a cute chapel they had diner in the restaurant with a magnificent 
view and can I give her $8.73 for my half of the PG&E bill 
I say I have five bucks to get me a week from Wednesday will I write her a check no she gets irritated she has to pay for the stamp and mail out the letter etc. she asks me where does all my money go a pair of shoes a mattress and box springs and the $200 in child support I owe Julie I answer I was explaining to my roommate what 
I do with my money with a nervous stomach I was apologizing if the bill comes they can wait a week I say it didn’t just come she says I’m not going to cheat you I say oh that’s 
not I don’t uh Betty’s quarrel with the status quo is in-house quibbling over the arrangement of the furniture 
I’m thinking about the bohemian life I take on for myself a few years ago Peter Darlington was determined to live the artistic life he says it’s ironic one day we were married men living next door to each other in Married Student Housing 
at SF State and now he’s working for the city in the food stamp office and I’m unemployed and writing Sharane also works in the food stamp office together 
they pull down good money Peter a thwarted novelist isn’t writing and I am 
It’s ironic this job isn’t killing my creativity he says it’s killing me I took the 2Clement on my way to the Legion of Honor to catch the Rainbow Show when I saw Peter get off the same bus I got off and chased him down Peter I yelled Peter he says he passed his mother-in-law’s house and he thought he spotted his daughters Geraldine and Jennifer out front his kids are the same age as mine the girls are in the Philippines living with their grandfather due back under court order I served the papers on his ex to get the litigation headed into its current stalemate 
We checked on the girls it wasn’t them we decided to go to the museum it was 
an absolutely gorgeous San Francisco day the Bay to Breakers is next Sunday he said 
for a few months a while back he and I ran together in the park up to seven miles at a time well I’ll miss it again I said feigning disappointment me too he said genuinely disappointed I threw my back out but Sharane’s running he said great I said I get to run vicariously he said and I told him about last night 
I got drunk and went to Schutzman’s party talk about self-fulfilling prophecies I walked in full of good feelings and play hey Curt how’s your ass my arm went around Luci and I said lightly this is the love of my life I turned to Diana Diana that’s a great dress I spotted Erica who hasn’t spoken to me or looked at me for the last two years hello Erica I said she said hello Steve a major breakthrough in the first ten minutes I started in with Dave Heisenberg Davey I want to deal with my homosexuality I said in a big voice full of theatrics hey man I’m a stud he said I was delighted at Dave’s defensiveness after a gay experience a year ago he’s now back to being a fulltime stud 
I put my arm around Ben who is Van Hick’s lover it has to be a two-way feeling Ben said gee I’ve been rejected and I didn’t even make a proposition I said feeling the stimulation and the drama of it all someone said hey Steve who do you want to fuck and I said him pointing at Curt who got up walked over and sat down on the couch with Steve and Diana like he wasn’t too sure about this sudden outburst but I don’t want to 
fuck him I want to love him
After the museum show as we walked I told Peter it was my old confusion of love and sex it sounds like a social problem rather than a personal one he said but it’s personal even though it’s social I said no matter how smart you are no matter how much sociology and psychology you read you still have to live your own problems face your own demons and last night when I was really drunk but still conscious and articulate I jumped into the middle of one of my very own personal shit piles the party went on and on I ended up sitting on the floor on the back porch passed out I came to oh shit I grabbed a cat-food bowl and threw up in it I dumped it into a bigger bowl 
I chucked and poured chucked and poured Steve Diana and Paul were the only

ones left at the party they heard a noise and came out on the porch Jesus Steve hey man I picked up the full bowl of grits and gravy and wavered my way toward the toilet I felt wonderful I hurt but I was happy not even to have done anything 
but to have openly displayed myself among all those people I try to talk about 
us being men what it means what it’s all about Women’s Libration meant the liberation from the bullshit that men have laid on them and out of power with everything to gain by change they become freer to examine it than men ever are 
Oppressors don’t demand change to put it more kindly the one’s who have a 
good deal don’t think much about changing the way things are going men can 
sit and read and watch but it won’t do us any good until we do something about 
it ourselves I don’t want to fuck other men I do want to love them I want to show 
it by word and deed to be an artist is to break through facades and you have to 
bust through your own facades too 
On the walk from the museum to Sutro Park overlooking the Pacific Ocean 
Peter and I passed through a homosexual rendezvous point we walked through 
the woods near the ocean and all around us were standing singly and in pairs 
men like swaying rubber statues along the paths in the weeds and shrubs it was 
an eerie feeling there was an air of the macabre something was missing it was different from the boisterous gay bar scene the nightlife the street scene it was humorless rigid and lifeless I thought is this what it means for the American male to 
love himself God I hope not I told Peter how my father winces whenever he sees 
Joey Bishop embrace and kiss Sammy Davis, Jr. on tv I do too Peter laughed
I Am a Man

Oh man alive Lianne came back from Los Angeles and she was lying on my bed listening to records I started off with Phoebe Snow singing Poetry Man then without realizing it I picked a string of male singers going to the record crate after each side I went past all the female artists I usually play later I lay on the bed thinking about maleness I imagine writing an explosive poem standing on a chair at Malvina’s and shouting I AM A MAN silence gasps how can he think such a thing I was not drunk lying on the bed nervously trying to relax trying to believe that Lianne was really back was not going to run away and really cares about me 
I asked her if she wanted to make love or just lie with me I’ll settle for just lying here she said she was tired from the eight-hour drive from LA where she asked herself what am I doing in LA when I want to be in San Francisco with Steve I lay on the bed with Lianne sunk against me like a prodigal daughter come home and my mind raced 
I looked at the ceiling I thought about food about heat for the room I sang my voice felt good in my chest I worried if I was off-key but I didn’t care I think I’ll never get drunk with Lianne again or anyone else for that matter I want to watch what I’m doing and I want to feel what I’m doing if Lianne if women if people make me act strange or funny scared or whatever I want to know it I’m writing 
a book about a man a male person it just happens to be me I don’t want my subject groggy I don’t want to mis-read my Norway rat I always feel this way after getting rip-roaring drunk I’m really glad I get drunk and do what I do and now I’m sober and I’m glad now too anyway I was lying there freaking out worried to death about doing the right thing with Lianne and I saw a crack of light in my brain from the hatchet of an idea sunk into my skull I am a man
 I started breathing like an anesthesiologist’s balloon like a highway breathalyzer like a man with a real good set of lungs yes officer I’m either drunk or sober and it doesn’t matter which I can smash cars and walk a straight line I thought it might be too hot in 
the room for Lianne shit it’s me that thinks it’s too hot I think Lianne probably doesn’t want to fuck damn it’s me that doesn’t want to fuck that’s masculine a man does what he wants a man also does not do what he does not want to do he does wonderful things like lie on the bed with a woman he loves and that’s all it felt good 
She was glad she was here I was glad she was here it felt good being here plain 
old unadorned unaggressive unplanned unorganized unambitious being here incredible I thought I have done this before this is not new this is an oft-repeated revelation 
Tonight it was a little different I held her and she smiled my hand dropped from 
its awkward position she looked at her watch It was 12:13 and she either would or she would not go home I didn’t have that terrible feeling in the pit of my stomach that I might be deserted I was home I couldn’t be deserted I like the expression 
full of himself I am a man full of himself and there’s room in here for you Lianne 
and for everyone else jump in life the water’s fine
A Man

A MAN sitting in the Owl and Monkey is reading a book called Ideas A MAN with gray sideburns and deep lines in his face is walking and holding hands with a young girl both of them are grinning A MAN sits stiffly alone at the back of the streetcar 
a hospital identification bracelet on his wrist A MAN is lounging extravagantly on the streetcar his jacket folded on the seat beside him A MAN, carrying a hanger of dry-cleaned pants the soft plastic cover blowing in the breeze steps carefully past the spray of a water sprinkler A MAN heavy-set solemn in a sheepskin coat open 
in front on a warm day carries two decorator shopping bags across the Safeway parking lot A MAN on his hands and knees brushes the dust from the bricks he 
is laying on Market Street A MAN with a black beard and no shirt wearing black shorts black socks and hush puppies strides down Market Street half smiling 
A MAN elderly in thick glasses and pinstripe suit reaches with forefinger and thumb into a vest pocket for a nickel, as he boards the trolley A MAN in a red-stripe apron carries a red rubber trash basket into the German-Swiss Lunch at Larkin and Grove A MAN wearing gray work clothes a retractable key ring on his finger closes the lid on a box of Juicy Fruit candies A MAN gets into a car called a Sports Fury with a bass fiddle in the back seat A MAN crosses Geary clutching a transistor radio with both hands to his breastbone and stops a wisp of thin blonde hair blowing across his forehead to look at the gold-band wristwatches in Granat Brothers window A MAN touches lightly the back of the silk shirt of another man as they turn the corner at Post and Grant talking loudly of business matters 
A MAN carries an avocado dust pan full of paint chips ceremoniously across the sidewalk and dumps it into a box in the back of a pickup truck A MAN stands his head uplifted reading the directory inside a doorway purses his lips and pushes his cheek out with his tongue A MAN with a large paunch in dark glasses over a red puckered nose wearing a green Dacron-polyester suit carries an empty cardboard box across Sutter Street A MAN stands in the sun on the corner of Pine and Montgomery the toes of his shoes over the edge of the curb and pushes a Peanut Cluster between his lips A MAN with his left arm in a sling two crutches under his right arm boards the cable car holding his transfer out in the hand of his broken arm A MAN jingles change in the pocket of his knit pants and then divides it among a woman a teenage boy and a girl as the boy and girl run off he smiles as 
he and the woman and a third child a girl cross Clay St. hand in hand A MAN sits on a bench in Washington Square looking at the other people in the park through a telescope propped on his upraised knees A MAN runs up to then chases another man around the park gurgling loudly with his tongue out waving his arms wildly 
A MAN on the telephone in Vesuvio says you mean it’s like animal without the L
Negative Capability

I stopped in to visit Tamara O’Brian a good poet the half-sister of Stan Rice’s wife Anne who writes gothic novels I found out that Tamara is living across the street from Lianne I was on the street coming home from talking to Peter Darlington 
I rang her bell she invited me in we had tea we talked somehow we got around 
to talking about men she told me a line Mark Linenthal had told her big man big 
cock small man all cock she’s noticed that big men are gentler than small men 
My big little brother Scott is an easy-going guy and he’s 6’8” 270 pounds it 
seems there’s an ease to being gentle if you can or could break anyone else into little pieces or if other people think you can Tamara spoke about big men and revealed her prejudice she was talking about me being a big man which is true enough next to her petite frame but it’s not quite the way she thinks it is she said that men always seem to be bold confident and self-assured I said yeah you mean 
the two-dimensional single-layered paradigms of strength and power who are gentle when
they can afford to be 
I pushed Scott around when he was a kid and when he was twelve and already 
six feet tall in the hallway of cousin J.R. Brooks’ house in Denton Texas I pushed and he pushed back he went into a windmill of flailing fists and I never messed with him again I remember the Gregg brothers in McCook Nebraska when I was a kid their father beat them mercilessly but he failed to notice how much they had grown when they were 16 and 17 they turned on him and beat the living bejezuz out of him sending him to a hospital of realization 
I had the horrifying joy of seeing my father so weak from his brain surgery so shrunken in weight and size that I could have physically hurt him and in that moment I wanted to hurt him to strike back at my fear of him I remember single-fisted blows three or four times in my life one blow in particular that sent me flying against the front closet door a man so big he was gentle with big hands that lay on my shoulder like a hot compress would curl into a fist like a sledge hammer 
He was the kind of man who might have been confused by his size warrior size a man who commanded a howitzer unit in WWII at National Guard Camp in Iowa big hands that reacted when Goose Tatum the star of the Harlem Globe Trotters in an exhibition game with Servus Rubber Company picked up two basketballs 
my father picked up three one was held in the middle like the little sausage that appears between your index fingers when you touch them in front of your nose 
and cross your eyes
Tamara called me an invisible man like Shakespeare she said I thought like Keats 
the way Keats described himself in his letters going to a party and coming home 
as everyone there like the finger sausage looking at life cross-eyed and seeing the essence that’s other than the sum of the parts Keats described negative capability as it applied to Shakespeare he said Shakespeare was a man capable of being in uncertainty mystery and doubt without any irritable reaching after fact or reason and there’s the rub 
Tamara admired my public composure she said I gave more than I demanded 
I wanted to show her the layer beneath the surface the anguish the fear and the despair that demands so much I told her I liked Lianne because she was a dull lover that a wild woman who dervishes in bed often leaves me out I never knew 
men felt like that too she said you bet your teapot I said as I looked at the teapot on her kitchen shelf so the job is to begin as men to live in uncertainty to begin to accept that the universe is contradictory that contradictions exist not as a call to synthesis or as polar opposites but as fact not to play the roll of organizer and stabilizer 
Are we there yet daddy to be a fish in water to swim in water to be carried by 
water to swim against the flow sometimes but not against the water Tamara said my plane might be about to land she said she was excited about my upcoming stage debut she wanted, she expected it to be a success then it’s off to Hollywood and fame and fortune and she fears for me what if it’s not good she imagined the real drama taking placed in the bathroom afterwards with my friends wringing torrents of grief from their bodies singing in chorus it wasn’t good oh how horrible it wasn’t good oh, my oh my that’s a tragic scene my friends but great theatre Tamara 
is thinking about the big money these days I said to her you don’t get the big money
 until you forget about the small money

A mobster enters Johnny Dallas’ restaurant demands information and threatens 
to destroy his livelihood there’s a pause, as the characters size each other up I 
want Johnny to look the bastard in the eye and say if you want to destroy my bar go ahead if you want to burn it down tear it up whatever you want to do go ahead it’s your party 
I’m not interested in you or your threats of course Johnny says no such thing it would bring the cliché-ridden soap opera story line to an abrupt halt 
Tamara said I reminded her of Shakespeare and Warren Beatty I seem to 
remind people of people strangers often think they know me I seem familiar 
I told her about all the people who want me to be successful it’s strange it’s like 
they have a stake in my success they want it my success becomes their success my failure 
could provoke some interesting reactions but I want success too and I’m willing to have it 
I feel like Billy Budd mister innocence Tamara said I must get abuse from some people she said I’m dangerous I told her that was why I wanted to associate myself with people who saw what I was doing when I’m seriously joking deadly laughter to say to them let’s laugh at the funeral it’s ok I’m going to do it and you can join in it’s all right 
She suggested if people don’t see what I’m doing when I do I could be attacked 
perhaps like when I said years before on hearing of the death of one of our college classmates over the recent summer break death is breaking up that old gang of mine I was cut down by the abhorrence of my friends who clucked anxiously fearfully at death and the fear of it that felt like swimming upstream that felt like a cold shower 
What the Mirror Sees

Paul suggested since I’m writing my autobiography I might be inclined to go 
out and have adventures I could come home and write about and at first I felt 
that impulse but as time goes on and the pages have accumulated I have found 
a good and curious change in my attitude I’ve come to respect the book and respect the man who is the subject of the book in making the mirror 
I’ve gained respect for the image in the mirror I want the character I describe 
to be a man I respect and I want the reflection to be complete and accurate since 
I don’t want to manufacture a false man I find myself acting with more and more self-respect if the character I describe is to be someone I respect I need to respect the character I am I want the two to like each other and be like each other 
Let the art inspire the life Harpo and Chico in their matching Groucho costumes mimic each other in what they think is a mirror but is instead a doorway my life is changing and this story is the artifact I want the artifact to reflect the life I want the story to be inspired by the facts of my existence that’s simple and clear like holding a mirror up to a mirror and guessing which is the real reflection of the other

A Vestige of Integrity

At home again in the rich and ripply amniotic fluid of a bottle of Kentucky Ten High I’m watching The Waltons the kids on TV are sitting on the floor listening 
to Clayton Moore and Jay Silverheels supported by the high happy whinnies of Silver and Scout it triggers a memory the night breezes slow through the open 
front door to the back door off the kitchen my mother is bent over the aluminum and Formica kitchen table wiping it clean with a soft cotton cloth my father lies on the living room carpet like a beached whale sleeping after dinner Mark and I sit close to the speaker of the console Motorola 
Behind the front door is a clothes pole in the snowbound winter it’s heavy with hats and coats that drip melting snow onto the rubber boots below nearby is a magazine rack with old issues of Colliers The Saturday Evening Post Life Magazine Reader’s Digest and one slightly tattered issue of Photography with pictures of nude women lying in sand dunes looking like sand dunes 
We listen to the radio and we’re consumed Bobby Benson of the B-Bar-B Straight Arrow also known as Steve Adams with his Golden Palomino Mr. Kean Tracer 
of Lost Persons Inner Sanctum Lowell Thomas Gabriel Heater the voices fill the room these images send waves of dry tears and memory quakes through my chest The Lone Ranger The Shadow Jack Benny Phil Harris I stop in my reverie there’s no end to it I could go on and on it’s a safe place the loved and loving past the past of one’s imagination the safe past 

Lianne calls and Betty answers the phone Betty yells in to me but I don’t hear 
I know it’s Lianne I know Betty is calling me but I don’t hear then, when we do 
talk Lianne says I sound unhappy I tell her about the basketball game a guy came up and asked if he could take half the court to play a private game so he could win a hundred dollar bet he asked me and I started to acquiesce then Pat objected and I agreed this isn’t a private club for your personal pleasure I said we always have full-court games you know that the guy a familiar player named Wakely persisted his private game irritated everyone it inconvenienced the regular Thursday night games 
and they died out earlier than usual 
I wondered what to say or what I should do Pat was bitter later I went up to Wakely by the elevator where he stood with his friends none of whom I’ve ever seen at the International Center what you did I said was a masterful piece of manipulation and I don’t have any respect for that he looked at me pissed and a little surprised I don’t want to talk to you you don’t respect I don’t respect you because you’re a White man he says 
no one objected whenever any White boys came up and took the floor I said what white boys what’s this white boy shit then his friends told me Wake didn’t want to talk to me
I said I could damn well talk if I wanted to Wakely told me to get out of his face 
he told his friends he wanted to do me some kind of damage I was upset and living very much in the uncontrollable present if I wanted to talk if he wanted to fight and we did fight he would have probably won I felt weak I wanted more clothing more strength more calm more distance and I felt like I had none of what I wanted
Lianne sent me home last night saying I had my two days of sleeping with her 
in Churchill’s on a stopover between her place and mine Angelo said he thought that was ridiculous I thought about it as I lay on my bed I enjoy my night sleeping alone unbumped by Lianne in bed or mind I had a dream about Julie and a violent suitor of hers a dream that felt like others I’ve had whenever I felt rejected by a woman rejection Jesus what a male dry well I reject I want to shout I reject I reject you 
I want to say to her it’s nice I like you it’s very nice it’s comfortable but I don’t want it 
I don’t want the nice comfortable easily rejectable life but I don’t tell her that instead 

I tell her about Wakely his dislike of me as a White man did I block him because

he was Black I gained support to stand up to him from Pat who is also Black
Beautiful Lianne and Her Flame Red Firebird back when I thought Lianne is here 
it seemed like I was writing a love story but now I don’t know I don’t want 
to just make my life look good it’s hard to know the difference between what 
looks good and what is good when I’m the one looking and I’m the one being 
She and I talked the night after the Warriors won the seventh and final game against the Bulls as we sat over beef fondue which she bought and she wondered about the book she wants to read it and I say she can when I’m done I haven’t read it yet myself and I won’t until I’m done I said when are you going to be done she asked I’ll be done in two or three weeks I said I’ll be around then she said sometimes I think you will sometimes I think you won’t I said I will unless I gain a hundred pounds or you find someone else or I do 
She said she said he said he said she said I suddenly felt like she’d won like it is won 
like the game we were watching I wanted to go home she wanted me to go and
 it felt banal, bland blasé and boring the sexual conquest a male pit of venomless snakes my mother’s heart is never won she’s my mother yet she’s never won my father wanders in lies down on the floor and the house becomes his house when he lands there even the illusion that my mother’s heart is won is gone Tamara thinks I’m a big man I think I’m a ghost an apparition of a runt a little boy I have no wife no home no majesty and no power I’m a white man a jerk I only have my tongue and a vestige of integrity
The Elephant and the Water Tower 

The boy grows up and when he’s 33 he sits down one day and writes his autobiography he writes what he thinks is his autobiography he begins to see 
how much it hinges on what’s happening he isn’t exactly sure what is happening but he knows that a lot is and it seems like a good time to take stock count the sheep as it were he finds several things on his mind sex and money for example 
he thinks he needs both he has a girlfriend who tells him she’s still in love with a soccer star from LA but even that isn’t the point his female roommate throws a dollar bill on his bed and says a long as you’re going out for toilet paper get some toilet 
paper even that isn’t the point he doesn’t know what a homosexual experience is 
he talks about it he thinks about it and he wonders if that’s the point 
When he was a kid through high school and college he was preoccupied with 
girls he knows a lot about boys too he spends a lot of time with boys in class in sports in conversation in conflict but they’re like cardboard cutouts compared 
to the warm fleshy and exciting girls he gets busy with his desires he gets with women every way he can think of as friends and lovers they are magicians 
with his attention he wants to find out what makes them tick 
When he’s pushing thirty there’s a movement among women that tells him he doesn’t know shit about women his experiences are blind because his attitude is 
all fucked up he gets all the way around the elephant but his prejudice against the elephant warps his understanding or so they say he thinks he’s examining a water tower by mistake so he climbs down off the water tower he walks over and sits down under a tree and he thinks about what he knows the elephant loves him 
hates him takes him for a ride tosses him in the air charges at him rolls over on 
him makes loud noises at him but of course he’s never actually in the skin of the elephant he doesn’t know what it’s like to be an elephant the elephant might be 
full of water it might be a water tower there might be more to it than he thought 

he already knows there’s a lot more than he can ever know finally the elephant analogy is out of hand and seems foolish the great body of women that he’s examining falls apart it becomes a bunch of shapes flying around him like 
leaves in the wind

He begins to examine men the same way he examines women checking out all 
the angles of the beast that seems like a good idea because he’s only beginning to do it and a new idea is like a new career then it occurs to him that as regards this elephant he is the elephant and if he wants to study the beast all he has to do is to go on being an elephant and see what it does the analogy of making an elephant out of men is great and suddenly he sees two elephants male and female the male elephant grows in stature no longer does he see himself a little figure walking all around and crawling all over a great big figure he sees himself as part of or 

perhaps all of a great big figure standing next to another great big figure 
That image makes him happy what is it he thinks about admitting he might want to have a homosexual experience that helps him make men seem as significant as women to love himself to love his own sex even if it’s only in his imagination and even if it’s confusing is to admit his wants needs and desires instead of first thinking about someone else is that the point his friend Peter suggests that all the talk in the world doesn’t satisfy like real action and maybe that’s more the point he determines to live more a life of action and less a life of speculation he begins to feel real the point is that he’s big and real and he does things 
He moves around in the jungle just like women do and now the jungle is full 
of monkeys monkeys and more monkeys running around in the vegetation 
trying to figure out what it means to be a monkey be good to the monkey-face 
and let the monkeys be monkeys he thinks and let the owls be owls 

A Mockery of Man

It turned cold in San Francisco the fog came in and hung over the city like a 
gray filter nothing was wet not even damp everything was near the mist like dry skin with a chill the windows that I cleaned until they give the world more clarity than it was due are now clouded with two months of city soil my eyes witness 
the world with their perfectly normal acuity blurred by my mind’s confusion 
I’m on the rag so to speak riding the cotton pony I had a blowout with Lianne 
the other night the telling of which is like pulling teeth like trying to remember 
a big dream you’d just as soon forget the details of but can’t ignore the impact 
of as you bump into the wall on your way to the shitter as I run my fingernails along the gum line of my teeth it stings as the nail breeches a cavity crevice that miserable discovery is sharply appropriate for my miserable state of mind 
I’ve gone back to using the pen I began this chapter with it’s thickheaded and 
slow all the better to talk with my dear I say to her to me to no one I have discovered one clear and specific problem I have with women I don’t have money and because I don’t have financial resources I can’t have a casual relationship with a woman no candlelight dinners no theatre parties no weekends in the snow country no spur of the moment flights to Mazatlan all I can do is get together and talk and talking is the big, bad word of the dating game so after City Lights rejected my surrealist poems Let Me Burn with a note nice book and after Wakely rejected me as a 
White man I decided to go for the hat trick 
I hit Lianne’s place on a dead run wanting to clear up that one too I thought 
as I neared her place fresh from a beer at Churchill’s thanks to Mary Ormand 
the waitress I thought this one’s more difficult in Churchill’s I said who wants to buy me a beer Mel the cabbie said what are you a starving poet I said you guessed it in fact I already had my hat trick Betty bitched at my loud music after watching Dr. Strangelove 
on tv I told her she had a corncob up her butt I want you out of here by the first she replied what no thirty days notice I said and suddenly it’s crisis time 
Every once in a while it feels like time to blow it out my ass time to get fucked up and so I was fucked up as I enter the Den of the Lionness I bounded up to Lianne planted a kiss and made for the Herbert Taretons uh oh she said here comes trouble I told her our relationship was dull it lacked passion after just telling Tamara what 
I liked about Lianne is her steadiness and her low energy Lianne broke into tears that’s when she told me she was still in love for the last two years with a guy in LA the guy she was just back from seeing who doesn’t love her but what can she do 
And now you’re going to leave me because I told you and I said right I’m glad you told me what’s bothering you and now that you’re unplugged I’m leaving she grabbed me by the sleeve and reminded me I owed her fifty bucks for the three parking tickets on the Firebird 
all from within forty-five minutes in the same parking spot in front of my house 
I raged at the insult of being reminded of my debt I pulled away and said fuck you Lianne I knew she hated those words so I repeated them fuck you Lianne and she hit me with a right cross that stung my left cheek 
Jesus Lianne you pack a hell of a wallop I said not without a little admiration and she made me stay I’m only going to the toilet I said I came back and sat down and I told her how much pride integrity and self-respect I have I said that reminding me 
of my debt was a lousy thing to do she said she was sorry she said the times she respected me the most were the times when I broke down and told her how much 
I needed someone I thought she was either putting her stamp of approval on what
 I felt like doing which was to break down or else she was telling me what I should do but didn’t want to do and I wasn’t sure if I should break down out of desire or obedience but I said oh hell I used the OH method as Burly Bob Bennett said in high school when I didn’t want to jump in the cold swimming pool for practice 
use the OH method Steve just shout OH HELL and jump in I jumped 
Sobbing out my misery about being rejected three times in one day about having no family no one to love and about feeling scared about the future Lianne began understanding me as only a world-weary 21 year old can as I sat there my tear ducts emptying like so many Dixie cups listening to an incredible string of heartfelt and sincere banalities such as time heals all wounds etc. she told me she only wanted 
to make me happy she respected me for being an artist so determined despite the odds against me in this rotten society and at 3:30AM she looked at her watch
You think I should go home I asked in a leading question tone of voice yes she said 
it’s good don’t you think to take time and think about things and I said it’s real good but it’s 
a bummer and then I thought when you’d rather get it all out than pack it in she stood by the door and I said friends I can dig that we kissed like two serious adults and I left to walk home across the park in the dark and gloom the next day I was exhausted 
I didn’t do anything but take some books back to the library and fantasize about 
a couple of teenage girls who looked at me on the bus and the ménage-a-tricycle 
I might have with them then on Saturday she and I walked Jerry’s dog in the park on Sunday we took my kids to the zoo I didn’t bring up our discussion she was solicitous and obviously only wanted to make me happy we went over to Peter 
and Sharane’s to borrow sweaters for the kids in the lousy cold snap of a typical San Francisco spring I looked at Sharane and thought now there’s a real woman 
she runs in the Bay to Breakers and she has lines in her face and then I looked 
at Lianne and I saw the fresh light in her eyes and I knew she wasn’t weary at all 
She was putting up with me again I remember my advice to Marilee after she and 
I lost the string if only one of you women would just hang around that’s my version anyway so it’s back to a bottle of Italian Swiss Colony Burgundy and Bonnie Raitt who says if you don’t love her better let her go and Maria Muldaur who says any old time you want me I’ll be right there,” and if it was simple somebody would write a very short book and we’d all relax it’s a cold day in May but the wine is warming and I feel real good right now I’ll take that over feeling bad given the choices no matter what the weather is like or as Thomas Hardy said the sun is a mockery of man

Tyger Tyger Burning Bright

At Steve Schutzman’s party on an impulse I gave him my un-expired Phillips 66 gas credit card it was drunk logic he had a car and no money I had a gas card and no car and as the week wore on and I didn’t hear from him I wondered about the implications of the gesture I like Steve I don’t trust him his poetry seems flashy and facile it never touches down in the quicksand and tick-infested swamp of his own particular devil’s half acre I handed him a card that if he used it would leave me 
in debt beyond my wildest dreams I called him after debating about it for a week 
I took it as a gesture of intended faith in him when I didn’t have any faith in him 
or rather when I hadn’t made faith with him he said in a quiet and genuine tone 
of voice Steve you deserve to suffer for your insincere gesture I agreed and we said goodbye you’re right Steve I said and I began to change my opinion of Steve Schutzman 
see you later I signed off somewhat hopefully Anne Valley Fox called and said she was trying to get rid of a bunch of people so she could come over at nine and pick up the painting I want her to have three years ago I saw how much she admired a drawing of mine since I was covetous of it I made a copy and I gave her the copy 
it was a feeble act this week I told her I wanted her to have the original  Paul said of my performance at Steve’s birthday party that that night I was one long faux pas I know that when you parody everything you are deadly serious he said he told me his fear that others might not get it that’s what Tamara said it’s a lesson to be learned if 
you want to learn it if you’re compelled by the immediacy of anyone’s particular personal being and doing is that the universal relationship do we act toward one another out of some compelling immediacy and that’s it 
I don’t have a master and there’s not much likelihood of my having any disciples how can I call for disciples when my father teaches me such exclusive self-reliance he told me if you want a job done right you’ve got to do it yourself he taught me I couldn’t 
do anything right and then that I was the only one who could do it right and here 
I am breathing on the page again and gone out like a cheap Bic Butane Lighter 
for a dollar forty-nine and thousands of lights it’s a pretty good lighter but is it enough to set the world on fire is it  enough to light one candle tyger tyger burning bright in the forests
of the night I said and Lianne asked what’s that in front of the tiger cages at the zoo 
I never heard that before and I said that’s William Blake he’s a poet
Life Given to Itself

My last three meals have been peanut butter I’m not sure if I’m fasting or starving 
I lost nine pounds down from 187 to 178 my weight when I was a swimmer I have a tan my face is bony I’m thin in the cheeks and under the chin and I’m not dying or hurting I’m drinking Maxwell House Instant Coffee eating Kretchmer Wheat Germ out of the bottle thinking too much about myself last night when Anne was over I went into a melancholic slump I put my hands over my eyes I disappeared from the room I sang a line from one of my poems o life given to itself 
I read Ross and Tom by John Leggett about two writers who died by their own hands a book about fiction writers Leggett describes his own shyness as a boy and his discovery of fiction as an escape to read your way into a magic world and write your way to success in the real world Leggett finds his novelists secretive about their lives poets are different poets are compulsively self-revealing poets will tell you anything probably too much they work in a form that constrains and restrains 
the impulse to talk your ear off they want center stage and no time limit in the 
dark recesses of their garrets they dream and believe they are talking personally 
to posterity in person and in groups they are garrulous and gossipy 

Tamara asked me if I had an affair with Kathleen Fraser and Anne said she 
hasn’t slept with anyone since me except Curt and Jill Johnson a poet in LA says the new power politics in poetry is to make the personal public only a poet would say that or as Walt Whitman declared making the public personal I AM AMERICA what balls Anne and I lay on the bed and hugged each other kissed and hugged hugged and kissed and caressed and she said the only problem she ever had with me is the feeling she had to set limits go home Anne I said I thought Anne was 
chiding me for living without interest in others 
It’s true it isn’t true others make me nervous when they interest me I’m apt to dissolve into them I have to maintain distance to be able to keep my interest in others clean and clear I’m self-centered egocentric I think I have to entertain 
other people otherwise I can’t conceive why they would have any interest 
in me at all I write that’s what I do and I write about myself 
That’s absurd I think the people who are most interesting to me like Anne are people I believe are like me I identify with people the person I identify with in other people is myself I find myself in them and I fall in love with them or I become them and then I lose my own set of characteristics and I’m lost I’m a ghost I’m raw ego 
Whatever character integrity is I don’t have it I think but does anyone have it or do 
they just have a body and clothes and habits and after a while a rigidity of details that pass for character I think it’s soul we are that feels right but soul seems like the grandest definition of the indefinite there is I smoke to prove I’m breathing I say smoking is inhaling and exhaling and the evidence of it will kill you I write books and books will make you a success and success is the grandest gesture of personal identity there is and according to Ross and Tom that can kill you too

Here’s Your Book Steve

In grad school at the University of Iowa in Iowa City I took a job at the Holiday Inn as a busboy in the dining room my uniform was a white shirt and slacks a black bow tie a red vest with gold buttons the moment I put the uniform on I felt exactly like a busboy in a Holiday Inn in Iowa City Iowa my boss the assistant manager introduced himself and asked me my name my name is Steve I said Steve real fine Steve 
I’m Jim I’m your manager I’ll just show you around where you’ll be working he said with a grimace on his face locked halfway between a smile and a grin the dining room of that rather provincial institutional inn of mediocrity was one room off the kitchen 
It was simple enough Jim pointed to the tables and chairs now here’s your dining room Steve he said in a sweeping gesture with his right arm he presented it to me as if it was a grand ballroom that somehow belonged to me running out of things to show me Jim showed me the closet situated between the dining room and the kitchen now here’s your closet Steve now in your closet you got your vacuum cleaner it’s your regular commercial vacuum cleaner Steve now Steve this is where we keep you brooms your mops 
your soaps your buckets and your various cleaning materials 

The next day I drove to Chicago to be best man at the wedding of Bill Hicks 

and Leslie Silver I gave a toast which everyone laughed at that felt good then 

in the men’s room of the fancy motel where the wedding was held I overheard Illinois Senator Chuck Percy running for re-election tell an assistant of his in deep sonorous tones like a Mafioso boss in a recording booth, check him out Bob call the 
FBI and see what they have on him I never went back to the Holiday Inn in Iowa City 
in Coralville actually and they still owe me five bucks for the couple of hours 
I worked it’s a small price to pay for leaving something quickly
Notes on a Life

I’m in the Owl and Monkey making eye contact with a small morose blonde who has defensive curious eyes the jumper cables are connected recharging my sexuality she has a bouquet of fingers jammed against her nostrils I think these women still need me I coach myself notes on a life I broke the refrigerator when I defrosted it with a hammer days later Betty left me a note Steve please throw away all the food in the fridge thanks however all the food in the fridge consists of two cartons of yogurt and some lettuce it took longer for her to write the note than it did for me to throw away 
the food why the note I asked because you broke the refrigerator she said that’s petty Betty 
I said and she said you’re giving me trouble in my own house and I said I don’t like being uncomfortable in my house either then she said you just find a place by the first and leave 
me alone and I said I can’t do that and until I can I’m going to deal with this I don’t think anyone has ever stood up to your petty bullshit 
It occurred to me this is a pattern Betty gets a new roommate in a rush of good feelings and anxiety after a while they get sick of each other and split people are always leaving her with bad feelings it’s no wonder she’s flushed by new energy worried about the end result and sure that that’s life in Foul the autobiography 
of Connie Hawkins the basketball player a line is delivered by his brother when Connie was a skinny scared kid in Bedford Stuyvesant getting beat up, all the time you’re a faggot Connie Earl would say you’re a chicken-shit faggot you let everyone run you off 
That’s what I feel like lately beaten up burned out and impotent at the height 
of it I imagined myself destined to one of two ends one day in the café I looked at 
a couple of apparently gay guys and I imagined myself in the state of mind called cruising which means sitting around with your feelers out eyeballing other men getting old behind it a terribly depressing vision whether it’s men or women 
The next day I ran into Axel Weintraub I told him I’ve been going through 
the miseries of every writer who finally admits that being a writer is everything 
to him I said I may end up slumped against a wall somewhere out of the gutter 
by inches yeah well that’s a real possibility he said not exactly cheering me up but at least confirming my fears I went to see The Day of the Locust a grinding horror story of human depredation and around me were single men swiveling in their seats looking at each other and at me the guy next to me sat sideways in his seat his arm outstretched across the empty seat between us a hyena at the back of the theatre thought the movie was a scream and every scene fabulous 

I got the final rejection from Lianne at her place we were watching the Warriors win for the fifth game in a row down by 14 they won by 6 by now almost the rule for them I like you Steve but I’m not sexually attracted to you right now and I thought then what the fuck am I doing here I don’t know what happened next I don’t know if it was the booze or what since what she said was not a surprise but I got crazy scared 
I got dizzy I left the room I paced in the hallway trying to remind myself that it would pass I spiraled deep into myself there was nothing there I began to believe 
I was dying that I was dead of life I was in a whirlpool pulling me down I thought 
I ought to keep moving I knew Lianne was in the other room but I couldn’t feel any feeling I looked at the carpet as I paced I tried to feel something anything 
even the texture of wood and cloth even light and shadow my heart was beating my lungs were drawing in and letting out air my legs were moving but I couldn’t think anything I couldn’t feel anything it wasn’t that I thought or felt nothing it wasn’t that I thought or felt I was nowhere I couldn’t speak I couldn’t describe it 
It felt like the unknown around which everything known is it was horrifying 
it was hell and then it passed I got out of the whirlpool’s center I got back into 
the whirl I began to think and feel I went back in the other room Lianne said 
I needed a vacation she said I should get some money and go visit my brother 
in Hawaii you might meet a beautiful little hula honey over there the next day I started looking at girls and telling myself jokes incredible and I remember the empty 
terror I felt in Lianne’s hallway 
I remember telling myself why I should have a gay experience and looking at

 the reasons I should be gay it’s the same feeling I have when I think I should be 
a schoolteacher it makes sense it’s a job I should have I’m trained for it then I get 
a horrible sinking feeling that it’s my fate to be a schoolteacher and if it’s such a good idea why am I so depressed when I think about it I try real hard to think that being gay 
is a good thing for me to be the world has a place for schoolteachers and homosexuals I just don’t have to be one of them
Last night I drank some beer and went to Churchill’s I fell in love with at least three women I felt wonderful as for the men one guy walked up to me stuck out 
his hand and said hey man how you doin’ it’s been a long time I smiled and said it has 
been a long time I don’t even know who you are I went up to Scottie a guy who once 

said he liked my style who offered me a job selling soap for $1500 a month I 
asked if I could borrow two bucks he peeled off five ones I got another beer 
Men are great they’re great to be around I thought but I wouldn’t want to marry one I played ball with Wakely the guy who called me white boy the day I felt eminently impotent I guarded him I stopped him I beat him I watched him on the sideline energetically coaching another white boy Big Max who is fat and twenty where’s your man Max where’s your man get on him box him out Max where’s your man don’t let him shoot box him 

out oh Max don’t do that get him get him and then he turned to someone next to him 
and muttered hell now watch him blow it 
Wakely has his problems I have mine Wakely he thought I was ineffectual but 
he was wrong I know where he gets the idea I have the same idea and in my mind homosexuality is linked with male potency the stereotypes about limp wrists and weakness come up for me when I feel impotent unsure of myself as a man there’s disgust and distrust toward gays I feel it part of it is my own sexual confusion and part of it is my training sitting at the knee of my father’s fear and resentment the internalized fear and resentment of male affection and male vulnerabilities 
Most men trust other men who seem to be strong and straight so do most women that’s the way it is knowing how to live in the world isn’t necessarily a bad thing but it may not be necessarily a good thing when it’s blind and ruthless but it is the way things work among straight men San Francisco has 70,000 highly visible gays so visible it seems as if San Francisco is a gay city sometimes I wish they weren’t so visible but there’s a better way and that’s to live my life the way I want to live it 
and leave the rest alone
Let Me Burn

I went to bed with Carol Ann all the while I was infatuated with her roommate Lynn a psych student from Wisconsin who reminded me of Julie and Anne we joked about the total eclipse of the moon I lit cigarettes and held them up to the moon saying I am not afraid at the moment of total eclipse people began howling 
like dogs Carol Ann and I talked about theatre and we touched each other like 
old friends the last time I saw her was at the flea market in Oakland with Jack Rachel and Betty she was with her mother who advised her to never get married and said her best friend was gay 
The Warriors beat the Bullets in four straight for the Basketball Championship 
of the World I went to Golden Gate Park and watched old people listen to the overture to The Marriage of Figaro by Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart whose father 
gave up his career as a conductor to conduct Wolfgang’s career not me Jack you’re 
on your own which is the true motto of our beloved homeland The United States 
of America where in God we trust but you’re on your own 
As I make things in the home i.e. books I wonder if I want a woman who 
makes things in the home like kids I wonder I imagine proposing a marriage of convenience to Julie but Andy Byron a poet of course said he thought I could 
do better but I think Julie can do better but I think finally I have to do better 
for myself my mother said acting sadly the reason for our divorce was that Julie wouldn’t be a wife good for her I thought and I wouldn’t be a husband either I’m making myself serious on a day when the best parts of the free life are in the air 
Julie suggested that the relationship between Peter and Sharane works because 
they don’t hear bells when they kiss they have an open-eyed set of expectations 
my love-line looks like railroad tracks the kind you find piled up in a box of toys 
a Gordian knot so it’s all the women or a practical arrangement is it a marriage 
of convenience and mutual respect or a three-ring circus too much thinking on 
a morning after on a sunny day after last night when someone said I couldn’t 
be a poet because I was so irreverent at the eclipse of the moon 
I said I wasn’t a moon poet I said I was a sun poet another Icarus you can’t fly 
too close to the moon they fly to the moon already and the next step is a string 
of Holiday Inns around the Sea of Tranquility no one will ever take one small step on
 the sun I say to myself if I die by fire let the fire burn the smoke will blackface the walls 
the flames will redden the sky the ashes will throw themselves into the wind if I die by fire
let the fire burn let me burn if I die by fire
It Aint Nothin’ It Aint Nothin’

In Churchill’s with Peter there was an old woman at the bar with veins 
like noodles dried to her calves she wore a stained cocktail dress and support 
hose a corsage next to her right ear she crossed her legs and opened her thighs 
exposing the memory of several bad jokes she had a cast on her left forearm 
with gauze trailing from it like bleached moss 
She carried a brown gym bag she wore ballet slippers she had a pair of glasses with rhinestone frames propped on top of her hairdo a real hair imitation of a bad wig she came over and sat with her back to my back at an adjoining table she leaned close to my face and in an accent which could have been from any one of several Balkan countries gypsy or fallen princess she asked for a cigarette 
I gave her a Marlboro I lit it for her and turned away Peter I said when I was in college Arnold Toynbee the great historian was there I saw him outside the bookstore trying to negotiate the steps with his wife to me they were just another old couple it didn’t occur to me to go up to him and try to say anything to him Christ it was Arnold Toynbee and Peter said well here’s your golden opportunity I let it slide later the gypsy princess asked for another cigarette I gave you one already I said giving her another she mumbled something and said dramatically 
I would fight for you I would fight for you 
One night I was walking on Market Street at 12:30AM and around me came two cars full of cops they crossed the sidewalk carrying their guns like shopping bags 
full of dynamite up to the corner and they rapped on the glass a man came out of the porno magazine stand a few doors down the block, shouting ah it aint nothin’
it aint nothin’ 
I ran into Curt and Tom in Vesuvio and had a cup of coffee a coke and a bag 
of potato chips before I could order I reached to tap the waitress on the arm but she moved and I missed so I followed the miss with my body and I sprawled out 
of my chair onto the floor Tom looked up pointed down and said bartender I’ll have whatever he’s having as a boy in Oklahoma my father leap-frogged over a fire hydrant one day and couldn’t get his hands out in time I illustrated the story by dropping my face to the tabletop another time he was out riding his motorcycle there was 
a new girl in town she was out in her backyard and he wanted to get a look at her he was checking her out cruising slowly by when he ran into the back of a parked car Tom wanted to know if he turned it to any advantage I didn’t know shit I do know he turned it into a great story 

The story I’m dying to write down for days now is about Magnolia Thunderpussy 
a giant of a woman attractive intelligent friendly and not a bad poet we eyeballed each other at a party at Beausoleil’s, back when he was married to Laura and I left the party with Magnolia and went home with her the wild night of my imagination went starkly real as we climbed into bed lifting her breast was like lifting the edge 
of a waterbed mattress there was no transcendent flesh in the bloated human body 
I ran to the refrigerator I scouted the living room to see what the other couple was doing making out on the couch I must have looked like a scared rabbit as I peered around the corner back in bed I got the idea to pull her over on me taking on the odd feeling of weight like the leaden X-ray blanket of a dentist she wouldn’t get on top of me and when I finally entered her I glanced at her eyes I saw a look of terror 
Telling the story now sitting in the Owl and Monkey is unlike the reality ever so slightly exotic and erotic I look across at a girl sitting at the sunny window table 
I see her chest heaving rhythmically her thighs held together with her left hand squeezed between them she’s writing something and her tongue is pushing on 
her lower lip girls and women wander in and out in T-shirts and little blouses 
it’s a warm sunny day the barely overheard conversations seem entirely 
pleasant and lighthearted 
I talked to Julie and I remembered telling Peter last night how I periodically 
want to get back with her I’d want to make certain demands of her and I can’t until I have 
the strength to do it he says Julie is a strong-willed woman who asks a lot of a strong man it’s another fantasy I remember an off-hand remark from her last year about getting back together in five years it could make a great story it might be a great ending for this story but this book is probably without any convenient ending 
I can put an ending to it but it’s no more an ending than adding a cinematic 
sunset fade out door closing it’s unlikely I will end this book either rich or famous ecstatic or dead in the hall of fame or the gutter absolute in no degree neither wise nor a blind fool Peter said fate reaches out and puts you through these situations smashing 
you in the forehead time after time saying wise up you dumbshit get it right this time I told him about sitting in Churchill’s last year with my cousin Karen watching a pretty girl prance around Karen said it’s no good she leads with her belly she’s got no respect for her own body she’s a prick tease and I said but I like having my prick teased he said there was a girl at work who reminded her of his ex-wife this girl is a notorious no follow through prick tease and he still stumbles over his chin looking at her when she passes so you go backward and forward and you look both ways when you cross the street and when you think it’s enough you stop when you start you expect some kind of sense I need to get a sense of something being finished when I get that feeling I will stop
An Ending

Sometimes you can’t know what your body is telling you but you have to trust it’s not fucking
you over Keil said I moved into a small room at Keil Stein’s to hole up it’s a 
small spare white-walled room on the other side of the park from Betty’s there’s 
a desk a single bed a dresser and green plants the window has a roll-up bamboo-strip curtain the floor is bare wood there’s no tv radio or stereo it feels clean 
Keil came back to town after living in a cabin in Utah with Kate during the time 
I was working on this book I imagined renting his spare room even as I realized I had a final chapter to write I began this book before I moved in with Betty I end it after moving out in other words I began as I left Paul’s place and I end it as I enter Keil’s place I told him about my search for a woman of security and he said my transiency suggests I’m not looking for that at all I have no base of security no nest that calls for a bird of similar feathers all these casual relationships simply reinforce the feeling of transiency I don’t want or trust any woman until I’m done changing 
What I say I want is a woman compatible with the Steve who isn’t here yet 
Paul was reluctant to accept the changing Betty was indifferent to it and Keil encourages it as I end this chapter I have the feeling this book is at an end but in fact I’m at an impasse that anticipates an end like a rock blocking a tunnel through which I’m crawling roll back the rock smell the pinecones blink in the sunlight step into the open air and breathe in the cool mountain air I quit smoking as soon as I did it it was done the goose is out of the bottle I take a deep breath the air tastes good and the idea of a cigarette seems absurd I know I’m breathing it’s good 
Halfway through a reading of Anne Valley Fox’s at Malvina’s in North Beach 
an obsessive rock lifted off my head driving to the reading I told Keil that I still loved Anne that when she reads her poems I feel embarrassed because I know what she’s doing as she reads I feel as if I am she then the spell was broken I watched her with Curt in her new short haircut wearing a red Mexican shirt reading poems that made no reference to me I saw a good poet reading her poems I had no magical insight no penetrating identification I sat upstairs in Malvina’s and I stopped breathing smoke the night air was cool in the warm room I felt good 
I went up to Steve Schutzman I said I wanted to have a beer with him he said ok 
I said I wanted to talk he nodded cautiously Dave Heisenberg asked me if I had 
the problem worked out vis-à-vis my gay tryouts at Steve’s party yes I have I said 
all I want to do now is go beat up some queers and he knew I was seriously not serious 
I praised Anne for a good reading she said my drawing was on her wall where she can look at it good I said that’s good Keil and I split and later we sat in his kitchen and talked he told me what he saw what he heard what he liked what he didn’t trust in me he put two and two together you’ve had a lot of relationships with women and at some point they fail I suspect that’s really what you want it felt good to hear him say that it felt true at the time now I’m compelled to get on stage to write to be productive despite all this life continues to visit upon me I am what I am and any more than that I don’t know
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