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Author’s Preface, Reader’s Manual

Arrangement of Text

Herein author has assembled all his poetry books published to date rearranged in
straight chronological order to compose an autobiography. Collected Poems includes
seven volumes published in City Lights Pocket Poets series: Howl, Kaddish, Reality
Sandwiches, Planet News, The Fall of America, Mind Breaths, and Plutonian Ode, backbone
of three decades’ writing.

Books circulated less widely by delicate small presses (excepting song experiments in
First Blues) fill gaps in the sequence. Youthful poetries were printed in Empty Mirror and
The Gates of Wrath. Three odd books, Angkor Wat, Iron Horse and Airplane Dreams,
interleaf poems of the 1960s. Poems All Over the Place flash on spots of time from
President Kennedy’s assassination day, through 1972 Presidentiad, to author’s
meditation practice in his fiftieth year.

Among half-dozen poems taken from prose journal and letter books, one singular
rhapsody, “The Names,” falls into place, with motifs from “Howl” particularized in
1958.

“Many Loves” manuscript, detailing first erotic encounter with a lifelong friend, not
printed till now for reasons of prudence and modesty, completes a sequence of writing
that included “Sunflower Sutra” and “America,” Berkeley 1956.

Advantages of Chronological Order

The Gates of Wrath’s imperfect literary rhymes are interspersed with Empty Mirrors
raw-sketch practice poems. Disparate simultaneous early styles juxtaposed aid
recognition of a grounded mode of writing encouraged by Dr. Williams, “No ideas but in
things.”

“A Strange New Cottage in Berkeley” precedes “A Supermarket in California” because
it was composed on top of the same page, originally one poem in two parts, here
rejoined.

Travel poems Calcutta-Saigon-Angkor Wat-Japan, 1963, mixed through three separate
books, now cohere in sequence.

Cross-country Auto Poesy chronicle starts 1965 at Northwest border (The Fall of
America), continues through Wichita vortex East (Planet News), recrosses U.S.A. Oakland
to New York (Iron Horse) and tarries 1966 East, returns via Chicago North of vortex
1967, and comes back through Northwest passage 1969 (The Fall of America).



Reader exploring Collected Poems mass of writing will find Contents divided into ten
sections, roughly indicating time, geography, and motif or “season” of experience.

Reader may further observe poetic energy as cyclic, the continuum a panorama of
valleys and plateaus with peaks of inspiration every few years. This chain of strong-
breath’d poems links “The Song of the Shrouded Stranger of the Night,” 1949, with “The
Green Automobile,” 1953, “Siesta in Xbalba,” 1954, “Howl,” “Sunflower Sutra” and
“Many Loves,” 1955-1956, “The Names,” 1958, “Kaddish,” 1959, “TV Baby,” 1960, “The
Change,” 1963, “Kral Majales,” 1965, “Wichita Vortex Sutra,” 1966, “Wales Visitation,”
1967, “On Neal’s Ashes,” 1968, “September on Jessore Road,” 1971, “Mind Breaths,”
1973, “Father Death Blues,” 1976, “Contest of Bards,” 1977, “Plutonian Ode,” 1978,
“Birdbrain!” and “Capitol Air,” 1980.*

Texture of Texts

“First thought, best thought.” Spontaneous insight—the sequence of thought-forms
passing naturally through ordinary mind—was always motif and method of these
compositions.

Syntax punctuation Capitalization remain idiosyncratic, retaining the variable
measure of nervous systematics. In many poems, semi-irregular indentation of verse
conforms to divisions of original notation or spacings of first thought-speech mindfully
recollected. “Mind is shapely, Art is shapely.”

Nevertheless some touches are added here and there, adjustments made after years of
reading works aloud, changes few and far between. Defective passages or words are
excised from several poems, including “Sunflower Sutra” and “Wales Visitation.” Author
has altered a dozen or more phrases that consistently annoyed him over years,
eliminated half-dozen foggy adjectives or added a half-dozen factual epithets to clear up
the sense of dated verses, notably in “America.”

Typographical errors, misalignment of verse on pages of previous printings, and
unintended grammatic quirks are corrected. Apparent solecisms were judged, approved
or cast out.

Assembled Appendixes

“Notes” transmit cultural archetypes to electronic laser TV generations that don’t read
Dostoyevsky Buddha bibles. Karma wants understanding, Moloch needs noting. Mini-
essays hint further reading for innocent-eyed youths. Author took opportunity to verify
ephemera in his poetry, interpret recurrent reference images for peers and elders.

Dante, Milton, Blake and Smart footnotes were made by scholars. Mary
Wollstonecraft Shelley wrote extensive commentaries for Percy Shelley’s posthumous
collections. Wordsworth and Eliot favored readers by composing their own notes; their
practice had precedents.



The back of this book preserves old title-page “Epigraphs” and “Dedications,” artifacts
of original pamphlets which played their part in the drama of breakthrough from closed
form to open form in American poetry. A small-press culture revolution helped change
hyper-industrialized public consciousness from provincial wartime nationalist-history-
bound egoic myopia to panoramic awareness of planet news, eternal view of both
formal charm and empty nature of local identity. “Acknowledgments” alphabetize an
extravagant list of publications that first printed these poems throughout three decades
of explosive humor during which legal censorship broke down. Present gratitudes find
place here. Artisans who collaborated on this volume are specified. William Carlos
Williams’s “Introductions” to two early books are retained, as well as “Author’s Writ,”
jacket-blurb prose-poetries once composed as précis for each book.

“Index of Proper Names” is designed to make this large volume “user friendly.”
Collected Poems may be read as a lifelong poem including history, wherein things are
symbols of themselves. Cross-reference between texts and notes can serve as rough
concordance to the book’s mythic actualities, from Cassady to CIA to Sakyamuni. “Index
of Proper Names” and “Index of Titles, First Lines, and Original Book Sources” complete
the work.

ALLEN GINSBERG

New York City
June 26, 1984

* “White Shroud,” 1983, dream epilogue to “Kaddish” and title poem of book subsequent to Collected Poems, is late

work of true inspiration in this sequence.



I

EMPTY MIRROR:
GATES OF WRATH
(1947-1952)



In Society

I walked into the cocktail party

room and found three or four queers
talking together in queertalk.

I tried to be friendly but heard

myself talking to one in hiptalk.

“I’'m glad to see you,” he said, and
looked away. “Hmn,” I mused. The room
was small and had a double-decker

bed in it, and cooking apparatus:
icebox, cabinet, toasters, stove;

the hosts seemed to live with room
enough only for cooking and sleeping.
My remark on this score was understood
but not appreciated. I was

offered refreshments, which I accepted.
I ate a sandwich of pure meat; an
enormous sandwich of human flesh,

I noticed, while I was chewing on it,

it also included a dirty asshole.

More company came, including a
fluffy female who looked like

a princess. She glared at me and
said immediately: “I don’t like you,”
turned her head away, and refused
to be introduced. I said, “What!”

in outrage. “Why you shit-faced fool!”
This got everybody’s attention.
“Why you narcissistic bitch! How
can you decide when you don’t even
know me,” I continued in a violent
and messianic voice, inspired at
last, dominating the whole room

Dream New York-Denver, Spring 1947



The Bricklayer’s Lunch Hour

Two bricklayers are setting the walls
of a cellar in a new dug out patch

of dirt behind an old house of wood
with brown gables grown over with ivy
on a shady street in Denver. It is noon

and one of them wanders off. The young

subordinate bricklayer sits idly for

a few minutes after eating a sandwich
and throwing away the paper bag. He
has on dungarees and is bare above
the waist; he has yellow hair and wears
a smudged but still bright red cap

on his head. He sits idly on top

of the wall on a ladder that is leaned
up between his spread thighs, his head
bent down, gazing uninterestedly at
the paper bag on the grass. He draws
his hand across his breast, and then
slowly rubs his knuckles across the
side of his chin, and rocks to and fro
on the wall. A small cat walks to him
along the top of the wall. He picks

it up, takes off his cap, and puts it
over the kitten’s body for a moment.
Meanwhile it is darkening as if to rain
and the wind on top of the trees in the
street comes through almost harshly.

Denver, Summer 1947



Two Sonnets

After Reading Kerouac’s Manuscript
The Town and the City

I

I dwelled in Hell on earth to write this rhyme,

I live in stillness now, in living flame;

I witness Heaven in unholy time,

I room in the renowned city, am
Unknown. The fame I dwell in is not mine,
I would not have it. Angels in the air
Serenade my senses in delight.

Intelligence of poets, saints and fair
Characters converse with me all night.

But all the streets are burning everywhere.

The city is burning these multitudes that climb

Her buildings. Their inferno is the same
I scaled as a stupendous blazing stair.
They vanish as I look into the light.

II

Woe unto thee, Manhattan, woe to thee,
Woe unto all the cities of the world.
Repent, Chicagos, O repent; ah, me!

Los Angeles, now thou art gone so wild,

I think thou art still mighty, yet shall be,

As the earth shook, and San Francisco fell,
An angel in an agony of flame.

City of horrors, New York so much like Hell,
How soon thou shalt be city-without-name,
A tomb of souls, and a poor broken knell.
Fire and fire on London, Moscow shall die,
And Paris her livid atomies be rolled
Together into the Woe of the blazing bell—
All cities then shall toll for their great fame.

New York, Spring 1948



On Reading William Blake’s “The Sick Rose”

Rose of spirit, rose of light,
Flower whereof all will tell,

Is this black vision of my sight
The fashion of a prideful spell,
Mystic charm or magic bright,

O Judgement of fire and of fright?

What everlasting force confounded
In its being, like some human
Spirit shrunken in a bounded
Immortality, what Blossom
Gathers us inward, astounded?

Is this the sickness that is Doom?

East Harlem, June-July 1948



The Eye Altering Alters All

Many seek and never see,
anyone can tell them why.

O they weep and O they cry
and never take until they try
unless they try it in their sleep
and never some until they die.
I ask many, they ask me.

This is a great mystery.

East Harlem, June-July 1948



A Very Dove

A very Dove will have her love
ere the Dove has died;

the spirit, vanity approve,
will even love in pride;

and cannot love, and yet can hate,
spirit to fulfill;

the spirit cannot watch and wait,
the Hawk must have his kill.

There is a Gull that rolls alone
over billows loud;

the Nightingale at night will moan
under her soft shroud.

East Harlem, July 1948



Vision 1948

Dread spirit in me that I ever try
With written words to move,

Hear thou my plea, at last reply
To my impotent pen:

Should I endure, and never prove
Yourself and me in love,

Tell me, spirit, tell me, O what then?

And if not love, why, then, another passion
For me to pass in image:
Shadow, shadow, and blind vision.
Dumb roar of the white trance,
Ecstatic shadow out of rage,
Power out of passage.
Dance, dance, spirit, spirit, dance!

Is it my fancy that the world is still,
So gentle in her dream?
Outside, great Harlems of the will
Move under black sleep:
Yet in spiritual scream,
The saxophones the same
As me in madness call thee from the deep.

I shudder with intelligence and I
Wake in the deep light

And hear a vast machinery
Descending without sound,

Intolerable to me, too bright,
And shaken in the sight

The eye goes blind before the world goes round.

East Harlem, July 1948



Do We Understand Each Other?

My love has come to ride me home
To our room and bed.

I had walked the wide sea path,
For my love would roam

In absence long and glad

All through our land of wrath.

We wandered wondrously

I, still mild, true and sad,

But merry, mad and free

My love was. Look! yet come love hath.

Is this not great gentility?

I only remembered the ocean’s roll,
And islands that I passed,

And, in a vision of death and dread,
A city where my soul

Visited its vast

Passage of the dead.

My love’s eternity

I never entered, when, at last

“I blush with love for thee,”

My love, renewed in anger, said.

Is this not great gentility?

Over the road in an automobile
Rode I and my gentle love.

The traffic on our way was wild;
My love was at the wheel,

And in and out we drove.

My own eyes were mild.

How my love merrily

Dared the other cars to rove:
“But if they stop for me,

Why, then, I stop for them, my child.”
Is this not great gentility?

East Harlem, July 1948



The Voice of Rock

I cannot sleep, I cannot sleep

until a victim is resigned;

a shadow holds me in his keep

and seeks the bones that he must find;
and hoveled in a shroudy heap

dead eyes see, and dead eyes weep,
dead men from the coffin creep,
nightmare of murder in the mind.

Murder has the ghost of shame

that lies abed with me in dirt

and mouths the matter of my fame.
With voice of rock, and rock engirt,
a shadow cries out in my name;

he struggles for my writhing frame;
my death and his were not the same,
what wounds have I that he is hurt?

This is such murder that my own
incorporeal blood is shed,

but shadow changes into bone,

and thoughts are doubled in my head;
for what he knows and I have known
is, like a crystal lost in stone,

hidden in skin and buried down,
blind as the vision of the dead.

Paterson, August 1948



Refrain

The air is dark, the night is sad,

I lie sleepless and I groan.

Nobody cares when a man goes mad:
He is sorry, God is glad.

Shadow changes into bone.

Every shadow has a name;
When I think of mine I moan,
I hear rumors of such fame.
Not for pride, but only shame,
Shadow changes into bone.

When I blush I weep for joy,

And laughter drops from me like stone:

The aging laughter of the boy
To see the ageless dead so coy.
Shadow changes into bone.

Paterson, August 1948



A Western Ballad
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A Western Ballad

When I died, love, when I died
my heart was broken in your care;
I never suffered love so fair

as now I suffer and abide

when I died, love, when I died.

When I died, love, when I died

I wearied in an endless maze

that men have walked for centuries,
as endless as the gate was wide
when I died, love, when I died.

When I died, love, when I died
there was a war in the upper air:
all that happens, happens there;
there was an angel at my side
when I died, love, when I died.

Paterson, August 1948



The Trembling of the Veil

Today out of the window
the trees seemed like live
organisms on the moon.

Each bough extended upward
covered at the north end
with leaves, like a green

hairy protuberance. I saw
the scarlet-and-pink shoot-tips
of budding leaves wave

delicately in the sunlight,

blown by the breeze,

all the arms of the trees

bending and straining downward

at once when the wind
pushed them.

Paterson, August 1948



A Meaningless Institution

I was given my bedding, and a bunk
in an enormous ward,

surrounded by hundreds of weeping,
decaying men and women.

I sat on my bunk, three tiers up
next to the ceiling,

looking down the gray aisles.
Old, crippled, dumb people were

bent over sewing. A heavy girl
in a dirty dress

stared at me. I waited

for an official guide to come

and give me instructions.
After awhile, I wandered
off down empty corridors
in search of a toilet.

Dream, Paterson, Fall 1948



A Mad Gleam

Go back to Egypt and the Greeks,
Where the Wizard understood

The spectre haunted where man seeks
And spoke to ghosts that stood in blood.

Go back, go back to the old legend;

The soul remembers, and is true:

What has been most and least imagined,
No other, there is nothing new.

The giant Phantom is ascending
Toward its coronation, gowned
With music unheard, but unending:
Follow the flower to the ground.

New York, January 1949



Complaint of the Skeleton to Time

Take my love, it is not true,
So let it tempt no body new;
Take my lady, she will sigh
For my bed where’er I lie;
Take them, said the skeleton,
But leave my bones alone.

Take my raiment, now grown cold,
To give to some poor poet old;
Take the skin that hoods this truth
If his age would wear my youth;
Take them, said the skeleton,

But leave my bones alone.

Take the thoughts that like the wind
Blow my body out of mind;

Take this heart to go with that

And pass it on from rat to rat;

Take them, said the skeleton,

But leave my bones alone.

Take the art which I bemoan

In a poem’s crazy tone;

Grind me down, though I may groan,
To the starkest stick and stone;

Take them, said the skeleton,

But leave my bones alone.

Early 1949



Psalm I

These psalms are the workings of the vision haunted mind and not that reason which
never changes.

I am flesh and blood, but my mind is the focus of much lightning.

I change with the weather, with the state of my finances, with the work I do, with my
company.

But truly none of these is accountable for the majestic flaws of mind which have left my
brain open to hallucination.

All work has been an imitation of the literary cackle in my head.

This gossip is an eccentric document to be lost in a library and rediscovered when the
Dove descends.

New York, February 1949



An Eastern Ballad

I speak of love that comes to mind:
The moon is faithful, although blind;

She moves in thought she cannot speak.

Perfect care has made her bleak.

I never dreamed the sea so deep,
The earth so dark; so long my sleep,
I have become another child.

I wake to see the world go wild.

1945-1949



Sweet Levinsky

Sweet Levinsky in the night
Sweet Levinsky in the light

do you giggle out of spite,

or are you laughing in delight
sweet Levinsky, sweet Levinsky?

Sweet Levinsky, do you tremble
when the cock crows, and dissemble
as you amble to the gambol?

Why so humble when you stumble
sweet Levinsky, sweet Levinsky?

Sweet Levinsky, why so tearful,
sweet Levinsky don’t be fearful,
sweet Levinsky here’s your earful
of the angels chirping cheerfully
Levinsky, sweet Levinsky,

sweet Levinsky, sweet Levinsky.

New York, Spring 1949



Psalm II

Ah, still Lord, ah, sweet Divinity

Incarnate in our grave and holy substance,
Circumscribed in this hexed endless world

Of Time, that turns a triple face, from Hell,
Imprisoned joy’s incognizable thought,

To mounted earth, that shudders to conceive,
Toward angels, borne unseen out of this world,
Translate the speechless stanzas of the rose
Into my poem, and I vow to copy

Every petal on a page; perfume

My mind, ungardened, and in weedy earth;
Let these dark leaves be lit with images

That strike like lightning from eternal mind,
Truths that are not visible in any light

That changes and is Time, like flesh or theory,
Corruptible like any clock of meat

That sickens and runs down to die

With all those structures and machinery

Whose bones and bridges break and wash to sea
And are dissolved into green salt and coral.

A Bird of Paradise, the Nightingale

I cried for not so long ago, the poet’s
Phoenix, and the erotic Swan

Which descended and transfigured Time,
And all but destroyed it, in the Dove

I speak of now are here, I saw it here,

The Miracle, which no man knows entire,
Nor I myself. But shadow is my prophet,

I cast a shadow that surpasses me,

And I write, shadow changes into bone,

To say that still Word, the prophetic image
Beyond our present strength of flesh to bear,
Incarnate in the rain as in the sea,

Watches after us out of our eyes.

What a sweet dream! to be some incorruptible
Divinity, corporeal without a name,
Suffering metamorphosis of flesh.



Holy are the Visions of the soul

The visible mind seeks out for marriage,

As if the sleeping heart, agaze, in darkness,
Would dream her passions out as in the Heavens.
In flesh and flesh, imperfect spirits join

Vision upon vision, image upon image,

All physical and perishing, till spirit

Driven mad by Time, a ghost still haunted

By his mortal house, goes from the tomb

And drops his body back into the dirt.

I fear it till my soul remembers Heaven.

My name is Angel and my eyes are Fire!

O wonder, and more than wonder, in the world!
Now I have built my Love a sepulchre

Of whitened thoughts, and sat a year in ash,
Grieving for the lost entempled dead,

And Him who appeared to these dead eyes,

And Him my wakened beating mind remembered,
And Love that moved in substance clear as bone,
With beautiful music, at the fatal moment,

And clock stopped by its own, or hidden, hand.
These are the hollow echoes of His word.

Ah, but to have seen the Dove of still

Divinity come down in silken light of summer sun
In ignorance of the body and bone’s madness.
Light falls and I fail! My youth is ending,

All my youth, and Death and Beauty cry

Like horns and motors from a ship afar,

Half heard, an echo in the sea beneath,

And Death and Beauty beckon in the dawn,

A presage of the world of whitening shadows

As another pale memorial.

Ah! but to have seen the Dove, and then go blind.

I will grow old a grey and groaning man,

Hour after hour, with each hour a thought,

And with each thought the same denial. Am I to spend
My life in praise of the idea of God?

Time leaves no hope, and leaves us none of love;

We creep and wait, we wait and go alone.



When will the heart be weary of its own
Indignity? Or Time endured destroy

The last such thoughts as these, the thoughts of Dove?

Must ravenous reason not be self-consumed?
Our souls are purified of Time by Time,
And ignorance consumes itself like flesh.

Bigger and bigger gates, Thou givest, Lord,

And vaster deaths, and deaths not by my hand,

Till, in each season, as the garden dies,

I die with each, until I die no more

Time’s many deaths, and pass toward the last gates,
Till come, pure light, at last to pass through pearl.
Take me to thy mansion, for I house

In clay, in a sad dolor out of joy.

Behold thy myth incarnate in my flesh
Now made incarnate in Thy Psalm, O Lord.

New York, March 1949



Fie My Fum

Pull my daisy,
Tip my cup,

Cut my thoughts
For coconuts,

Bone my shadow,
Dove my soul,
Set a halo

On my skull,

Ark my darkness,
Rack my lacks,
Bleak my lurking,
Lark my looks,

Start my Arden,
Gate my shades,
Silk my garden,
Rose my days,

Whore my door,
Stone my dream,
Milk my mind

And make me cream,

Say my oops,
Ope my shell,
Roll my bones,
Ring my bell,

Pope my parts,
Pop my pot,
Poke my pap,
Pit my plum.

New York, Spring 1949



Pull My Daisy

Pull my daisy

tip my cup

all my doors are open
Cut my thoughts

for coconuts

all my eggs are broken
Jack my Arden

gate my shades

woe my road is spoken
Silk my garden

rose my days

now my prayers awaken

Bone my shadow

dove my dream

start my halo bleeding
Milk my mind &

make me cream

drink me when you’re ready
Hop my heart on

harp my height
seraphs hold me steady
Hip my angel

hype my light

lay it on the needy

Heal the raindrop
sow the eye

bust my dust again
Woe the worm

work the wise

dig my spade the same
Stop the hoax

what’s the hex
where’s the wake
how’s the hicks

take my golden beam

Rob my locker



lick my rocks

leap my cock in school
Rack my lacks

lark my looks

jump right up my hole
Whore my door

beat my boor

eat my snake of fool
Craze my hair

bare my poor

asshole shorn of wool

Say my oops

ope my shell

bite my naked nut
Roll my bones
ring my bell

call my worm to sup
Pope my parts
pop my pot

raise my daisy up
Poke my pap

pit my plum

let my gap be shut

Allen Ginsberg, Jack Kerouac & Neal Cassady
New York, Spring-Fall 1949



The Shrouded Stranger

Bare skin is my wrinkled sack

When hot Apollo humps my back

When Jack Frost grabs me in these rags
I wrap my legs with burlap bags

My flesh is cinder my face is snow

I walk the railroad to and fro

When city streets are black and dead
The railroad embankment is my bed

I sup my soup from old tin cans

And take my sweets from little hands
In Tiger Alley near the jail

I steal away from the garbage pail

In darkest night where none can see
Down in the bowels of the factory

I sneak barefoot upon stone

Come and hear the old man groan

I hide and wait like a naked child
Under the bridge my heart goes wild
I scream at a fire on the river bank

I give my body to an old gas tank

I dream that I have burning hair
Boiled arms that claw the air
The torso of an iron king

And on my back a broken wing

Who'll go out whoring into the night

On the eyeless road in the skinny moonlight
Maid or dowd or athlete proud

May wanton with me in the shroud

Who’ll come lie down in the dark with me



Belly to belly and knee to knee
Who'll look into my hooded eye
Who'll lie down under my darkened thigh?

New York, 1949-1951



Stanzas: Written at Night in Radio City

If money made the mind more sane,
Or money mellowed in the bowel
The hunger beyond hunger’s pain,
Or money choked the mortal growl
And made the groaner grin again,
Or did the laughing lamb embolden
To loll where has the lion lain,

I’d go make money and be golden.

Nor sex will salve the sickened soul,
Which has its holy goal an hour,
Holds to heart the golden pole,

But cannot save the silver shower,
Nor heal the sorry parts to whole.
Love is creeping under cover,
Where it hides its sleepy dole,

Else I were like any lover.

Many souls get lost at sea,
Others slave upon a stone:
Engines are not eyes to me,
Inside buildings I see bone.
Some from city to city flee,
Famous labors make them lie;
I cheat on that machinery,
Down in Arden I will die.

Art is short, nor style is sure:

Though words our virgin thoughts betray,
Time ravishes that thought most pure,
Which those who know, know anyway;
For if our daughter should endure,

When once we can no more complain,
Men take our beauty for a whore,

And like a whore, to entertain.

The city’s hipper slickers shine,
Up in the attic with the bats;



The higher Chinamen, supine,
Wear a dragon in their hats:
He who seeks a secret sign

In a daze or sicker doze
Blows the flower superfine;
Not a poppy is a rose.

If fame were not a fickle charm,
There were far more famous men:
May boys amaze the world to arm,
Yet their charms are changed again,
And fearful heroes turn to harm,;
But the shambles is a sham.

A few angels on a farm

Fare more fancy with their lamb.

No more of this too pretty talk,
Dead glimpses of apocalypse:

The child pissing off the rock,

Or woman withered in the lips,
Contemplate the unseen Cock
That crows all beasts to ecstasy;
And so the Saints beyond the clock
Cry to men their dead eyes see.

Come, incomparable crown,

Love my love is lost to claim,

O hollow fame that makes me groan;

We are a king without a name:

Regain thine angel’s lost renown,

As, in the mind’s forgotten meadow,
Where brightest shades sleep under stone,
Man runs after his own shadow.

New York, March 1949



After All, What Else Is There to Say?

When I sit before a paper
writing my mind turns
in a kind of feminine
madness of chatter;
but to think to see, outside,
in a tenement the walls
of the universe itself
I wait: wait till the sky
appears as it is,
wait for a moment when
the poem itself
is my way of speaking out, not
declaiming of celebrating, yet,
but telling the truth.

New York, Early 1949



Sometime Jailhouse Blues

Sometime I'll lay down my wrath,

As I lay my body down

Between the ache of breath and breath,
Golden slumber in the bone.

Thought’s a stone, though sweet or sorry,
Run-down from an uphill climb:

Money, money, work and worry,

And all the aimless toil of Time.

Sometime I look up in light

And see the weary sun go West;
Sometime I see the moon at night
Go hidden in her cloudy rest.

Sometime tears of death will blind
All that was worldly, wise or fair,
And visioned by the death of mind
My ghost will wander in the air,

And gaze upon a ghostly face,

Not knowing what was fair or lost,
Remembering not what flesh lay waste,
Or made him kind as ghost to ghost.

Brooklyn, April 24, 1949



Please Open the Window and Let Me In

Who is the shroudy stranger of the night,

Whose brow is mouldering green, whose reddened eye
Hides near the window trellis in dim light,

And gapes at old men, and makes children cry?

Who is the laughing walker of the street,

The alley mummy, stinking of the bone,

To dance unfixed, though bound in shadow feet,
Behind the child that creeps on legs of stone?

Who is the hungry mocker of the maze,

And haggard gate-ghost, hanging by the door,
The double mummer in whose hooded gaze
World has beckoned unto world once more?

Paterson, May 1949



Tonite all is well... What a
terrible future. I am twenty-three,
year of the iron birthday,

gate of darkness. I am ill,

I have become physically and

spiritually impotent in my madness this month.

I suddenly realized that my head
is severed from my body;

I realized it a few nights ago

by myself,

lying sleepless on the couch.

Paterson, Summer 1949



Fyodor

The death’s head of realism
and superhuman iron mask
that gapes out of The Possessed,
sometimes: Dostoievski.

My original version of D.
before I read him, as the dark
haunted-house man, wild, aged,
spectral Russian. I call him
Dusty now but he is

Dostoyevsky What premonitions
I had as a child.

Paterson, June 1949



Epigram on a Painting of Golgotha

On a bare tree in a hollow place,
A blinded form’s unhaloed face;
Sight, where Heaven is destroyed,
The hanging visage of the void.

New York, Summer 1949

“The road to a true philosophy of life seems to lie in humbly recording diverse readings
of its phenomena.”

—Thos. Hardy



I attempted to concentrate
the total sun’s rays in
each poem as through a glass,
but such magnification
did not set the page afire.
New York, Summer 1949



Metaphysics

This is the one and only
firmament; therefore

it is the absolute world.
There is no other world.
The circle is complete.

I am living in Eternity.

The ways of this world

are the ways of Heaven.

New York, Mid-1949



In Death, Cannot Reach What Is Most Near

We know all about death that
we will ever know because
we have all experienced

the state before birth.

Life seems a passage between
two doors to the darkness.
Both are the same and truly
eternal, and perhaps it may
be said that we meet in
darkness. The nature of time
is illuminated by this

meeting of eternal ends.

It is amazing to think that
thought and personality
of man is perpetuated in
time after his passage

to eternity. And one time
is all Time if you look

at it out of the grave.

New York, Mid-1949



This Is About Death

Art recalls the memory

of his true existence

to whoever has forgotten
that Being is the one thing
all the universe shouts.

Only return of thought to

its source will complete thought.

Only return of activity
to its source will complete
activity. Listen to that.

Mid-1949



Hymn

No hyacinthine imagination can express this clock of meat bleakly pining for its sweet
immaterial paradise which I have celebrated in one gone dithyramb after another and
have elevated to that highest place in the mind’s angelical empyrean which shall in
the course of hot centuries to come come to be known as the clock of light:

the very summa and dove of the unshrouding of finality’s joy whence cometh purely
pearly streams of reves and honey-thoughts and all like dreamy essences our hearts
therefrom so filled with such incomparable and crownly creaminess one never knew
whence it came,

whether from those foul regions of the soul the ancients named Malebolge or the Dank
or the icicle-like crystal roads of cloudless sky called Icecube or Avenue where the
angels late fourteen there convened hang on and raptly gaze on us singing down

in mewing voices liturgies of milk and sweet cream sighing no longer for the
strawberries of the world whence in pain and wit’s despair they had ascended stoops
of light up the celestial fire escape no more to sit suffering as we do one and all on
the thorn

nor more we shall when the final gate is opened and the Diamond Seraph armed with 3
forks of lightning 7 claps of thunder 11 bursts of laughter and a thousand tears rolling
down his silken cheeks bares his radiant breast and asks us in the Name of the Lord to
share that Love in Heaven which on Earth was so disinherited.

September 1949



Sunset

The whole blear world

of smoke and twisted steel
around my head in a railroad
car, and my mind wandering
past the rust into futurity:

I saw the sun go down

in a carnal and primeval
world, leaving darkness

to cover my railroad train
because the other side of the
world was waiting for dawn.

New York-Paterson, November 1949



Ode to the Setting Sun
The Jersey Marshes in rain, November evening, seen from Susquehanna Railroad

The wrathful East of smoke and iron
Crowded in a broken crown,;

The Archer of the Jersey mire
Naked in a rusty gown;

Railroad creeping toward the fire
Where the carnal sun goes down.

Apollo’s shining chariot’s shadow
Shudders in the mortal bourn;
Amber shores upon the meadow
Where Phaéthon falls forlorn
Fade in somber chiaroscuro,
Phantoms of the burning morn.

Westward to the world’s blind gaze,
In funeral of raining cloud,

The motionless cold Heavens blaze,
Born out of a dying crowd;
Daybreak in the end of days,
Bloody light beneath the shroud.

In vault dominion of the night

The hosts of prophecy convene,
Till, empire of the lark alight,
Their bodies waken as we dream,
And put our raiment on, and bright
Crown, still haloed though unseen.

Under the earth there is an eye
Open in a sightless cave,

And the skull in Eternity

Bares indifference to the grave:
Earth turns, and the day must die,
And the sea accepts the wave.

My bones are carried on the train



Westward where the sun has gone;
Night has darkened in the rain,

And the rainbow day is done;

Cities age upon the plain

And smoke rolls upward out of stone.

New York-Paterson, November 1949-1950



Paterson

What do I want in these rooms papered with visions of money?

How much can I make by cutting my hair? If I put new heels on my shoes, bathe my
body reeking of masturbation and sweat, layer upon layer of excrement

dried in employment bureaus, magazine hallways, statistical cubicles, factory stairways,
cloakrooms of the smiling gods of psychiatry;
if in antechambers I face the presumption of department store supervisory employees,

old clerks in their asylums of fat, the slobs and dumbbells of the ego with money and
power

to hire and fire and make and break and fart and justify their reality of wrath and
rumor of wrath to wrath-weary man,

what war I enter and for what a prize! the dead prick of commonplace obsession,
harridan vision of electricity at night and daylight misery of thumb-sucking rage.

I would rather go mad, gone down the dark road to Mexico, heroin dripping in my
veins,

eyes and ears full of marijuana,

eating the god Peyote on the floor of a mudhut on the border

or laying in a hotel room over the body of some suffering man or woman;
rather jar my body down the road, crying by a diner in the Western sun;
rather crawl on my naked belly over the tincans of Cincinnati;

rather drag a rotten railroad tie to a Golgotha in the Rockies;

rather, crowned with thorns in Galveston, nailed hand and foot in Los Angeles, raised
up to die in Denver,

pierced in the side in Chicago, perished and tombed in New Orleans and resurrected in
1958 somewhere on Garret Mountain,

come down roaring in a blaze of hot cars and garbage,
streetcorner Evangel in front of City Hall, surrounded by statues of agonized lions,
with a mouthful of shit, and the hair rising on my scalp,

screaming and dancing in praise of Eternity annihilating the sidewalk, annihilating
reality,

screaming and dancing against the orchestra in the destructible ballroom of the world,
blood streaming from my belly and shoulders
flooding the city with its hideous ecstasy, rolling over the pavements and highways

by the bayoux and forests and derricks leaving my flesh and my bones hanging on the
trees.



New York, November 1949



Bop Lyrics

When I think of death
I get a goofy feeling;
Then I catch my breath:
Zero is appealing,
Appearances are hazy.
Smart went crazy,
Smart went crazy.

A flower in my head
Has fallen through my eye;
Someday I'll be dead:
I love the Lord on high,
I wish He’d pull my daisy.
Smart went crazy,
Smart went crazy.

I asked the lady what’s a rose,
She kicked me out of bed.
I asked the man, and so it goes,
He hit me on the head.
Nobody knows,
Nobody knows,
At least nobody’s said.

The time I went to China

To lead the boy scout troops,
They sank my ocean liner,
And all I said was “Oops!”

All the doctors think I'm crazy;
The truth is really that I'm lazy:



I made visions to beguile ’em
Till they put me in th’asylum

I’'m a pot and God’s a potter,

And my head’s a piece of putty.

Ark my darkness,
Lark my looks,
I’'m so lucky to be nutty.

New York, March-December 1949



A Dream

I waked at midmost in the night,
Dim lamp shuddering in the bell,
House enwracked with natal light
That glowed as in a ghostly shell.

I rose and darked the hornlike flare,
And watched the shadows in the room
Crawl on walls and empty air
Through the window from the moon.

I stared in phantom-attic dark

At such radiant shapes of gloom,

I thought my fancy and mind’s lark
So cried for Death that He had come.

As sleepy-faced night walkers go,
Room to room, and down the stair,
Through the labyrinth to and fro,
So I paced sleepless in nightmare.

I walked out to the city tower,
Where, as in a stony cell,

Time lay prisoned, and twelfth hour
Complained upon the midnight bell.

I met a boy on the city street,

Fair was his hair, and fair his eyes,
Walking in his winding sheet,

As fair as was my own disguise.

He walked his way in a white shroud,
His cheek was whiter than his gown.
He looked at me, and spoke aloud,
And all his voice was but a groan:

“My love is dreaming of me now,



For I have dreamed him oft so well
That in my ghostly sleep I go
To find him by the midnight bell.

And so I walk and speak these lines
Which he will hear and understand.
If some poor wandering child of time
Finds me, let him take my hand,

And I will lead him to the stone,

And I will lead him through the grave,
But let him fear no light of bone,

And let him fear no dark of wave,

And we will walk the double door

That breaks upon the ageless night,
Where I have come, and must once more
Return, and so forsake the light.”

The darkness that is half disguised
In the Zodiac of my dream

Gazed on me in his bleak eyes,
And I became what now I seem.

Once my crown was silk and black;

I have dreamed, and I awake.

Now that time has wormed my cheek,
Horns and willows me bespeak.

Paterson, December 1949



Long Live the Spiderweb

Seven years’ words wasted
waiting on the spiderweb:
seven years’ thoughts
harkening the host,
seven years’ lost
sentience naming images,
narrowing down the name
to nothing,
seven years’:
fears
in a web of ancient measure;
the words dead
flies, a crop
of ghosts,
seven years’:
the spider is dead.

Paterson, Spring 1950



The Shrouded Stranger

1

The Shroudy Stranger’s reft of realms.
Abhorred he sits upon the city dump.
His broken heart’s a bag of shit.

The vast rainfall, an empty mirror.

2
A Dream

He climbed over the rim
of the huge tower

looking down afraid,
descended the escarpment

over sheaves of rock,
crossed railyard gullies
and vast river-bridges

on the groundward slope

under an iron viaduct,
coming to rivulet

in a still meadow

by a small wood

where he stood trembling
in the naked flowers,
and walked under oak

to the house of folk.

3

I dreamed I was dreaming again
and decided to go down the years
looking for the Shrouded Stranger.
I knew the old bastard

was hanging around somewhere.

I couldn’t find him for a while;
went looking under beds,



pulling mattresses off,
and finally discovered him
hiding under the springs
crouched in the corner:

met him face to face at last.
I didn’t even recognize him.

“I’ll bet you didn’t think
it was me after all,” he said.

4
Fragmenta Monumenti

It was to have a structure, it

was going to tell a story;

it was to be a mass of images

moving on a page, with

a hollow voice at the center;

it was to have told of Time

and Eternity; to have begun

in the rainfall’s hood and moon,

and ended under the street light

of the world’s bare physical
appearance; begun among vultures
in the mountains of Mexico,

traveled through all America

and ended in garbage on River Street;
its first line was to be

“Be with me Shroud, now—"

and the last “—naked

on broken bottles

between the brick walls,”

being THE VISION OF THE SHROUDED STRANGER OF THE NIGHT.

Paterson-New York, 1949-September 1950



An Imaginary Rose in a Book

Oh dry old rose of God,

that with such bleak perfume
changed images to blood
and body to a tomb,

what fragrance you have lost,
and are now withered mere
crimson myth of dust

and recollection sere

of an unfading garden
whereof the myriad life

and all that flock in blossom,
none other met the knife.

Paterson, Early 1950



Crash

There is more to Fury
Than men imagine
Who drive a pallid jury
On a pale engine.

In a spinning plane,

A false machine,

The pilot drops in flame
From the unseen.

Paterson, Early 1950



The Terms in Which I Think of Reality

a.
Reality is a question
of realizing how real
the world is already.

Time is Eternity
ultimate and immovable;
everyone’s an angel.

It’s Heaven’s mystery
of changing perfection:
absolutely Eternity

changes! Cars are always
going down the street,
lamps go off and on.

It’s a great flat plain;
we can see everything
on top of the table.

Clams open on the table,
lambs are eaten by worms
on the plain. The motion

of change is beautiful,
as well as form called
in and out of being.

b.

Next: to distinguish process
in its particularity with

an eye to the initiation

of gratifying new changes



desired in the real world.
Here we’re overwhelmed

with such unpleasant detail
we dream again of Heaven.
For the world is a mountain

of shit: if it’s going to
be moved at all, it’s got
to be taken by handfuls.

C.
Man lives like the unhappy
whore on River Street who
in her Eternity gets only

a couple of bucks and a lot
of snide remarks in return
for seeking physical love

the best way she knows how,
never really heard of a glad
job or joyous marriage or

a difference in the heart:
or thinks it isn’t for her,
which is her worst misery.

Paterson, Spring 1950



The Night-Apple

Last night I dreamed
of one I loved

for seven long years,
but I saw no face,
only the familiar
presence of the body:
sweat skin eyes

feces urine sperm
saliva all one

odor and mortal taste.

Paterson, Spring 1950



Cézanne’s Ports

In the foreground we see time and life
swept in a race

toward the left hand side of the picture
where shore meets shore.

But that meeting place
isn’t represented;
it doesn’t occur on the canvas.

For the other side of the bay
is Heaven and Eternity,
with a bleak white haze over its mountains.

And the immense water of L’Estaque is a go-between
for minute rowboats.

Paterson, Summer 1950



The Blue Angel

Marlene Dietrich is singing a lament
for mechanical love.

She leans against a mortarboard tree
on a plateau by the seashore.

She’s a life-sized toy,

the doll of eternity;

her hair is shaped like an abstract hat
made out of white steel.

Her face is powdered, whitewashed and
immobile like a robot.

Jutting out of her temple, by an eye,

is a little white key.

She gazes through dull blue pupils
set in the whites of her eyes.

She closes them, and the key
turns by itself.

She opens her eyes, and they’re blank

like a statue’s in a museum.

Her machine begins to move, the key turns
again, her eyes change, she sings

—you’d think I would have thought a plan
to end the inner grind,

but not till I have found a man

to occupy my mind.

Dream, Paterson, Mid-1950



Two Boys Went Into a Dream Diner

and ate so much the bill was five dollars,
but they had no idea

what they were getting themselves into,
so they shoveled

garbage into a truck in the alley

to make up for the food.

After about five minutes, wondering
how long they would have

to work off what it cost, they asked
the diner owner when

their penance or pay would be over.
He laughed.

Little did they realize—they were

so virginal—

that a grown worker works half a day
for money like that.

Paterson, Mid-1950



A Desolation

Now mind is clear
as a cloudless sky.
Time then to make a
home in wilderness.

What have I done but
wander with my eyes
in the trees? So I

will build: wife,
family, and seek

for neighbors.

Orl
perish of lonesomeness
or want of food or
lightning or the bear
(must tame the hart
and wear the bear).

And maybe make an image
of my wandering, a little
image—shrine by the
roadside to signify

to traveler that I live

here in the wilderness
awake and at home.

Paterson, Mid-1950



In Memoriam: William Cannastra, 1922-1950

He cast off all his golden robes

and lay down sleeping in the night,
and in a dream he saw three fates
at a machine in a shroud of light.

He yelled “I wait the end of Time;

be with me, shroud, now, in my wrath!
There is a lantern in my grave,

who hath that lantern all light hath.”

Alas! The prophet of this dream

is sunken in the dumbing clime:
much is finished, much forgotten
in the wrack and wild love of time.

It’s death that makes man’s life a dream
and heaven’s splendor but a wave;

light that falls into the sea

is swallowed in a starving cave.

Skin may be visionary till the crystal
skull is coaled in aged shade,

but underground the lantern dies,
shroud must rot, and memory fade.

Who talks of Death and Angel now,
great angel darkened out of grace?
The shroud enfolds your radiant doom,
the silent Parcae change the race,

while the man of the apocalypse
shall with his wrath lie ever wed
until the sexless womb bear love,
and the grave be weary of the dead,

tragical master broken down



into a self-embodied tomb,
blinded by the sight of death,
and woven in the darkened loom.

Paterson, September 1950



Ode: My 24th Year

Now I have become a man

and know no more than mankind can
and groan with nature’s every groan,
transcending child’s blind skeleton
and all childish divinity,

while loomed in consanguinity

the weaving of the shroud goes on.

No two things alike; and yet

first memory dies, then I forget

one carnal thought that made thought grim:
but that has sunk below time’s rim

and wonder ageing into woe

later dayes more fatal show:

Time gets thicker, light gets dim.

And I a second Time am blind,

all starlight dimmed out of the mind
that was first candle to the morn,
and candelabra turned to thorn.

All is dream till morn has rayed

the Rose of night back into shade,
Messiah firmament reborn.

Now I cannot go be wild

or harken back to shape of child
chrystal born into the aire
circled by the harte and bear
and agelesse in a greene arcade,
for he is down in Granite laid,
or standing on a Granite stair.

No return, where thought’s completed;
let that ghost’s last gaze go cheated:

I may waste my days no more

pining in spirituall warre.

Where am I in wilderness?

What creature bore my bones to this?



Here is no Eden: this is my store.
September 1950-1951



How Come He Got Canned at the Ribbon Factory

Chorus of Working Girls

There was this character come in
to pick up all the broken threads
and tie them back into the loom.

He thought that what he didn’t know
would do as well as well did, tying
threads together with real small knots.

So there he was shivering in his shoes,
showing his wish to be a god of all the knots
we tended after suffering to learn them up.

But years ago we were employed by Mr. Smith
to tie these knots which it took us all
of six months to perfect. However he showed

no sign of progress learning how after five
weeks of frigid circumstances of his own
making which we made sure he didn’t break

out of by freezing up on him. Obviously
he wasn’t a real man anyway but a goop.

New York, Late 1950



The Archetype Poem

Joe Blow has decided
he will no longer
be a fairy.
He involves himself
in various snatches
and then hits
a nut named Mary.

He gets in bed with her
and performs

as what in his mind

would be his usual
okay job,

which should be solid
as a rock
but isn’t.

What goes wrong here?
he says

to himself. I want
to take her

but she doesn’t want
to take me.

I thought I was
giving her * * *

and she was giving
me a man’s

position in the world.

Now suddenly she lays
down the law.

I’'m very tired, she says,
please go.

Is this it? he thinks.
I didn’t want it



to come to that but
I’'ve got to get out
of this situation.
So the question
resolves itself: do
you settle for her
or go? I wouldn’t
give you a nickel,
you aren’t much of a doll
anyway. And he

picks up his pride

and puts on his pants
—glad enough

to have pants to wear—
and goes.

Why is it that versions
of this lack

of communication are
universal?

New York, Late 1950



A Typical Affair

Living in an apartment with a gelded cat
I found a maiden—and left her there.

I seek a better bargain; and that aunt,
that aunt of hers was an awful nuisance.

Seriously, between us, I think I did right

in all things by her. And I'll see her again,

and we’ll become friendly (not lovers) because
I have to work with her in the shoestore.

She knows, too. And it will be interesting
tomorrow to see how she acts. If she’s
friendly (or even loving) I will resist:
albeit so politely she’ll think she has

been complimented. And one night
drunk maybe we’ll have a ball.

Paterson, December 1950



A Poem on America

America is like Russia.
Acis and Galatea sit by the lake.
We have the proletariat too.

Acis and Galatea sit by the lake.
Versilov wore a hair shirt
and dreamed of classical pictures.

The alleys, the dye works,

Mill Street in the smoke,

melancholy of the bars,

the sadness of long highways,
negroes climbing around

the rusted iron by the river,

the bathing pool hidden

behind the silk factory

fed by its drainage pipes;

all the pictures we carry in our mind

images of the thirties,

depression and class consciousness
transfigured above politics

filled with fire

with the appearance of God.

Early 1951



After Dead Souls

Where O America are you
going in your glorious
automobile, careening
down the highway
toward what crash

in the deep canyon

of the Western Rockies,
or racing the sunset
over Golden Gate
toward what wild city
jumping with jazz

on the Pacific Ocean!

Spring 1951



Marijuana Notation

How sick I am!
that thought
always comes to me
with horror.
Is it this strange
for everybody?
But such fugitive feelings
have always been
my métier.

Baudelaire—yet he had
great joyful moments
staring into space,
looking into the
middle distance,
contemplating his image
in Eternity.
They were his moments
of identity.
It is solitude that
produces these thoughts.

It is December

almost, they are singing
Christmas carols

in front of the department

stores down the block on
Fourteenth Street.

New York, November 1951



Gregory Corso’s Story

The first time I went

to the country to New Hampshire
when I was about eight

there was a girl

I always used to paddle with a plywood stick.

We were in love,

so the last night there
we undressed in the moonlight

and showed each other our bodies,
then we ran singing back to the house.

December 10, 1951



I Have Increased Power

over knowledge of death.
(See also Hemingway’s
preoccupation.) My
dreamworld and realworld
become more and more
distinct and apart.

I see now that what

I sought in X seven years
ago was mastery or
victimage played out
naked in the bed.

Renewal of nostalgia
for lost flair of those days,
lost passions ...

Trouble with
me now, no active life
in realworld. And Time,
as realworld, appearing vile,
as Shakespeare says:
ruinous, vile, dirty Time.

As to knowledge of death:
and life itself as without
consummation foreseeable
in ideal joy or passion
(have I exaggerated the
terror of catastrophe?
reality can be joy or terror—
and have I exaggerated the joy?):
life as vile, as painful,
as wretched (this pessimism
which was X’s jewel),
as grim, not merely bleak:
the grimness of chance. Or as
Carl wrote, after bughouse,
“How often have I
had occasion to see
existence display



the affectations
of a bloodthirsty
negro homosexual.”

December 1951



Walking home at night,

reaching my own block
I saw the Port Authority
Building hovering over
the old ghetto side
of the street I tenement
in company with obscure
Bartlebys and Judes,
cadaverous men,
shrouded men, soft white
fleshed failures creeping
in and out of rooms like
myself. Remembering
my attic, I reached
my hands to my head and hissed,
“Oh, God how horrible!”

New York, December 1951



I learned a world from each
one whom I loved;

so many worlds without
a Zodiac.

New York, December 1951



I made love to myself

in the mirror, kissing my own lips,
saying, “I love myself,

I love you more than anybody.”

New York, December 30, 1951



A Ghost May Come

Elements on my table—
the clock.

All life reduced to this—
its tick.

Dusty’s modern lamp,

all shape, space and curve.

Last attempts at speech.
And the carved

serpentine knife of Mexico,

with the childish

eagle head on the handle.

New York, December 30, 1951



I feel as if I am at a dead

end and so I am finished.

All spiritual facts I realize

are true but I never escape
the feeling of being closed in
and the sordidness of self,

the futility of all that I

have seen and done and said.
Maybe if I continued things
would please me more but now
I have no hope and I am tired.

New York, Early 1952



An Atypical Affair

—Long enough to remember the girl
who proposed love to me in the neon
light of the Park Avenue Drugstore
(while her girl friends walked
giggling in the night) who had

such eerie mental insight into my
coldness, coupled with what seemed
to me an untrustworthy character,

and who died a few months later,
perhaps a month after I ceased
thinking of her, of an unforeseen
brain malignancy. By hindsight,

I should have known that only such
a state of deathliness could bare
in a local girl such a luminous
candor. I wish I had been kinder.
This hindsight is the opposite,
after all, of believing that even
in the face of death man can be
no more than ordinary man.

New York, January 1952



345 W. 15th St.

I came home from the movies with nothing on my mind,
Trudging up 8th Avenue to 15th almost blind,

Waiting for a passenger ship to go to sea.

I live in a roominghouse attic near the Port Authority,

An enormous City warehouse slowly turning brown

Across from which old brownstones’ fire escapes hang down
On a street which should be Russia outside the Golden gates
Or back in the middle ages not in United States.

I thought of my home in the suburbs, my father who wanted me home,
My aunts in the asylum myself in Nome or Rome.

I opened the door downstairs & Creaked up the first flight.

A Puerto Rican in the front room was laughing in the night.

I saw from the second stairway the homosexual pair

That lived in different cubicles playing solitaire,

And I stopped on the third landing and said hello to Ned,

A crooked old man like Father Time who drank all night in bed.

I made it up to the attic room I paid $4.50 for.

There was a solitary cockroach on my door.

It passed me by. I entered. Nothing of much worth

Was hung up under the skylight. I saw what I had on earth.

Bare elements of Solitude: table, chair & clock;

Two books on top of the bedspread, Jack Woodford and Paul de Kock.
I sat down at the table & read a holy book

About a super City whereon I cannot look.

What misery to be guided to an eternal clime
When I yearn for sixty minutes of actual time.

I turned on the Radio voices strong and clear
described the high fidelity of a set without a peer.

Then I heard great musicians playing the Mahogany Hall



Up to the last high chorus. My neighbor beat on the wall.
I looked up at the Calendar it had a picture there
Showing two pairs of lovers and all had golden hair.

I looked into the mirror to check my worst fears.

My face is dark but handsome It has not loved for years.
I lay down with the paper to see what Time had wrought:
Peace was beyond vision, war too much for thought.

Only the suffering shadow of Dream Driven Boy, 16

Looked in my eyes from the Centerfold after murdering
School Queen.

I stripped, my head on the pillow eyes on the cracked blue wall.

The same cockroach or another continued its upward crawl.

From what faint words, what whispers did I lie alone apart?
What wanted consummation? What sweetening of the heart?
I wished that I were married to a sensual thoughtful girl.
I would have made a wedded workmanlike tender churl.

I wished that I were working for $10,000 a year.

I looked all right in business suits but my heart was weak with fear.
I wished I owned an apartment uptown on the East Side,

So that my gentle breeding nurtured, had not died.

I wished I had an Aesthetic worth its weight in gold.
The myth is still unwritten. I am getting old.

I closed my eyes and drifted back in helpless shame
To jobs & loves wasted Disillusion itself was lame.

I closed my eyes and drifted the shortening years ahead,
Walk home from the movies lone long nights in bed,
Books, plays, music, spring afternoons in bars,

The smell of old Countries, the smoke of dark cigars.

High

February 1952

[According to biographer Bill Morgan, the actual address where this poem was written

was 346 West 15th Street.—The Allen Ginsberg Trust, May 2006]



A Crazy Spiritual

A faithful youth

with artificial legs

drove his jalopy

through the towns of Texas.

He got sent out

of the Free Hospital

of Galveston, madtown
on the Gulf of Mexico

after he recovered.

They gave him a car
and a black mongrel;
name was Weakness.

He was a thin kid
with golden hair
and a frail body
on wire thighs,

who never traveled
and drove northward
timid on the highway
going about twenty.

I hitched a hike

and showed him the road.
I got off at Small Town
and stole his dog.

He tried to drive away,
but lost control,

rode on the pavement
near a garage,

and smashed his doors



and fenders on trees
and parked cars,
and came to a halt.

The Marshal came,
stopping everything
pulled him out

of the wreck cursing.

I watched it all
from the lunch cart,
holding the dog
with a frayed rope.

“I'm on my own
from the crazyhouse.
Has anybody

seen my Weakness?”

What are they saying?
“Call up the FBI.
Crazy, ha? What

is he a fairy?

He must do funny
things with women,
we bet he * * *
them in the * * *.

2

Poor child meanwhile
collapsed on the ground
with innocent expression
is trying to get up.

Along came a Justice
of the Supreme Court,
barreling through town
in a blue limousine.



He stopped by the crowd
to find out the story,
got out on his pegleg
with an angry smile.

“Don’t you see

he has no legs?
That’s you fools
what crazy means.”

He picked the boy
up off the ground.
The dog ran to them
from the lunch cart.

He put them both in

the back seat of his car
and stood in the square
hymning at the crowd:

“Rock rock rock
for the tension
of the people
of this country

rock rock rock
for the craziness
of the people

of America

tension is a rock
and god will
rock our rock

craziness is a rock
and god will
rock our rock



Lord we shall all
be sweet again.”

He showed his wooden leg
to the boy, saying:

“I promise to drive you
home through America.”

Paterson, April 1952



Wild Orphan

Blandly mother
takes him strolling
by railroad and by river
—he’s the son of the absconded
hot rod angel—
and he imagines cars
and rides them in his dreams,

so lonely growing up among
the imaginary automobiles
and dead souls of Tarrytown

to create
out of his own imagination
the beauty of his wild
forebears—a mythology
he cannot inherit.

Will he later hallucinate
his gods? Waking

among mysteries with
an insane gleam

of recollection?

The recognition—
something so rare
in his soul,
met only in dreams
—nostalgias
of another life.

A question of the soul.

And the injured
losing their injury

in their innocence
—a cock, a cross,

an excellence of love.



And the father grieves
in flophouse
complexities of memory
a thousand miles
away, unknowing
of the unexpected
youthful stranger
bumming toward his door.

New York, April 13, 1952



II

THE GREEN
AUTOMOBILE
(1953-1954)



The Green Automobile

If I had a Green Automobile
I'd go find my old companion
in his house on the Western ocean.
Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha!

I’d honk my horn at his manly gate,
inside his wife and three
children sprawl naked

on the living room floor.

He’d come running out
to my car full of heroic beer
and jump screaming at the wheel
for he is the greater driver.

We’d pilgrimage to the highest mount
of our earlier Rocky Mountain visions
laughing in each other’s arms,
delight surpassing the highest Rockies,

and after old agony, drunk with new years,
bounding toward the snowy horizon
blasting the dashboard with original bop
hot rod on the mountain

we’d batter up the cloudy highway
where angels of anxiety
careen through the trees
and scream out of the engine.

We’d burn all night on the jackpine peak
seen from Denver in the summer dark,
forestlike unnatural radiance

illuminating the mountaintop:

childhood youthtime age & eternity



would open like sweet trees
in the nights of another spring
and dumbfound us with love,

for we can see together
the beauty of souls
hidden like diamonds
in the clock of the world,

like Chinese magicians can
confound the immortals
with our intellectuality
hidden in the mist,

in the Green Automobile
which I have invented
imagined and visioned
on the roads of the world

more real than the engine
on a track in the desert
purer than Greyhound and
swifter than physical jetplane.

Denver! Denver! we’ll return
roaring across the City & County Building lawn
which catches the pure emerald flame
streaming in the wake of our auto.

This time we’ll buy up the city!
I cashed a great check in my skull bank
to found a miraculous college of the body
up on the bus terminal roof.

But first we’ll drive the stations of downtown,
poolhall flophouse jazzjoint jail
whorehouse down Folsom

to the darkest alleys of Larimer



paying respects to Denver’s father
lost on the railroad tracks,
stupor of wine and silence
hallowing the slum of his decades,

salute him and his saintly suitcase
of dark muscatel, drink
and smash the sweet bottles
on Diesels in allegiance.

Then we go driving drunk on boulevards
where armies march and still parade
staggering under the invisible

banner of Reality—

hurtling through the street
in the auto of our fate
we share an archangelic cigarette
and tell each other’s fortunes:

fames of supernatural illumination,
bleak rainy gaps of time,
great art learned in desolation

and we beat apart after six decades ...

and on an asphalt crossroad,
deal with each other in princely
gentleness once more, recalling
famous dead talks of other cities.

The windshield’s full of tears,
rain wets our naked breasts,
we kneel together in the shade
amid the traffic of night in paradise

and now renew the solitary vow
we made each other take
in Texas, once:



I can’t inscribe here... .

How many Saturday nights will be
made drunken by this legend?
How will young Denver come to mourn
her forgotten sexual angel?

How many boys will strike the black piano
in imitation of the excess of a native saint?
Or girls fall wanton under his spectre in the high
schools of melancholy night?

While all the time in Eternity
in the wan light of this poem’s radio
we’ll sit behind forgotten shades
hearkening the lost jazz of all Saturdays.

Neal, we’ll be real heroes now
in a war between our cocks and time:
let’s be the angels of the world’s desire
and take the world to bed with us before we die.

Sleeping alone, or with companion,
girl or fairy sheep or dream,
I'll fail of lacklove, you, satiety:
all men fall, our fathers fell before,

but resurrecting that lost flesh
is but a moment’s work of mind:
an ageless monument to love
in the imagination:

memorial built out of our own bodies
consumed by the invisible poem—
We’ll shudder in Denver and endure



though blood and wrinkles blind our eyes.

So this Green Automobile:
I give you in flight
a present, a present
from my imagination.

We will go riding
over the Rockies,
we’ll go on riding
all night long until dawn,

then back to your railroad, the SP
your house and your children
and broken leg destiny
you’ll ride down the plains

in the morning: and back
to my visions, my office
and eastern apartment
I'll return to New York.

New York, May 22-25, 1953



An Asphodel

O dear sweet rosy
unattainable desire
... how sad, no way
to change the mad
cultivated asphodel, the
visible reality ...

and skin’s appalling
petals—how inspired
to be so lying in the living
room drunk naked
and dreaming, in the absence
of electricity ...
over and over eating the low root
of the asphodel,
gray fate ...

rolling in generation
on the flowery couch
as on a bank in Arden—
my only rose tonite’s the treat
of my own nudity.

Fall 1953



My Alba

Now that I’'ve wasted
five years in Manhattan
life decaying

talent a blank

talking disconnected
patient and mental
sliderule and number
machine on a desk

autographed triplicate
synopsis and taxes
obedient prompt
poorly paid

stayed on the market
youth of my twenties
fainted in offices
wept on typewriters

deceived multitudes

in vast conspiracies
deodorant battleships
serious business industry

every six weeks whoever
drank my blood bank
innocent evil now

part of my system

five years unhappy labor
22 to 27 working

not a dime in the bank
to show for it anyway

dawn breaks it’s only the sun



the East smokes O my bedroom
I am damned to Hell what
alarmclock is ringing

New York, 1953



Sakyamuni Coming Out from the Mountain
Liang Kai, Southern Sung

He drags his bare feet
out of a cave
under a tree,
eyebrows
grown long with weeping
and hooknosed woe,
in ragged soft robes
wearing a fine beard,
unhappy hands
clasped to his naked breast—
humility is beatness
humility is beatness—
faltering
into the bushes by a stream,
all things inanimate
but his intelligence—
stands upright there
tho trembling:
Arhat
who sought Heaven
under a mountain of stone,
sat thinking
till he realized
the land of blessedness exists
in the imagination—
the flash come:
empty mirror—
how painful to be born again
wearing a fine beard,
reentering the world
a bitter wreck of a sage:
earth before him his only path.
We can see his soul,
he knows nothing
like a god:
shaken
meek wretch—
humility is beatness
before the absolute World.



New York Public Library, 1953



Havana 1953

I
The night café—4 am.
Cuba Libre 20c:
white tiled squares,
triangular neon lights,
long wooden bar on one side,
a great delicatessen booth
on the other facing the street.
In the center
among the great city midnight drinkers,
by Aldama Palace
on Goémez corner,
white men and women
with standing drums,
mariachis, voices, guitars—
drumming on tables,
knives on bottles,
banging on the floor
and on each other,
with wooden clacks,
whistling, howling,
fat women in strapless silk.

Cop talking to the fat-nosed girl
in a flashy black dress.
In walks a weird Cézanne
vision of the nowhere hip Cuban:
tall, thin, check gray suit,
gray felt shoes,
blaring gambler’s hat,
Cab Calloway pimp’s mustachio
—it comes down to a point in the center—
rushing up generations late talking Cuban,
pointing a gold-ringed finger
up toward the yellowed ceiling,
other cigarette hand pointing
stiff-armed down at his side,
effeminate:—he sees the cop—
they rush together—they’re embracing
like long lost brothers—



fatnose forgotten.

Delicate chords
from the negro guitarino
—singers at El Rancho Grande,
drunken burlesque
screams of agony,
VIVA JALISCO!
I eat a catfish sandwich
with onions and red sauce
20¢.

II
A truly romantic spot,
more guitars, Columbus Square
across from Columbus Cathedral
—I'm in the Paris Restaurant
adjacent, best in town,
Cuba Libres 30¢—
weatherbeaten tropical antiquity,
as if rock decayed,
unlike the pure
Chinese drummers of black stone
whose polished harmony can still be heard
(Procession of Musicians) at the Freer,
this with its blunt cornucopias and horns
of conquest made of stone—
a great dumb rotting church.

Night, lights from windows,
high stone balconies
on the antique square,
green rooms
paled by fluorescent houselighting,
a modern convenience.

I feel rotten.
I would sit down with my servants and be dumb.
I spent too much money.
White electricity



in the gaslamp fixtures of the alley.
Bullet holes and nails in the stone wall.
The worried headwaiter
standing amid the potted palms in cans
in the fifteen-foot wooden door looking at me.
Mariachi harmonica artists inside
getting around to Banjo on My Knee yet.
They dress in wornout sharpie clothes.

Ancient streetlights down the narrow Calle I face,
the arch, the square,
palms, drunkenness, solitude;
voices across the street,
baby wail, girl’s squeak,
waiters nudging each other,
grumble and cackle of young boys’ laughter
in streetcorner waits,
perro barking off-stage,
baby strangling again,
banjo and harmonica,
auto rattle and a cool breeze—

Sudden paranoid notion the waiters are watching me:
Well they might,
four gathered in the doorway
and I alone at a table
on the patio in the dark
observing the square, drunk.
25¢ for them
and I asked for “Jalisco”—
at the end of the song
oxcart rolls by
obtruding its wheels
o’er the music o’ the night.

Green Valentine Blues

Christmas 1953
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Green Valentine Blues

I went in the forest to look for a sign
Fortune to tell and thought to refine;

My green valentine, my green valentine,
What do I know of my green valentine?

I found a strange wild leaf on a vine

Shaped like a heart and as green as was mine,
My green valentine, my green valentine,
How did I use my green valentine?

Bodies I've known and visions I've seen,
Leaves that I gathered as I gather this green
Valentine, valentine, valentine, valentine;
Thus did I use my green valentine.

Madhouse and jailhouses where I shined
Empty apartment beds where I pined,

O desolate rooms! My green valentine,

Where is the heart in which you were outlined?

Souls and nights and dollars and wine,

Old love and remembrance—I resign

All cities, all jazz, all echoes of Time,

But what shall I do with my green valentine?

Much have I seen, and much am I blind,

But none other than I has a leaf of this kind.
Where shall I send you, to what knowing mind,
My green valentine, my green valentine?

Yesterday’s love, tomorrow’s more fine?
All tonight’s sadness in your design.

What does this mean, my green valentine?
Regret, O regret, my green valentine.

Chiapas, 1954



Siesta in Xbalba
AND

Return to the States

For Karena Shields

I
Late sun opening the book,
blank page like light,
invisible words unscrawled,
impossible syntax
of apocalypse—
Uxmal: Noble Ruins
No construction—

let the mind fall down.

—One could pass valuable months

and years perhaps a lifetime

doing nothing but lying in a hammock

reading prose with the white doves
copulating underneath

and monkeys barking in the interior
of the mountain

and I have succumbed to this
temptation—

‘They go mad in the Selva—’
the madman read
and laughed in his hammock

eyes watching me:
unease not of the jungle
the poor dear,
can tire one—
all that mud
and all those bugs ...
ugh... .

Dreaming back I saw



an eternal kodachrome
souvenir of a gathering
of souls at a party,
crowded in an oval flash:
cigarettes, suggestions,
laughter in drunkenness,
broken sweet conversation,
acquaintance in the halls,
faces posed together,
stylized gestures,

odd familiar visages

and singular recognitions
that registered indifferent
greeting across time:
Anson reading Horace
with a rolling head,
white-handed Hohnsbean
camping gravely

with an absent glance,
bald Kingsland drinking
out of a huge glass,
Dusty in a party dress,
Durgin in white shoes
gesturing from a chair,
Keck in a corner waiting
for subterranean music,
Helen Parker lifting

her hands in surprise:

all posturing in one frame,
superficially gay

or tragic as may be,
illumined with the fatal
character and intelligent
actions of their lives.

And I in a concrete room
above the abandoned
labyrinth of Palenque
measuring my fate,
wandering solitary in the wild
—blinking singleminded
at a bleak idea—



until exhausted with
its action and contemplation

my soul might shatter
at one primal moment’s

sensation of the vast
movement of divinity.

As I leaned against a tree
inside the forest

expiring of self-begotten love,

I looked up at the stars absently,
as if looking for

something else in the blue night
through the boughs,

and for a moment saw myself
leaning against a tree ...

... back there the noise of a great party
in the apartments of New York,

half-created paintings on the walls, fame,
cocksucking and tears,

money and arguments of great affairs,
the culture of my generation ...

my own crude night imaginings,
my own crude soul notes taken down

in moments of isolation, dreams,
piercings, sequences of nocturnal thought

and primitive illuminations

—uncanny feeling the white cat
sleeping on the table

will open its eyes in a moment
and be looking at me—

One might sit in this Chiapas
recording the apparitions in the field
visible from a hammock
looking out across the shadow of the pasture



in all the semblance of Eternity

... a dwarfed thatch roof
down in the grass in a hollow slope
under the tall crowd of vegetation
waiting at the wild edge:
the long shade of the mountain beyond
in the near distance,
its individual hairline of trees
traced fine and dark along the ridge
against the transparent sky light,
rifts and holes in the blue air
and amber brightenings of clouds
disappearing down the other side
into the South ...

palms with lethargic feelers

rattling in presage of rain,
shifting their fronds

in the direction of the balmy wind,
monstrous animals

sprayed up out of the ground
settling and unsettling

as in water ...
and later in the night

a moment of premonition

when the plenilunar cloudfilled sky
is still and small.

So spent a night
with drug and hammock
at Chichén Itza on the Castle:—

I can see the moon
moving over the edge of the night forest
and follow its destination
through the clear dimensions of the sky
from end to end of the dark
circular horizon.



High dim stone portals,
entablatures of illegible scripture,
bas-reliefs of unknown perceptions:

and now the flicker of my lamp
and smell of kerosene on dust-

strewn floor where ant wends
its nightly ritual way toward great faces

worn down by rain.
In front of me a deathshead

half a thousand years old
—and have seen cocks a thousand
old grown over with moss and batshit

stuck out of the wall
in a dripping vaulted house of rock—

but deathshead’s here
on portal still and thinks its way
through centuries the thought
of the same night in which I sit

in skully meditation
—sat in many times before by

artisan other than me
until his image of ghostly change

appeared unalterable—
but now his fine thought’s vaguer

than my dream of him:
and only the crude skull figurement’s

gaunt insensible glare is left
with broken plumes of sensation,
headdresses of indecipherable intellect

scattered in the madness of oblivion
to holes and notes of elemental stone,
blind face of animal transcendency

over the sacred ruin of the world
dissolving into the sunless wall of a blackened room

on a time-rude pyramid rebuilt

in the bleak flat night of Yucatan
where I come with my own mad mind to study

alien hieroglyphs of Eternity.

A creak in the rooms scared me.



Some sort of bird, vampire or swallow,
flees with little paper wingflap

around the summit in its own air unconcerned
with the great stone tree I perch on.

Continual metallic
whirr of chicharras,

then lesser chirps
of cricket: 5 blasts

of the leg whistle.
The creak of an opening

door in the forest,
some sort of weird birdsong

or reptile croak.

My hat woven of henequen
on the stone floor

as a leaf on the waters,
as perishable;

my candle wavers continuously
and will go out.

Pale Uxmal,
unhistoric, like a dream,
Tulum shimmering on the coast in ruins;
Chichén Itza naked
constructed on a plain;
Palenque, broken chapels in the green
basement of a mount;
lone Kabah by the highway;
Piedras Negras buried again
by dark archaeologists;
Yaxchilan
resurrected in the wild,
and all the limbo of Xbalba still unknown—

floors under roofcomb of branch,
foundation to ornament

tumbled to the flowers,
pyramids and stairways



raced with vine,
limestone corbels

down in the river of trees,
pillars and corridors

sunken under the flood of years:

Time’s slow wall overtopping
all that firmament of mind,
as if a shining waterfall of leaves and rain
were built down solid from the endless sky
through which no thought can pass.
A great red fat rooster
mounted on a tree stump
in the green afternoon,
the ego of the very fields,
screams in the holy sunlight!

—was looking back
with eyes shut to
where they crawled
like ants on brown old temples
building their minute ruins
and disappearing into the wild
leaving many mysteries
of deathly volition
to be divined.

I alone know the great crystal door
to the House of Night,

a legend of centuries
—I and a few Indians.

And had I mules and money I could find
the Cave of Amber

and the Cave of Gold
rumored of the cliffs of Tumbala.

I found the face of one
of the Nine Guardians of the Night



hidden in a mahogany hut
in the Area of Lost Souls
—first relic of kind for that place.
And I found as well a green leaf
shaped like a human heart;
but to whom shall I send this
anachronistic valentine?

Yet these ruins so much
woke me to nostalgia
for the classic stations
of the earth,
the ancient continent
I have not seen
and the few years
of memory left
before the ultimate night
of war—

As if these ruins were not enough,
as if man could go
no further before heaven
till he exhausted
the physical round
of his own mortality
in the obscure cities
hidden in the aging world

... the few actual

ecstatic conscious souls
certain to be found,

familiars ...
returning after years

to my own scene
transfigured:

to hurry change
to hurry the years

bring me to my fate.

So I dream nightly of an embarkation,



captains, captains,

iron passageways, cabin lights,
Brooklyn across the waters,

the great dull boat, visitors, farewells,
the blurred vast sea—

one trip a lifetime’s loss or gain:

as Europe is my own imagination
—many shall see her,
many shall not—
though it’s only the old familiar world
and not some abstract mystical dream.

And in a moment of previsioning sleep
I see that continent in rain,

black streets, old night, a
fading monument...

And a long journey unaccomplished
yet, on antique seas

rolling in gray barren dunes under
the world’s waste of light

toward ports of childish geography
the rusty ship will

harbor in ...

What nights might I not see
penniless among the Arab
mysteries of dirty towns around
the casbahs of the docks?
Clay paths, mud walls,
the smell of green cigarettes,
creosote and rank salt water—
dark structures overhead,
shapes of machinery and facade
of hull: and a bar lamp
burning in the wooden shack
across from the dim
mountain of sulphur on the pier.

Toward what city



will I travel? What wild houses
do I go to occupy?
What vagrant rooms and streets
and lights in the long night
urge my expectation? What genius
of sensation in ancient
halls? what jazz beyond jazz
in future blue saloons?
what love in the cafés of God?

I thought, five years ago
sitting in my apartment,
my eyes were opened for an hour
seeing in dreadful ecstasy
the motionless buildings
of New York rotting
under the tides of Heaven.

There is a god
dying in America
already created
in the imagination of men
made palpable
for adoration:
there is an inner
anterior image

of divinity
beckoning me out
to pilgrimage.

O future, unimaginable God.

I

Jump in time
to the immediate future,

Finca Tacalapan de San
Leandro, Palenque,
Chiapas, Mexico 1954-San Francisco 1955



another poem:

return to the old land
penniless and with

a disconnected manuscript,
the recollection of a few

sensations, beginning:

logboat down Rio Michol
under plantain
and drifting trees
to the railroad,

darkness on the sea
looking toward the stations
of the classic world—

another image descending
in white mist
down the lunar highway
at dawn, above
Lake Catemaco on the bus
—it woke me up—
the far away likeness
of a heavenly file
of female saints
stepping upward
on miniature arches
of a gold stairway
into the starry sky,
the thousands of little
saintesses in blue hoods
looking out at me
and beckoning:
SALVATION!
It’s true,
simple as in the image.

Then the mummies



in their Pantheon
at Guanajuato—
a city of Cortesian
mines in the first
crevasse of the Sierras,
where I rested—

for I longed to see their
faces before I left:
these weren’t mythical rock
images, tho stone
—limestone effigies out
of the grave, remains
of the fatal character—

newly resurrected,
grasping their bodies
with stiff arms, in soiled
funeral clothes;
twisted, knock-kneed,
like burning
screaming lawyers—
what hallucinations
of the nerves?—

indecipherable-sexed;

one death-man had
raised up his arms

to cover his eyes,
significant timeless

reflex in sepulchre:

apparitions of immortality
consumed inward,
waiting openmouthed
in the fireless darkness.
Nearby, stacked symmetrically,
a skullbone wall ending
the whitewashed corridor
under the graveyard



—foetid smell reminiscent
of sperm and drunkenness—
the skulls empty and fragile,
numerous as shells,
—so much life passed through
this town ...

The problem is isolation
—there in the grave
or here in oblivion of light.

Of eternity we have
a numbered score of years
and fewer tender moments
—one moment of tenderness
and a year of intelligence
and nerves: one moment of pure
bodily tenderness—
I could dismiss Allen with grim
pleasure.

Reminder: I knelt in my room

on the patio at San Miguel
at the keyhole: 2 Am.

The old woman lit a candle.
Two young men and their girls

waited before the portal,
news from the street. She

changed the linen, smiling.

What joy! The nakedness!
They dance! They talk
and simper before the door,
they lean on a leg,
hand on a hip, and posture,
nudity in their hearts,
they clap a hand to head
and whirl and enter,
pushing each other,

happily, happily,



to a moment of love... .

What solitude I've
finally inherited.

Afterward fifteen hours
on rubbled single lane,

broken bus rocking along
the maws and continental crags

of mountain afternoon,
the distant valleys fading,

regnant peaks beyond
to days on the Pacific

where I bathed—

then riding, fitful,
gazing, sleeping
through the desert
beside a wetback
sad-faced old-man-
youth, exhausted
to Mexicali

to stand
near one night’s dark shack
on the garbage cliffs
of bordertown overhanging
the tin house poor
man’s village below,
a last night’s
timewracked brooding
and farewell,
the end of a trip.

—Returning

armed with New Testament,
critic of horse and mule,

tanned and bearded
satisfying Whitman, concerned



with a few Traditions,
metrical, mystical, manly
... and certain characteristic flaws

—enough!

The nation over the border
grinds its arms and dreams
of war: I see
the fiery blue clash
of metal wheels
clanking in the industries
of night, and
detonation of infernal bombs

... and the silent downtown
of the States
in watery dusk submersion.

Guanajuato-Los Angeles, 1954



Song

The weight of the world
is love.

Under the burden
of solitude,

under the burden
of dissatisfaction

the weight,
the weight we carry
is love.

Who can deny?
In dreams
it touches
the body,
in thought
constructs
a miracle,
in imagination
anguishes
till born
in human—

looks out of the heart
burning with purity—
for the burden of life
is love,

but we carry the weight
wearily,

and so must rest

in the arms of love
at last,

must rest in the arms
of love.

No rest



without love,
no sleep
without dreams

of love—
be mad or chill
obsessed with angels
or machines,
the final wish
is love
—cannot be bitter,
cannot deny,

cannot withhold
if denied:

the weight is too heavy

—must give
for no return
as thought
is given
in solitude
in all the excellence
of its excess.

The warm bodies
shine together

in the darkness,
the hand moves

to the center
of the flesh,

the skin trembles
in happiness

and the soul comes
joyful to the eye—

yes, yes,
that’s what
I wanted,



I always wanted,
I always wanted,

to return
to the body

where I was born.

San Jose, 1954



In back of the real

railroad yard in San Jose
I wandered desolate

in front of a tank factory
and sat on a bench

near the switchman’s shack.

A flower lay on the hay on
the asphalt highway
—the dread hay flower
I thought—It had a
brittle black stem and
corolla of yellowish dirty
spikes like Jesus’ inchlong
crown, and a soiled
dry center cotton tuft
like a used shaving brush
that’s been lying under
the garage for a year.

Yellow, yellow flower, and
flower of industry,

tough spiky ugly flower,
flower nonetheless,

with the form of the great yellow
Rose in your brain!

This is the flower of the World

San Jose, 1954



On Burroughs’ Work

The method must be purest meat
and no symbolic dressing,

actual visions & actual prisons
as seen then and now.

Prisons and visions presented
with rare descriptions

corresponding exactly to those
of Alcatraz and Rose.

A naked lunch is natural to us,
we eat reality sandwiches.

But allegories are so much lettuce.
Don’t hide the madness.

San Jose, 1954



Love Poem on Theme by Whitman

I’ll go into the bedroom silently and lie down between the bridegroom and the bride,
those bodies fallen from heaven stretched out waiting naked and restless,

arms resting over their eyes in the darkness,

bury my face in their shoulders and breasts, breathing their skin,

and stroke and kiss neck and mouth and make back be open and known,

legs raised up crook’d to receive, cock in the darkness driven tormented and attacking
roused up from hole to itching head,

bodies locked shuddering naked, hot hips and buttocks screwed into each other

and eyes, eyes glinting and charming, widening into looks and abandon,

and moans of movement, voices, hands in air, hands between thighs,

hands in moisture on softened hips, throbbing contraction of bellies

till the white come flow in the swirling sheets,

and the bride cry for forgiveness, and the groom be covered with tears of passion and
compassion,

and I rise up from the bed replenished with last intimate gestures and kisses of farewell

all before the mind wakes, behind shades and closed doors in a darkened house
where the inhabitants roam unsatisfied in the night,
nude ghosts seeking each other out in the silence.
San Jose, 1954

Drawing by Robert LaVigne, San Francisco, 1954



Over Kansas

Starting with eyeball kicks
on storefronts from bus window
on way to Oakland airport:
I am no ego
these are themselves
stained gray wood and gilded
nigger glass and barberpole
thass all.
But then, Kiss Me Again
in the dim brick lounge,
muted modern music.
Where shall I fly
not to be sad, my dear?
The other businessmen
bend heavily over armchairs
introducing women to cocktails
in fluorescent shadow—
gaiety of tables,
gaiety of fat necks,
gaiety of departures,
gaiety of national business,
hands waving away jokes.
I’'m getting maudlin
on the soft rug watching,
mixed rye before me
on the little black table
whereon lieth my briefcase
containing market research
notes and blank paper—
that airplane ride to come
—or a barefaced pilgrimage
acrost imaginary plains
I never made afoot
into Kansas hallucination
and supernatural deliverance.

Later: Hawthorne mystic
waiting on the bench
composing his sermon also
with white bony fingers



bitten, with hometown gold
ring, in a blue serge suit

and barely visible blond
mustache on mental face,
blank-eyed: pitiful thin body
—what body may he love?—
My god! the soft beauty in
comparison—that football boy
in sunny yellow lovesuit
puzzling out his Xmas trip
death insurance by machine.
A virginal feeling again,

I’d be willing to die aloft now.

Can’t see outside in the dark,
real dreary strangers about,
and I’'m unhappy flying away.
All this facility of travel
too superficial for the heart
I have for solitude.

Nakedness
must come again—not sex,
but some naked isolation.

And down there’s Hollywood,
the starry world below
—expressing nakedness—
that craving, that glory

that applause—leisure, mind,
appetite for dreams, bodies,
travels: appetite for the real,
created by the mind

and kissed in coitus—

that craving, that melting!
Not even the human
imagination satisfies

the endless emptiness of the soul.

The West Coast behind me
for five days while I return
to ancient New York—



ah drunkenness!

I'll see your eyes again.

Hopeless comedown!

Traveling thru the dark void
over Kansas yet moving nowhere
in the dark void of the soul.

Angel woke me to see
—past my own reflection,
bald businessman with hornrims
sleepy in round window view—
spectral skeleton of electricity
illuminated nervous system
floating on the void out
of central brainplant powerhouse
running into heaven’s starlight
overhead. 'Twas over Hutchinson.
Engine passed over lights,

view gone.

Gorgeous George on my plane.

And Chicago, the first time,
smoking winter city
—shivering in my tweed jacket
walking by the airport
around the block on Cicero
under the fogged flat
supersky of heaven—
another project for the heart,
six months for here someday
to make Chicago natural,
pick up a few strange images.

Far-off red signs

on the orphan highway

glimmer at the trucks of home.
Who rides that lone road now?
What heart? Who smokes and loves
in Kansas auto now?



Who’s talking magic

under the night? Who walks
downtown and drinks black beer

in his eternity? Whose eyes

collect the streets and mountain tops
for storage in his memory?

What sage in the darkness?

Someone who should collect
my insurance!

Better I make
a thornful pilgrimage on theory
feet to suffer the total
isolation of the bum,
than this hipster
business family journey
—crossing U.S. at night—
in a sudden glimpse
me being no one in the air
nothing but clouds in the moonlight
with humans fucking
underneath... .

San Francisco-New York, December 1954



III
HOWL, BEFORE & AFTER: SAN FRANCISCO BAY AREA
(1955-1956)



Malest Cornifici Tuo Catullo

I’'m happy, Kerouac, your madman Allen’s
finally made it: discovered a new young cat,
and my imagination of an eternal boy
walks on the streets of San Francisco,
handsome, and meets me in cafeterias

and loves me. Ah don’t think I'm sickening.
You’re angry at me. For all of my lovers?
It’s hard to eat shit, without having visions;

when they have eyes for me it’s like Heaven.

San Francisco, 1955



Dream Record: June 8, 1955

A drunken night in my house with a
boy, San Francisco: I lay asleep:
darkness:

I went back to Mexico City
and saw Joan Burroughs leaning
forward in a garden chair, arms
on her knees. She studied me with
clear eyes and downcast smile, her
face restored to a fine beauty
tequila and salt had made strange
before the bullet in her brow.

We talked of the life since then.
Well, what’s Burroughs doing now?
Bill on earth, he’s in North Africa.
Oh, and Kerouac? Jack still jumps
with the same beat genius as before,
notebooks filled with Buddha.
I hope he makes it, she laughed.
Is Huncke still in the can? No,
last time I saw him on Times Square.
And how is Kenney? Married, drunk
and golden in the East. You? New
loves in the West—

Then I knew
she was a dream: and questioned her
—Joan, what kind of knowledge have
the dead? can you still love
your mortal acquaintances?
What do you remember of us?

She
faded in front of me— The next instant
I saw her rain-stained tombstone
rear an illegible epitaph
under the gnarled branch of a small
tree in the wild grass
of an unvisited garden in Mexico.



Blessed be the Muses

for their descent,

dancing round my desk,
crowning my balding head
with Laurel.

1955



Howl

For Carl Solomon

I
I saw the best minds of my generation destroyed by madness, starving hysterical naked,
dragging themselves through the negro streets at dawn looking for an angry fix,

angelheaded hipsters burning for the ancient heavenly connection to the starry dynamo
in the machinery of night,

who poverty and tatters and hollow-eyed and high sat up smoking in the supernatural
darkness of cold-water flats floating across the tops of

cities contemplating jazz,

who bared their brains to Heaven under the El and saw Mohammedan angels staggering
on tenement roofs illuminated,

who passed through universities with radiant cool eyes hallucinating Arkansas and
Blake-light tragedy among the scholars of war,

who were expelled from the academies for crazy & publishing obscene odes on the
windows of the skull,

who cowered in unshaven rooms in underwear, burning their money in wastebaskets
and listening to the Terror through the wall,

who got busted in their pubic beards returning through Laredo with a belt of marijuana
for New York,

who ate fire in paint hotels or drank turpentine in Paradise Alley, death, or purgatoried
their torsos night after night

with dreams, with drugs, with waking nightmares, alcohol and cock and endless balls,

incomparable blind streets of shuddering cloud and lightning in the mind leaping
toward poles of Canada & Paterson, illuminating all the motionless world of Time
between,

Peyote solidities of halls, backyard green tree cemetery dawns, wine drunkenness over
the rooftops, storefront boroughs of teahead joyride neon blinking traffic light, sun
and moon and tree vibrations in the roaring winter dusks of Brooklyn, ashcan
rantings and kind king light of mind,

who chained themselves to subways for the endless ride from Battery to holy Bronx on
benzedrine until the noise of wheels and children brought them down shuddering
mouth-wracked and battered bleak of brain all drained of brilliance in the drear light
of Zoo,

who sank all night in submarine light of Bickford’s floated out and sat through the stale
beer afternoon in desolate Fugazzi’s, listening to the crack of doom on the hydrogen
jukebox, who talked continuously seventy hours from park to pad to bar to Bellevue



to museum to the Brooklyn Bridge,

a lost battalion of platonic conversationalists jumping down the stoops off fire escapes
off windowsills off Empire State out of the moon,

yacketayakking screaming vomiting whispering facts and memories and anecdotes and
eyeball kicks and shocks of hospitals and jails and wars,

whole intellects disgorged in total recall for seven days and nights with brilliant eyes,
meat for the Synagogue cast on the pavement,

who vanished into nowhere Zen New Jersey leaving a trail of ambiguous picture
postcards of Atlantic City Hall,

suffering Eastern sweats and Tangerian bone-grindings and migraines of China under
junk-withdrawal in Newark’s bleak furnished room,

who wandered around and around at midnight in the railroad yard wondering where to
go, and went, leaving no broken hearts,

who lit cigarettes in boxcars boxcars boxcars racketing through snow toward lonesome
farms in grandfather night,

who studied Plotinus Poe St. John of the Cross telepathy and bop kabbalah because the
cosmos instinctively vibrated at their feet in Kansas,

who loned it through the streets of Idaho seeking visionary indian angels who were
visionary indian angels,
who thought they were only mad when Baltimore gleamed in supernatural ecstasy,

who jumped in limousines with the Chinaman of Oklahoma on the impulse of winter
midnight streetlight smalltown rain,

who lounged hungry and lonesome through Houston seeking jazz or sex or soup, and
followed the brilliant Spaniard to converse about America and Eternity, a hopeless
task, and so took ship to Africa,

who disappeared into the volcanoes of Mexico leaving behind nothing but the shadow of
dungarees and the lava and ash of poetry scattered in fireplace Chicago,

who reappeared on the West Coast investigating the FBI in beards and shorts with big
pacifist eyes sexy in their dark skin passing out incomprehensible leaflets,

who burned cigarette holes in their arms protesting the narcotic tobacco haze of
Capitalism,

who distributed Supercommunist pamphlets in Union Square weeping and undressing
while the sirens of Los Alamos wailed them down, and wailed down Wall, and the
Staten Island ferry also wailed,

who broke down crying in white gymnasiums naked and trembling before the
machinery of other skeletons,

who bit detectives in the neck and shrieked with delight in policecars for committing no
crime but their own wild cooking pederasty and intoxication,



who howled on their knees in the subway and were dragged off the roof waving genitals
and manuscripts,

who let themselves be fucked in the ass by saintly motorcyclists, and screamed with joy,

who blew and were blown by those human seraphim, the sailors, caresses of Atlantic
and Caribbean love,

who balled in the morning in the evenings in rosegardens and the grass of public parks
and cemeteries scattering their semen freely to whomever come who may,

who hiccuped endlessly trying to giggle but wound up with a sob behind a partition in a
Turkish Bath when the blond & naked angel came to pierce them with a sword,

who lost their loveboys to the three old shrews of fate the one eyed shrew of the
heterosexual dollar the one eyed shrew that winks out of the womb and the one eyed
shrew that does nothing but sit on her ass and snip the intellectual golden threads of
the craftsman’s loom,

who copulated ecstatic and insatiate with a bottle of beer a sweetheart a package of
cigarettes a candle and fell off the bed, and continued along the floor and down the
hall and ended fainting on the wall with a vision of ultimate cunt and come eluding
the last gyzym of consciousness,

who sweetened the snatches of a million girls trembling in the sunset, and were red eyed
in the morning but prepared to sweeten the snatch of the sunrise, flashing buttocks
under barns and naked in the lake,

who went out whoring through Colorado in myriad stolen night-cars, N.C., secret hero of
these poems, cocksman and Adonis of Denver—joy to the memory of his innumerable
lays of girls in empty lots & diner backyards, moviehouses’ rickety rows, on
mountaintops in caves or with gaunt waitresses in familiar roadside lonely petticoat
upliftings & especially secret gas-station solipsisms of johns, & hometown alleys too,

who faded out in vast sordid movies, were shifted in dreams, woke on a sudden
Manhattan, and picked themselves up out of basements hung-over with heartless
Tokay and horrors of Third Avenue iron dreams & stumbled to unemployment offices,

who walked all night with their shoes full of blood on the snowbank docks waiting for a
door in the East River to open to a room full of steam-heat and opium,

who created great suicidal dramas on the apartment cliff-banks of the Hudson under the
wartime blue floodlight of the moon & their heads shall be crowned with laurel in
oblivion,

who ate the lamb stew of the imagination or digested the crab at the muddy bottom of
the rivers of Bowery,

who wept at the romance of the streets with their pushcarts full of onions and bad
music,

who sat in boxes breathing in the darkness under the bridge, and rose up to build
harpsichords in their lofts,



who coughed on the sixth floor of Harlem crowned with flame under the tubercular sky
surrounded by orange crates of theology,

who scribbled all night rocking and rolling over lofty incantations which in the yellow
morning were stanzas of gibberish,

who cooked rotten animals lung heart feet tail borsht & tortillas dreaming of the pure
vegetable kingdom,

who plunged themselves under meat trucks looking for an egg,

who threw their watches off the roof to cast their ballot for Eternity outside of Time, &
alarm clocks fell on their heads every day for the next decade,

who cut their wrists three times successively unsuccessfully, gave up and were forced to
open antique stores where they thought they were growing old and cried,

who were burned alive in their innocent flannel suits on Madison Avenue amid blasts of
leaden verse & the tanked-up clatter of the iron regiments of fashion &the
nitroglycerine shrieks of the fairies of advertising & the mustard gas of sinister
intelligent editors, or were run down by the drunken taxicabs of Absolute Reality,

who jumped off the Brooklyn Bridge this actually happened and walked away unknown
and forgotten into the ghostly daze of Chinatown soup alleyways & firetrucks, not
even one free beer,

who sang out of their windows in despair, fell out of the subway window, jumped in the
filthy Passaic, leaped on negroes, cried all over the street, danced on broken
wineglasses barefoot smashed phonograph records of nostalgic European 1930s
German jazz finished the whiskey and threw up groaning into the bloody toilet,
moans in their ears and the blast of colossal steamwhistles,

who barreled down the highways of the past journeying to each other’s hotrod-Golgotha
jail-solitude watch or Birmingham jazz incarnation,

who drove crosscountry seventytwo hours to find out if I had a vision or you had a
vision or he had a vision to find out Eternity,

who journeyed to Denver, who died in Denver, who came back to Denver & waited in
vain, who watched over Denver & brooded & loned in Denver and finally went away
to find out the Time, & now Denver is lonesome for her heroes,

who fell on their knees in hopeless cathedrals praying for each other’s salvation and
light and breasts, until the soul illuminated its hair for a second,

who crashed through their minds in jail waiting for impossible criminals with golden
heads and the charm of reality in their hearts who sang sweet blues to Alcatraz,

who retired to Mexico to cultivate a habit, or Rocky Mount to tender Buddha or Tangiers
to boys or Southern Pacific to the black locomotive or Harvard to Narcissus to
Woodlawn to the daisychain or grave,

who demanded sanity trials accusing the radio of hypnotism & were left with their
insanity & their hands & a hung jury,



who threw potato salad at CCNY lecturers on Dadaism and subsequently presented
themselves on the granite steps of the madhouse with shaven heads and harlequin
speech of suicide, demanding instantaneous lobotomy,

and who were given instead the concrete void of insulin Metrazol electricity
hydrotherapy psychotherapy occupational therapy pingpong & amnesia,

who in humorless protest overturned only one symbolic pingpong table, resting briefly
in catatonia,

returning years later truly bald except for a wig of blood, and tears and fingers, to the
visible madman doom of the wards of the madtowns of the East,

Pilgrim State’s Rockland’s and Greystone’s foetid halls, bickering with the echoes of the
soul, rocking and rolling in the midnight solitude-bench dolmen-realms of love, dream
of life a nightmare, bodies turned to stone as heavy as the moon,

with mother finally ****** and the last fantastic book flung out of the tenement
window, and the last door closed at 4 Am. and the last telephone slammed at the wall
in reply and the last furnished room emptied down to the last piece of mental
furniture, a yellow paper rose twisted on a wire hanger in the closet, and even that
imaginary, nothing but a hopeful little bit of hallucination—

ah, Carl, while you are not safe I am not safe, and now you’re really in the total animal
soup of time—

and who therefore ran through the icy streets obsessed with a sudden flash of the
alchemy of the use of the ellipse the catalog the meter & the vibrating plane,

who dreamt and made incarnate gaps in Time & Space through images juxtaposed, and
trapped the archangel of the soul between 2 visual images and joined the elemental
verbs and set the noun and dash of consciousness together jumping with sensation of
Pater Omnipotens Aeterna Deus

to recreate the syntax and measure of poor human prose and stand before you
speechless and intelligent and shaking with shame, rejected yet confessing out the
soul to conform to the rhythm of thought in his naked and endless head,

the madman bum and angel beat in Time, unknown, yet putting down here what might
be left to say in time come after death,

and rose reincarnate in the ghostly clothes of jazz in the goldhorn shadow of the band
and blew the suffering of America’s naked mind for love into an eli eli lamma lamma
sabacthani saxophone cry that shivered the cities down to the last radio

with the absolute heart of the poem of life butchered out of their own bodies good to eat
a thousand years.

II

What sphinx of cement and aluminum bashed open their skulls and ate up their brains
and imagination?



Moloch! Solitude! Filth! Ugliness! Ashcans and unobtainable dollars! Children screaming
under the stairways! Boys sobbing in armies! Old men weeping in the parks!

Moloch! Moloch! Nightmare of Moloch! Moloch the loveless! Mental Moloch! Moloch the
heavy judger of men!

Moloch the incomprehensible prison! Moloch the crossbone soulless jail-house and
Congress of sorrows! Moloch whose buildings are judgment! Moloch the vast stone of
war! Moloch the stunned governments!

Moloch whose mind is pure machinery! Moloch whose blood is running money! Moloch
whose fingers are ten armies! Moloch whose breast is a cannibal dynamo! Moloch
whose ear is a smoking tomb!

Moloch whose eyes are a thousand blind windows! Moloch whose skyscrapers stand in
the long streets like endless Jehovahs! Moloch whose factories dream and croak in the
fog! Moloch whose smokestacks and antennae crown the cities!

Moloch whose love is endless oil and stone! Moloch whose soul is electricity and banks!
Moloch whose poverty is the specter of genius! Moloch whose fate is a cloud of sexless
hydrogen! Moloch whose name is the Mind!

Moloch in whom I sit lonely! Moloch in whom I dream Angels! Crazy in Moloch!
Cocksucker in Moloch! Lacklove and manless in Moloch!

Moloch who entered my soul early! Moloch in whom I am a consciousness without a
body! Moloch who frightened me out of my natural ecstasy! Moloch whom I abandon!
Wake up in Moloch! Light streaming out of the sky!

Moloch! Moloch! Robot apartments! invisible suburbs! skeleton treasuries! blind
capitals! demonic industries! spectral nations! invincible mad houses! granite cocks!
monstrous bombs!

They broke their backs lifting Moloch to Heaven! Pavements, trees, radios, tons! lifting
the city to Heaven which exists and is everywhere about us!

Visions! omens! hallucinations! miracles! ecstasies! gone down the American river!
Dreams! adorations! illuminations! religions! the whole boatload of sensitive bullshit!

Breakthroughs! over the river! flips and crucifixions! gone down the flood! Highs!
Epiphanies! Despairs! Ten years’ animal screams and suicides! Minds! New loves! Mad
generation! down on the rocks of Time!

Real holy laughter in the river! They saw it all! the wild eyes! the holy yells! They bade
farewell! They jumped off the roof! to solitude! waving! carrying flowers! Down to
the river! into the street!

III
Carl Solomon! I'm with you in Rockland where you’re madder than I am
I’'m with you in Rockland where you must feel very strange



I’'m with you in Rockland where you imitate the shade of my mother

I’'m with you in Rockland where you’ve murdered your twelve secretaries

I’'m with you in Rockland where you laugh at this invisible humor

I’'m with you in Rockland where we are great writers on the same dreadful typewriter

I’'m with you in Rockland where your condition has become serious and is reported on
the radio

I’'m with you in Rockland where the faculties of the skull no longer admit the worms of
the senses

I’'m with you in Rockland where you drink the tea of the breasts of the spinsters of Utica

I’'m with you in Rockland where you pun on the bodies of your nurses the harpies of the
Bronx

I’'m with you in Rockland where you scream in a straightjacket that you’re losing the
game of the actual pingpong of the abyss

I’'m with you in Rockland where you bang on the catatonic piano the soul is innocent
and immortal it should never die ungodly in an armed madhouse

I’'m with you in Rockland where fifty more shocks will never return your soul to its body
again from its pilgrimage to a cross in the void

I'm with you in Rockland where you accuse your doctors of insanity and plot the
Hebrew socialist revolution against the fascist national Golgotha

I’'m with you in Rockland where you will split the heavens of Long Island and resurrect
your living human Jesus from the superhuman tomb

I'm with you in Rockland where there are twentyfive thousand mad comrades all
together singing the final stanzas of the Internationale

I’'m with you in Rockland where we hug and kiss the United States under our bedsheets
the United States that coughs all night and won’t let us sleep

I'm with you in Rockland where we wake up electrified out of the coma by our own
souls’ airplanes roaring over the roof they’ve come to drop angelic bombs the hospital
illuminates itself imaginary walls collapse O skinny legions run outside O starry-
spangled shock of mercy the eternal war is here O victory forget your underwear
we're free

I’'m with you in Rockland in my dreams you walk dripping from a sea-journey on the
highway across America in tears to the door of my cottage in the Western night

San Francisco, 1955-1956



Footnote to Howl

Holy! Holy! Holy! Holy! Holy! Holy! Holy! Holy! Holy! Holy! Holy! Holy! Holy! Holy!
Holy!

The world is holy! The soul is holy! The skin is holy! The nose is holy! The tongue and
cock and hand and asshole holy!

Everything is holy! everybody’s holy! everywhere is holy! everyday is in eternity!
Everyman’s an angel!

The bum’s as holy as the seraphim! the madman is holy as you my soul are holy!

The typewriter is holy the poem is holy the voice is holy the hearers are holy the ecstasy
is holy!

Holy Peter holy Allen holy Solomon holy Lucien holy Kerouac holy Huncke holy
Burroughs holy Cassady holy the unknown buggered and suffering beggars holy the
hideous human angels!

Holy my mother in the insane asylum! Holy the cocks of the grandfathers of Kansas!

Holy the groaning saxophone! Holy the bop apocalypse! Holy the jazzbands marijuana
hipsters peace peyote pipes & drums!

Holy the solitudes of skyscrapers and pavements! Holy the cafeterias filled with the
millions! Holy the mysterious rivers of tears under the streets!

Holy the lone juggernaut! Holy the vast lamb of the middleclass! Holy the crazy
shepherds of rebellion! Who digs Los Angeles IS Los Angeles!

Holy New York Holy San Francisco Holy Peoria & Seattle Holy Paris Holy Tangiers Holy
Moscow Holy Istanbul!

Holy time in eternity holy eternity in time holy the clocks in space holy the fourth
dimension holy the fifth International holy the Angel in Moloch!

Holy the sea holy the desert holy the railroad holy the locomotive holy the visions holy
the hallucinations holy the miracles holy the eyeball holy the abyss!

Holy forgiveness! mercy! charity! faith! Holy! Ours! bodies! suffering! magnanimity!
Holy the supernatural extra brilliant intelligent kindness of the soul!
Berkeley, 1955



A Strange New Cottage in Berkeley

All afternoon cutting bramble blackberries off a tottering brown fence
under a low branch with its rotten old apricots miscellaneous under the leaves,
fixing the drip in the intricate gut machinery of a new toilet;

found a good coffeepot in the vines by the porch, rolled a big tire out of the scarlet
bushes, hid my marijuana;

wet the flowers, playing the sunlit water each to each, returning for godly extra drops
for the stringbeans and daisies;

three times walked round the grass and sighed absently:

my reward, when the garden fed me its plums from the form of a small tree in the
corner,

an angel thoughtful of my stomach, and my dry and lovelorn tongue.
1955

Block print by Robert LaVigne



A Supermarket in California

What thoughts I have of you tonight, Walt Whitman, for I walked down the sidestreets
under the trees with a headache self-conscious looking at the full moon.

In my hungry fatigue, and shopping for images, I went into the neon fruit
supermarket, dreaming of your enumerations!

What peaches and what penumbras! Whole families shopping at night! Aisles full of
husbands! Wives in the avocados, babies in the tomatoes! —and you, Garcia Lorca, what
were you doing down by the watermelons?

I saw you, Walt Whitman, childless, lonely old grubber, poking among the meats in
the refrigerator and eyeing the grocery boys.

I heard you asking questions of each: Who killed the pork chops? What price
bananas? Are you my Angel?

I wandered in and out of the brilliant stacks of cans following you, and followed in
my imagination by the store detective.

We strode down the open corridors together in our solitary fancy tasting artichokes,
possessing every frozen delicacy, and never passing the cashier.

Where are we going, Walt Whitman? The doors close in an hour. Which way does your
beard point tonight?

(I touch your book and dream of our odyssey in the supermarket and feel absurd.)

Will we walk all night through solitary streets? The trees add shade to shade, lights
out in the houses, we’ll both be lonely.

Will we stroll dreaming of the lost America of love past blue automobiles in
driveways, home to our silent cottage?

Ah, dear father, graybeard, lonely old courage-teacher, what America did you have
when Charon quit poling his ferry and you got out on a smoking bank and stood
watching the boat disappear on the black waters of Lethe?

Berkeley, 1955



Four Haiku

Looking over my shoulder
my behind was covered
with cherry blossoms.

Lying on my side
in the void:
the breath in my nose.

I didn’t know the names
of the flowers—now
my garden is gone.

On the porch
in my shorts—
auto lights in the rain.

Berkeley, Fall 1955



Sunflower Sutra

I walked on the banks of the tincan banana dock and sat down under the huge shade of
a Southern Pacific locomotive to look at the sunset over the box house hills and cry.

Jack Kerouac sat beside me on a busted rusty iron pole, companion, we thought the
same thoughts of the soul, bleak and blue and sad-eyed, surrounded by the gnarled
steel roots of trees of machinery.

The oily water on the river mirrored the red sky, sun sank on top of final Frisco peaks,
no fish in that stream, no hermit in those mounts, just ourselves rheumy-eyed and
hung-over like old bums on the river-bank, tired and wily.

Look at the Sunflower, he said, there was a dead gray shadow against the sky, big as a
man, sitting dry on top of a pile of ancient sawdust—

—I rushed up enchanted—it was my first sunflower, memories of Blake—my visions—
Harlem

and Hells of the Eastern rivers, bridges clanking Joes Greasy Sandwiches, dead baby
carriages, black treadless tires forgotten and unretreaded, the poem of the riverbank,
condoms & pots, steel knives, nothing stainless, only the dank muck and the razor-
sharp artifacts passing into the past—

and the gray Sunflower poised against the sunset, crackly bleak and dusty with the smut
and smog and smoke of olden locomotives in its eye—

corolla of bleary spikes pushed down and broken like a battered crown, seeds fallen out
of its face, soon-to-be-toothless mouth of sunny air, sunrays obliterated on its hairy
head like a dried wire spiderweb,

leaves stuck out like arms out of the stem, gestures from the sawdust root, broke pieces
of plaster fallen out of the black twigs, a dead fly in its ear,

Unholy battered old thing you were, my sunflower O my soul, I loved you then!
The grime was no man’s grime but death and human locomotives,

all that dress of dust, that veil of darkened railroad skin, that smog of cheek, that eyelid
of black mis’ry, that sooty hand or phallus or protuberance of artificial worse-than-
dirt—industrial—modern—all that civilization spotting your crazy golden crown—

and those blear thoughts of death and dusty loveless eyes and ends and withered roots
below, in the home-pile of sand and sawdust, rubber dollar bills, skin of machinery,
the guts and innards of the weeping coughing car, the empty lonely tincans with their
rusty tongues alack, what more could I name, the smoked ashes of some cock cigar,
the cunts of wheelbarrows and the milky breasts of cars, wornout asses out of chairs &
sphincters of dynamos—all these

entangled in your mummied roots—and you there standing before me in the sunset, all
your glory in your form!

A perfect beauty of a sunflower! a perfect excellent lovely sunflower existence! a sweet



natural eye to the new hip moon, woke up alive and excited grasping in the sunset
shadow sunrise golden monthly breeze!

How many flies buzzed round you innocent of your grime, while you cursed the heavens
of the railroad and your flower soul?

Poor dead flower? when did you forget you were a flower? when did you look at your
skin and decide you were an impotent dirty old locomotive? the ghost of a
locomotive? the specter and shade of a once powerful mad American locomotive?

You were never no locomotive, Sunflower, you were a sunflower!

And you Locomotive, you are a locomotive, forget me not!

So I grabbed up the skeleton thick sunflower and stuck it at my side like a scepter,
and deliver my sermon to my soul, and Jack’s soul too, and anyone who'll listen,

—We’re not our skin of grime, we’re not our dread bleak dusty imageless locomotive,
we’re all golden sunflowers inside, blessed by our own seed & hairy naked
accomplishment-bodies growing into mad black formal sunflowers in the sunset, spied
on by our eyes under the shadow of the mad locomotive riverbank sunset Frisco hilly
tincan evening sitdown vision.

Berkeley, 1955



Transcription of Organ Music

The flower in the glass peanut bottle formerly in the kitchen crooked to take a place in
the light,

the closet door opened, because I used it before, it kindly stayed open waiting for me, its
owner.

I began to feel my misery in pallet on floor, listening to music, my misery, that’s why I
want to sing.

The room closed down on me, I expected the presence of the Creator, I saw my gray
painted walls and ceiling, they contained my room, they contained me

as the sky contained my garden,
I opened my door

The rambler vine climbed up the cottage post, the leaves in the night still where the
day had placed them, the animal heads of the flowers where they had arisen

to think at the sun

Can I bring back the words? Will thought of transcription haze my mental open eye?

The kindly search for growth, the gracious desire to exist of the flowers, my near
ecstasy at existing among them

The privilege to witness my existence—you too must seek the sun ...

My books piled up before me for my use

waiting in space where I placed them, they haven’t disappeared, time’s left its
remnants and qualities for me to use—my words piled up, my texts, my manuscripts, my
loves.

I had a moment of clarity, saw the feeling in the heart of things, walked out to the
garden crying.

Saw the red blossoms in the night light, sun’s gone, they had all grown, in a moment,
and were waiting stopped in time for the day sun to come and give them ...

Flowers which as in a dream at sunset I watered faithfully not knowing how much I
loved them.

I am so lonely in my glory—except they too out there—I looked up —those red bush
blossoms beckoning and peering in the window waiting in blind love, their leaves too
have hope and are upturned top flat to the sky to receive—all creation open to receive
—the flat earth itself.



The music descends, as does the tall bending stalk of the heavy blossom, because it has
to, to stay alive, to continue to the last drop of joy.

The world knows the love that’s in its breast as in the flower, the suffering lonely
world.

The Father is merciful.

The light socket is crudely attached to the ceiling, after the house was built, to receive
a plug which sticks in it allright, and serves my phonograph now...

The closet door is open for me, where I left it, since I left it open, it has graciously
stayed open.

The kitchen has no door, the hole there will admit me should I wish to enter the
kitchen.

I remember when I first got laid, H.P. graciously took my cherry, I sat on the docks of
Provincetown, age 23, joyful, elevated in hope with the Father, the door to the womb
was open to admit me if I wished to enter.

There are unused electricity plugs all over my house if I ever need them.
The kitchen window is open, to admit air ...

The telephone—sad to relate—sits on the floor—I haven’t the money to get it
connected—

I want people to bow as they see me and say he is gifted with poetry, he has seen the
presence of the Creator.

And the Creator gave me a shot of his presence to gratify my wish, so as not to cheat
me of my yearning for him.

Berkeley, September 8, 1955



Sather Gate Illumination

Why do I deny manna to another?
Because I deny it to myself.

Why have I denied myself?

What other has rejected me?

Now I believe you are lovely, my soul, soul of Allen, Allen—

and you so beloved, so sweetened, so recalled to your true loveliness,
your original nude breathing Allen

will you ever deny another again?

Dear Walter, thanks for the message
I forbid you not to touch me, man to man, True American.

The bombers jet through the sky in unison of twelve,
the pilots are sweating and nervous at the controls in the hot cabins.
Over what souls will they loose their loveless bombs?

The Campanile pokes its white granite (?) innocent head into the clouds for me to look
at.

A cripple lady explains French grammar with a loud sweet voice: Regarder is to look—
the whole French language looks on the trees on the campus.

The girls’ haunted voices make quiet dates for 2 o’clock—yet one of them waves
farewell and smiles at last—her red skirt swinging shows how she loves herself.

Another encased in flashy Scotch clothes clomps up the concrete in a hurry—into the
door—poor dear!—who will receive you in love’s offices?

How many beautiful boys have I seen on this spot?

The trees seem on the verge of moving—ah! they do move in the breeze.

Roar again of airplanes in the sky—everyone looks up.

And do you know that all these rubbings of the eyes & painful gestures to the brow
of suited scholars entering Dwinelle (Hall) are Holy Signs?—anxiety and fear?

How many years have I got to float on this sweetened scene of trees & humans clomping
above ground—

O I must be mad to sit here lonely in the void & glee & build up thoughts of love!



But what do I have to doubt but my own shiny eyes, what to lose but life which is a
vision today this afternoon.

My stomach is light, I relax, new sentences spring forth out of the scene to describe
spontaneous forms of Time—trees, sleeping dogs, airplanes wandering thru the air,
negroes with their lunch books of anxiety, apples and sandwiches, lunchtime, icecream,
Timeless—

And even the ugliest will seek beauty—‘What are you doing Friday night?’ asks the
sailor in white school training cap & gilt buttons & blue coat,

and the little ape in a green jacket and baggy pants and overloaded school-book satchel
says ‘Quartets.’

Every Friday nite, beautiful quartets to celebrate and please my soul with all its hair—
Music!

and then strides off, snapping pieces chocolate off a bar wrapped in Hershey brown
paper and tinfoil,

eating chocolate rose.
& how can those other boys be them happy selves in their brown army study uniforms?
Now cripple girl swings down walk with loping fuck gestures of her hips askew—

let her roll her eyes in abandon & camp angelic through the campus bouncing her body
about in joy—

someone will dig that pelvic energy for sure.

Those white stripes down your chocolate cupcake, Lady (held in front of your nose
finishing sentence preparatory to chomp),

they were painted there to delight you by some spanish industrial artistic hand in
bakery factory faraway,

expert hand in simple-minded messages of white stripes on millions of message
cupcakes.

I have a message for you all—I will denote one particularity of each!

And there goes Professor Hart striding enlightened by the years through the doorway
and arcade he built (in his mind) and knows—he too saw the ruins of Yucatan once—

followed by a lonely janitor in dovegray italian fruitpeddler Chico Marx hat pushing his
rolypoly belly thru the trees.

N sees all girls
as visions of



their inner cunts,
yes, it’s true!

and all men walking
along thinking

of their spirit cocks.

So look at that poor dread boy

with two-day black hair

all over his dirty face,

how he must hate his cock
—Chinamen stop shuddering

and now to bring this to an end with a rise and an ellipse—

The boys are now all talking to the girls ‘If I was a girl I'd love all boys’ & girls
giggling the opposite, all pretty everywhichway

and even I have my secret beds and lovers under another moonlight, be you sure

& any minute I expect to see a baby carriage pushed on to the scene

and everyone turn in attention like the airplanes and laughter, like a Greek Campus
and the big brown shaggy silent dog lazing openeyed in the shade

lift up his head & sniff & lower his head on his golden paws & let his belly rumble away
unconcerned.

... the lion’s ruddy eyes
Shall flow with tears of gold.

Now the silence is broken, students pour onto the square, the doors are crowded, the dog
gets up and walks away,

the cripple swings out of Dwinelle, a nun even, I wonder about her, an old lady
distinguished by a cane,

we all look up, silence moves, huge changes upon the ground, and in the air thoughts fly
all over, filling space.

My grief at Peter’s not loving me was grief at not loving myself.

Huge Karmas of broken minds in beautiful bodies unable to receive love because not
knowing the self as lovely—

Fathers and Teachers!

Seeing in people the visible evidence of inner self thought by their treatment of me:



who loves himself loves me who love myself.
Berkeley, September 1955



America

America I've given you all and now I’m nothing.

America two dollars and twentyseven cents January 17, 1956.

I can’t stand my own mind.

America when will we end the human war?

Go fuck yourself with your atom bomb.

I don’t feel good don’t bother me.

I won’t write my poem till I’'m in my right mind.

America when will you be angelic?

When will you take off your clothes?

When will you look at yourself through the grave?

When will you be worthy of your million Trotskyites?

America why are your libraries full of tears?

America when will you send your eggs to India?

I’'m sick of your insane demands.

When can I go into the supermarket and buy what I need with my good looks?
America after all it is you and I who are perfect not the next world.
Your machinery is too much for me.

You made me want to be a saint.

There must be some other way to settle this argument.

Burroughs is in Tangiers I don’t think he’ll come back it’s sinister.
Are you being sinister or is this some form of practical joke?

I’'m trying to come to the point.

I refuse to give up my obsession.

America stop pushing I know what I’'m doing.

America the plum blossoms are falling.

I haven’t read the newspapers for months, everyday somebody goes on trial for murder.
America I feel sentimental about the Wobblies.

America I used to be a communist when I was a kid I'm not sorry.

I smoke marijuana every chance I get.

I sit in my house for days on end and stare at the roses in the closet.
When I go to Chinatown I get drunk and never get laid.

My mind is made up there’s going to be trouble.

You should have seen me reading Marx.



My psychoanalyst thinks I'm perfectly right.
I won’t say the Lord’s Prayer.
I have mystical visions and cosmic vibrations.

America I still haven’t told you what you did to Uncle Max after he came over from
Russia.

I’'m addressing you.

Are you going to let your emotional life be run by Time Magazine?
I’m obsessed by Time Magazine.

I read it every week.

Its cover stares at me every time I slink past the corner candystore.
I read it in the basement of the Berkeley Public Library.

It’s always telling me about responsibility. Businessmen are serious.
Movie producers are serious. Everybody’s serious but me.

It occurs to me that I am America.

I am talking to myself again.

Asia is rising against me.

I haven’t got a chinaman’s chance.

I’d better consider my national resources.

My national resources consist of two joints of marijuana millions of genitals an
unpublishable private literature that jetplanes 1400 miles an hour and twentyfive-
thousand mental institutions.

I say nothing about my prisons nor the millions of underprivileged who live in my
flowerpots under the light of five hundred suns.

I have abolished the whorehouses of France, Tangiers is the next to go.
My ambition is to be President despite the fact that I’'m a Catholic.
America how can I write a holy litany in your silly mood?

I will continue like Henry Ford my strophes are as individual as his automobiles more so
they’re all different sexes.

America I will sell you strophes $2500 apiece $500 down on your old strophe
America free Tom Mooney

America save the Spanish Loyalists

America Sacco & Vanzetti must not die

America I am the Scottsboro boys.

America when I was seven momma took me to Communist Cell meetings they sold us
garbanzos a handful per ticket a ticket costs a nickel and the speeches were free
everybody was angelic and sentimental about the workers it was all so sincere you



have no idea what a good thing the party was in 1835 Scott Nearing was a grand old
man a real mensch Mother Bloor the Silk-strikers’” Ewig-Weibliche made me cry I once
saw the Yiddish orator Israel Amter plain. Everybody must have been a spy.

America you don’t really want to go to war.
America it’s them bad Russians.
Them Russians them Russians and them Chinamen. And them Russians.

The Russia wants to eat us alive. The Russia’s power mad. She wants to take our cars
from out our garages.

Her wants to grab Chicago. Her needs a Red Reader’s Digest. Her wants our auto plants
in Siberia. Him big bureaucracy running our fillingstations.

That no good. Ugh. Him make Indians learn read. Him need big black niggers. Hah. Her
make us all work sixteen hours a day. Help.

America this is quite serious.

America this is the impression I get from looking in the television set.
America is this correct?

I’d better get right down to the job.

It’s true I don’t want to join the Army or turn lathes in precision parts factories, I'm
nearsighted and psychopathic anyway.

America I’'m putting my queer shoulder to the wheel.
Berkeley, January 17, 1956



Fragment 1956

Now to the come of the poem, let me be worthy

& sing holily the natural pathos of the human soul,
naked original skin beneath our dreams

& robes of thought, the perfect self identity
radiant with lusts and intellectual faces

Who carries the lines, the painful browed
contortions of the upper eyes, the whole body
breathing and sentient among flowers and buildings
open-eyed, self knowing, trembling with love—
Soul that I have, that Jack has, Huncke has

Bill has, Joan had, and has in me memory yet,
bum has in rags, madman underneath black clothes.
Soul identical each to each, as standing on

the streetcorner ten years ago I looked at Jack
and told him we were the same person—look

in my eyes and speak to yourself, that makes me
everybody’s lover, Hal mine against his will,

I had his soul in my own body already, while

he frowned—by the streetlamp 8th Avenue & 27th
Street 1947—I had just come back from Africa
with a gleam of the illumination actually

to come to me in time as come to all—Jack

the worst murderer, Allen the most cowardly

with a streak of yellow love running through

my poems, a fag in the city, Joe Army screaming
in anguish in Dannemora 1945 jailhouse,

breaking his own white knuckle against the bars
his dumb sad cellmate beaten by the guards

an iron floor below, Gregory weeping in Tombs,
Joan eyes narrow-lidded under benzedrine
harkening to the paranoia in the wall,

Huncke from Chicago dreaming in Arcades

of hellish Pokerino blue skinned Times Square light,
Bill King yelling pale faced in the subway window
final minute gape-death struggling to return,
Morphy himself, archsuicide, expiring in blood

on the Passaic, tragic & bewildered in

last tears, attaining death that moment

human, intellectual, bearded, who else

was he then but himself?

Berkeley, 1956



Afternoon Seattle

Busride along waterfront down Yessler under street bridge to the old red Wobbly Hall

One Big Union, posters of the Great Mandala of Labor, bleareyed dusty cardplayers
dreaming behind the counter ... ‘but these young fellers can’t see ahead and we nothing
to offer’—

After Snyder his little red beard and bristling Buddha mind I weeping crossed Skid
Road to 10¢ beer.

Labyrinth wood stairways and Greek movies under Farmers Market secondhand city,
Indian smoked salmon old overcoats and dry red shoes,

Green Parrot Theater, Maytime, and down to the harborside the ships, walked on
Alaska silent together—ferryboat coming faraway in mist from Bremerton Island
dreamlike small on the waters of Holland to me

—and entered my head the seagull, a shriek, sentinels standing over rusty harbor iron
dockwork, rocks dripping under rotten wharves slime on the walls—

the seagull’s small cry—inhuman not of the city, lone sentinels of God, animal birds
among us indifferent, their bleak lone cries representing our souls.

A rowboat docked and chained floating in the tide by a wharf. Basho’s frog. Someone
left it there, it drifts.

Sailor’s curio shop hung with shells and skulls a whalebone mask, Indian seas. The
cities rot from oldest parts. Little red mummy from Idaho

Frank H. Little your big hat high cheekbones crosseyes and song.

The cities rot from the center, the suburbs fall apart a slow apocalypse of rot the
spectral trolleys fade

the cities rot the fire escapes hang and rust the brick turns black dust falls uncollected
garbage heaps the wall

the birds invade with their cries the skid row alley creeps downtown the ancient
jailhouse groans bums snore under the pavement a dark Turkish bath the cornice gapes
at midnight

Seattle!—department stores full of fur coats and camping equipment, mad noontime
businessmen in gabardine coats talking on streetcorners to keep up the structure, I float
past, birds cry,

Salvation Army offers soup on rotting block, six thousand beggars groan at a meal of
hopeful beans.

February 2, 1956



Tears

I’'m crying all the time now.
I cried all over the street when I left the Seattle Wobbly Hall.
I cried listening to Bach.

I cried looking at the happy flowers in my backyard, I cried at the sadness of the middle-
aged trees.

Happiness exists I feel it.
I cried for my soul, I cried for the world’s soul.
The world has a beautiful soul.
God appearing to be seen and cried over. Overflowing heart of Paterson.
Seattle, February 2, 1956



Scribble

Rexroth’s face reflecting human
tired bliss
White haired, wing browed
gas mustache,
flowers jet out of
his sad head,
listening to Edith Piaf street song
as she walks the universe
with all life gone
and cities disappeared
only the God of Love
left smiling.

Berkeley, March 1956



In the Baggage Room at Greyhound

I
In the depths of the Greyhound Terminal

sitting dumbly on a baggage truck looking at the sky waiting for the Los Angeles
Express to depart

worrying about eternity over the Post Office roof in the night-time red downtown
heaven,

staring through my eyeglasses I realized shuddering these thoughts were not eternity,
nor the poverty of our lives, irritable baggage clerks,

nor the millions of weeping relatives surrounding the buses waving goodbye,

nor other millions of the poor rushing around from city to city to see their loved ones,
nor an indian dead with fright talking to a huge cop by the Coke machine,

nor this trembling old lady with a cane taking the last trip of her life,

nor the red-capped cynical porter collecting his quarters and smiling over the smashed
baggage,
nor me looking around at the horrible dream,

nor mustached negro Operating Clerk named Spade, dealing out with his marvelous
long hand the fate of thousands of express packages,

nor fairy Sam in the basement limping from leaden trunk to trunk,
nor Joe at the counter with his nervous breakdown smiling cowardly at the customers,

nor the grayish-green whale’s stomach interior loft where we keep the baggage in
hideous racks,

hundreds of suitcases full of tragedy rocking back and forth waiting to be opened,

nor the baggage that’s lost, nor damaged handles, nameplates vanished, busted wires &
broken ropes, whole trunks exploding on the concrete floor,

nor seabags emptied into the night in the final warehouse.

II

Yet Spade reminded me of Angel, unloading a bus,

dressed in blue overalls black face official Angel’s workman cap,
pushing with his belly a huge tin horse piled high with black baggage,
looking up as he passed the yellow light bulb of the loft

and holding high on his arm an iron shepherd’s crook.

II1
It was the racks, I realized, sitting myself on top of them now as is my wont at



lunchtime to rest my tired foot,

it was the racks, great wooden shelves and stanchions posts and beams assembled floor
to roof jumbled with baggage,

—the Japanese white metal postwar trunk gaudily flowered & headed for Fort Bragg,
one Mexican green paper package in purple rope adorned with names for Nogales,
hundreds of radiators all at once for Eureka,

crates of Hawaiian underwear,

rolls of posters scattered over the Peninsula, nuts to Sacramento,

one human eye for Napa,

an aluminum box of human blood for Stockton

and a little red package of teeth for Calistoga—

it was the racks and these on the racks I saw naked in electric light the night before I
quit,

the racks were created to hang our possessions, to keep us together, a temporary shift in
space,

God’s only way of building the rickety structure of Time, to hold the bags to send on the
roads, to carry our luggage from place to place looking for a bus to ride us back home
to Eternity where the heart was left and farewell tears began.

IV
A swarm of baggage sitting by the counter as the transcontinental bus pulls in.
The clock registering 12:15 AM., May 9, 1956, the second hand moving forward, red.

Getting ready to load my last bus.—Farewell, Walnut Creek Richmond Vallejo Portland
Pacific Highway

Fleet-footed Quicksilver, god of transience.

One last package sits lone at midnight sticking up out of the Coast rack high as the
dusty fluorescent light.

The wage they pay us is too low to live on. Tragedy reduced to numbers.
This for the poor shepherds. I am a communist.

Farewell ye Greyhound where I suffered so much, hurt my knee and scraped my hand
and built my pectoral muscles big as vagina.

May 9, 1956



Psalm III

To God: to illuminate all men. Beginning with Skid Road.

Let Occidental and Washington be transformed into a higher place, the plaza of
eternity.

[luminate the welders in shipyards with the brilliance of their torches.
Let the crane operator lift up his arm for joy.
Let elevators creak and speak, ascending and descending in awe.
Let the mercy of the flower’s direction beckon in the eye.
Let the straight flower bespeak its purpose in straightness—to seek the light.
Let the crooked flower bespeak its purpose in crookedness—to seek the light.
Let the crookedness and straightness bespeak the light.
Let Puget Sound be a blast of light.
I feed on your Name like a cockroach on a crumb—this cockroach is holy.
Seattle, June, 1956



Many Loves

“Resolved to sing no songs henceforth but those of manly attachment”

—Walt Whitman

Neal Cassady was my animal: he brought me to my knees

and taught me the love of his cock and the secrets of his mind

And we met and conversed, went walking in the evening by the park

Up to Harlem, recollecting Denver, and Dan Budd, a hero

And we made shift to sack out in Harlem, after a long evening,

Jack and host in a large double bed, I volunteered for the cot, and Neal
Volunteered for the cot with me, we stripped and lay down.

I wore my underwear, my shorts, and he his briefs—

lights out on the narrow bed I turned to my side, with my back to his Irish boy’s torso,
and huddled and balanced on the edge, and kept distance—

and hung my head over and kept my arm over the side, withdrawn

And he seeing my fear stretched out his arm, and put it around my breast
Saying “Draw near me” and gathered me in upon him:

I lay there trembling, and felt his great arm like a king’s

And his breasts, his heart slow thudding against my back,

and his middle torso, narrow and made of iron, soft at my back,

his fiery firm belly warming me while I trembled—

His belly of fists and starvation, his belly a thousand girls kissed in Colorado

his belly of rocks thrown over Denver roofs, prowess of jumping and fists, his stomach
of solitudes,

His belly of burning iron and jails affectionate to my side:

I began to tremble, he pulled me in closer with his arm, and hugged me long and close
my soul melted, secrecy departed, I became

Thenceforth open to his nature as a flower in the shining sun.

And below his belly, in white underwear, tight between my buttocks,

His own loins against me soft, nestling in comradeship, put forth & pressed into me,
open to my awareness,

slowly began to grow, signal me further and deeper affection, sexual tenderness.

So gentle the man, so sweet the moment, so kind the thighs that nuzzled against me
smooth-skinned powerful, warm by my legs

That my body shudders and trembles with happiness, remembering—



His hand opened up on my belly, his palms and fingers flat against my skin

I fell to him, and turned, shifting, put my face on his arm resting,

my chest against his, he helped me to turn, and held me closer

his arm at my back beneath my head, and arm at my buttocks tender holding me in,

our bellies together nestling, loins touched together, pressing and knowledgeable each
other’s hardness, and mine stuck out of my underwear.

Then I pressed in closer and drew my leg up between his, and he lay half on me with his
thighs and bedded me down close, caressing

and moved together pressing his cock to my thigh and mine to his

slowly, and slowly began a love match that continues in my imagination to this day a
full decade.

Thus I met Neal & thus we felt each other’s flesh and owned each other bodies and souls.

So then as I lay on his breast with my arms clasped around his neck and his cheek
against mine,

I put my hand down to feel his great back for the first time, jaws and pectorals of steel
at my fingers,

closer and stiller, down the silken iron back to his waist, the whole of his torso now
open
my hand at his waist trembling, waited delaying and under the elastic of his briefs,

I first touched the smooth mount of his rock buttocks, silken in power, rounded in
animal fucking and bodily nights over nurses and schoolgirls,

O ass of long solitudes in stolen cars, and solitudes on curbs, musing fist in cheek,

Ass of a thousand farewells, ass of youth, youth’s lovers,

Ass of a thousand lonely craps in gas stations ass of great painful secrecies of the years
O ass of mystery and night! ass of gymnasiums and muscular pants

ass of high schools and masturbation ass of lone delight, ass of mankind, so beautiful
and hollow, dowry of Mind and Angels,

Ass of hero, Neal Cassady, I had at my hand: my fingers traced the curve to the bottom
of his thighs.

I raised my thighs and stripped down my shorts to my knees, and bent to push them off
and he raised me up from his chest, and pulled down his pants the same,
humble and meek and obedient to his mood our silence,

and naked at long last with angel & greek & athlete & hero and brother and boy of my
dreams

I lay with my hair intermixed with his, he asking me “What shall we do now?”
—And confessed, years later, he thinking I was not a queer at first to please me & serve



me, to blow me and make me come, maybe or if I were queer, that’s what I'd likely
want of a dumb bastard like him.

But I made my first mistake, and made him then and there my master, and bowed my
head, and holding his buttock

Took up his hard-on and held it, feeling it throb and pressing my own at his knee &
breathing showed him I needed him, cock, for my dreams of insatiety & lone love.

—And I lie here naked in the dark, dreaming
Arctic, August 10, 1956



Ready to Roll

To Mexico! To Mexico! Down the dovegray highway, past Atomic City police, past the
fiery border to dream cantinas!

Standing on the sunny metropolitan plateau, stranger prince on the street, dollars in my
pocket, alone, free—genitals and thighs and buttocks under skin and leather.

Music! Taxis! Marijuana in the slums! Ancient sexy parks! Continental boulevards in
America! Modern downtown for a dollar! Dungarees in Les Ambassadeurs! And here’s
a hard brown cock for a quarter!

Drunkenness! and the long night walks down brown streets, eyes, windows, buses,
interior charnels behind the Cathedral, lost squares and hungry tacos, a calf’s head
cooked and picked apart for meat,

and the blackened inner roofs and tents of the Thieves’ Market, street crisscrossed on
street, a naked hipster labyrinth, stealing, pausing, loitering, noticing drums,
purchasing nothing

but a broken aluminum coffeepot with a doll’s arm sticking up out of the mouth.

Haha! what do I want? Change of solitude, spectre of drunkenness in paranoiac
taxicabs, fear and gaiety of unknown lovers

coming around the empty streetcorner dark-eyed and watching me make it there alone
under the new hip moon.

San Francisco, October 1956



IV
REALITY SANDWICHES: EUROPE! EUROPE!
(1957-1959)



POEM Rocket

*
* *

POEM
Rocket

iiiiiiiii

A ko A ko koW
“Be a Star-serewer!"—Gregory Corso
Old moon my eyes are new moon with human footprint
no longer Romeo Sadface in drunken river Loony Pierre eyebrow, goof moon

O possible moon in Heaven we get to first of ageless constellations of names as God is
possible as All is possible so we’ll reach another life.

Moon politicians earth weeping and warring in eternity

tho not one star disturbed by screaming madmen from Hollywood

oil tycoons from Romania making secret deals with flabby green Plutonians—
slave camps on Saturn Cuban revolutions on Mars?

Old life and new side by side, will Catholic Church find Christ on Jupiter
Mohammed rave in Uranus will Buddha be acceptable on the stolid planets

or will we find Zoroastrian temples flowering on Neptune?

What monstrous new ecclesiastical design on the entire universe unfolds in the dying
Pope’s brain?

Scientist alone is true poet he gives us the moon

he promises the stars he’ll make us a new universe if it comes to that
O Einstein I should have sent you my flaming mss.

O Einstein I should have pilgrimaged to your white hair!

O fellow travelers I write you a poem in Amsterdam in the Cosmos
where Spinoza ground his magic lenses long ago

I write you a poem long ago

already my feet are washed in death

Here I am naked without identity

with no more body than the fine black tracery of pen mark on soft paper as star talks to
star multiple beams of sunlight all the same myriad thought

in one fold of the universe where Whitman was



and Blake and Shelley saw Milton dwelling as in a starry temple
brooding in his blindness seeing all—

Now at last I can speak to you beloved brothers of an unknown moon
real Yous squatting in whatever form amidst Platonic Vapors of Eternity
I am another Star.

Will you eat my poems or read them

or gaze with aluminum blind plates on sunless pages?

do you dream or translate & accept data with indifferent droopings of antennae?
do I make sense to your flowery green receptor eyesockets? do you have visions of God?
Which way will the sunflower turn surrounded by millions of suns?

This is my rocket my personal rocket I send up my message Beyond
Someone to hear me there

My immortality

without steel or cobalt basalt or diamond gold or mercurial fire

without passports filing cabinets bits of paper warheads

without myself finally

pure thought

message all and everywhere the same

I send up my rocket to land on whatever planet awaits it

preferably religious sweet planets no money

fourth dimensional planets where Death shows movies

plants speak (courteously) of ancient physics and poetry itself is manufactured by the
trees

the final Planet where the Great Brain of the Universe sits waiting for a poem to land in
His golden pocket

joining the other notes mash-notes love-sighs complaints-musical shrieks of despair and
the million unutterable thoughts of frogs

I send you my rocket of amazing chemical
more than my hair my sperm or the cells of my body

the speeding thought that flies upward with my desire as instantaneous as the universe
and faster than light

and leave all other questions unfinished for the moment to turn back to sleep
in my dark bed on earth.
Amsterdam, October 4, 1957



Squeal

He rises he stretches he liquefies he is hammered again
He’s divided in shares he litters the floor of the Bourse

He’s cut by adamantine snips and sent by railway car
Accumulated on the margin by bony Goldfinger has various
Visions of being an automobile consolidates

The fortune of spectral lawyers heirs weep over him

He melts he undergoes remarkable metamorphoses peculiar
Hallucinations he coughs up debentures beaten

By immense hammers in a vast loft pours in fire spurts
Upward in molten forges he levels he dreams and he cools
And the present adjusted steel squints.

A hunchback tuberculosis salesman drives him cackling to St. Louis
In the rain Hack no will of his own Creep next resale Crank
San Pedro tomorrow St. Joe Squeak will it never end Hohokus—

Crashes into a dirty locomotive the bastard never

Mind stock averages decline slightly here’s the mechanic

Blam the junkyard Help the smelter later a merger pressure accumulates
He’s had it now Eek he’s an airplane Whine he wants to go home
Suddenly he dives on the market like a bomb.

Paris, December 1957



Wrote This Last Night

Listen to the tale of the sensitive car
who was coughed up out of earth in Pittsburgh.

She screamed like a Swedish Prime Minister
on her first flight down the red neon highway,

she couldn’t stand the sirens and blind lights
of the male cars Fords Oldsmobiles Studebakers

—her assembly line foreman had prophesied wild wreck
on Sunset Boulevard headlights & eyeballs broken fenders & bones.

She rode all over Mexico avoiding Los Angeles
praying to be an old junkie in a bordertown graveyard

with rattly doors and yellow broken windowpanes
bent license plate weak brakes & unsalable motor

worn out by the slow buttocks of teen-age nightmare
panting under the impoverished jissum of the August moon,

Anything but that final joyride with the mad producer
and his bombshell intellectual star on the last night up from Mexicali.

Paris, December 1957



Death to Van Gogh’s Ear!

POET is Priest

Money has reckoned the soul of America

Congress broken thru to the precipice of Eternity

the President built a War machine which will vomit and rear up Russia out of Kansas
The American Century betrayed by a mad Senate which no longer sleeps with its wife
Franco has murdered Lorca the fairy son of Whitman

just as Mayakovsky committed suicide to avoid Russia

Hart Crane distinguished Platonist committed suicide to cave in the wrong America

just as millions of tons of human wheat were burned in secret caverns under the White
House

while India starved and screamed and ate mad dogs full of rain
and mountains of eggs were reduced to white powder in the halls of Congress

on godfearing man will walk there again because of the stink of the rotten eggs of
America

and the Indians of Chiapas continue to gnaw their vitaminless tortillas
aborigines of Australia perhaps gibber in the eggless wilderness

and I rarely have an egg for breakfast tho my work requires infinite eggs to come to
birth in Eternity

eggs should be eaten or given to their mothers

and the grief of the countless chickens of America is expressed in the screaming of her
comedians over the radio

Detroit has built a million automobiles of rubber trees and phantoms
but I walk, I walk, and the Orient walks with me, and all Africa walks
and sooner or later North America will walk

for as we have driven the Chinese Angel from our door he will drive us from the Golden
Door of the future

we have not cherished pity on Tanganyika

Einstein alive was mocked for his heavenly politics

Bertrand Russell driven from New York for getting laid

immortal Chaplin driven from our shores with the rose in his teeth

a secret conspiracy by Catholic Church in the lavatories of Congress has denied
contraceptives to the unceasing masses of India.

Nobody publishes a word that is not the cowardly robot ravings of a depraved mentality
The day of the publication of the true literature of the American body will be day of



Revolution
the revolution of the sexy lamb
the only bloodless revolution that gives away corn
poor Genet will illuminate the harvesters of Ohio
Marijuana is a benevolent narcotic but J. Edgar Hoover prefers his deathly scotch
And the heroin of Lao-Tze & the Sixth Patriarch is punished by the electric chair
but the poor sick junkies have nowhere to lay their heads

fiends in our government have invented a cold-turkey cure for addiction as obsolete as
the Defense Early Warning Radar System.

I am the defense early warning radar system
I see nothing but bombs
I am not interested in preventing Asia from being Asia

and the governments of Russia and Asia will rise and fall but Asia and Russia will not
fall

the government of America also will fall but how can America fall
I doubt if anyone will ever fall anymore except governments
fortunately all the governments will fall

the only ones which won'’t fall are the good ones

and the good ones don’t yet exist

But they have to begin existing they exist in my poems

they exist in the death of the Russian and American governments
they exist in the death of Hart Crane & Mayakovsky

Now is the time for prophecy without death as a consequence
the universe will ultimately disappear

Hollywood will rot on the windmills of Eternity

Hollywood whose movies stick in the throat of God

Yes Hollywood will get what it deserves

Time

Seepage of nerve-gas over the radio

History will make this poem prophetic and its awful silliness a hideous spiritual music
I have the moan of doves and the feather of ecstasy

Man cannot long endure the hunger of the cannibal abstract
War is abstract

the world will be destroyed

but I will die only for poetry, that will save the world



Monument to Sacco & Vanzetti not yet financed to ennoble Boston
natives of Kenya tormented by idiot con-men from England

South Africa in the grip of the white fool

Vachel Lindsay Secretary of the Interior

Poe Secretary of Imagination

Pound Secty. Economics

and Kra belongs to Kra, and Pukti to Pukti

crossfertilization of Blok and Artaud

Van Gogh’s Ear on the currency

no more propaganda for monsters

and poets should stay out of politics or become monsters

I have become monsterous with politics

the Russian poet undoubtedly monsterous in his secret notebook
Tibet should be left alone

These are obvious prophecies

America will be destroyed

Russian poets will struggle with Russia

Whitman warned against this “fabled Damned of nations”

Where was Theodore Roosevelt when he sent out ultimatums from his castle in Camden

Where was the House of Representatives when Crane read aloud from his prophetic
books

What was Wall Street scheming when Lindsay announced the doom of Money
Were they listening to my ravings in the locker rooms of Bickfords Employment Offices?

Did they bend their ears to the moans of my soul when I struggled with market research
statistics in the Forum at Rome?

No they were fighting in fiery offices, on carpets of heartfailure, screaming and
bargaining with Destiny

fighting the Skeleton with sabers, muskets, buck teeth, indigestion, bombs of larceny,
whoredom, rockets, pederasty,

back to the wall to build up their wives and apartments, lawns, suburbs, fairydoms,

Puerto Ricans crowded for massacre on 114th St. for the sake of an imitation Chinese-
Moderne refrigerator

Elephants of mercy murdered for the sake of an Elizabethan birdcage

millions of agitated fanatics in the bughouse for the sake of the screaming soprano of
industry



Money-chant of soapers—toothpaste apes in television sets—deodorizers on hypnotic
chairs—

petroleum mongers in Texas—jet plane streaks among the clouds—

sky writers liars in the face of Divinity—fanged butchers of hats and shoes, all Owners!
Owners! Owners! with obsession on property and vanishing Selfhood!

and their long editorials on the fence of the screaming negro attacked by ants crawled
out of the front page!

Machinery of a mass electrical dream! A war-creating Whore of Babylon bellowing over
Capitols and Academies!

Money! Money! Money! shrieking mad celestial money of illusion! Money made of
nothing, starvation, suicide! Money of failure! Money of death!

Money against Eternity! and eternity’s strong mills grind out vast paper of Illusion!
Paris, December 1957



Europe! Europe!

World world world

I sit in my room

imagine the future
sunlight falls on Paris

I am alone there is no
one whose love is perfect
man has been mad man’s
love is not perfect I

have not wept enough
my breast will be heavy
till death the cities

are specters of cranks

of war the cities are
work & brick & iron &
smoke of the furnace of
selfhood makes tearless
eyes red in London but
no eye meets the sun

Flashed out of sky it

hits Lord Beaverbrook’s
white modern solid

paper building leaned

in London’s street to

bear last yellow beams

old ladies absently gaze
thru fog toward heaven
poor pots on windowsills
snake flowers to street
Trafalgar’s fountains splash
on noon-warmed pigeons
Myself beaming in ecstatic
wilderness on St. Paul’s dome
seeing the light on London
or here on a bed in Paris
sunglow through the high
window on plaster walls

Meek crowd underground



saints perish creeps
streetwomen meet lacklove
under gaslamp and neon
no woman in house loves
husband in flower unity
nor boy loves boy soft

fire in breast politics
electricity scares downtown
radio screams for money
police light on TV screens
laughs at dim lamps in
empty rooms tanks crash
thru bombshell no dream
of man’s joy is made movie
think factory pushes junk
autos tin dreams of Eros
mind eats its flesh in
geekish starvation and no
man’s fuck is holy for
man’s work is most war

Bony China hungers brain
wash over power dam and
America hides mad meat
in refrigerator Britain
cooks Jerusalem too long
France eats oil and dead
salad arms & legs in Africa
loudmouth devours Arabia
negro and white warring
against the golden nuptial
Russia manufacture feeds
millions but no drunk can
dream Mayakovsky’s suicide
rainbow over machinery
and backtalk to the sun

I lie in bed in Europe
alone in old red under
wear symbolic of desire
for union with immortality



but man’s love’s not perfect
in February it rains

as once for Baudelaire

one hundred years ago
planes roar in the air

cars race thru streets

I know where they go

to death but that is OK

it is that death comes

before life that no man

has loved perfectly no one
gets bliss in time new
mankind is not born that

I weep for this antiquity

and herald the Millennium
for I saw the Atlantic sun
rayed down from a vast cloud
at Dover on the sea cliffs
tanker size of ant heaved

up on ocean under shining
cloud and seagull flying

thru sun light’s endless
ladders streaming in Eternity
to ants in the myriad fields
of England to sun flowers
bent up to eat infinity’s
minute gold dolphins leaping
thru Mediterranean rainbow
White smoke and steam in Andes
Asia’s rivers glittering

blind poets deep in lone
Apollonic radiance on hillsides
littered with empty tombs

Paris, February 29, 1958



The Lion for Real

“Soyez muette pour moi, Idole contemplative ...”

I came home and found a lion in my living room

Rushed out on the fire escape screaming Lion! Lion!

Two stenographers pulled their brunette hair and banged the window shut
I hurried home to Paterson and stayed two days.

Called up my old Reichian analyst

who’d kicked me out of therapy for smoking marijuana

‘It’s happened’ I panted ‘There’s a Lion in my room’

‘I’'m afraid any discussion would have no value’ he hung up.

I went to my old boyfriend we got drunk with his girlfriend

I kissed him and announced I had a lion with a mad gleam in my eye
We wound up fighting on the floor I bit his eyebrow & he kicked me out
I ended masturbating in his jeep parked in the street moaning ‘Lion.’

Found Joey my novelist friend and roared at him ‘Lion!’

He looked at me interested and read me his spontaneous ignu high poetries

I listened for lions all I heard was Elephant Tiglon Hippogriff Unicorn Ants

But figured he really understood me when we made it in Ignaz Wisdom’s bathroom.

But next day he sent me a leaf from his Smoky Mountain retreat

‘T love you little Bo-Bo with your delicate golden lions

But there being no Self and No Bars therefore the Zoo of your dear Father hath no Lion
You said your mother was mad don’t expect me to produce the Monster for your
Bridegroom.’

Confused dazed and exalted bethought me of real lion starved in his stink in Harlem
Opened the door the room was filled with the bomb blast of his anger

He roaring hungrily at the plaster walls but nobody could hear him outside thru the
window

My eye caught the edge of the red neighbor apartment building standing in deafening
stillness

We gazed at each other his implacable yellow eye in the red halo of fur
Waxed rheumy on my own but he stopped roaring and bared a fang greeting.



I turned my back and cooked broccoli for supper on an iron gas stove
boilt water and took a hot bath in the old tub under the sink board.

He didn’t eat me, tho I regretted him starving in my presence.

Next week he wasted away a sick rug full of bones wheaten hair falling out
enraged and reddening eye as he lay aching huge hairy head on his paws
by the egg-crate bookcase filled up with thin volumes of Plato, & Buddha.

Sat by his side every night averting my eyes from his hungry motheaten face stopped
eating myself he got weaker and roared at night while I had nightmares

Eaten by lion in bookstore on Cosmic Campus, a lion myself starved by Professor
Kandisky, dying in a lion’s flophouse circus,

I woke up mornings the lion still added dying on the floor—Terrible Presence!’ I cried
‘Eat me or die!’

It got up that afternoon—walked to the door with its paw on the wall to steady its
trembling body

Let out a soul-rending creak from the bottomless roof of his mouth
thundering from my floor to heaven heavier than a volcano at night in Mexico

Pushed the door open and said in a gravelly voice “Not this time Baby—but I will be
back again.”

Lion that eats my mind now for a decade knowing only your hunger
Not the bliss of your satisfaction O roar of the Universe how am I chosen
In this life I have heard your promise I am ready to die I have served
Your starved and ancient Presence O Lord I wait in my room at your Mercy.
Paris, March 1958



The Names

Time comes spirit weakens and goes blank apartments shuffled through and forgotten

The dead in their cenotaphs locomotive high schools & African cities small town
motorcycle graves

O America what saints given vision are shrouded in junk their elegy a nameless hoodlum
elegance leaning against death’s military garage

Huncke who first saw the sun revolve in Chicago survived into middle-age Times Square

Thief stole hearts of wildcat tractor boys arrived to morphine brilliance Bickford table
midnight neon to take a fall

arrested 41 times late 40s his acned skin & black Spanish hair grown coy and old and lip
bitten in Rikers Island Jail

as bestial newsprint photograph we shared once busted, me scared of black eye cops
Manhattan

you blissful nothing to lose digging the live detectives perhaps even offering God a
cigarette

I'll answer for you Huncke I never could before—admiring your natural tact and charm
and irony—now sad Sing Sing

whatever inept Queens burglary you goofed again let God judge his sacred case

rather than mustached Time Judge steal a dirty photograph of your soul—I knew you
when—

& you loved me better than my lawyer who wanted a frightened rat for official thousand
buck mousetrap, no doubt, no doubt—

Shine in Cell free behind bars Immortal soul why not

Hell the machine can’t sentence anyone except itself, have I to do that?

It gives jail I give you poem, bars last twenty years rust in a hundred

my handwork remains when prisons fall because the hand is compassion

Brilliant bitter Morphy stalking Los Angeles after his ghost boy

haunting basements in Denver with his Montmartre black beard

Charming ladies’ man for gigolo purpose I heard, great cat for Shakespearean sex

first poet suicide I knew we sat on park benches I watched him despair his forehead star

my elder asked serious advice, gentle man! international queer pride humbled to pre-
death cigarette gun fright

His love a young blond demon of broken army, his nemesis his own mad cock for the
kids sardonic ass

his dream mouthful of white prick trembling in his head—woke a bullet in his side days
later in Passaic



last moments gasping stricken blood under stars coughing intestines & lighted highway
cars flowing past his eyes into the dark.

Joe Army’s beauty forgotten that night, pain cops nightmare, drunken AWOL through
Detroit

phonecalls angels backrooms & courtsmartial lawyers trains a kaleidoscope of instant
change,

shrinkage of soul, bearded dead dreams, all Balzac read in jail,

late disappearance from the city hides metamorphosis to humancy loathing that
deathscene.

Phil Black hung in Tombs, horsefaced junky, dreamy strange murderer, forgotten pistol
three buck holdup, stoolpigeon suicide I save him from the grave

Iroquois his indian head red cock intelligence buried in miserous solitaire politics
his narcissistic blond haired hooknosed pride, I made him once he groaned and came
Later stranger chill made me tremble, I loved him hopeless years,

he’s hid in Seattle consumed by lesbian hypochondrias’ stealthy communion, green
bullfighters envy age,

unless I save him from the grave, but he won’t talk no more

much less fall in my arms or any mental bed forgiveness before we climb Olympics
death

Leroi returning to bughouse monkishness & drear stinky soupdish his fatness fright &
suffering mind insult a repetitious void

“I have done my best to make saintliness as uninteresting as possible”

and has succeeded, when did I last write or receive ambiguous message joky hangdog
prophetic spade

Joan in dreams bent forward smiling asks news of the living
as in life the same sad tolerance, no skullbone judge of drunks

asking whereabouts sending regards from Mexican paradise garden where life & death
are one

as if a postcard from eternity sent with human hand, wish I could see you now, it’s
happening as should

whatever we really need, we ought get, don’t blame yourself—a photograph on reverse
the rare tomb smile where trees grow crooked energy above grass—

yet died early-old teeth gone, tequila bottle in hand, an infantile paralysis limp,
lacklove, the worst—

I dreamed such vision of her secret in my frisco bed, heart can live the rest by my, or
her, best desire—love

Bill King black haired sorry drunken wop lawyer, woke up trembling in Connecticut



DT’s among cows

Him there to recover I guess, but made his way back to New York shuddering to fuck
stiff Time girls,

Death charm in person, sexual childlike radiant pain

See his face in old photographs & bandaged naked wrist leaning melancholy
contemplating the camera

awkward face now calm, kind to me in cafeteria one sober morn looking for jobs at
breakfast,

but mostly smiled at roof edge midnight, all 1920s elegance reincarnate in black vomit
bestriven suit

& screechy records Mahagonny airplane crash, lushed young man of 1940s hated his fairy
woe, came on Lizzie’s belly or Ansen’s sock in desperate orgies of music canopener

God but I loved his murdered face when he talked with a mouthful of rain in 14th St
subway—

where he fell skull broken underground last, head crushed by the radiant wheel on iron
track at Astor Place

Farewell dear Bill that’s done, you’re gone, we all go into the ancient void drunkard
mouth

you made it too soon, here was more to say, & more to drink, but now too late to sit and
talk

all night toward the eternity you sought so well so fearlessly in so much alcoholic pain
with so much fire behind eyes with such

sweet manner in your heart that never won a happy fate thru what bleak years you saw
your red skull burning deathshead in the U.S. sun

Mix living dead, Neal Cassady, old hero of travel love alyosha idiot seek-train poems,
what crown you wear at last

what fameless reward for patience & pain, what golden whore come secret from the
clouds, what has god bidden for your coffin and heart someday,

what will give back your famous arm, your happy catholic boy eye, orphan torso
shining in poolhall & library, intimate spermworks with old girls downtown
rockabelly energy,

what Paradise built high enough to hold your desire, deep enough to encompass your
cock kindnesses, soft for your children to pray, 10 foot iron wheels you fell under?

what American heaven receive you? Christ allow sufferings then will he allow you His
opening tinbarrel Iowa light as Jerusalem?

O Neal that life end we together on knees know harvest of prayers together,

Paradise autos ascend to the moon no illusion, short time earth life Bibles bear our eyes,
make it dear baby



Stay with me Angel now in Shroud of railroad lost bet racetrack broke leg
oblivion

till I get the shining Word or you the cockless cock to lay in my ass hope mental
radiance—

It’s all lost we fall without glory to empty tomb comedown to nothing but evil thinkless
worm, but we know better

merely by old heart hope, or merely Desire, or merely the love whisper breathed in your
ear on lawns of long gone by Denver,

merely by the night you leaned on my body & held me for All & called me to Adore what
I wondered at as child age ten I

wandered by hopeless green hedges, when you sat under alley balcony garbagestair,
ache in our breasts Futurity

meeting Love for Love, so wept as child now man I weep for true end,

Save from the grave! O Neal I love you I bring this Lamb into the middle of the world
happily—O tenderness—to see you again—O tenderness—to recognize you in the
middle of Time.

Paris, Spring 1958



At Apollinaire’s Grave

“... voici le temps
Ot 'on connaitra Uavenir

Sans mourir de connaissance”

I

I visited Pére Lachaise to look for the remains of Apollinaire

the day the U.S. President appeared in France for the grand conference of heads of state
so let it be the airport at blue Orly a springtime clarity in the air over Paris

Eisenhower winging in from his American graveyard

and over the froggy graves at Pére Lachaise an illusory mist as thick as marijuana
smoke

Peter Orlovsky and I walked softly thru Pére Lachaise we both knew we would die
and so held temporary hands tenderly in a citylike miniature eternity

roads and streetsigns rocks and hills and names on everybody’s house

looking for the lost address of a notable Frenchman of the Void

to pay our tender crime of homage to his helpless menhir

and lay my temporary American Howl on top of his silent Calligramme

for him to read between the lines with Xray eyes of Poet

as he by miracle had read his own death lyric in the Seine

I hope some wild kidmonk lays his pamphlet on my grave for God to read me on cold
winter nights in heaven

already our hands have vanished from that place my hand writes now in a room in Paris
Git-le-Coeur

Ah William what grit in the brain you had what’s death
I walked all over the cemetery and still couldn’t find your grave
what did you mean by that fantastic cranial bandage in your poems

O solemn stinking deathshead what’ve you got to say nothing and that’s barely an
answer

You can’t drive autos into a sixfoot grave tho the universe is mausoleum big enough for
anything

the universe is a graveyard and I walk around alone in here

knowing that Apollinaire was on the same street 50 years ago

his madness is only around the corner and Genet is with us stealing books

the West is at war again and whose lucid suicide will set it all right

Guillaume Guillaume how I envy your fame your accomplishment for American letters



your Zone with its long crazy line of bullshit about death
come out of the grave and talk thru the door of my mind

issue new series of images oceanic haikus blue taxicabs in Moscow negro statues of
Buddha

pray for me on the phonograph record of your former existence
with a long sad voice and strophes of deep sweet music sad and scratchy as World War I

I’'ve eaten the blue carrots you sent out of the grave and Van Gogh’s ear and maniac
peyote of Artaud

and will walk down the streets of New York in the black cloak of French poetry
improvising our conversation in Paris at Pere Lachaise
and the future poem that takes its inspiration from the light bleeding into your grave

I1

Here in Paris I am your guest O friendly shade

the absent hand of Max Jacob

Picasso in youth bearing me a tube of Mediterranean

myself attending Rousseau’s old red banquet I ate his violin

great party at the Bateau Lavoir not mentioned in the textbooks of Algeria

Tzara in the Bois de Boulogne explaining the alchemy of the machineguns of the cuckoos
he weeps translating me into Swedish

well dressed in a violet tie and black pants

a sweet purple beard which emerged from his face like the moss hanging from the walls
of Anarchism

he spoke endlessly of his quarrels with André Breton
whom he had helped one day trim his golden mustache

old Blaise Cendrars received me into his study and spoke wearily of the enormous length
of Siberia

Jacques Vaché invited me to inspect his terrible collection of pistols

poor Cocteau saddened by the once marvelous Radiguet at his last thought I fainted
Rigaut with a letter of introduction to Death

and Gide praised the telephone and other remarkable inventions

we agreed in principle though he gossiped of lavender underwear

but for all that he drank deeply of the grass of Whitman and was intrigued by all lovers
named Colorado

princes of America arriving with their armfuls of shrapnel and baseball



Oh Guillaume the world so easy to fight seemed so easy
did you know the great political classicists would invade Montparnasse
with not one sprig of prophetic laurel to green their foreheads

not one pulse of green in their pillows no leaf left from their wars—Maya-kovsky
arrived and revolted

I1

Came back sat on a tomb and stared at your rough menhir

a piece of thin granite like an unfinished phallus

a cross fading into the rock 2 poems on the stone one Coeur Renversée

other Habituez-vous comme moi A ces prodiges que j’7annonce Guillaume Apollinaire de
Kostrowitsky

someone placed a jam bottle filled with daisies and a 5&10¢ surrealist typist ceramic
rose

happy little tomb with flowers and overturned heart

under a fine mossy tree beneath which I sat snaky trunk

summer boughs and leaves umbrella over the menhir and nobody there
Et quelle voix sinistre ulule Guillaume qu’es-tu devenu

his nextdoor neighbor is a tree

there underneath the crossed bones heaped and yellow cranium perhaps
and the printed poems Alcools in my pocket his voice in the museum
Now middleage footsteps walk the gravel

a man stares at the name and moves toward the crematory building
same sky rolls over thru clouds as Mediterranean days on the Riviera during war
drinking Apollo in love eating occasional opium he’d taken the light

One must have felt the shock in St. Germain when he went out Jacob & Picasso coughing
in the dark

a bandage unrolled and the skull left still on a bed outstretched pudgy fingers the
mystery and ego gone

a bell tolls in the steeple down the street birds warble in the chestnut trees
Famille Bremont sleeps nearby Christ hangs big chested and sexy in their tomb
my cigarette smokes in my lap and fills the page with smoke and flames

an ant runs over my corduroy sleeve the tree I lean on grows slowly

bushes and branches upstarting through the tombs one silky spiderweb gleaming on
granite



I am buried here and sit by my grave beneath a tree
Paris, Winter-Spring 1958



Message

Since we had changed

rogered spun worked

wept and pissed together

I wake up in the morning

with a dream in my eyes

but you are gone in NY

remembering me Good

I love you I love you

& your brothers are crazy

I accept their drunk cases
It’s too long that I have been alone
it’s too long that I've sat up in bed
without anyone to touch on the knee, man
or woman I don’t care what anymore, I
want love I was born for I want you with me now
Ocean liners boiling over the Atlantic
Delicate steelwork of unfinished skyscrapers
Back end of the dirigible roaring over Lakehurst
Six women dancing together on a red stage naked
The leaves are green on all the trees in Paris now
I will be home in two months and look you in the eyes

Paris, May 1958



To Lindsay

Vachel, the stars are out

dusk has fallen on the Colorado road

a car crawls slowly across the plain

in the dim light the radio blares its jazz

the heartbroken salesman lights another cigarette
In another city 27 years ago

I see your shadow on the wall

you're sitting in your suspenders on the bed

the shadow hand lifts up a Lysol bottle to your head
your shade falls over on the floor

Paris, May 1958



To Aunt Rose

Aunt Rose—now—might I see you
with your thin face and buck tooth smile and pain
of rheumatism—and a long black heavy shoe
for your bony left leg
limping down the long hall in Newark on the running carpet
past the black grand piano
in the day room
where the parties were
and I sang Spanish loyalist songs
in a high squeaky voice
(hysterical) the committee listening
while you limped around the room
collected the money—
Aunt Honey, Uncle Sam, a stranger with a cloth arm
in his pocket
and huge young bald head
of Abraham Lincoln Brigade

—your long sad face
your tears of sexual frustration
(what smothered sobs and bony hips
under the pillows of Osborne Terrace)
—the time I stood on the toilet seat naked
and you powdered my thighs with calamine
against the poison ivy—my tender
and shamed first black curled hairs
what were you thinking in secret heart then
knowing me a man already—
and I an ignorant girl of family silence on the thin pedestal
of my legs in the bathroom—Museum of Newark.

Aunt Rose
Hitler is dead, Hitler is in Eternity; Hitler is with
Tamburlane and Emily Bronté

Though I see you walking still, a ghost on Osborne Terrace
down the long dark hall to the front door
limping a little with a pinched smile
in what must have been a silken



flower dress

welcoming my father, the Poet, on his visit to Newark
—see you arriving in the living room
dancing on your crippled leg
and clapping hands his book
had been accepted by Liveright

Hitler is dead and Liveright’s gone out of business
The Attic of the Past and Everlasting Minute are out of print
Uncle Harry sold his last silk stocking
Claire quit interpretive dancing school
Buba sits a wrinkled monument in Old
Ladies Home blinking at new babies

last time I saw you was the hospital
pale skull protruding under ashen skin
blue veined unconscious girl
in an oxygen tent
the war in Spain has ended long ago
Aunt Rose

Paris, June 1958



American Change

The first I looked on, after a long time far from home in mid Atlantic on a summer
day

Dolphins breaking the glassy water under the blue sky,

a gleam of silver in my cabin, fished up out of my jangling new pocket of coins and
green dollars

—held in my palm, the head of the feathered indian, old Buck-Rogers eagle eyed face,
a gash of hunger in the cheek

gritted jaw of the vanished man begone like a Hebrew with hairlock combed down the
side—O Rabbi Indian

what visionary gleam 100 years ago on Buffalo prairie under the molten cloud-shot
sky, 'the same clear light 10000 miles in all directions

but now with all the violin music of Vienna, gone into the great slot machine of
Kansas City, Reno—

The coin seemed so small after vast European coppers thick francs leaden pesetas, lire
endless and heavy,

a miniature primeval memorialized in 5¢ nickel candy-store nostalgia of the redskin,
dead on silver coin,

with shaggy buffalo on reverse, hump-backed little tail incurved, head butting against
the rondure of Eternity,

cock forelock below, bearded shoulder muscle folded below muscle, head of prophet,
bowed,

vanishing beast of Time, hoar body rubbed clean of wrinkles and shining like polished
stone, bright metal in my forefinger, ridiculous buffalo —Go to New York.

Dime next I found, Minerva, sexless cold & chill, ascending goddess of money—and
was it the wife of Wallace Stevens, truly?

and now from the locks flowing the miniature wings of speedy thought,

executive dyke, Minerva, goddess of Madison Avenue, forgotten useless dime that
can’t buy hot dog, dead dime—

Then we’ve George Washington, less primitive, the snub-nosed quarter, smug eyes and
mouth, some idiot’s design of the sexless Father,

naked down to his neck, a ribbon in his wig, high forehead, Roman line down the
nose, fat cheeked, still showing his falsetooth ideas—O Eisenhower & Washington—O
Fathers—No movie star dark beauty—O thou Bignoses—

Quarter, remembered quarter, 40¢ in all—What’ll you buy me when I land—one
icecream soda?—



poor pile of coins, original reminders of the sadness, forgotten money of America—
nostalgia of the first touch of those coins, American change,

the memory in my aging hand, the same old silver reflective there,

the thin dime hidden between my thumb and forefinger

All the struggles for those coins, the sadness of their reappearance

my reappearance on those fabled shores

and the failure of that Dream, that Vision of Money reduced to this haunting
recollection

of the gas lot in Paterson where I found half a dollar gleaming in the grass—

I have a $5 bill in my pocket—it’s Lincoln’s sour black head moled wrinkled,
forelocked too, big eared, flags of announcement flying over the bill, stamps in green
and spiderweb black,

long numbers in racetrack green, immense promise, a girl, a hotel, a busride to
Albany, a night of brilliant drunk in some faraway corner of Manhattan

a stick of several teas, or paper or cap of Heroin, or a $5 strange present to the blind.

Money money, reminder, I might as well write poems to you—dear American money
—O statue of Liberty I ride enfolded in money in my mind to you—and last

Ahhh! Washington again, on the Dollar, same poetic black print, dark words, The
United States of America, innumerable numbers

R956422481 One Dollar This Certificate is Legal Tender (tender!) for all debts public
and private

My God My God why have you forsaken me
Ivy Baker Priest Series 1953 F

and over, the Eagle, wild wings outspread, halo of the Stars encircled by puffs of
smoke & flame—

a circle the Masonic Pyramid, the sacred Swedenborgian Dollar
America, bricked up to the top, & floating surreal above
the triangle of holy outstaring Eye sectioned out of the aire, shining

light emitted from the eyebrowless triangle—and a desert of cactus, scattered all
around, clouds afar,

this being the Great Seal of our Passion, Annuit Coeptis, Novus Ordo Seclorum,

the whole surrounded by green spiderwebs designed by T-Men to prevent foul
counterfeit—



ONE

S.S. United States, July 1958



‘Back on Times Square, Dreaming of Times Square’

Let some sad trumpeter stand
on the empty streets at dawn
and blow a silver chorus to the
buildings of Times Square,
memorial of ten years, at 5 AM., with
the thin white moon just
visible
above the green & grooking McGraw
Hill offices
a cop walks by, but he’s invisible
with his music

The Globe Hotel, Garver lay in
gray beds there and hunched his
back and cleaned his needles—
where I lay many nights on the nod
from his leftover bloody cottons
and dreamed of Blake’s voice talking—
I was lonely,
Garver’s dead in Mexico two years,
hotel’s vanished into a parking lot
And I’'m back here—sitting on the streets
again—
The movies took our language, the
great red signs
A DOUBLE BILL OF GASSERS
Teen Age Nightmare
Hooligans of the Moon

But we were never nightmare
hooligans but seekers of
the blond nose for Truth

Some old men are still alive, but
the old Junkies are gone—

We are a legend, invisible but
legendary, as prophesied



New York, July 1958



Laughing Gas

To Gary Snyder
The red tin begging cup you gave me,
I lost it but its contents are undisturbed.

I

High on Laughing Gas
I've been here before
the odd vibration of
the same old universe

the nasal whine of the dentist’s drill
singing against the nostalgic
piano Muzak in the wall
insistent, familiar, penetrating
the teeth, where’ve I heard that
asshole jazz before?

The universe is a void
in which there is a dreamhole
The dream disappears
the hole closes

It’s the instant of going

into or coming out of

existence that is

important—to catch on

to the secret of the magic
box

Stepping outside the universe
by means of Nitrous Oxide
anesthetizing mind-consciousness

the chiliasm was an impersonal dream—
one of many, being mere dreams.

the sadness of birth



and death, the sadness of
changing from dream to dream,
the constant farewell
of forms ...
saying ungoodbye to what
didn’t exist

The many worlds that don’t exist
all which seem real

all joke

all lost cartoon

At that moment the whole goofy-spooky of the Universe WHAT?! Joke Being slips into
Nothing like the tail of a lizard disappearing into a crack in the Wall with the final
receding eyehole ending Loony Tunes accompanied by Woody Woodpecker’s hindoo
maniac laughter in the skull. Nobody gets hurt. They all disappear. They were never
there. Beginningless perfection.

That’s why Satori’s accompanied by laughter
and the Zenmaster rips up the Sutras in fury.

And the pain of this contrariety

The cycles of scream and laughter
faces and asses Christs and Buddhas
each with his own universe dragged
over the snowy mental poles

like a sack mad Santa Clauses
Worst pain in the dentist’s chair comes true
novocaine also arrives in the cycle
every hap will have its chance

even God will come Once or Twice
Satan will be my personal enemy

Relax and die—

The process will repeat itself

Be Born! Be Born!

Back to the same old smiling
dentist—



The Bloomfield police car
with its idiot red light
revolving on its head
balefully at Eternity
gone in an instant
—simultaneous
appearance of Bankrobbers
at the Twentieth Century Bank
The fire engines screaming
toward an old lady’s
burned-in-her-bedroom
today apocalypse
tomorrow
Mickey Mouse cartoons—

I’'m disgusted! it’s Unbelievable!
What a funny horrible
dirty joke!
The whole universe a shaggy dog story!
with a weird ending that begins again
till you get the point
‘It was a dark and gloomy night...’
‘in every direction in and
out’
‘You take the high road
and I'll take the low’
—everybody lost
in Scotlands of mind-consciousness—

Adonoi Echad!
It is not One, but Two,
not two but Infinite—
the universe be born and die
in endless series in the mind!

Gary Snyder, Jack, Zen thinkers,
split open existence
and laugh & Cry—
what’s shock? what’s measure?
when the Mind’s an irrational
traffic light in



Gobi—
follow the blinking lights of contrariety!

What’s the use avoiding rats
and horror, hiding from Cops
and dentists’ drills?
Somebody will invent
a Buchenwald next door
—an ant’s dream’s
funnier than
ours
—he has more of them
faster and seems
to give less of
a shit—

O waves of probable
and improbable

Universes—
Everybody’s right

I'll finish this poem
in my next life.

....... with eye opening

slowly to perceive

that I be coming out
of a trance—

one look at the lipstick
it’s a nurse

in a dentist’s office

that first frog
thought leaping out of
the void

... a glimpse



out of which the whole
process unfolds this
universe & logically
and symmetrically next
unbuilds it in exact
reverse till you arrive
back at the Nothing

in which one chance
note was originally
struck...

, the Czardas
of Creation, the first banal chord
establishing Music forever in
its mechanical jukebox
... and the whole
structure unfolds
itself inevitably and
folds back into
Nothing again ...

—the same man

crossing the street looking
both ways watch out for
the cars—

and each time, returning
with a jerk of the face
(p’raps a dental touch)
dictated by the sinking
sensation, Oof! I've
been hoodwinked—

again like
someone in the Circus
defying death, got thrown
into the orchestra—
Note the music blaring
with an indifferent flourish of Triumph
a nightmare Razz



—as the acrobat leaps
out into the void—

Me! I made that Last Chance
jump off the wire
way high up in the Big Top
long ago ...
it’s happening again!

I wake up dazed ...

it being the dream
of someone in a dentist’s
chair in a Universe he
imagines—coming out
of gas—

it’s only happening
in the closed universe of

illusion

III

A nice day in the Universe on Broad Street—sun shines today as it never shone before
and never will again—stillness in the blue sky—the church’s gold dome across the park
sending and receiving flashes of light—I feel heartsick to destroy this all—

What hope have the children in their prams passing the white silent doors of the
houses—only the Public Library knows.

Premonition in the dentist’s chair—mechanical voices over the radio singing
Destination Moon—mysterious sorrow for the moon of this forgotten universe—humans,
singing, singing—of the moon—for money?—except it’s the imbecilic canned voice of
eternity rocking & rolling in Space making invisible announcements—

The Doc’s agreed to the experiment—novocaine, my mouth’s begun to disappear first

—like the Cheshire Cat.

BACK: Endless cycles of conflict happening in nothingness
make it impossible to grasp for the perfection

which does not exist
but is not necessary



so everything is final and occurs over & over again
till we will finally blank out as expected.

The First Note of Creation:
the only one there could be if there
weren’t nothing but
an idea that there might
not be nothing—

Sherman Adams will resign

I’'m holding my breath

the shiver run thru my belly

the nurse will be singing I love you

between breaths the Buddhists are right

a tear

siffle in the cheek

the possibility escape

the eye glare thru glasses

Nothing grasped at & ungrasped as its trance thought passes

I take my pen in hand

The same old way sings Sinatra

I’'m writing to You give me understanding

I pray sings Sinatra

Can I never glimpse the round we have made?
Write me as soon as able sings Sinatra

O Lord burn me out of existence.

You’ve got a long body sings Sinatra
I refuse to breathe and return to form
I’'ve seen every moment in advance before
I’ve turned my neck a million times
& written this note
& been greeted with fire and cheers
I refuse to stop
—thinking—
What Perfection has escaped me?

An endless cycle of possibilities clashing in Nothing



with each mistake in the writing inevitable from the beginning of time
The doctor’s phone number is Pilgrim 1-0000
Are you calling me, Nothing?

The universe be smashed

to smithereens by the oncoming
atomic explosions with
Eisenhower as once President
of a place called U.S.

Gregory wrote the Bomb!
Russians dream of Mars &
when the cosmos goes and

all consciousness after the

final explosion of imagination
in the void it won’t have

made any difference that it

all both did and did not
happen, whatever it was once
thought to be so real—

it will be—gone.

O that I might die on the spot
I'll have to go back

any prophecy might have been right
it’s all a great Exception

My bus will arrive as foretold

it’s the end of another September

war is on the radio ahead

we are all going to the inevitable beauty of doom
a firebox stands sentient before the library

it’s hot sun now I’m crazy scribbling

—It began abstract and mindless nowhere
planets of thought have passed

it’ll end where it began

I want to return to normal
—but there is no changelessness
but in Nirvana

Or is there
Ever Rest, Lord?—and what sages
know and sit.



I'm a spy
in Bloomfield on a park bench
—frightened by buses—

What’s that bee doing hanging round my shoe? my borrowed and inevitable shoe?
A vast red truck moving with boxes of dead television sets in the back

American flag waving over the library

On the bus I sit by a negress

This is an explosion

IV

Back in the same old black hole
where Possibility closes the
last door
and the Great Void remains
... a glass
in the dust reflecting the sun,
fragment of a bottle
that never knew it existed

... under a tree
that sleeps all winter
till it grows its eyes
in May heat
and flowers upward with a thousand
green sensations
dies, and forgets itself in Snow

... Phantom in Phantom

If we didn’t exist, God
would have to create this
to leave no room for complaint
by any of the birds & bees
who might have missed their
chance (to be)

Fate tells big lies.



... And the big kind Dreamer
is on the nod again
God sleeps!
He’s in for a big surprise
one of his dreams is going to come true
He’ll get the answer too
He’ll get the answer too

Just a flash in the cosmic pan
—just an instant when there
might have been a light
had there been any pan
to reflect it—

—we can lie on the bed and imagine
ourselves away—

I’'m afraid to stop breathing—
first the pain in the
body
suffocation, then
the Death.

Vv

The pain of gas flowing into the eye
the crooked tooth-drills hanging like gallows
on a miniature Jupiter
Thru the open window, spring frozen
in the young tree
the repeated bong of the doorbell
opening elsewhere
I’ve come back to the same medicine
cabinet in the universe—Bong,
I know I’'m more real than the dentist!
a serious embarrassment, having grasped to one Self
though admittedly I'd seen it disappear
over and over

TRACKLESS TRANSIT CORPORATION



runs a bus thru Bloomfield

... blossoming
in the bottom of an unborn daisy
it will vanish into the Whist-not

History will keep repeating
itself forever like the woman
in the image on the Dutch Cleanser box

A way out of the mirror
was found by the image
that realized its existence
was only ...
a stranger completely like myself

A way out for ever! has not been found
to enter the ground whence the images
rise, and repeat themselves
The sadness is, that every leaf
has fallen before—

At my feet an ant crawling
in the broken asphalt—
and this exact white lollipop stick
& twig of branch
lain next to that soggy match
near those few grassblades ...
and I've sat here and took this note
before and tried to remember—
and now I do—remember what
I’'m writing as I write it down
I know when I'm going to stop
I know when I'm forgetting and
know when I
take a jump and change—
Impossible
to do anything but right now in all
the universe at once—
which Art does, and
the Insight of Laughing Gas?



Ha Ha Ha Ha Ha

and the monk laughs

at the moon—

and everybody 10 miles round
in all directions wonders
why—he’s just reminding
them—of what—of

the moon, the old dumb moon
of a million lives.

New York, Fall 1958



Funny Death
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The music of the spheres—that ends in Silence
The Void is a grand piano
a million melodies
one after another
silence in between
rather an interruption
of the silence
Tho the music’s beautiful
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THE circle of forms
Shrinks

and disappears
back into the piano.

New York, September 25, 1958



My Sad Self
To Frank O’Hara

Sometimes when my eyes are red
I go up on top of the RCA Building
and gaze at my world, Manhattan—
my buildings, streets I've done feats in,
lofts, beds, coldwater flats
—on Fifth Ave below which I also bear in mind,
its ant cars, little yellow taxis, men
walking the size of specks of wool—
Panorama of the bridges, sunrise over Brooklyn machine,
sun go down over New Jersey where I was born
& Paterson where I played with ants—
my later loves on 15th Street,
my greater loves of Lower East Side,
my once fabulous amours in the Bronx
faraway—
paths crossing in these hidden streets,
my history summed up, my absences
and ecstasies in Harlem—
—sun shining down on all I own
in one eyeblink to the horizon
in my last eternity—
matter is water.

Sad,
I take the elevator and go
down, pondering,
and walk on the pavements staring into all man’s
plateglass, faces,
questioning after who loves,
and stop, bemused
in front of an automobile shopwindow
standing lost in calm thought,
traffic moving up & down 5th Avenue blocks behind me
waiting for a moment when ...

Time to go home & cook supper & listen to
the romantic war news on the radio
... all movement stops



& I walk in the timeless sadness of existence,
tenderness flowing thru the buildings,
my fingertips touching reality’s face,
my own face streaked with tears in the mirror
of some window—at dusk—
where I have no desire—
for bonbons—or to own the dresses or Japanese
lampshades of intellection—

Confused by the spectacle around me,
Man struggling up the street
with packages, newspapers,
ties, beautiful suits
toward his desire
Man, woman, streaming over the pavements
red lights clocking hurried watches &
movements at the curb—

And all these streets leading
so crosswise, honking, lengthily,
by avenues
stalked by high buildings or crusted into slums
thru such halting traffic
screaming cars and engines
so painfully to this
countryside, this graveyard
this stillness
on deathbed or mountain
once seen
never regained or desired
in the mind to come
where all Manhattan that I’'ve seen must disappear.

New York, October 1958



Ignu

On top of that if you know me I pronounce you an ignu
Ignu knows nothing of the world

a great ignoramus in factories though he may own or inspire them or even be
production manager

Ignu has knowledge of the angel indeed ignu is angel in comical form

W. C. Fields Harpo Marx ignus Whitman an ignu

Rimbaud a natural ignu in his boy pants

The ignu may be queer though like not kind ignu blows archangels for the strange thrill

a gnostic women love him Christ overflowed with trembling semen for many a dead
aunt

He’s a great cocksman most beautiful girls are worshipped by ignu

Hollywood dolls or lone Marys of Idaho long-legged publicity women and secret
housewives

have known ignu in another lifetime and remember their lover

Husbands also are secretly tender to ignu their buddy

oldtime friendship can do anything cuckold bugger drunk trembling and happy

Ignu lives only once and eternally and knows it

he sleeps in everybody’s bed everyone’s lonesome for ignu ignu knew solitude early

So ignu’s a primitive of cock and mind

equally the ignu has written liverish tomes personal metaphysics abstract

images that scratch the moon ‘lightningflash-flintspark’ naked lunch fried shoes adios
king

The shadow of the angel is waving in the opposite direction

dawn of intelligence turns the telephones into strange animals

he attacks the rose garden with his mystical shears snip snip snip

Ignu has painted Park Avenue with his own long melancholy

and ignu giggles in a hard chair over tea in Paris bald in his decaying room a black
hotel

Ignu with his wild mop walks by Colosseum weeping
he plucks a clover from Keats’ grave & Shelley’s a blade of grass

knew Coleridge they had slow hung-up talks at midnight over mahogany tables in
London

sidestreet rooms in wintertime rain outside fog the cabman blows his hand
Charles Dickens is born ignu hears the wail of the babe



Ignu goofs nights under bridges and laughs at battleships

ignu is a battleship without guns in the North Sea lost O the flowerness of the moment

he knows geography he was there before he’ll get out and die already

reborn a bearded humming Jew of Arabian mournful jokes

man with a star on his forehead and halo over his cranium

listening to music musing happy at the fall of a leaf the moonlight of immortality in his
hair

table-hopping most elegant comrade of all most delicate mannered in the Sufi court

he wasn’t even there at all

wearing zodiacal blue sleeves and the long peaked conehat of a magician

harkening to the silence of a well at midnight under a red star

in the lobby of Rockefeller Center attentive courteous bare-eyed enthusiastic with or
without pants

he listens to jazz as if he were a negro afflicted with jewish melancholy and white
divinity

Ignu’s a natural you can see it when he pays the cabfare abstracted

pulling off the money from an impossible saintly roll

or counting his disappearing pennies to give to the strange busdriver whom he admires

Ignu has sought you out he’s the seeker of God

and God breaks down the world for him every ten years

he sees lightning flash in empty daylight when the sky is blue

he hears Blake’s disembodied Voice recite the Sunflower in a room in Harlem

No woe on him surrounded by 700 thousand mad scholars moths fly out of his sleeve

He wants to die give up go mad break through into Eternity

live on and teach an aged saint or break down to an eyebrow clown

All ignus know each other in a moment’s talk and measure each other up at once

as lifetime friends romantic winks and giggles across continents

sad moment paying the cab goodbye and speeding away uptown

One or two grim ignus in the pack

one laughing monk in dungarees

one delighted by cracking his eggs in an egg cup

one chews gum to music all night long rock and roll

one anthropologist cuckoo in the Petén rainforest

one sits in jail all year and bets karmaic racetrack

one chases girls down East Broadway into the horror movie



one pulls out withered grapes and rotten onions from his pants

one has a nannygoat under his bed to amuse visitors plasters the wall with his crap
collects scorpions whiskies skies etc. would steal the moon if he could find it
That would set fire to America but none of these make ignu

it’s the soul that makes the style the tender firecracker of his thought

the amity of letters from strange cities to old friends

and the new radiance of morning on a foreign bed

A comedy of personal being his grubby divinity

Eliot probably an ignu one of the few who’s funny when he eats

Williams of Paterson a dying American ignu

Burroughs a purest ignu his haircut is a cream his left finger

pinkie chopped off for early ignu reasons metaphysical spells love spells with
psychoanalysts

his very junkhood an accomplishment beyond a million dollars
Céline himself an old ignu over prose
I saw him in Paris dirty old gentleman of ratty talk
with longhaired cough three wormy sweaters round his neck
brown mould under historic fingernails
pure genius his giving morphine all night to 1400 passengers on a sinking ship
‘because they were all getting emotional’
Who’s amazing you is ignu communicate with me
by mail post telegraph phone street accusation or scratching at my window
and send me a true sign I'll reply special delivery
DEATH IS A LETTER THAT WAS NEVER SENT
Knowledge born of stamps words coins pricks jails seasons sweet ambition laughing gas
history with a gold halo photographs of the sea painting a celestial din in the
bright window
one eye in a black cloud
and the lone vulture on a sand plain seen from the window of a Turkish bus
It must be a trick. Two diamonds in the hand one Poetry one Charity
proves we have dreamed and the long sword of intelligence
over which I constantly stumble like my pants at the age six—embarrassed.
New York, November 1958



Battleship Newsreel

I was high on tea in my fo'c’sle near the forepeak hatch listening to the stars
envisioning the kamikazes flapping and turning in the soiled clouds ackack burst into
fire a vast hole ripped out of the bow like a burning lily we dumped our oilcans of
nitroglycerine among the waving octopi dull thud and boom of thunder undersea the
cough of the tubercular machinegunner

flames in the hold among the cans of ether the roar of battleships far away
rolling in the sea like whales surrounded by dying ants the screams the captain mad

Suddenly a golden light came over the ocean and grew large the radiance entered the
sky

a deathly chill and heaviness entered my body I could scarce lift my eye
and the ship grew sheathed in light like an overexposed photograph fading in the brain.
New York, 1959
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Kaddish

For Naomi Ginsberg, 1894-1956

I

Strange now to think of you, gone without corsets & eyes, while I walk on the sunny
pavement of Greenwich Village.

downtown Manhattan, clear winter noon, and I've been up all night, talking, talking,
reading the Kaddish aloud, listening to Ray Charles blues shout blind on the
phonograph

the rhythm the rhythm—and your memory in my head three years after—And read
Adonais’ last triumphant stanzas aloud—wept, realizing how we suffer—

And how Death is that remedy all singers dream of, sing, remember, prophesy as in the
Hebrew Anthem, or the Buddhist Book of Answers—and my own imagination of a
withered leaf—at dawn—

Dreaming back thru life, Your time—and mine accelerating toward Apocalypse,
the final moment—the flower burning in the Day—and what comes after,
looking back on the mind itself that saw an American city

a flash away, and the great dream of Me or China, or you and a phantom Russia, or a
crumpled bed that never existed—

like a poem in the dark—escaped back to Oblivion—

No more to say, and nothing to weep for but the Beings in the Dream, trapped in its
disappearance,

sighing, screaming with it, buying and selling pieces of phantom, worshipping each
other,

worshipping the God included in it all—longing or inevitability?—while it lasts, a Vision
—anything more?

It leaps about me, as I go out and walk the street, look back over my shoulder,

Seventh Avenue, the battlements of window office buildings shouldering each other
high, under a cloud, tall as the sky an instant—and the sky above—an old blue place.

or down the Avenue to the south, to—as I walk toward the Lower East Side —where you
walked 50 years ago, little girl—from Russia, eating the first poisonous tomatoes of
America—frightened on the dock—

then struggling in the crowds of Orchard Street toward what?—toward Newark—

toward candy store, first home-made sodas of the century, hand-churned ice cream in
backroom on musty brownfloor boards—

Toward education marriage nervous breakdown, operation, teaching school, and
learning to be mad, in a dream—what is this life?



Toward the Key in the window—and the great Key lays its head of light on top of
Manhattan, and over the floor, and lays down on the sidewalk—in a single vast
beam, moving, as I walk down First toward the Yiddish Theater—and the place of
poverty

you knew, and I know, but without caring now—Strange to have moved thru Paterson,
and the West, and Europe and here again,

with the cries of Spaniards now in the doorstoops doors and dark boys on the street, fire
escapes old as you

—Tho you’re not old now, that’s left here with me—

Myself, anyhow, maybe as old as the universe—and I guess that dies with us—enough to
cancel all that comes—What came is gone forever every time—

That’s good! That leaves it open for no regret—no fear radiators, lacklove, torture even
toothache in the end—

Though while it comes it is a lion that eats the soul—and the lamb, the soul, in us, alas,
offering itself in sacrifice to change’s fierce hunger—hair and teeth—and the roar of
bonepain, skull bare, break rib, rot-skin, braintricked Implacability.

Ai! ai! we do worse! We are in a fix! And you’re out, Death let you out, Death had the
Mercy, you're done with your century, done with God, done with the path thru it—
Done with yourself at last—Pure —Back to the Babe dark before your Father, before
us all—before the world—

There, rest. No more suffering for you. I know where you’ve gone, it’s good.
No more flowers in the summer fields of New York, no joy now, no more fear of Louis,

and no more of his sweetness and glasses, his high school decades, debts, loves,
frightened telephone calls, conception beds, relatives, hands—

No more of sister Elanor,—she gone before you—we kept it secret—you
killed her—or she killed herself to bear with you—an arthritic heart
—But Death’s killed you both—No matter—

Nor your memory of your mother, 1915 tears in silent movies weeks and

weeks—forgetting, agrieve watching Marie Dressler address humanity, Chaplin dance in
youth,

or Boris Godunov, Chaliapin’s at the Met, halling his voice of a weeping Czar —by
standing room with Elanor & Max—watching also the Capitalists take seats in
Orchestra, white furs, diamonds,

with the YPSL’s hitch-hiking thru Pennsylvania, in black baggy gym skirts pants,
photograph of 4 girls holding each other round the waste, and laughing eye, too coy,
virginal solitude of 1920

all girls grown old, or dead, now, and that long hair in the grave—lucky to have
husbands later—



You made it—I came too—Eugene my brother before (still grieving now and will gream
on to his last stiff hand, as he goes thru his cancer—or kill —later perhaps—soon he
will think—)

And it’s the last moment I remember, which I see them all, thru myself, now —tho not
you

I didn’t foresee what you felt—what more hideous gape of bad mouth came first—to you
—and were you prepared?

To go where? In that Dark—that—in that God? a radiance? A Lord in the Void? Like an
eye in the black cloud in a dream? Adonoi at last, with you?

Beyond my remembrance! Incapable to guess! Not merely the yellow skull in the grave,
or a box of worm dust, and a stained ribbon—Deaths-head with Halo? can you believe
it?

Is it only the sun that shines once for the mind, only the flash of existence, than none
ever was?

Nothing beyond what we have—what you had—that so pitiful—yet Triumph,

to have been here, and changed, like a tree, broken, or flower—fed to the ground—but
mad, with its petals, colored, thinking Great Universe, shaken, cut in the head, leaf
stript, hid in an egg crate hospital, cloth wrapped, sore—freaked in the moon brain,
Naughtless.

No flower like that flower, which knew itself in the garden, and fought the knife—lost

Cut down by an idiot Snowman’s icy—even in the Spring—strange ghost thought—some
Death—Sharp icicle in his hand—crowned with old

roses—a dog for his eyes—cock of a sweatshop—heart of electric irons.

All the accumulations of life, that wear us out—clocks, bodies, consciousness, shoes,
breasts—begotten sons—your Communism—Paranoia’ into hospitals.

You once kicked Elanor in the leg, she died of heart failure later. You of stroke. Asleep?
within a year, the two of you, sisters in death. Is Elanor happy?

Max grieves alive in an office on Lower Broadway, lone large mustache over midnight
Accountings, not sure. His life passes—as he sees—and what does he doubt now? Still
dream of making money, or that might have made money, hired nurse, had children,
found even your Immortality, Naomi?

I’ll see him soon. Now I've got to cut through—to talk to you—as I didn’t when you had
a mouth.

Forever. And we’re bound for that, Forever—like Emily Dickinson’s horses —headed to
the End.

They know the way—These Steeds—run faster than we think—it’s our own life they
cross—and take with them.

Magnificent, mourned no more, marred of heart, mind behind, married dreamed,



mortal changed—Ass and face done with murder.

In the world, given, flower maddened, made no Utopia, shut under pine, almed in
Earth, balmed in Lone, Jehovah, accept.

Nameless, One Faced, Forever beyond me, beginningless, endless, Father in death.
Tho I am not there for this Prophecy, I am unmarried, I'm hymnless, I'm Heavenless,
headless in blisshood I would still adore

Thee, Heaven, after Death, only One blessed in Nothingness, not light or darkness,
Dayless Eternity—

Take this, this Psalm, from me, burst from my hand in a day, some of my Time, now
given to Nothing—to praise Thee—But Death

This is the end, the redemption from Wilderness, way for the Wonderer, House sought
for All, black handkerchief washed clean by weeping —page beyond Psalm—Last
change of mine and Naomi—to God’s perfect Darkness—Death, stay thy phantoms!

II

Over and over—refrain—of the Hospitals—still haven’t written your history—leave it
abstract—a few images

run thru the mind—Iike the saxophone chorus of houses and years—remembrance of
electrical shocks.

By long nites as a child in Paterson apartment, watching over your nervousness—you
were fat—your next move—

By that afternoon I stayed home from school to take care of you—once and for all—
when I vowed forever that once man disagreed with my opinion of the cosmos, I was
lost—

By my later burden—vow to illuminate mankind—this is release of particulars—(mad
as you)—(sanity a trick of agreement)—

But you stared out the window on the Broadway Church corner, and spied a mystical
assassin from Newark,

So phoned the Doctor—‘OK go way for a rest’—so I put on my coat and walked you
downstreet—On the way a grammarschool boy screamed, unaccountably—‘Where you
goin Lady to Death’? I shuddered—

and you covered your nose with motheaten fur collar, gas mask against poison
sneaked into downtown atmosphere, sprayed by Grandma—

And was the driver of the cheesebox Public Service bus a member of the gang? You
shuddered at his face, I could hardly get you on—to New York, very Times Square, to
grab another Greyhound—

where we hung around 2 hours fighting invisible bugs and jewish sickness—breeze
poisoned by Roosevelt—

out to get you—and me tagging along, hoping it would end in a quiet room in a



Victorian house by a lake.

Ride 3 hours thru tunnels past all American industry, Bayonne preparing for World
War II, tanks, gas fields, soda factories, diners, locomotive roundhouse fortress—into
piney woods New Jersey Indians—calm towns—Ilong roads thru sandy tree fields—

Bridges by deerless creeks, old wampum loading the streambed—down there a
tomahawk or Pocahontas bone—and a million old ladies voting for Roosevelt in brown
small houses, roads off the Madness highway—

perhaps a hawk in a tree, or a hermit looking for an owl-filled branch—

All the time arguing—afraid of strangers in the forward double seat, snoring
regardless—what busride they snore on now?

’Allen, you don’t understand—it’s—ever since those 3 big sticks up
my back—they did something to me in Hospital, they poisoned me, they
want to see me dead—3 big sticks, 3 big sticks—

The Bitch! Old Grandma! Last week I saw her, dressed in pants like an old man, with
a sack on her back, climbing up the brick side of the apartment

’On the fire escape, with poison germs, to throw on me—at night—maybe Louis is
helping her—he’s under her power—

‘I'm your mother, take me to Lakewood’ (near where Graf Zeppelin had crashed
before, all Hitler in Explosion) 'where I can hide.

We got there—Dr. Whatzis rest home—she hid behind a closet—demanded a blood
transfusion.

We were kicked out—tramping with Valise to unknown shady lawn houses—dusk,
pine trees after dark—long dead street filled with crickets and poison ivy—

I shut her up by now—big house REST HOME ROOMS—gave the landlady her money
for the week—carried up the iron valise—sat on bed waiting to escape—

Neat room in attic with friendly bedcover—lace curtains—spinning wheel rug—
Stained wallpaper old as Naomi. We were home.

I left on the next bus to New York—Ilaid my head back in the last seat, depressed—the
worst yet to come?—abandoning her, rode in torpor—I was only 12.

Would she hide in her room and come out cheerful for breakfast? Or lock her door and
stare thru the window for sidestreet spies? Listen at keyholes for Hitlerian invisible gas?
Dream in a chair—or mock me, by—in front of a mirror, alone?

12 riding the bus at nite thru New Jersey, have left Naomi to Parcae in Lakewood’s
haunted house—left to my own fate bus—sunk in a seat—all violins broken—my heart
sore in my ribs—mind was empty—Would she were safe in her coffin—

Or back at Normal School in Newark, studying up on America in a black skirt—winter
on the street without lunch—a penny a pickle—home at night to take care of Elanor in
the bedroom—



First nervous breakdown was 1919—she stayed home from school and lay in a dark
room for three weeks—something bad—never said what —every noise hurt—dreams of
the creaks of Wall Street—

Before the gray Depression—went upstate New York—recovered—Lou took photo of
her sitting crossleg on the grass—her long hair wound with flowers—smiling—playing
lullabies on mandolin—poison ivy smoke in left-wing summer camps and me in infancy
saw trees—

or back teaching school, laughing with idiots, the backward classes—her Russian
specialty—morons with dreamy lips, great eyes, thin feet & sicky fingers, swaybacked,
rachitic—

great heads pendulous over Alice in Wonderland, a blackboard full of C A T.

Naomi reading patiently, story out of a Communist fairy book—Tale of the Sudden
Sweetness of the Dictator—Forgiveness of Warlocks—Armies Kissing—

Deathsheads Around the Green Table—The King & the Workers—Paterson Press
printed them up in the ’30s till she went mad, or they folded, both.

O Paterson! I got home late that nite. Louis was worried. How could I be so—didn’t I
think? I shouldn’t have left her. Mad in Lakewood. Call the Doctor. Phone the home in
the pines. Too late.

Went to bed exhausted, wanting to leave the world (probably that year newly in love
with R——my high school mind hero, jewish boy who came a doctor later—then silent
neat kid—

I later laying down life for him, moved to Manhattan—followed him to college—
Prayed on ferry to help mankind if admitted—vowed, the day I journeyed to Entrance
Exam—

by being honest revolutionary labor lawyer—would train for that—inspired by Sacco
Vanzetti, Norman Thomas, Debs, Altgeld, Sandburg, Poe

—Little Blue Books. I wanted to be President, or Senator.

ignorant woe—later dreams of kneeling by R’s shocked knees declaring my love of
1941—What sweetness he’d have shown me, tho, that I’d wished him & despaired—first
love—a crush—

Later a mortal avalanche, whole mountains of homosexuality, Matter-horns of cock,
Grand Canyons of asshole—weight on my melancholy head—

meanwhile I walked on Broadway imagining Infinity like a rubber

ball without space beyond—what’s outside?—coming home to Graham Avenue still
melancholy passing the lone green hedges across the street, dreaming after the movies

—)
The telephone rang at 2 AM.—Emergency—she’d gone mad—Naomi hiding under the

bed screaming bugs of Mussolini—Help! Louis! Buba! Fascists! Death!—the landlady
frightened—old fag attendant screaming back at her—



Terror, that woke the neighbors—old ladies on the second floor recovering from
menopause—all those rags between thighs, clean sheets, sorry over lost babies—
husbands ashen—children sneering at Yale, or putting oil in hair at CCNY—or trembling
in Montclair State Teachers College like Eugene—

Her big leg crouched to her breast, hand outstretched Keep Away, wool dress on her
thighs, fur coat dragged under the bed—she barricaded herself under bedspring with
suitcases.

Louis in pajamas listening to phone, frightened—do now?—Who could know?—my
fault, delivering her to solitude?—sitting in the dark room on the sofa, trembling, to
figure out—

He took the morning train to Lakewood, Naomi still under bed—thought he brought
poison Cops—Naomi screaming—Louis what happened to your heart then? Have you
been killed by Naomi’s ecstasy?

Dragged her out, around the corner, a cab, forced her in with valise, but the driver left
them off at drugstore. Bus stop, two hours’ wait.

I lay in bed nervous in the 4-room apartment, the big bed in living room, next to
Louis’ desk—shaking—he came home that nite, late, told me what happened.

Naomi at the prescription counter defending herself from the enemy —racks of
children’s books, douche bags, aspirins, pots, blood—‘Don’t come near me—murderers!
Keep away! Promise not to kill me!’

Louis in horror at the soda fountain—with Lakewood girlscouts—Coke addicts—nurses
—busmen hung on schedule—Police from country precinct, dumbed—and a priest
dreaming of pigs on an ancient cliff?

Smelling the air—Louis pointing to emptiness?—Customers vomiting their Cokes—or
staring—Louis humiliated—Naomi triumphant—The Announcement of the Plot. Bus
arrives, the drivers won’t have them on trip to New York.

Phonecalls to Dr. Whatzis, ‘She needs a rest,” The mental hospital—State Greystone
Doctors—Bring her here, Mr. Ginsberg.’

Naomi, Naomi—sweating, bulge-eyed, fat, the dress unbuttoned at one side—hair over
brow, her stocking hanging evilly on her legs—screaming for a blood transfusion—one
righteous hand upraised—a shoe in it—barefoot in the Pharmacy—

The enemies approach—what poisons? Tape recorders? FBI? Zhdanov hiding behind
the counter? Trotsky mixing rat bacteria in the back of the store? Uncle Sam in Newark,
plotting deathly perfumes in the Negro district? Uncle Ephraim, drunk with murder in
the politician’s bar, scheming of Hague? Aunt Rose passing water thru the needles of the
Spanish Civil War?

till the hired $35 ambulance came from Red Bank——Grabbed her arms—strapped her
on the stretcher—moaning, poisoned by imaginaries, vomiting chemicals thru Jersey,
begging mercy from Essex County to Morristown—



And back to Greystone where she lay three years—that was the last breakthrough,
delivered her to Madhouse again—

On what wards—I walked there later, oft—old catatonic ladies, gray as cloud or ash
or walls—sit crooning over floorspace—Chairs—and the wrinkled hags acreep, accusing
—begging my 13-year-old mercy—

‘Take me home’—I went alone sometimes looking for the lost Naomi, taking Shock—
and I’d say, ‘No, you're crazy Mama,—Trust the Drs.’—

And Eugene, my brother, her elder son, away studying Law in a furnished room in
Newark—

came Paterson-ward next day—and he sat on the broken-down couch in the living
room—‘We had to send her back to Greystone’—

—his face perplexed, so young, then eyes with tears—then crept weeping all over his
face—‘What for?’ wail vibrating in his cheekbones, eyes closed up, high voice—Eugene’s
face of pain.

Him faraway, escaped to an Elevator in the Newark Library, his bottle daily milk on
windowsill of $5 week furn room downtown at trolley tracks—

He worked 8 hrs. a day for $20/wk—thru Law School years—stayed by himself
innocent near negro whorehouses.

Unlaid, poor virgin—writing poems about Ideals and politics letters to the editor Pat
Eve News—(we both wrote, denouncing Senator Borah and Isolationists—and felt
mysterious toward Paterson City Hall—

I sneaked inside it once—local Moloch tower with phallus spire & cap o’ ornament,
strange gothic Poetry that stood on Market Street—replica Lyons’ Hotel de Ville—

wings, balcony & scrollwork portals, gateway to the giant city clock, secret map room
full of Hawthorne—dark Debs in the Board of Tax—Rembrandt smoking in the gloom—

Silent polished desks in the great committee room—Aldermen? Bd of Finance? Mosca
the hairdresser aplot—Crapp the gangster issuing orders from the john—The madmen
struggling over Zone, Fire, Cops & Backroom Metaphysics—we’re all dead—outside by
the bus stop Eugene stared thru childhood—

where the Evangelist preached madly for 3 decades, hard-haired, cracked & true to his
mean Bible—chalked Prepare to Meet Thy God on civic pave—

or God is Love on the railroad overpass concrete—he raved like I would rave, the lone
Evangelist—Death on City Hall—)

But Gene, young,—been Montclair Teachers College 4 years—taught half year & quit
to go ahead in life—afraid of Discipline Problems—dark sex Italian students, raw girls
getting laid, no English, sonnets disregarded—and he did not know much—just that he
lost—



so broke his life in two and paid for Law—read huge blue books and rode the ancient
elevator 13 miles away in Newark & studied up hard for the future

just found the Scream of Naomi on his failure doorstep, for the final time, Naomi
gone, us lonely—home—him sitting there—

Then have some chicken soup, Eugene. The Man of Evangel wails in front of City
Hall. And this year Lou has poetic loves of suburb middle age—in secret—music from his
1937 book—Sincere—he longs for beauty—

No love since Naomi screamed—since 1923?—now lost in Greystone ward—new
shock for her—Electricity, following the 40 Insulin.

And Metrazol had made her fat.

So that a few years later she came home again—we’d much advanced and planned—I
waited for that day—my Mother again to cook &—play the piano—sing at mandolin—
Lung Stew, & Stenka Razin, & the communist line on the war with Finland—and Louis
in debt—suspected to be poisoned money—mysterious capitalisms

—& walked down the long front hall & looked at the furniture. She never remembered
it all. Some amnesia. Examined the doilies—and the dining room set was sold—

the Mahogany table—20 years love—gone to the junk man—we still had the piano—
and the book of Poe—and the Mandolin, tho needed some string, dusty—

She went to the backroom to lie down in bed and ruminate, or nap, hide—I went in
with her, not leave her by herself—lay in bed next to her —shades pulled, dusky, late
afternoon—Louis in front room at desk, waiting —perhaps boiling chicken for supper—

‘Don’t be afraid of me because I'm just coming back home from the mental hospital—
I’'m your mother—’

Poor love, lost—a fear—I lay there—Said, ‘I love you Naomi,’—stiff, next to her arm. I
would have cried, was this the comfortless lone union?—Nervous, and she got up soon.

Was she ever satisfied? And—by herself sat on the new couch by the front windows,
uneasy—cheek leaning on her hand—narrowing eye—at what fate that day—

Picking her tooth with her nail, lips formed an O, suspicion—thought’s old worn
vagina—absent sideglance of eye—some evil debt written in the wall, unpaid—& the
aged breasts of Newark come near—

May have heard radio gossip thru the wires in her head, controlled by 3 big sticks left
in her back by gangsters in amnesia, thru the hospital—caused pain between her
shoulders—

Into her head—Roosevelt should know her case, she told me—Afraid to kill her, now,
that the government knew their names—traced back to Hitler—wanted to leave Louis’
house forever.



One night, sudden attack—her noise in the bathroom—Iike croaking up her soul—
convulsions and red vomit coming out of her mouth—diarrhea water exploding from her
behind—on all fours in front of the toilet—urine running between her legs—Ileft retching
on the tile floor smeared with her black feces—unfainted—

At forty, varicosed, nude, fat, doomed, hiding outside the apartment door near the
elevator calling Police, yelling for her girlfriend Rose to help—

Once locked herself in with razor or iodine—could hear her cough in tears at sink—
Lou broke through glass green-painted door, we pulled her out to the bedroom.

Then quiet for months that winter—walks, alone, nearby on Broadway, read Daily
Worker—Broke her arm, fell on icy street—

Began to scheme escape from cosmic financial murder plots—Ilater she ran away to
the Bronx to her sister Elanor. And there’s another saga of late Naomi in New York.

Or thru Elanor or the Workmen’s Circle, where she worked, addressing envelopes, she
made out—went shopping for Campbell’s tomato soup—saved money Louis mailed her

Later she found a boyfriend, and he was a doctor—Dr. Isaac worked for National
Maritime Union—now Italian bald and pudgy old doll—who was himself an orphan—
but they kicked him out—OIld cruelties—

Sloppier, sat around on bed or chair, in corset dreaming to herself—T’'m hot—I'm
getting fat—I used to have such a beautiful figure before I

went to the hospital—You should have seen me in Woodbine—’ This in a furnished
room around the NMU hall, 1943.

Looking at naked baby pictures in the magazine—baby powder advertisements,
strained lamb carrots—‘I will think nothing but beautiful thoughts.’

Revolving her head round and round on her neck at window light in summertime, in
hypnotize, in doven-dream recall—

‘I touch his cheek, I touch his cheek, he touches my lips with his hand, I think beautiful
thoughts, the baby has a beautiful hand.’—

Or a No-shake of her body, disgust—some thought of Buchenwald —some insulin
passes thru her head—a grimace nerve shudder at Involuntary (as shudder when I piss)
—bad chemical in her cortex—‘No don’t think of that. He’s a rat.’

Naomi: And when we die we become an onion, a cabbage, a carrot, or a squash, a
vegetable.” I come downtown from Columbia and agree. She reads the Bible, thinks
beautiful thoughts all day.

Yesterday I saw God. What did he look like? Well, in the afternoon I climbed up a
ladder—he has a cheap cabin in the country, like Monroe, N.Y. the chicken farms in the
wood. He was a lonely old man with a white beard.



I cooked supper for him. I made him a nice supper—Ilentil soup, vegetables, bread &
butter—miltz—he sat down at the table and ate, he was sad.

’I told him, Look at all those fightings and killings down there, What’s the matter?
Why don’t you put a stop to it?

‘I try, he said—That’s all he could do, he looked tired. He’s a bachelor so long, and he
likes lentil soup.’

Serving me meanwhile, a plate of cold fish—chopped raw cabbage dript with
tapwater—smelly tomatoes—week-old health food—grated beets & carrots with leaky
juice, warm—more and more disconsolate food—I can’t eat it for nausea sometimes—
the Charity of her hands stinking with Manhattan, madness, desire to please me, cold
undercooked fish—pale red near the bones. Her smells—and oft naked in the room, so
that I stare ahead, or turn a book ignoring her.

One time I thought she was trying to make me come lay her—flirting to herself at sink
—1lay back on huge bed that filled most of the room, dress up round her hips, big slash of
hair, scars of operations, pancreas, belly wounds, abortions, appendix, stitching of
incisions pulling down in the fat like hideous thick zippers—ragged long lips between
her legs—What, even, smell of asshole? I was cold—later revolted a little, not much—
seemed perhaps a good idea to try—know the Monster of the Beginning Womb—
Perhaps—that way. Would she care? She needs a lover.

Yisborach, v’yistabach, v’yispoar, v’yisroman, v’yisnaseh, v’yishador, v’yishalleh,
v’yishallol, sh'meh d’kudsho, b’rich hu.

And Louis reestablishing himself in Paterson grimy apartment in negro district—living
in dark rooms—but found himself a girl he later married, falling in love again—tho sere
& shy—hurt with 20 years Naomi’s mad idealism.

Once I came home, after longtime in N.Y., he’s lonely—sitting in the bedroom, he at
desk chair turned round to face me—weeps, tears in red eyes under his glasses—

That we’d left him—Gene gone strangely into army—she out on her own in N.Y.,
almost childish in her furnished room. So Louis walked downtown to postoffice to get
mail, taught in highschool—stayed at poetry desk, forlorn—ate grief at Bickford’s all
these years—are gone.

Eugene got out of the Army, came home changed and lone—cut off his nose in jewish
operation—for years stopped girls on Broadway for cups of coffee to get laid—Went to
NYU, serious there, to finish Law.—

And Gene lived with her, ate naked fishcakes, cheap, while she got crazier—He got
thin, or felt helpless, Naomi striking 1920 poses at the moon, half-naked in the next bed.

bit his nails and studied—was the weird nurse-son—Next year he moved to a room
near Columbia—though she wanted to live with her children—

‘Listen to your mother’s plea, I beg you'—Louis still sending her checks—I was in
bughouse that year 8 months—my own visions unmentioned in this here Lament—



But then went half mad—Hitler in her room, she saw his mustache in the sink—afraid
of Dr. Isaac now, suspecting that he was in on the Newark plot—went up to Bronx to
live near Elanor’s Rheumatic Heart—

And Uncle Max never got up before noon, tho Naomi at 6 Am. was listening to the
radio for spies—or searching the windowsill,

for in the empty lot downstairs, an old man creeps with his bag stuffing packages of
garbage in his hanging black overcoat.

Max’s sister Edie works—17 years bookkeeper at Gimbels—lived downstairs in
apartment house, divorced—so Edie took in Naomi on Rochambeau Ave—

Woodlawn Cemetery across the street, vast dale of graves where Poe once—Last stop
on Bronx subway—Ilots of communists in that area.

Who enrolled for painting classes at night in Bronx Adult High School—walked alone
under Van Cortlandt Elevated line to class—paints Naomiisms—

Humans sitting on the grass in some Camp No-Worry summers yore —saints with
droopy faces and long-ill-fitting pants, from hospital—

Brides in front of Lower East Side with short grooms—Ilost El trains running over the
Babylonian apartment rooftops in the Bronx—

Sad paintings—but she expressed herself. Her mandolin gone, all strings broke in her
head, she tried. Toward Beauty? or some old life Message?

But started kicking Elanor, and Elanor had heart trouble—came upstairs and asked
her about Spydom for hours,—Elanor frazzled. Max away at office, accounting for cigar
stores till at night.

‘l am a great woman—am truly a beautiful soul—and because of that they (Hitler,
Grandma, Hearst, the Capitalists, Franco, Daily News, the ’20s, Mussolini, the living
dead) want to shut me up—Buba’s the head of a spider network—’

Kicking the girls, Edie & Elanor—Woke Edie at midnite to tell her she was a spy and
Elanor a rat. Edie worked all day and couldn’t take it—She was organizing the union.—
And Elanor began dying, upstairs in bed.

The relatives call me up, she’s getting worse—I was the only one left —Went on the
subway with Eugene to see her, ate stale fish—

‘My sister whispers in the radio—Louis must be in the apartment—his mother tells him
what to say—LIARS!—I cooked for my two children —I played the mandolin—’

Last night the nightingale woke me / Last night when all was still / it sang in the
golden moonlight / from on the wintry hill. She did.

I pushed her against the door and shouted ‘DON’T KICK ELANOR!"—she stared at me
—Contempt—die—disbelief her sons are so naive, so dumb—‘Elanor is the worst spy!
She’s taking orders!’

‘—No wires in the room!"—I'm yelling at her—Ilast ditch, Eugene listening on the bed
—what can he do to escape that fatal Mama—‘You’ve been away from Louis years



already—Grandma’s too old to walk—’

We’re all alive at once then—even me & Gene & Naomi in one mythological
Cousinesque room—screaming at each other in the Forever—I in Columbia jacket, she
half undressed.

I banging against her head which saw Radios, Sticks, Hitlers—the gamut of
Hallucinations—for real—her own universe—no road that goes elsewhere—to my own
—No America, not even a world—

That you go as all men, as Van Gogh, as mad Hannah, all the same —to the last doom
—Thunder, Spirits, Lightning!

I've seen your grave! O strange Naomi! My own—cracked grave! Shema Y’Israel—I
am Svul Avrum—you—in death?

Your last night in the darkness of the Bronx—I phonecalled—thru hospital to secret
police

that came, when you and I were alone, shrieking at Elanor in my ear —who breathed
hard in her own bed, got thin—

Nor will forget, the doorknock, at your fright of spies,—Law advancing, on my honor
—Eternity entering the room—you running to the bathroom undressed, hiding in protest
from the last heroic fate—

staring at my eyes, betrayed—the final cops of madness rescuing me —from your foot
against the broken heart of Elanor,

your voice at Edie weary of Gimbels coming home to broken radio —and Louis
needing a poor divorce, he wants to get married soon—Eugene dreaming, hiding at 125
St., suing negroes for money on crud furniture, defending black girls—

Protests from the bathroom—Said you were sane—dressing in a cotton robe, your
shoes, then new, your purse and newspaper clippings—no—your honesty—

as you vainly made your lips more real with lipstick, looking in the mirror to see if
the Insanity was Me or a carful of police.

or Grandma spying at 78—Your vision—Her climbing over the walls of the cemetery
with political kidnapper’s bag—or what you saw on the walls of the Bronx, in pink
nightgown at midnight, staring out the window on the empty lot—

Ah Rochambeau Ave.—Playground of Phantoms—Ilast apartment in the Bronx for
spies—last home for Elanor or Naomi, here these communist sisters lost their revolution

All right—put on your coat Mrs.—let’s go—We have the wagon downstairs—you want
to come with her to the station?’

The ride then—held Naomi’s hand, and held her head to my breast, I'm taller—kissed
her and said I did it for the best—Elanor sick—and Max with heart condition—Needs—



To me—Why did you do this?’—‘Yes Mrs., your son will have to leave you in an
hour’—The Ambulance

came in a few hours—drove off at 4 Am. to some Bellevue in the night downtown—
gone to the hospital forever. I saw her led away—she waved, tears in her eyes.

Two years, after a trip to Mexico—bleak in the flat plain near Brentwood, scrub brush
and grass around the unused RR train track to the crazyhouse—

new brick 20 story central building—Ilost on the vast lawns of mad-town on Long
Island—huge cities of the moon.

Asylum spreads out giant wings above the path to a minute black hole —the door—
entrance thru crotch—

I went in—smelt funny—the halls again—up elevator—to a glass door on a Women’s
Ward—to Naomi—Two nurses buxom white—They led her out, Naomi stared—and I
gaspt—She’d had a stroke—

Too thin, shrunk on her bones—age come to Naomi—now broken into white hair—
loose dress on her skeleton—face sunk, old! withered—cheek of crone—

One hand stiff—heaviness of forties & menopause reduced by one heart stroke, lame
now—wrinkles—a scar on her head, the lobotomy—ruin, the hand dipping downwards
to death—

O Russian faced, woman on the grass, your long black hair is crowned with flowers,
the mandolin is on your knees—

Communist beauty, sit here married in the summer among daisies, promised
happiness at hand—

holy mother, now you smile on your love, your world is born anew, children run
naked in the field spotted with dandelions,

they eat in the plum tree grove at the end of the meadow and find a cabin where a
white-haired negro teaches the mystery of his rainbarrel—

blessed daughter come to America, I long to hear your voice again, remembering your
mother’s music, in the Song of the Natural Front—

O glorious muse that bore me from the womb, gave suck first mystic life & taught me
talk and music, from whose pained head I first took Vision—

Tortured and beaten in the skull—What mad hallucinations of the damned that drive
me out of my own skull to seek Eternity till I find Peace for Thee, O Poetry—and for all
humankind call on the Origin

Death which is the mother of the universe!—Now wear your nakedness forever, white
flowers in your hair, your marriage sealed behind the sky—no revolution might destroy
that maidenhood—



O beautiful Garbo of my Karma—all photographs from 1920 in Camp Nicht-Gedeiget
here unchanged—with all the teachers from Newark —Nor Elanor be gone, nor Max
await his specter—nor Louis retire from this High School—

Back! You! Naomi! Skull on you! Gaunt immortality and revolution come—small
broken woman—the ashen indoor eyes of hospitals, ward grayness on skin—

Are you a spy?’ I sat at the sour table, eyes filling with tears—Who are you? Did
Louis send you?—The wires—’

in her hair, as she beat on her head—T’'m not a bad girl—don’t murder me!—I hear
the ceiling—I raised two children—’

Two years since I'd been there—I started to cry—She stared—nurse broke up the
meeting a moment—I went into the bathroom to hide, against the toilet white walls

‘The Horror’ I weeping—to see her again—‘The Horror’—as if she were dead thru
funeral rot in—‘The Horror!’

I came back she yelled more—they led her away—‘You’re not Allen—’ I watched her
face—but she passed by me, not looking—

Opened the door to the ward,—she went thru without a glance back, quiet suddenly—
I stared out—she looked old—the verge of the grave—‘All the Horror!’

Another year, I left N.Y.—on West Coast in Berkeley cottage dreamed of her soul—
that, thru life, in what form it stood in that body, ashen or manic, gone beyond joy—

near its death—with eyes—was my own love in its form, the Naomi, my mother on
earth still—sent her long letter—& wrote hymns to the mad —Work of the merciful Lord
of Poetry.

that causes the broken grass to be green, or the rock to break in grass —or the Sun to
be constant to earth—Sun of all sunflowers and days on bright iron bridges—what
shines on old hospitals—as on my yard—

Returning from San Francisco one night, Orlovsky in my room—Whalen in his
peaceful chair—a telegram from Gene, Naomi dead—

Outside I bent my head to the ground under the bushes near the garage—knew she
was better—

at last—not left to look on Earth alone—2 years of solitude—no one, at age nearing
60—old woman of skulls—once long-tressed Naomi of Bible—

or Ruth who wept in America—Rebecca aged in Newark—David remembering his
Harp, now lawyer at Yale

or Svul Avrum—Israel Abraham—myself—to sing in the wilderness toward God—O
Elohim!—so to the end—2 days after her death I got her letter—

Strange Prophecies anew! She wrote—‘The key is in the window, the key is in the
sunlight at the window—I have the key—Get married Allen don’t take drugs—the key is



in the bars, in the sunlight in the window.

Love,
your mother’

which is Naomi—
Hymmnn

In the world which He has created according to his will Blessed Praised
Magnified Lauded Exalted the Name of the Holy One Blessed is He!

In the house in Newark Blessed is He! In the madhouse Blessed is He! In the house of
Death Blessed is He!

Blessed be He in homosexuality! Blessed be He in Paranoia! Blessed be He in the city!
Blessed be He in the Book!

Blessed be He who dwells in the shadow! Blessed be He! Blessed be He!

Blessed be you Naomi in tears! Blessed be you Naomi in fears! Blessed Blessed Blessed in
sickness!

Blessed be you Naomi in Hospitals! Blessed be you Naomi in solitude! Blest be your
triumph! Blest be your bars! Blest be your last years’ loneliness!

Blest be your failure! Blest be your stroke! Blest be the close of your eye! Blest be the
gaunt of your cheek! Blest be your withered thighs!

Blessed be Thee Naomi in Death! Blessed be Death! Blessed be Death!
Blessed be He Who leads all sorrow to Heaven! Blessed be He in the end!

Blessed be He who builds Heaven in Darkness! Blessed Blessed Blessed be He! Blessed be
He! Blessed be Death on us All!

III

Only to have not forgotten the beginning in which she drank cheap sodas in the
morgues of Newark,

only to have seen her weeping on gray tables in long wards of her universe

only to have known the weird ideas of Hitler at the door, the wires in her head, the
three big sticks

rammed down her back, the voices in the ceiling shrieking out her ugly early lays for 30
years,

only to have seen the time-jumps, memory lapse, the crash of wars, the roar and silence
of a vast electric shock,

only to have seen her painting crude pictures of Elevateds running over the rooftops of
the Bronx

her brothers dead in Riverside or Russia, her lone in Long Island writing a last letter—



and her image in the sunlight at the window
‘The key is in the sunlight at the window in the bars the key is in the sunlight,’

only to have come to that dark night on iron bed by stroke when the sun gone down on
Long Island

and the vast Atlantic roars outside the great call of Being to its own to come back out of
the Nightmare—divided creation—with her head lain on a pillow of the hospital to die

—in one last glimpse—all Earth one everlasting Light in the familiar blackout—no tears
for this vision—

But that the key should be left behind—at the window—the key in the sunlight—to the
living—that can take

that slice of light in hand—and turn the door—and look back see
Creation glistening backwards to the same grave, size of universe,
size of the tick of the hospital’s clock on the archway over the white door—

IV

O mother

what have I left out

O mother

what have I forgotten

O mother

farewell

with a long black shoe

farewell

with Communist Party and a broken stocking
farewell

with six dark hairs on the wen of your breast
farewell

with your old dress and a long black beard around the vagina
farewell

with your sagging belly

with your fear of Hitler

with your mouth of bad short stories

with your fingers of rotten mandolins

with your arms of fat Paterson porches

with your belly of strikes and smokestacks



with your chin of Trotsky and the Spanish War

with your voice singing for the decaying overbroken workers
with your nose of bad lay with your nose of the smell of the pickles of Newark
with your eyes

with your eyes of Russia

with your eyes of no money

with your eyes of false China

with your eyes of Aunt Elanor

with your eyes of starving India

with your eyes pissing in the park

with your eyes of America taking a fall

with your eyes of your failure at the piano

with your eyes of your relatives in California

with your eyes of Ma Rainey dying in an aumbulance

with your eyes of Czechoslovakia attacked by robots

with your eyes going to painting class at night in the Bronx
with your eyes of the killer Grandma you see on the horizon from the Fire-Escape
with your eyes running naked out of the apartment screaming into the hall
with your eyes being led away by policemen to an ambulance
with your eyes strapped down on the operating table

with your eyes with the pancreas removed

with your eyes of appendix operation

with your eyes of abortion

with your eyes of ovaries removed

with your eyes of shock

with your eyes of lobotomy

with your eyes of divorce

with your eyes of stroke

with your eyes alone

with your eyes

with your eyes

with your Death full of Flowers

Vv



Caw caw caw crows shriek in the white sun over grave stones in Long Island
Lord Lord Lord Naomi underneath this grass my halflife and my own as hers
caw caw my eye be buried in the same Ground where I stand in Angel

Lord Lord great Eye that stares on All and moves in a black cloud

caw caw strange cry of Beings flung up into sky over the waving trees

Lord Lord O Grinder of giant Beyonds my voice in a boundless field in Sheol
Caw caw the call of Time rent out of foot and wing an instant in the universe
Lord Lord an echo in the sky the wind through ragged leaves the roar of memory

caw caw all years my birth a dream caw caw New York the bus the broken shoe the vast
highschool caw caw all Visions of the Lord

Lord Lord Lord caw caw caw Lord Lord Lord caw caw caw Lord
Paris, December 1957-New York, 1959



Mescaline

Rotting Ginsberg, I stared in the mirror naked today

I noticed the old skull, I'm getting balder

my pate gleams in the kitchen light under thin hair

like the skull of some monk in old catacombs lighted by

a guard with flashlight

followed by a mob of tourists

so there is death

my kitten mews, and looks into the closet

Boito sings on the phonograph tonight his ancient song of angels
Antinotis bust in brown photograph still gazing down from my wall
a light burst from God’s delicate hand sends down a wooden dove to the calm virgin
Beato Angelico’s universe

the cat’s gone mad and scraowls around the floor

What happens when the death gong hits rotting ginsberg on the head
what universe do I enter

death death death death death the cat’s at rest

are we ever free of—rotting ginsberg

Then let it decay, thank God I know

thank who

thank who

Thank you, O lord, beyond my eye

the path must lead somewhere

the path

the path

thru the rotting shit dump, thru the Angelico orgies

Beep, emit a burst of babe and begone

perhaps that’s the answer, wouldn’t know till you had a kid
I dunno, never had a kid never will at the rate I'm going

Yes, I should be good, I should get married
find out what it’s all about



but I can’t stand these women all over me

smell of Naomi

erk, I'm stuck with this familiar rotting ginsberg

can’t stand boys even anymore

can’t stand

can’t stand

and who wants to get fucked up the ass, really?

Immense seas passing over

the flow of time

and who wants to be famous and sign autographs like a movie star

I want to know

I want I want ridiculous to know to know WHAT rotting ginsberg
I want to know what happens after I rot

because I'm already rotting

my hair’s falling out I’ve got a belly I'm sick of sex
my ass drags in the universe I know too much

and not enough

I want to know what happens after I die

well I'll find out soon enough

do I really need to know now?

is that any use at all use use use

death death death death death

god god god god god god god the Lone Ranger

the rhythm of the typewriter

What can I do to Heaven by pounding on Typewriter

I’'m stuck change the record Gregory ah excellent he’s doing just that
and I am too conscious of a million ears

at present creepy ears, making commerce

too many pictures in the newspapers

faded yellowed press clippings

I’'m going away from the poem to be a drak contemplative



trash of the mind
trash of the world
man is half trash

all trash in the grave

What can Williams be thinking in Paterson, death so much on him

SO soon so soon

Williams, what is death?

Do you face the great question now each moment

or do you forget at breakfast looking at your old ugly love in the face
are you prepared to be reborn

to give release to this world to enter a heaven

or give release, give release

and all be done—and see a lifetime—all eternity—gone over

into naught, a trick question proposed by the moon to the answerless earth
No Glory for man! No Glory for man! No glory for me! No me!

No point writing when the spirit doth not lead
New York, 1959



Lysergic Acid

It is a multiple million eyed monster

it is hidden in all its elephants and selves

it hummeth in the electric typewriter

it is electricity connected to itself, if it hath wires

it is a vast Spiderweb

and I am on the last millionth infinite tentacle of the spiderweb, a worrier
lost, separated, a worm, a thought, a self

one of the millions of skeletons of China

one of the particular mistakes

I allen Ginsberg a separate consciousness

I who want to be God

I who want to hear the infinite minutest vibration of eternal harmony
I who wait trembling my destruction by that aethereal music in the fire
I who hate God and give him a name

I who make mistakes on the eternal typewriter

I who am Doomed

But at the far end of the universe the million eyed Spyder that hath no name
spinneth of itself endlessly

the monster that is no monster approaches with apples, perfume, railroads, television,
skulls

a universe that eats and drinks itself

blood from my skull

Tibetan creature with hairy breast and Zodiac on my stomach
this sacrificial victim unable to have a good time

My face in the mirror, thin hair, blood congested in streaks down beneath my eyes,
cocksucker, a decay, a talking lust

a snaeap, a snarl, a tic of consciousness in infinity
a creep in the eyes of all Universes
trying to escape my Being, unable to pass on to the Eye

I vomit, I am in a trance, my body is seized in convulsion, my stomach crawls, water
from my mouth, I am here in Inferno



dry bones of myriad lifeless mummies naked on the web, the Ghosts, I am a Ghost

I cry out where I am in the music, to the room, to whomever near, you, Are you God?
No, do you want me to be God?

Is there no Answer?

Must there always be an Answer? you reply,

and were it up to me to say Yes or No—

Thank God I am not God! Thank God I am not God!

But that I long for a Yes of Harmony to penetrate

to every corner of the universe, under every condition whatsoever

a Yes there Is ... a YesI Am ... a Yes You Are ... a We

A We
and that must be an It, and a They, and a Thing with No Answer

It creepeth, it waiteth, it is still, it is begun, it is the Horns of Battle it is Multiple
Sclerosis

it is not my hope
it is not my death at Eternity
it is not my word, not poetry
beware my Word

It is a Ghost Trap, woven by priest in Sikkim or Tibet

a crossframe on which a thousand threads of differing color

are strung, a spiritual tennis racket

in which when I look I see aethereal lightwaves radiate

bright energy passing round on the threads as for billions of years

the thread-bands magically changing hues one transformed to another as if the
Ghost Trap

were an image of the Universe in miniature

conscious sentient part of the interrelated machine

making waves outward in Time to the Beholder

displaying its own image in miniature once for all

repeated minutely downward with endless variations throughout all of itself
it being all the same in every part



This image or energy which reproduces itself at the depths of space from the very
Beginning
in what might be an O or an Aum

and trailing variations made of the same Word circles round itself in the same pattern as
its original Appearance

creating a larger Image of itself throughout depths of Time
outward circling thru bands of faroff Nebulae & vast Astrologies
contained, to be true to itself, in a Mandala painted on an Elephant’s hide,

or in a photograph of a painting on the side of an imaginary Elephant which smiles, tho
how the Elephant looks is an irrelevant joke—

it might be a Sign held by a Flaming Demon, or Ogre of Transience,
or in a photograph of my own belly in the void

or in my eye

or in the eye of the monk who made the Sign

or in its own Eye that stares on Itself at last and dies

and tho an eye can die

and tho my eye can die

the billion-eyed monster, the Nameless, the Answerless, the Hidden-from-me, the endless
Being

one creature that gives birth to itself

thrills in its minutest particular, sees out of all eyes differently at once

One and not One moves on its own ways

I cannot follow

And I have made an image of the monster here
and I will make another

it feels like Cryptozoids

it creeps and undulates beneath the sea

it is coming to take over the city

it invades beneath every Consciousness

it is delicate as the Universe

it makes me vomit

because I am afraid I will miss its appearance
it appears anyway



it appears anyway in the mirror

it washes out of the mirror like the sea

it is myriad undulations

it washes out of the mirror and drowns the beholder
it drowns the world when it drowns the world

it drowns in itself

it floats outward like a corpse filled with music
the noise of war in its head

a babe laugh in its belly

a scream of agony in the dark sea

a smile on the lips of a blind statue

it was there

it was not mine

I wanted to use it for myself

to be heroic

but it is not for sale to this consciousness

it goes its own way forever

it will complete all creatures

it will be the radio of the future

it will hear itself in time

it wants a rest

it is tired of hearing and seeing itself

it wants another form another victim

it wants me

it gives me good reason

it gives me reason to exist

it gives me endless answers

a consciousness to be separate and a consciousness to see
I am beckoned to be One or the other, to say I am both and be neither
it can take care of itself without me

it is Both Answerless (it answers not to that name)
it hummeth on the electric typewriter

it types a fragmentary word which is

a fragmentary word,



MANDALA

Gods dance on their own bodies

New flowers open forgetting Death

Celestial eyes beyond the heartbreak of illusion

I see the gay Creator

Bands rise up in anthem to the worlds

Flags and banners waving in transcendence

One image in the end remains myriad-eyed in Eternity

This is the Work! This is the Knowledge! This is the End of man!

Palo Alto, June 2, 1959



I Beg You Come Back & Be Cheerful

Tonite I got hi in the window of my apartment
chair at 3 Am.
gazing at Blue incandescent torches
bright-lit street below
clotted shadows looming on a new laid pave
—as last week Medieval rabbiz
plodded thru the brown raw
dirt turned over—sticks
& cans
and tired ladies sitting on spanish
garbage pails—in the deadly heat
—one month ago
the fire hydrants were awash—
the sun at 3 p.m. today in a haze—
now all dark outside, a cat crosses
the street silently—I meow
and she looks up, and passes a
pile of rubble on the way
to a golden shining garbage pail
(phosphor in the night
& alley stink)
(or door-can mash)
—Thinking America is a chaos
Police clog the streets with their anxiety,
Prowl cars creak & halt:

Today a woman, 20, slapped her brother
playing with his infant bricks—
toying with a huge rock—
‘Don’t do that now! the cops! the cops!’
And there was no cop there—
I looked around shoulder—
a pile of crap in the opposite direction.

Tear gas! Dynamite! Mustaches!
I'll grow a beard and carry lovely
bombs,
I will destroy the world, slip in between
the cracks of death



And change the Universe—Hal!
I have the secret, I carry
Subversive salami in
my ragged briefcase
“Garlic, Poverty, a will to Heaven,”
a strange dream in my meat:

Radiant clouds, I have heard God’s voice in
my sleep, or Blake’s awake, or my own or
the dream of a delicatessen of snorting cows
and bellowing pigs—
The chop of a knife
a finger severed in my brain—
a few deaths I know—

O brothers of the Laurel
Is the world real?
Is the Laurel
a joke or a crown of thorns?—

Fast, pass
up the ass
Down I go
Cometh Woe

—the street outside,
me spying on New York.

The dark truck passes snarling &
vibrating deep—
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Leaving us flying like birds into Time
—eyes and car headlights—
The shrinkage of emptiness

in the Nebulae

These Galaxies cross like pinwheels & they pass
like gas—
What forests are born.

September 15, 1959



Psalm IV

Now I'll record my secret vision, impossible sight of the face of God:

It was no dream, I lay broad waking on a fabulous couch in Harlem

having masturbated for no love, and read half naked an open book of Blake on my lap
Lo & behold! I was thoughtless and turned a page and gazed on the living Sun-flower
and heard a voice, it was Blake’s, reciting in earthen measure:

the voice rose out of the page to my secret ear never heard before—

I lifted my eyes to the window, red walls of buildings flashed outside, endless sky sad in
Eternity

sunlight gazing on the world, apartments of Harlem standing in the universe—
each brick and cornice stained with intelligence like a vast living face—

the great brain unfolding and brooding in wilderness!—Now speaking aloud with
Blake’s voice—

Love! thou patient presence & bone of the body! Father! thy careful watching and
waiting over my soul!

My son! My son! the endless ages have remembered me! My son! My son! Time howled
in anguish in my ear!

My son! My son! my father wept and held me in his dead arms.
1960



To an Old Poet in Peru

Because we met at dusk
Under the shadow of the railroad station
clock
While my shade was visiting Lima
And your ghost was dying in Lima
old face needing a shave
And my young beard sprouted
magnificent as the dead hair
in the sands of Chancay
Because I mistakenly thought you were
melancholy
Saluting your 60 year old feet
which smell of the death
of spiders on the pavement
And you saluted my eyes
with your anisetto voice
Mistakenly thinking I was genial
for a youth
(my rock and roll is the motion of an
angel flying in a modern city)
(your obscure shuffle is the motion
of a seraphim that has lost
its wings)
I kiss you on your fat cheek (once more tomorrow
Under the stupendous Desamparados clock)
Before I go to my death in an airplane crash
in North America (long ago)
And you go to your heart-attack on an indifferent
street in South America
(Both surrounded by screaming
communists with flowers
in their ass)
—you much sooner than I—
or a long night alone in a room
in the old hotel of the world
watching a black door
... surrounded by scraps of paper

DIE GREATLY IN THY SOLITUDE



Old Man,
I prophesy Reward

Vaster than the sands of Pachacamac
Brighter than a mask of hammered gold
Sweeter than the joy of armies naked
fucking on the battlefield
Swifter than a time passed between
old Nasca night and new Lima
in the dusk
Stranger than our meeting by the Presidential
Palace in an old café
ghosts of an old illusion, ghosts
of indifferent love—

THE DAZZLING INTELLIGENCE

Migrates from Death
To make a sign of Life again to you
Fierce and beautiful as a car crash
in the Plaza de Armas

I swear that I have seen that Light
I will not fail to kiss your hideous cheek
when your coffin’s closed

And the human mourners go back
to their old tired
Dream.

And you wake in the Eye of the
Dictator of the Universe.

Another stupid miracle! I'm
mistaken again!
Your indifference! my enthusiasm!
I insist! You cough!
Lost in the wave of Gold that



flows thru the Cosmos.

Agh I'm tired of insisting! Goodbye,
I’'m going to Pucallpa
to have Visions.
Your clean sonnets?
I want to read your dirtiest
secret scribblings,
your Hope,
in His most Obscene Magnificence. My God!

May 19, 960



Aether

11:15 PM., May 27

4 Sniffs & I'm High,
Underwear in bed,
white cotton in left hand,
archetype degenerate,
bloody taste in my mouth
of Dentist Chair
music, Loud Farts of Eternity—
an owl with eyeglasses scribbling in the
cold darkness—
All the time the sound in my eardrums
of trolleycars below
taxi fender cough—creak of streets—
Laughter & pistol shots echoing
at all walls—
tic leaks of neon—the voice of Myriad
rushers of the Brainpan
all the chirps the crickets have created
ringing against my eares in the
instant before unconsciousness
before,—
the teardrop in the eye to come,—
the Fear of the Unknown—

One does not yet know whether Christ was
God or the Devil—
Buddha is more reassuring.

Yet the experiments must continue!
Every possible combination of Being—all
the old ones! all the old Hindu
Sabahadabadie-pluralic universes
ringing in Grandiloquent
Bearded Juxtaposition,
with all their minarets and moonlit
towers enlaced with iron
or porcelain embroidery,
all have existed—
and the Sages with



white hair who sat crosslegged on
a female couch—
hearkening to whatever music came
from out the Wood or Street,
whatever bird that whistled in the
Marketplace,
whatever note the clock struck to say
Time—
whatever drug, or aire, they breathed
to make them think so deep
or simply hear what passed,
like a car passing in the 1960 street
beside the Governmental Palace
in Peru, this Lima
year I write.
Kerouac! I salute yr
wordy beard. Sad Prophet!
Salutations and low bows from
baggy pants and turbaned mind and horneéd foot
arched eyebrows & Jewish Smile—
One single specimen of Eternity—each
of us poets.

Breake the Rhythm! (too much pentameter)
... My god what solitude are you in Kerouac now?
—heard the whoosh of carwheels in the 1950 rain—

And every bell went off on time,
And everything that was created
Rang especially in view of the Creation
For
This is the end of the creation
This is the redemption Spoken of
This is the view of the Created
by all the Drs, nurses, etc. of
creation;
i.e.,—

[ JUST NODDED BECAUSE OF THE SECONDARY
NEGATION




The unspeakable passed over my head for
the second time.
and still can’t say it!

i.e. we are the sweepings of the moon
we’re what’s left over from perfection—
The universe is an OLD mistake
I’ve understood a million times before
and always come back to the same
scissor brainwave—
The
Sooner or later all Consciousness will
be eliminated
because Consciousness is
a by-product of—
(Cotton & N50O)

Drawing saliva back from the tongue—

Christ! you struggle to understand
One consciousness
& be confronted with Myriads—
after a billion years
with the same ringing in the ears
and pterodactyl-smile of Oops
Creation,
known it all before.
A Buddha as of old, with sirens of
whatever machinery making cranging noises in
the street
and pavement light reflected in the facade
RR Station window in a
dinky port in Backwash
of the murky old forgotten
fabulous whatever
Civilization of
Eternity,—
with the RR Sta Clock ring midnight,
as of now,
& waiting for the 6th



you write your
Word,
and end on the last chime—and remember
This one twelve was struck
before,
and never again; both.

.................. I stood on the balcony
waiting for an explosion
of Total Consciousness of the All—
being Ginsberg sniffing ether in Lima.
The same struggle of Mind, to reach the
Thing
that ends its process with an X
comprehending its befores and afters,
unexplainable to each, except in a prophetic
secret recollective hidden
half-hand unrecorded way.
As the old sages of Asia, or the white beards of Persia
scribbled on the margins of their scrolls
in delicate ink
remembering with tears the ancient clockbells of their cities
and the cities that had been—
Nasca, Paracas, Chancay & Secrecy of the Priests
buried, Cat Gods
of all colors, a funeral shroud
for a museum—
None remember but all return to the same thought
before they die—what sad old
knowledge, we repeat again.
Only to be lost
in the sands of Paracas, or wrapped in a mystic shroud
of Poesy
and found by some kid in a thousand years
inspire what dreadful thoughts of his own?

It’s a horrible, lonely experience. And
Gregory’s letter, and Peter’s ...

7:30 pM., May 28



... In the foul dregs of Circumstance

‘Male and Female He created them’
with mustaches.

There ARE certain REPEATED
(pistol shot) reliable points

of reference which the insane

(pistol shot repeated outside

the window)—madman suddenly

writes—THE PISTOL SHOT

outside—the REPEATED situations

the experience of return to the

same place in Universal Creation

Time—and every time we return

we recognize again that we

HAVE been here & that is the

Key to Creation—the same pistol shot

—DOWN, bending over his book of Un

intelligible marvels with his mustache.

(my) Madness is intelligible reactions to
Unintelligible phenomena.
Boy—what a marvelous bottle,
a clear glass sphere of transparent
liquid ether—
(Chloraethyl Merz)

9P.M.

I know I am a poet—in this universe—but what good does that do —when in another,
without these mechanical aids, I might be doomed to be a poor Disneyan Shoe Store
Clerk—This consciousness an accident of one of the Ether-possible worlds, not the Final
World

Wherein we all look Crosseyed
& triumph in our Virginity
without wearing Rabbit’s-foot

ears or eyes looking sideways
strangely but in Gold

Humbled & more knowledgeable, acknowledge
the Vast mystery of our creation—



without giving any sign that
we have heard from the

GREAT CREATOR
WHOSE NAME I NOW
PRONOUNCE:
GREAT CREATOR OF THE UNIVERS, IF
THY WISDOM ACCORD IT
AND IF THIS NOT BE TOO
MUCH TO ASK
MAY I PUBLISH YOUR NAME?
I ASK IN THE LIMA
NIGHT
FEARFULLY WAITING
ANSWER,
hearing the buses out on
the street hissing,

Knowing the Terror
of the World Afar—

I have been playing with Jokes
and His is too mighty to hold
in the hand like a Pen
and His is the Pistol Shot Answer
that brings blood to the brain
And—

What can be possible
in a minor universe
in which you can see
God by sniffing the



gas in a cotton?
The answer to be taken in
reverse & Doubled Math
ematically both ways.
Am I a sinner?
There are hard & easy universes. This
is neither.

(If I close my eyes will I regain consciousness?)
That’s the Final Question—with

all the old churchbells ringing and

bus pickup snuffles & crack of iron

whips inside cylinders & squeal of brakes

and old crescendos of responsive

demiurgic ecstasy whispering in streets of ear
—and when was it Not
ever answered in the Affirmative? Saith the Lord?

A MAGIC UNIVERSE

Flies & crickets & the sound of buses & my
stupid beard.
But what’s Magic?
Is there Sorrow in Magic?
Is Magic one of my boyscout creations?
Am I responsible? I with my flop?
Could Threat happen to Magic?
Yes! this the one universe in which
there is threat to magic, by
writing while high.

A Universe in which I am condemned to write statements.

‘Ignorant Judgments Create Mistaken Worlds—’
and this one is joined in
Indic union to
Affirm with laughing
eyes—
The world is as we see it,
Male & Female, passing thru the years,
as has before & will, perhaps



with all its countless pearls & Bloody noses
and I poor stupid All in G
am stuck with that old Choice—
Ya, Crap, what Hymn to seek, & in
what tongue, if this’s the most
I can requite from Consciousness?—
That I can skim? & put in words?
Could skim it faster with more juice—
could skim a crop with Death, perchance
—yet never know in this old world.
Will know in Death?
And before?
Will in
Another know.
And in another know.
And
in another know.
And
Stop conceiving worlds!
says Philip Whalen
(My Savior!) (oh what snobbery!)
(as if he cd save Anyone)—
At least, he won’t understand.
I lift my finger in the air to create
a universe he won’t understand, full
of sadness.

—finally staring straight ahead in surprise
& recollection into the mirror of
the Hotel Comercio room.
Time repeats itself. Including
this consciousness, which has seen
itself before—thus the locust-whistle
of antiquity’s nightwatch in my eardrum ...

I propounded a final question, and
heard a series of final answers.
What is God? for instance, asks the answer?
And whatever else can the replier reply but reply?
Whatever the nature of mind, that
the nature of both question and answer.



& yet one wants to live
in a single universe
Does one?

Must it be one?
Why, as with the Jews
must the God be One?

O what does
the concept ONE mean?
IT’S MAD!
GOD IS ONE!
IS X

IS MEANINGLESS—
ADONOI—
IS A JOKE—
THE HEBREWS ARE
WRONG—(CRIST & BUDDA

ATTEST, also wrongly!)

What is One but Formation
of mind?
arbitrary madness! 6000 years
Spreading out in all directions simultaneously—

I forgive both good & ill
& I seek nothing, like a painted savage with
spear crossed by orange black & white bands!
‘I found the Jivaros & was
entrapped in their universe’
I’'m scribbling nothings.
Page upon page of profoundest nothing,
as scribed the Ancient Hebe, when
he wrote Adonoi Echad or One—
all to amuse, make money, or deceive—



Let Wickedness be Me
and this the worst of all
the universes!
Not the worst! Not Flame!
I can’t stand that—(Yes that’s
for Somebody Else!
Yet I accept
O Catfaced God, whatever comes! It’s me!
I am the Flame, etc.
O Gawd!
Pistol shot! Crack!
Circusmaster’s whip—
IMPERFECT!
and a soul is damned to
HELL!
And the churchbell rings!
and there is melancholy, once again, throughout the realm.
and I’m that soul, small as it is.)

HAVE FELT SAME BEFORE

The death of consciousness is terrible
and yet! when all is ended
what regret?
’S none left to remember or forget.
And’s gone into the odd.
The only thing I fear is the Last
Chance. I'll see that last chance too
before I’'m done, Old Mind. All them
old Last Chances that you knew before.
—someday thru the dream wall
to nextdoor consciousness
like thru this blue hotel wall
—millions of hotel rooms fogging
the focus of my eyes—

with whatever attitude I hold the cotton
to my nose, it’s still a secret joke
with pinkie akimbo, or with effete queer
eye in mirror at myself,
or serious-brow mien



& darkened beard,
I’'m still the kid of obscene chance awaiting—
breathing in a chinese Universe
thru the nose like some old Brahmanic God.

O BELL TIME RING THY MIDNIGHT FOR THE BILLIONTH SOUNDY TIME, I HEAR
AGAIN!

I’ll go to walk the street,
Who'll find
me in the night, in Lima, in my
33’d year,

On Street (Cont.)

The souls of Peter &
I answer each other.
But—and what’s a soul?
To be a poet’s a
serious occupation,
condemned to that
in universe—
to walk the city
ascribbling in
a book—just accosted
by a drunk—
in Plaza de Armas
sidestreet under
a foggy sky, and
sometimes with no
moon.

The heavy balcony
hangs over the white
marble of the Bishop’s
Palace next the Cathedral—
The fountain plays
in light as e’er—

The buses & the
motorcyclists pass
thru midnight, the
carlights shine



the beggar turns
a corner with his
Who'll find
cigarette stub &
cane, the Noisers
leave the tavern
and delay, conversing
in high voice,
Awake,
Hasta Manana
they all say—
and somewhere
at the other end of
the line, a telephone
is ringing, once again
with unknown news—
The night
looms over Lima,
sky black fog—
and I sit helpless
smoking with a
pencil hand—
The long crack
in the pavement
or yesterday’s
volcano in Chile,
or the day before
the Earthquake
that begat the
World.

The Plaza pavement
shines in the electric
light. I wait.

The lonely beard
workman staggers
home to bed from
Death.

Yes but I'm
a little tired of
being alone ...

Keats’ Nightingale—the



instant of realization
a single consciousness
that hears the chimes
of Time, repeated
endlessly—

All night, w/ Ether, wave
after wave of magic
understanding. A disturbance
of the field
of consciousness.
Magic night, magic stars,
magic men, magic moon
magic tomorrow, magic death,
magic Magic.

What crude Magic
we live in (seeing trolley
like a rude monster
in downtown street
w/ electric diamond
wire antennae to sky
pass night café under
white arc-light by
Gran Hotel Bolivar.)

The mad potter of
Mochica made a

pot w/ 6 Eyes & 2
Mouths & half a Nose
& 5 Cheeks & no Chin
for us to figure out,
serious side-track,
blind alley Kosmos.

Back in Room (Cont.)

How strange to remember anything, even a button
much less a universe.

‘What creature gives birth to itself?’

The universe is mad, slightly mad.



—and the two sides wriggle away
in opposite directions to die
lopped off
the blind metallic length curled up
feebly & wiggling its feet
in the grass
the millipede’s black head moving inches away
on the staircase at Macchu Picchu
the Creature feels itself
destroyed,
head & tail of the universe
cut in two.
Men with slick mustaches of mystery have
pimp horrible climaxes & Karmas—
—the mad magician that created Chaos
in the peaceful void & suave.
with my fucking suave manners & knowitall
eyes, and mind full of fantasy—
the Me! that horror that keeps me conscious
in this Hell of Birth & Death.

34 coming up—I suddenly felt old—sitting with Walter & Raquel in Chinese
Restaurant—they kissed—I alone—age of Burroughs when we first met.

Hotel Comercio, Lima, Peru, May 28, 1960



Magic Psalm

Because this world is on the wing and what cometh no man can know

O Phantom that my mind pursues from year to year descend from heaven to this
shaking flesh

catch up my fleeting eye in the vast Ray that knows no bounds—Inseparable —Master—

Giant outside Time with all its falling leaves—Genius of the Universe—Magician in
Nothingness where appear red clouds—

Unspeakable King of the roads that are gone—Unintelligible Horse riding out of the
graveyard—Sunset spread over Cordillera and insect—

Gnarl Moth—

Griever—Laugh with no mouth, Heart that never had flesh to die—Promise that was not
made—Reliever, whose blood burns in a million animals wounded—

O Mercy, Destroyer of the World, O Mercy, Creator of Breasted Illusions, O Mercy,
cacophonous warmouthed doveling, Come,

invade my body with the sex of God, choke up my nostrils with corruption’s infinite
caress,

transfigure me to slimy worms of pure sensate transcendency I'm still alive,
croak my voice with uglier than reality, a psychic tomato speaking Thy million mouths,

Myriad-tongued my Soul, Monster or Angel, Lover that comes to fuck me forever—white
gown on the Eyeless Squid—

Asshole of the Universe into which I disappear—Elastic Hand that spoke to Crane—
Music that passes into the phonograph of years from another Millennium—Ear of the
buildings of NY—

That which I believe—have seen—seek endlessly in leaf dog eye—fault always, lack—
which makes me think—

Desire that created me, Desire I hide in my body, Desire all Man know Death, Desire
surpassing the Babylonian possible world

that makes my flesh shake orgasm of Thy Name which I don’t know never will never
speak—

Speak to Mankind to say the great bell tolls a golden tone on iron balconies in every
million universe,

I am Thy prophet come home this world to scream an unbearable Name thru my 5
senses hideous sixth

that knows Thy Hand on its invisible phallus, covered with electric bulbs of death—

Peace, Resolver where I mess up illusion, Softmouth Vagina that enters my brain from
above, Ark-Dove with a bough of Death.

Drive me crazy, God I'm ready for disintegration of my mind, disgrace me in the eye of



the earth,

attack my hairy heart with terror eat my cock Invisible croak of deathfrog leap on me
pack of heavy dogs salivating light,

devour my brain One flow of endless consciousness, I'm scared of your promise must
make scream my prayer in fear—

Descend O Light Creator & Eater of Mankind, disrupt the world in its madness of bombs
and murder,

Volcanos of flesh over London, on Paris a rain of eyes—truckloads of angel-hearts
besmearing Kremlin walls—the skullcup of light to New York—

myriad jeweled feet on the terraces of Pekin—veils of electrical gas descending over
India—-cities of Bacteria invading the brain—the Soul escaping into the rubber waving
mouths of Paradise—

This is the Great Call, this is the Tocsin of the Eternal War, this is the cry of Mind slain
in Nebulae,

this is the Golden Bell of the Church that has never existed, this is the Boom in the heart
of the sunbeam, this is the trumpet of the Worm at Death,

Appeal of the handless castrate grab Alm golden seed of Futurity thru the quake &
volcan of the world—

Shovel my feet under the Andes, splatter my brains on the Sphinx, drape my beard and
hair over Empire State Building,

cover my belly with hands of moss, fill up my ears with your lightning, blind me with
prophetic rainbows

That I taste the shit of Being at last, that I touch Thy genitals in the palmtree,

that the vast Ray of Futurity enter my mouth to sound Thy Creation Forever Unborn, O
Beauty invisible to my Century!

that my prayer surpass my understanding, that I lay my vanity at Thy foot, that I no
longer fear Judgment over Allen of this world

born in Newark come into Eternity in New York crying again in Peru for human Tongue
to psalm the Unspeakable,

that I surpass desire for transcendency and enter the calm water of the universe
that I ride out this wave, not drown forever in the flood of my imagination

that I not be slain thru my own insane magic, this crime be punished in merciful jails of
Death,

men understand my speech out of their own Turkish heart, the prophets aid me with
Proclamation,

the Seraphim acclaim Thy Name, Thyself at once in one huge Mouth of Universe make
meat reply.

June 1960



The Reply

God answers with my doom! I am annulled
this poetry blanked from the fiery ledger
my lies be answered by the worm at my ear
my visions by the hand falling over my eyes to cover them
from sight of my skeleton
my longing to be God by the trembling bearded jaw flesh
that covers my skull like monster-skin
Stomach vomiting out the soul-vine, cadaver on
the floor of a bamboo hut, body-meat crawling toward
its fate nightmare rising in my brain
The noise of the drone of creation adoring its Slayer, the yowp
of birds to the Infinite, dogbarks like the sound
of vomit in the air, frogs croaking Death at trees
I am a Seraph and I know not whither I go into the Void
[ am a man and I know not whither I go into Death—
Christ Christ poor hopeless
lifted on the Cross between Dimension—
to see the Ever-Unknowable!
a dead gong shivers thru all flesh and a vast Being enters my
brain from afar that lives forever
None but the Presence too mighty to record! the Presence
in Death, before whom I am helpless
makes me change from Allen to a skull
Old One-Eye of dreams in which I do not wake but die—
hands pulled into the darkness by a frightful Hand
—the worm’s blind wriggle, cut—the plough
is God himself
What ball of monster darkness from before the universe come
back to visit me with blind command!
and I can blank out this consciousness, escape back
to New York love, and will
Poor pitiable Christ afraid of the foretold Cross,
Never to die—
Escape, but not forever—the Presence will come, the hour
will come, a strange truth enter the universe, death
show its Being as before
and I’ll despair that I forgot! forgot! my fate return,
tho die of it—
What’s sacred when the Thing is all the universe?
creeps to every soul like a vampire-organ singing behind
moonlit clouds—poor being come squat



under bearded stars in a dark field in Peru
to drop my load—TI’ll die in horror that I die!
Not dams or pyramids but death, and we to prepare for that
nakedness, poor bones sucked dry by His long mouth
of ants and wind, & our souls murdered to prepare His Perfection!
The moment’s come, He’s made His will revealed forever
and no flight into old Being further than the stars will not
find terminal in the same dark swaying port of unbearable music
No refuge in Myself, which is on fire
or in the World which is His also to bomb & Devour!
Recognize His might! Loose hold
of my hands—my frightened skull
—for I had chose self-love—
my eyes, my nose, my face, my cock, my soul—and now
the faceless Destroyer!
A billion doors to the same new Being!
The universe turns inside out to devour me!
and the mighty burst of music comes from out the inhuman door—

June 1960



The End

I am I, old Father Fisheye that begat the ocean, the worm at my own ear, the serpent
turning around a tree,

I sit in the mind of the oak and hide in the rose, I know if any wake up, none but my
death,

come to me bodies, come to me prophecies, come all foreboding, come spirits and
visions,

I receive all, I'll die of cancer, I enter the coffin forever, I close my eye, I disappear,

I fall on myself in winter snow, I roll in a great wheel through rain, I watch fuckers in
convulsion,

car screech, furies groaning their basso music, memory fading in the brain, men
imitating dogs,

I delight in a woman’s belly, youth stretching his breasts and thighs to sex, the cock
sprung inward

gassing its seed on the lips of Yin, the beasts dance in Siam, they sing opera in Moscow,

my boys yearn at dusk on stoops, I enter New York, I play my jazz on a Chicago
Harpsichord,

Love that bore me I bear back to my Origin with no loss, I float over the vomiter
thrilled with my deathlessness, thrilled with this endlessness I dice and bury,
come Poet shut up eat my word, and taste my mouth in your ear.
New York, 1960



Man’s glory

Shines on top of Mountains where Grey Stone monastery sits & blinks at the sky

There in Tangier in Soco Chico there God’s Grammar Arabic jabbers shoe-shine Poverty
beneath the ultra silent mosque

There in Venice glittering in Canal Grande in Front of San Giorgio Maggiore Gondola’d
to cream the fabulous tourist—

There in Mexico in th’ Archaeologic Museum where Coatlique Aztec Golgotha-head
Goddess clasps her snakes & skulls & grins—

There over Asia where the desolate white Stupas blast into the Buddhic Dome and the
Mandala of the stars shines down—

All over Europe where the masses weep & faint in Wooden Trains—
By Florence, by the Windmills, all the churches singing together

“We in the mountains and downtown Pray that America return to the
Lamb”—

And the Great Boom of the Cathedral at Seville, Granada groaning,
Barcelona chanting out the Crannies of Sagrada Familia

Long horns of Montpellier, Milan screaming and San Marco rocking in Venice like a
great golden calliope

“America, America, under the elms in parks of Illinois, the Anger, the
Anger, Beware!”
August 1960



Fragment: The Names II

Bill Burroughs in Tangiers slowly transfiguring into Sanctity season after season no God
save impersonal solitude

Mad Sheila shaking her head on a couch in Frisco, soft tear face half a year, 60 sleeping
pills & blue asphyxiation—

Connie much too drunk, slapped in my apartment by plainclothesmen & strangled in an
alley by a lonesome hood

Natalie redhaired in bathrobe on the roof listing sinners’ names for Government, police
scared her to fire escape, her body on the pavement in the newspapers—

Elise trembling by the phonograph with Bible in her hand, The Book of the Dead in her
family wall reading her thoughts aloud, and her poor unmarried body broken on that
ground Manhattan Heights

Bremser running state to state, trapped Hoboken, Vera Cruz rat tat tat Poetry defense,
frameup reformatory he thinks the cops are real

One Harry Honig carried a laughing gas mask & bomb ten years back in NY the Kosmos
exploded for

John Hoffman too ecstasy of the black sun, Mexican peyote or infantile paralysis

Iris suicide, delicate ships of paint fading into brown ocean universe—her longheaded
junk-delicate girl’s penmanship of Orient small cats on folded knees

New York & West coast grim as the A bomb deathwatch is set
Nobody knows the way out of Time trap maybe Burroughs maybe Jack in

Florida drinking with Joe McCarthy’s ghost, grieving death of mother who isn’t dead,
scribing notebooks won’t be read till cold war’s lost by all

1960/1961?
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Who Will Take Over the Universe?

A bitter cold winter night
conspirators at café tables
discussing mystic jails
The Revolution in America
already begun not bombs but sit
down strikes on top submarines
on sidewalks nearby City Hall—
How many families control the States?
Ignore the Government,
send your protest to Clint Murchison.
The Indians won their case with Judge McFate
Peyote safe in Arizona—
In my room the sick junky
shivers on the 7th day
Tearful, reborn to the Winter.
Che Guevara has a big cock
Castro’s balls are pink—
The Ghost of John F. Dulles hangs
over America like dirty linen
draped over the wintry red sunset,
Fumes of Unconscious Gas
emanate from his corpse
& hypnotize the Egyptian intellectuals—
He grinds his teeth in horror & crosses his
thigh bones over his skull
Dust flows out of his asshole
his hands are full of bacteria
The worm is at his eye—
He’s declaring counterrevolutions in the Worm-world,
my cat threw him up last
Thursday.
& Forrestal flew out his window like an Eagle—
America’s spending money to overthrow the Man.
Who are the rulers of the earth?

New York, January 6, 1961



“Southern Cult Composite: The Staten Island Massacre” by Harry Smith, 1984.



Journal Night Thoughts

NY January 1961

In bed on my green purple pink
yellow orange bolivian blanket,
the clock tick, my back against the wall
—staring into black circled eyes magician
man’s bearded glance & story
the kitchen spun in a wheel of vertigo,
the eye in the center of the moving
mandala—the
eye in the hand
the eye in the asshole
serpent eating or
vomiting its tail
—the blank air a solid wall revolving
around my retina—
The wheel of jewels and fire I saw moving
vaster than my head in Peru
Band circling in band and a black
hole of Calcutta thru which
I stared at my Atman

without a body—
The Giotto window on Boston giving
to a scene in Bibled Palestine
A golden star
and the flight to Egypt
in an instant now
Come true again—the Kabbala sign
in the vomit on the floor—
From a window on Riverside Drive,
one boat moving slowly
up the flowing river, small autos
crawling on Hudson Thruway
a plash of white snow on
the Palisades
and a small white park etched
by bare thin branches
with black birds aflutter in the
frosty underbrush

Sept. 28, 1964
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Riverside Drive, as in Breughel
a girl in red coat
—a footprint, a lone
passerby
on sidewalk under apartment wall—
and a blimp from the war floating in air
over the edge of the city—
Wagner's last echoes, and Baudelaire
inscribing his oceanic page
of confessions
Ah love is so sweet in the Springtime
Omnia amor vincit
Eliot’s voice clanging over the sky
on upper Broadway
“Only thru Time is Time conquered”
I am the answer: I will swallow my
vomit and be naked—
A heavy rain, the plick of a raindrop
shattered on the fire escape rail
at the level of my eye—

This woman is a serpent goddess accepting
the propitiation of a bunch of flowers
found in the Christmas snow

on Mad. Ave. dusk uptown—
We'll rush around in a redcross psychic
aumbulance past the Museum of
Natural History
delivering Anxiety mushrooms to the dancing
red gummed skeletons
their lifted legs are crossed
tht‘.‘}" WEAr 1TON CIOWIS
The cat vomited his canned food with a
mix of inch-long worms
that arched up over the
dread plop—

I threw it in the garbage bag aghast—

cockroach crawls up the bath tub Yosemite wall,

rust in the hot water faucet, a sweet smell
in the mouldy chicken soup,

and little black beings in the old bag of flour

on the pantry shelf last week

Uinsteadily
Walking
in
Manbattan
Near Where
Poe
Wrote
The

Raven

Visiting
Diorothy Norman

*
Prilocybin Taxi
+*

The Citipatt
{ Tibetan Bones)
*

Honsecar
in the
Sherrs



Natchez, he was saying with his head one side
of the center of the wheel
of Vertigo—
burned babies in the blaze of a fiery house
sending them back to the Sun—
They drank a black elixir, and threw it up
To have the serpent intertwined
in their eyeballs—
One man was born with genitals all over
his body—there were 15,000,000
Indians in North America then—

The mushroom image in the Spiro Mound

The battle with the two-headed
caterpillar big as a house
with waving lobster claws—
Here 1s the Homunculus wavering in the brain,
the aggregate of ignorant patterns
looking like Denny Dimwit
The genitals are larger than the head—
huge thumbs, and the crab image
of the back of the mouth—

"Twas a sunflower-monkey on Neptune
I imagined over the radio—
Somebody’s got to make a break & contact
Khrushchev in the Noosphere—
because I took a sick erap near a skull
with long red hair in a coastal desert
gravepit by the Peruvian Pacific—
across the road, new green fields and hut trees
and now I'm paranoiac every day about the cops
(8¢ god & universe)
as if it were all being tape recorded from my
skull to project the Kali Yuga—
He saw electric wires on the floor—He saw
the channel that heard yr mind
thru the music—
I saw the flower, slowly awakening its petals—
My face in the hot dog stand mirror
harried to be here again
to see myself alive on Broadway afraid I'm
in a forgotten movie where I die
not knowing my name—
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The old man came out of his room Carpet
slippers, getting bald
with half a sheaf of indecipherable arrangements
of words in singsong
“rain in heart by heat a fool be clang”
Cerebral stroke stiff hand
His tongue stopped forever
but his mind went on
in what universe?
I dreamt I had to destroy the human
universe to be Messiah—
My toes wiggle on the bed, the breast has
eves and mouth,
the belly eye & dumb lips and the loins
a blind one waiting—
a big fart gave the void a smelly minute—
The color of the wind? It could be the same
the color of the water—
Where does rain come from? Nice to look up

at the stars in Northport—
Er something. Uh-huh.

I could see the hairs at the end of his nose.
We were involved in a great tragedy together—
I walked alone, in the street, by myself
with no God to turn to
But what I Am—
who can create baby universes
in the mouth of the void—
Spurt them out of my mind forever
to fill the Unimaginable with its
separate being—
So I left behind a message to the Consciousness
before I disappeared—
I wrote it on a stone & left it in Oklahoma
in that Indian mound,
drew a picture of a serpent crossing in
and out of its folds like a scaly
swastika—a green dragon
with ancient fangs—
Speak up and tell yr secret, is it a
living animal out there you're
afraid of still—?
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And my mother’s skull not yet white “You're not done

in the darkness, a glimpse of with your I“I"‘T'f"""!"’r
that forgotten creature agape s
at dirty nothing—GO Dl
BACK!
I come in the ass of my beloved, I lie back
with my cock in the air to be kissed— *
I prostrate my sphincter with my eyes in
the pillow, my legs are thrown up
over your shoulder, Come 1o
I feel your buttocks with my hand This
a cock throbs I lie still my End

mouth in my ass—
I kiss the hidden mouth, I have a third eye
I paint the pupils on my palm, and an
eyelash that winks—



Television Was a Baby Crawling Toward That Deathchamber

It is here, the long Awaited bleap-blast light that Speaks one red tongue like Politician,
but happy its own govt.,

either we blow ourselves up now and die, like the old tribe of man, arguing among
neutrons, spit on India, fuck Tibet, stick up America, clobber Moscow, die Baltic, have
your tuberculosis in Arabia, wink not in Enkidu’s reverie—

it’s a long Train of Associations stopped for gas in the desert & looking for drink of old-
time Hzo—

made up of molecules, it ends being innocent as Lafcadio afraid to get up & cook his
bacon—

I prophesy: the Pigs won’t mind! I prophesy: Death will be old folks home!

I prophesy: Chango will prophesy on national Broadcasting System,

I prophesy, we will all prophesy to each other & I give thee happy tidings Robert Lowell
and Jeanette MacDonald—

Dusty moonlight, Starbeam riding its own flute, soul revealed in the scribble, an ounce
of looks, an Invisible Seeing, Hope, The Vanisher betokening Eternity

one finger raised warning above his gold eyeglasses—and Mozart playing giddy-note an
hour on the Marxist gramophone—

All Be—let the Kabbalah star be formed of perfect circles in a room of 1950 unhappiness
where Myrna Loy gets lost—

The Bardo Thodol extends in the millions of black jello for every dying Mechanic—We
will make Colossal movies—

We will be a great Tantric Mogul & starify a new Hollywood with our unimaginable
Flop—Great Paranoia!

The Family presents, your Corpse Hour—attended by myriad flies—hyperactive
Commentators freed at their most bestial—sneering literary— perhaps a captive &
loan Square

caught hiding behind a dummy-univac in the obscurest Morgues of Hearst —wherever—
no more possible—

Only remains, a photo of a riverswollen hand in black and white, arm covered by aged
burlap to the wrist—

skin peeling from the empty fingers—; yet discovered by a mad Negro high on tea &
solitary enough himself to notice a Fate—

therefore, with camera remembered and passed along by hand mail roaring Jet toward
Chicago, Big Table empty this morning,

nothing but an old frog-looking editor worried about his Aesthetics,
That’s life Kulchur ’61—retired to New York to invent Morse Code & found a great



yellow Telegraph—

Merry Xmas Paul carroll and irving Rose in Thrall—give up thy song & flower to any
passing Millennium!

I am the One, you are the One, we are the One, A. Hitler’'s One as well as fast as his
Many heavenly Jews are reborn,

many a being with a nose—and many with none but an ear somewhere next to a
Yelling Star—

I myself saw the sunflower-monkeys of the Moon—spending their dear play-money
electricity in a homemade tape-record minute of cartoony high Sound—

goodbye Farewell repeated by Wagner Immortal in many a gladdened expanding mid-
europe Hour

that I'll be hearing forever if the world I go to’s Music, Yes good to be stuck thru
Eternity on that aching Liebestod Note

which has been playing out there always for me, whoever can hear enough to write it
down for a day to let men fiddle in space, blow a temporary brass tuba or wave a
stick at a physical orchestra

and remember the Wagner-music in his own titty-head Consciousness—ah yes that’s the
message—

That’s what I came here to compose, what I knocked off my life to Inscribe on my gray
metal typewriter,

borrowed from somebody’s lover’s mother got it from Welfare, all interconnected and
gracious a bunch of Murderers

as possible in this Kalpa of Hungry blood-drunkard Ghosts—We all have to eat—us
Beings

gnaw bones, suck marrow, drink living white milk from heavenly Breasts or from
bucktoothed negress or wolf-cow.

The sperm bodies wriggle in pools of vagina, in Yin, that reality we must have spasmed
our Beings upon—

The brothers and sisters die if we live, the Myriads Invisible squeak reptile complaint

on Memory’s tail which us pterodactyl-buzzard-dove-descended two foot mammal-born
Geek-souls almost Forget—

Grab—a cock—any eye—bright hair—All Memory & All Eternity now, reborn as One—

no loss to those—the Peacock spreads its cosmic-eye Magnificat-feathered tail over its
forgotten Ass—

The being roars its own name in the Radio, the Bomb goes off its twenty years ago,

I hear thy music O my mystery, my Father in myself, my mother in my eye, brother in
my hand, sister-in-honey on my own Poetry’s Tongue, my Hallelujah Way beyond all
mortal inherited Heavens, O my own blind ancient Love-in-mind!



Who? but us all, a Me, a One, a Dying Being, The presence, now, this desk, hand
running over the steps of imagination

over the letter-ladders on machine, vibrating humm-herald Extend-hope own unto Thee,
returning infinite-myriad at the Heart, that is only red blood,

that is where murder is still innocence, that life ate, the white plasmic monsters forage
in their fleet Macrocosm—bit apple or black huge bacteria gods loomed out of
nowhere, potent

maybe once victorious on Saturn in dinosaur-inspired messy old hallucinated war—

same battle raging in tsraved cats and gahgard dogs for American ghostly bone—man
and man, fairy against red, black on white on white, with teeth going to the dentist to
escape in gas—

The President laughs in his Chair, and swivels his head on his neck controlling fangs of
Number—

bacteria come numberless, atoms count themselves greatness in their pointy Empire—

Russian Neutrons spy on all Conspiracy—& Chinese yellow energy waves have ocean
and Empyrean ready against attack & future starvation—Korean principalities of
Photon are doubles in all but name—differing Wizards of Art of Electron divide as
many as tribes of Congo—Africa’s a vast jail of Shadows—I am not I,

my molecules are numbered, mirrored in all Me Robot Seraphy parts, cock-creator
navel-marked, Eye Seer with delicate breasts, teeth & gullet to ingest the living dove-
life

foreimage of the Self-Maw Death Is Now;—but there is the Saintly Meat of the Heart—
feeling to thee o Peter and all my Lords—Decades American loves car-rides and vow-
sworn faces lain on my breast,—my head on many more naked than my own sad
hoping flesh—

our feelings! come back to the heart—to the old blind hoping Creator home in Mercy,
beating everywhere behind machine hand clothes-man Senator iron powerd or
fishqueen fugitive-com’d lapel—

Here I am—Old Betty Boop whoopsing behind the skull-microphone wondering what
Idiot soap opera horror show we broadcast by Mistake —full of communists and
frankenstein cops and

mature capitalists running the State Department and the Daily News Editorial
hypnotizing millions of legional-eyed detectives to commit mass murder on the
Invisible

which is only a bunch of women weeping hidden behind newspapers in the Andes,
conspired against by Standard Oil,

which is a big fat fairy monopolizing all Being that has form’d it self to Oil,

and nothing gets in its way so it grabs different oils in all poor mystic aboriginal
Principalities too weak to



Screech out over the radio that Standard Oil is a bunch of spying Businessmen intent on
building one Standard Oil in the whole universe like an egotistical cancer

and yell on Television to England to watch out for United Fruits they got Central
America by the balls

nobody but them can talk San Salvador, they run big Guatemala puppet armies, gas
Dictators, they’re the Crown of Thorns

upon the Consciousness of poor Christ-indian Central America, and the Pharisees are US
Congress & Publicans is the American People

who have driven righteous bearded faithful pink new Castro 1961 is he mad? who
knows—Hope for him, he stay true

& his wormy 45-year dying peasants teach Death’s beauty sugar beyond politics, build
iron children schools

for alphabet molecule stars, that mystic history & giggling revolution henceforth no
toothless martyrs be memorized by some pubescent Juan who’ll smoke my marihuana

Turn the Teacher on!—Yes not conspire dollars under navy-town boardwalk, not spy
vast Services of gunny Secrecy under drear eyeglass Dulles to ASSASSINATE!

INVADE! STARVE OUT! SUPPLY INVISIBLE ARMS! GIVE MONEY TO ORGANIZE DEATH
FOR CUBAN REVOLUTION! BLOCKADE WHAT FRAIL MACHINERY!

MAKE EVIL PROPAGANDA OVER THE WORLD! ISOLATE THE FAITHFUL’S SOUL! TAKE
ALL RICHES BACK! BE WORLDLY PRINCE AND POWER OVER THE UNBELIEVABLE!
MY GOD!

AMERICA WILL BE REFUSED ETERNITY BY HER OWN MAD SON THE BOMB! MEN
WORKING IN ELECTRICITY BE U.S. SADISTS THEIR MAGIC PHANOPOEIAC THRU
MASS MEDIA THE NASTIEST IN THIS FIRST HISTORY!

EVIL SPELLS THRU THE DAILY NEWS! HORRIBLE MASOCHISMS THUNK UP BY THE
AMERICAN MEDICAL ASSOCIATION! DEATH TO JUNKIES THRU THE TREASURY
DEPARTMENT! TAXES ON YOUR HATE FOR THIS HERE WAR!

LEGIONS OF DECENCY BLACKMAIL THY CINEMAL FATE! CONSPIRACIES CONTROL
ALL WHITE MAGICIANS! I CAN’T TELL YOU MY SECRET STORY ON TV!

Chambers of Commerce misquote Bob Hope who is a grim sex revolutionist talking in
hysterical code flat awful jokes

Jimmy Durante’s kept from screaming to death in the movies by a huge fat Cardinal, the
Spell Man, Black Magician he won’t let mad white Chaplin talk thru the State
Megaphone! He takes evil pix with Swiss financial cunt!

It’s the American Medical Association poisoning the poets with their double-syndicate of
heroin cut with money-dust,

Military psychiatrists make deathly uniforms it’s Tanganyikan nerve-skin in the
submarinic navy they’re prepared for eternal solitude, once they go down they turn to



Reptiles

Human dragons trained to fly the air with bomb-claws clutched to breast & wires
entering their brains thru muffled ears—connected to what control tower—jacked to
what secret Lab where the macrocosm-machine

picks up vibrations of my thought in this poem—the attendant is afraid—Is the
President listening? is

Evil Eye, the invisible police-cop-secrecy masters Controlling Central Intelligence—do
they know I took Methedrine, heroin, magic mushrooms, & lambchops & guess toward
a Prophecy tonight?

No the big dopes all they do is control each other—Doom! in the vast car America—
they’re screeching on two mind-wheels on a National Curve —the Car that’s made to
die by Mr. Inhuman

Moneyhand, by advertising nastyhead Inc. Dream Cancer Prexy Owner Distributor
Publisher & TV Doctor of Emotional Breakdown—he told that Mayor to get in that car
without his pubic hair and drive to Kill get to Las Vegas so the oldfashioned jewish
communists

wouldn’t get their idealistic radio program on the air in time to make everybody cry in
the desert for the Indian Serpent to come

back from the Oklahoma mound where he hid with his 15,000,000 visionary original
Redskin patriot-wives and warriors—they made up one big mystic serpent with its
tail-a-mouth like a lost Tibet

MURDERED AND DRIVEN FROM THE EARTH BY US JEWISH GOYIM who spend fifty
billion things a year—things things!—to make the things-machinery that’s turned the
worlds of human consciousness into a thing of War

wherever and whoever is plugged in by real filaments or wireless or whatever magic
wordy-synapse to the money-center of the mind

whose Eye is hidden somewhere behind All mass media—what makes reporters fear
their secret dreamy news—behind the Presidential mike & all its starry bunting, front
for some mad BILLIONAIRES

who own United Fruits & Standard Oil and Hearst The Press and Texas NBC and
someone owns the Radios owns vast Spheres of Air—Subliminal Billionaire got

State Legislatures filled with Capital Punishment Fiends because nobody’s been in love
on US soil long enough to realize We who pay the Public Hangman make State
Murder thru Alien Gas who cause any form of hate-doom hanging

do that in public everybody agreed by the neck suffering utmost pangs Each citizen
himself unloved suicides him, because there’s no beloved, now in America for All in
the gas chamber the whole California Legislature

screaming because it’s Death here—we’re so hopeless—The Soul of America died with
ugly Chessman—strange saintly average madman driven to think for his own Kkillers,



in his pants and shirt with human haircut, said NO to—like a Cosmic NO—from the
One Mouth of America speaking life or death—looked in the eye by America—

Ah what a cold monster OneEye he must’'ve saw thru the Star Spangled Banner &
Hollywood with ugly smile forbidden movie & old heartless Ike in the White House
officially allowing Chatterley attacked by Fed Lawyers—

vast Customs agencies searching books—who Advises what book where—who invented
what’s dirty? The Pope? Baruch?—tender Genet burned by middleaged vice Officers

sent out by The Automatic Sourface mongers whatever bad news he can high up from
imaginary Empires name Scripps-Howard—just more drear opinions—Damn that
World Telegram was Glad Henry Miller’s depression Cancerbook not read to sad
eyeglass Joe messenger to Grocer

in Manhattan, or candystore emperor Hersh Silverman in Bayonne, dreaming of telling
the Truth, but his Karma is selling jellybeans & being kind,

The Customs police denyd him his Burroughs they defecated on de Sade, they jack’d off,
and tortured his copy of Sodom with Nitric Acid in a backroom furnace house at
Treasury Bureau, pouring Fire on the soul of Rochester,

Warlocks, Black magicians burning and cursing the Love-Books, Jack be damned,
casting spells from the shores of America on the inland cities, lacklove-curses on our
Eyes which read genital poetry—

O deserts of deprivation for some high school’d gang, lone Cleveland that delayed its
books of Awe, Chicago struggling to read its magazines, police and papers yapping
over grimy gossip skyscraped from some sulphurous yellow cloud drift in from
archtank hot factories make nebulous explosives near Detroit—smudge got on Corso’s
Rosy Page—

US Postmaster, first class sexfiend his disguise told everyone to open letters stop the
photographic fucks & verbal suckeries & lickings of the asshole by tongues meant but
for poison glue on envelopes Report this privileged communication to Yours Truly We
The National Police—We serve you once a day—you humanical meat creep-hood—

and yearly the national furnace burned much book, 2,000,000 pieces mail, one decade
unread propaganda from Vietnam & Chinese mag harangues, Engelian

dialectics handmade in Gobi for proud export to top hat & tails Old Bones in his
penthouse on a skyscraper in Manhattan, laconic on two phones that rang thru the
nets of money over earth, as he barked his orders to Formosa for more spies, abhorred
all Cuba sugar from concourse with Stately stomachs—

That’s when I began vomiting my paranoia when Old National Skullface the invisible
sixheaded billionaire began brainwashing my stomach with strange feelers in the
Journal American—the penis of billionaires depositing professional semen in my ear,
Fulton Lewis coming with strychnine jizzum in his voice making an evil suggestion
that entered my mouth

while I was sitting there gaping in wild dubiety & astound on my peaceful couch, he said



to all the taxidrivers and schoolteachers in brokendown old Blakean America

that Julius and Ethel Rosenberg smelled bad & shd die, he sent to kill them with
personal electricity, his power station is the spirit of generation leaving him thru his
asshole by Error, that very electric entered Ethel’s eye

and his tongue is the prick of a devil he don’t even know, a magic capitalist ghosting it
on the lam after the Everett Massacre—fucks a Newscaster in the mouth every time he
gets on the Microphone—

and those ghost jizzums started my stomach trouble with capital punishment, Ike chose
to make an Artificial Death for them poor spies—if they were spying on me? who
cares?—Ike disturbed the balance of the cosmos by his stroke-head deathshake, “NO”

It was a big electrocution in every paper and mass medium, Television was a baby
crawling toward that deathchamber

Later quiz shows prepared the way for egghead omelet, I was rotten, I was the egghead
that spoiled the last supper, they made me vomit more —whole programs of halfeaten
comedians sliming out my Newark Labor Leaders’ assholes

They used to wash them in the ’30s with Young Politics Ideas, I was too young to smell
anything but my own secret mind, I didn’t even know assholes basic to Modern
Democracy—What can we teach our negroes now?

That they are Negroes, that I am thy Jew & thou my white Goy & him Chinese?—They
think they’re Arab Macrocosms now!

My uncle thinks his Truthcloud’s Jewish—thinks his Name is Nose-smell-Newark 5
decades—& that’s all except there’s Gentile Images of mirrory vast Universe—

and Chinese Microcosms too, a race of spade microcosms apart, like jewish truth clouds
& Goyishe Nameless Vasts

But I am the Intolerant One Gasbag from the Morgue & Void, Garbler of all Conceptions
that myope my eye & is Uncle Sam asleep in the Funeral Home—?

Bad magic, scram, hide in J. E. Hoover’s bathingsuit. Make his pants fall in the ocean,
near Miami—

Gangster CRASH! America will be forgotten, the identity files of the FBI slipt into the
void-crack, the fingerprints unwhorled—no track where He came from—

Man left no address, not even hair, just disappeared & Forgot his big wall-street on
Earth—Uncle I hate the FBI it’s all a big dreamy skyscraper somewhere over the
Mutual Network—I don’t even know who they are—like the Nameless—

Hallooo I am coming end of my Presidency—Everybody’s fired—I am a hopeless
whitehaired congressman—I lost my last election—Ilandslide for Reader’s Digest—not
even humans—

Nobody home in town—just offices with many jangling telephones & automatic
switchboards keep the message—typewriters return yr calls oft, Yakkata yak &
tinbellring—THE POLICE ARE AT THE DOOR—



What are you doing eccentric in this solitary office? a mad vagrant Creep Truthcloud
sans identity card—It’s Paterson allright—anyway the people disappeared—
downtown Fabian Bldg. branch office for The Chamber of Commerce runs the
streetlights

all thru dark winter rain by univac piped from Washington Lobby—they’ve abolished
the streets from the universe—just keep control of

the lights—in case of ectoplasm trafficking thru dead Market—where the Chinese
restaurant usta play Muzak in the early century—soft green rugs & pastel walls—
perfumed tea—

Goodbye, said the metal Announcer in doors of The Chamber of Commerce —we’re
merging with NAM forever—and the NAM has no door but’s sealed copper 10 foot
vault under the Federal Reserve Bldg—

Six billionaires that control America are playing Scrabble with antique Tarot —they’ve
just unearthed another Pyramid—in the bombproof Cellar at Fort Knox

Not even the FBI knows who—They give orders to J. E. Hoover thru the metal phonegirl
at the Robot Transmitter on top of RCA—you

can see new Fortune officers look like spies from 20 floors below with their eyeglasses &
gold skulls—silver teeth flashing up the shit-mouthed grin—weeping in their martinis!
There is no secret to the success of the

Six Billionaires that own all Time since the Gnostic Revolt in Aegypto—they built the
Sphinx to confuse my sex life, Who Fuckd the Void?

Why are they starting that war all over again in Laos over Neutral Mind? Is the United
States CIA army Legions overthrowing somebody like Angelica Balabanoff?

Six thousand movietheaters, 100,000,000 television sets, a billion radios, wires and
wireless crisscrossing hemispheres, semaphore lights and morse, all telephones ringing
at once connect every mind by its ears to one vast consciousness This Time
Apocalypse—everybody waiting for one mind to break thru—

Man-prophet with two eyes Dare all creation with his dying tongue & say I AM—
Messiah swallow back his death into his stomach, gaze thru great pupils of his Bodies’
eyes

and look in each Eye man, the eyeglassed fearful byriad-look that might be Godeyes see

thru Death—that now are clark & ego reading manlaw —write newsbroadcasts to
cover with Fears their

own Messiah that must come when all of us conscious—Breakthru to all other
Consciousness to say the Word I Am as spoken by a certain God—Millennia knew and
waited till this one Century—

Now all sentience broods and listens—contemplative & hair full of rain for 15 years
inside New York—what millions know and hark to hear, & death will tell, but—

many strange magicians in buildings listening inside their own heads—or clouds over



Manhattan Bridge—or strained thru music messages to —I Am from the central One!
Come

blow the Cosmic Horn to waken every Tiglon & Clown sentience throughout the vasting
circus—in the Name of God pick up the telephone call Networks announcing Suchness
That—

I Am mutter a million old Gods in their beards, that had been sleeping at evening radios
—cackling in their Larynx—Talking to myself again

said the Messiah turning a dial to remember his last broadcast—I scare myself, I eat my
hand, I swallow my own head, I stink in the inevitable bathroom of death this Being
requires—O Widen the Area of Consciousness! O

set my Throne in Space, I rise to sit in the midst of the Starry Visible!—Calling All
Beings! in dirt from the ant to the most frightened Prophet that ever clomb tower to
vision planets

crowded in one vast space ship toward Andromeda—That all lone soul in Iowa or Hark-
land join the Lone, set forth, walk naked like a Hebrew king, enter the human cities
and speak free,

at last the Man-God come that hears all Phantasy behind the matter-babble in his ear,
and walks out of his Cosmic Dream into the cosmic street

open mouth to the First Consciousness—God’s woke up now, you Seraphim, call men
with trumpet microphone & telegraph, hail every sleepwalker with Holy Name,

Life is waving, the cosmos is sending a message to itself, its image is reproduced
endlessly over TV

over the radio the babble of Hitler’s and Claudette Colbert’s voices got mixed up in the
bathroom radiator

Hello hello are you the Telephone the Operator’s singing we are the daughters of the
universe

get everybody on the line at once plug in all being ears by laudspeaker, newspeak,
secret message,

handwritten electronic impulse traveling along rays electric spiderweb

magnetisms shuddering on one note We We We, mustached disc jockeys trembling in
mantric excitement, flowery patterns bursting over the broken couch,

drapes falling to the floor in St. John Perse’s penthouse, Portugal’s water is running in
all the faucets on the SS Santa Maria,

chopping machines descend on the pre-dawn tabloid, the wire services are hysterical
and send too much message,

they’re waiting to bam out the Armageddon, millions of rats reported in China, smoke
billows out New York’s hospital furnace smokestack,

I am writing millions of letters a year, I correspond with hopeful messengers in Detroit,



I am taking drugs

and leap at my postman for more correspondence, Man is leaving the earth in a rocket
ship,

there is a mutation of the race, we are no longer human beings, we are one being, we
are being connected to itself,

it makes me crosseyed to think how, the mass media assemble themselves like congolese
Ants for a purpose

in the massive clay mound an undiscovered huge Queen is born, Africa wakes to redeem
the old Cosmos,

I am masturbating in my bed, I dreamed a new Stranger touched my heart with his eye,

he hides in a sidestreet loft in Hoboken, the heavens have covered East Second Street
with Snow,

all day I walk in the wilderness over white carpets of City, we are redeeming ourself, I
am born,

the Messiah woke in the Universe, I announce the New Nation, in every mind, take
power over the dead creation,

I am naked in New York, a star breaks thru the blue skull of the sky out the window,

I seize the tablets of the Law, the spectral Buddha and the spectral Christ turn to a stick
of shit in the void, a fearful Idea,

I take the crown of the Idea and place it on my head, and sit a King beside the reptile
Devas of my Karma—

Eye in every forehead sleeping waxy & the light gone inward—to dream of fearful
Jaweh or the Atom Bomb—

All these eternal spirits to be wakened, all these bodies touched and healed, all these
lacklove

suffering the Hate, dumbed under rainbows of Creation, O Man the means of Heaven
are at hand, thy rocks & my rocks are nothing,

the identity of the Moon is the identity of the flower-thief, I and the Police are one in
revolutionary Numbness!

Yawk, Mercy The Octopus, it’s IT cometh over the Void & makes whistle its lonemouthed
Flute You-me forever—

Stop Arguing, Cosmos, I give up so I be, I receive a happy letter from Ray Bremser
exiled from home in New Jersey jail—

Clocks are abuilding for a thousand years, ticking behind metalloidesque
electronico-clankered industries smokeless in silent mind city—

Dawn of the Ages! Man thy Alarm rings thru sweet myriad mornings in every desperate-
carred street! Saints wait in each metropolis



for Message to Assassinate the old idea, that 20,000 yr old eye-god Man thought was
Being Secret mystery,

unbearable Judge above, God alien handless tongueless to poor man, who’ll scream for
mercy on his deathbed—Oh I saw that black

Octopus Death, with supernatural antennae spikes raying Awful waves at my
consciousness, huge blind Ball invisible behind the rooms in the universe—a not-a-
man—a no-one—Nobodaddy—

Omnipotent Telepath more visionary than my own Prophetics & Memories —Reptile-
sentient shimmer-feel-hole Here,

Dense Soullessness wiser than Time, the Eater-Darkness hungry for All—but must wait
till I leave my body to enter that

One Mind nebula to my recollection—Implacable, my soul dared not die,

Shrank back from the leprous door-mind in its breast, touch Him and the hand’s
destroyed,

Death God in the End, before the Timeworld of creation—I mean some kind of monster
from another dimension is eating Beings of our own Cosmos—

I saw him try to make me leave my corpse-illusion Allen, myth movie world come to
celluloid-end,

I screamed seeing myself in reels of death my consciousness a cinematic toy played once
in faded attick by man-already-forgotten

His orphan starhood inked from Space, the movie industry itself blot up its History & all
wracked myriad Epics, Space wiped itself out,

lost in a wall-crack dream itself had once disappearing—maybe trailing endless comet-
long trackless thru what unwonted dimensions it keeps dreaming existence can die
inside of—vanish this Cosmos of Stars I am turning to bones in—

That much illusion, and what’s visions but visions, and these words filled Methedrine—I
have a backache & 2 telegrams come midnight from messengers that cry to plug in the
Electrode Ear to

my skull downstreet, & hear what they got to say, big lives like trees of Cancer in Bronx
& Long Island—Telephones connect the voids island blissy darkness scattered in many
manmind—

New York, February 1961



This Form of Life Needs Sex

I will have to accept women
if I want to continue the race,
kiss breasts, accept
strange hairy lips behind
buttocks,
Look in questioning womanly eyes
answer soft cheeks,
bury my loins in the hang of pearplum
fat tissue
I had abhorred
before I give godspasm Babe leap
forward thru death—
Between me and oblivion an unknown
woman stands;
Not the Muse but living meat-phantom,
a mystery scary as my fanged god
sinking its foot in its gullet &
vomiting its own image out of its ass
—This woman Futurity I am pledge to
born not to die,
but issue my own cockbrain replica Me-Hood
again—For fear of the Blot?
Face of Death, my Female, as I’'m sainted
to my very bone,
I’'m fated to find me a maiden for
ignorant Fuckery—
flapping my belly & smeared with Saliva
shamed face flesh & wet,
—have long droopy conversations
in Cosmical Duty boudoirs,
maybe bored?
Or excited New Prospect, discuss
her, Futurity, my Wife
My Mother, Death, My only
hope, my very Resurrection
Woman
herself, why have I feared
to be joined true
embraced beneath the Panties of Forever
in with the one hole that repelled me 1937 on?
—Pulled down my pants on the porch showing



my behind to cars passing in rain—

& She be interested, this contact with Silly new Male
that’s sucked my loveman’s cock

in Adoration & sheer beggary romance-awe
gulp-choke Hope of Life come

and buggered myself innumerably boy-yangs

gloamed inward so my solar plexus

feel godhead in me like an open door—

Now that’s changed my decades body old
tho’ admiring male thighs at my brow,
hard love pulsing thru my ears,
stern buttocks upraised
for my masterful Rape
that were meant for a private shit
if the Army were All—
But no more answer to life
than the muscular statue
I felt up its marbles
envying Beauty’s immortality in the
museum of Yore—
You can fuck a statue but you can’t
have children
You can joy man to man but the Sperm
comes back in a trickle at dawn
in a toilet on the 45th Floor—
& Can’t make continuous mystery out of that
finished performance
& ghastly thrill
that ends as began,
stupid reptile squeak
denied life by Fairy Creator
become Imaginary
because he decided not to incarnate
opposite—OId Spook
who didn’t want to be a baby & die,
didn’t want to shit and scream
exposed to bombardment on a
Chinese RR track
and grow up to pass his spasm on
the other half of the Universe—
Like a homosexual capitalist afraid of the masses—



and that’s my situation, Folks—
New York, April 12, 1961



Sunset S.S. Azemour

As orange dusk-light falls on an old idea

I gaze thru my hand on the page

sensing outward the intercoiled weird being I am in

and seek a head of that—Seraphim

advance in lightning flash through aether storm

Messengers arrive horned bearded from Magnetic spheres

disappearing radios receive aged galaxies

Immensity wheels mirrored in every direction

Announcement swifting from Invisible to Invisible

Eternity-dragon’s tail lost to the eye

Strange death, forgotten births, voices calling in the past

“I was” that greets “I am” that writes now “I will be”

Armies marching over and over the old battlefield—

What powers sit in their domed tents and decree Eternal Victory?

I sit at my desk and scribe the endless message from myself to my own hand
Marseilles-Tanger, 1961



Seabattle of Salamis Took Place off Perama

If it weren’t for you Mr Jukebox with yr aluminum belly roaring & thirty teeth eating
dirty drx.

yr eyes starred round the world, purple diamonds & white brain revolving black disks
in every bar from Yokamama to Pyraeus winking & beaming Saturday Nite
what silence harbor Sabbath dark instead of boys screaming and dancing wherever I go

Hail Jukebox of Perama with attendant minstrel juvenile whores
on illuminated porches where kids leap to noise bouncing over black oceantide,

leaning into azure neon with sexy steps, delicious idiot smile and young teeth, flowers in
ears,

Negro voices scream back 1000 years striped pants pink shirts patent leather shoes on
their lean dog feet

exaggerated sneakers green pullovers, long hair, hips & eyes!

They’re jumping & joying this minute over the bones of Persian sailors—

Echoes of Harlem in Athens! Hail to your weeping eyes New York!

Hail to the noise wherever the jukebox is on TOO LOUD,

The Muses are loose in the world again with their big black voice bazooky blues,

Muses with bongo guitars electric flutes on microphones Cha Cha Cha

Feeling happy in Havana Mambo moving delicate London new Lyre in Liverpool

Tin Clarinet prophesying in Delphos, Crete jumping again!

Panyotis dancing alone stepped drunk from a krater, Yorgis slapping his heels & kicking
Cerberus’ heads off!

Doobie Doobie reigns forever on the shores! One drachma for Black Jack, one drachma
brings Aharisti again, Na-ti-the-Ma-Fez,

Open the Door Richard, I'm Casting a Spell on You, Apocalypse Rock, End of History
Rag!

Piraeus, September 1, 1961



Galilee Shore

With the blue-dark dome old-starred at night, green boat-lights purring over water,
a faraway necklace of cliff-top Syrian electrics,

bells ashore, music from a juke-box trumpeted,

shadow of death against my left breast prest

—cigarette, match-flare, skull wetting its lips—

Fisherman-nets over wood walls, light wind in dead willow branch
on a grassy bank—the saxophone relaxed and brutal, silver horns echo—
Was there a man named Solomon? Peter walked here? Christ on this sweet water?
Blessings on thee Peacemaker!
English spoken
on the street bearded Jews’ sandals & Arab white head cloth—
the silence between Hebrew and Arabic—
the thrill of the first Hashish in a holy land—
Over hill down the valley in a blue bus, past Cana no weddings—
I have no name I wander in a nameless countryside—
young boys all at the movies seeing a great Western—
art gallery closed, pipe razor & tobacco on the floor.

To touch the beard of Martin Buber

to watch a skull faced Gershom Scholem lace his shoes

to pronounce Capernaum’s name & see stone doors of a tomb

to be meek, alone, beside a big dark lake at night—

to pass thru Nazareth dusty afternoon, and smell the urine down near Mary’s well
to watch the orange moon peep over Syria, weird promise—

to wait beside Galilee—night with Orion, lightning, negro voices, Burger’s
Disease, a glass of lemon tea—feel my left hand on my shaved chin—

all you have to do is suffer the metaphysical pain of dying.

Art is just a shadow, like cows or tea—

keep the future open, make no dates it’s all here

with moonrise and soft music on phonograph memory—

Just think how amazing! someone getting up and walking on the water.



Tiberias, October 1961



Stotras to Kali Destroyer of Illusions

O Statue of Liberty Spouse of Europa Destroyer of Past Present Future

They who recite this Anthem issuing from empty skulls the stars & stripes

certainly makes a noise on the radio beauteous with the twilight

should one skinny Peruvian only spell your name right O thou who

hast formidable eyebrows of spiritual money & beareth United Nations in your hair

such Peruvian becomes higher Jaweh charming countless moviestars with disappearing
eyes
O republic female mouth from which two politics trickle they who recite

the name thy 28th star OMAHA subjugate hungry ghost-hoards ascreech under Gold
Reserve

O fortress America Guardian Blueprint who in thy nether right hand hangs a bathroom
in thy nether left the corpse of Edgar Poe in front right hand hanging the skull

of Roosevelt with gray eyeballs & left hand George Washington his tongue hanging out
like a fish

Your huge goddess eye looming over his severed head your bottomless throat open

with great machinery roars inside teeth made of white radios & mountainous red tongue
licking vast bubbles of atomic gum left eye rolled to gray heavens above Dewline

right eye staring into magic engine wheels hissing with railroad steam

arm after arm snaking into place in aether battleships dangling from one hand to
another

the black corpse Thelonious Monk the flayed skin of Gertrude Stein held down
fluttering over the gaping Yoni, hands reaching out to honk all the horns of Broadway
William Randolph Hearst’s bones circled in mystic ring on third toe & breast hung

with newspapers shining with Earl Browder’s cancer the 1964 Elections flapping in her
left

nostril if you sneeze you’ll destroy the western hemisphere right Vajra hand

playing mah-jongg with her astrolabes it keeps her mind occupied especially with
rhythmic

breathing exercises & interpretive dancing one foot goddesslike on the corpse of Uncle
Sam

Top hand bearing the Telephone nobody’s on the other end she’s talking to herself
because when the ear gets disconnected from the brain you still hear noise

but who remembers what it means somebody else will pay the bill as fast as it takes
for vultures to clean up a corpse at Tower of Silence That will be five minutes and



extra charges if you go on talking the eleventh hand presenting an electric chair

twelfth hand in the mudra of Foreign Aid and thirteenth palm closed in sign of
Disarmament

O Freedom with gaping mouth full of Cops whose throat is adorned with skulls of
Rosenbergs

whose breasts spurt Jazz into the robot faces of thy worshippers grant that recitation
of this Hymn will bring them abiding protection money & dance in White House

for even a dope sees Eternity who meditates on thee raimented with Space crosseyed
creatrix of Modernity whose waist is beauteous with a belt of numberless Indian scalps

mixed with negro teeth Who on the breast of James Dean in the vast bedroom of Forest
Lawn

Cemetery enjoyest the great Passion of Jesus Christ or seated on the bone-yard ground

strewn with the flesh of Lumumba haunted by the female shoes of Khrushchev &
Stevenson’s long red tongue

enjoyest the worship of spies & endless devotions intoned by mustached radio
announcers

If by night thy devotee naked with long weird hair sit in the park & recite this Hymn
while his full breasted girl fills his lap with provincial kisses and meditates on Thee
Such such a one dwells in the land the supreme politician & knows Thy mystery

O Wife of China should thy patriot recite thy anthem & China’s cut-up & mixed together
with that of Russia Thy elephant-headed infant mighty in all future worlds

& meditate one year with knowledge of thy mystic copulation with China this next age

Then such knower will delight in secret weapon official Intelligence kodaked in his
telegraphic brain

Home of the Brave thou gavest birth to the Steel Age before the Hydrogen Age the

Cobalt Age earning power over entire planets all futurity Male-female spouse of the
solar system

Ah me why then shall I not prophesy glorious truths for Thee Ah me folks worship many
other

countries beside you they are brainwashed but I of my own uncontrollable lust for you

lay my hands on your Independence enter your very Constitution my head absorbed in
the lips of your

Bill of Rights O Liberty whose bliss is union with each individual citizen intercourse

Alaskan Oklahoman New Jerseyesque dreaming of embraces even Indonesian
Vietnamese & those Congolese

O Liberty Imagewife of Mankind of thy Mercy show thy favor toward each me



everywhere helpless
before thy manifest Destiny by grace may I never be reborn American I and all I’s
neither Russian Peruvian nor Chinese Jew never again reincarnate outside Thee Mother

Democracy O Formless One take me beyond Images & reproductions spouse beyond
disunion

absorbed in my own non-Duality which art Thou.

He O mother American Democracy who in the cremation ground of nations with
disheveled hair in sweat of intensity meditates on thee

And makes over his pubic hair to thee in poetry or electrical engineering he alone
knows thy Cosmic You-Me.

O America whoever on Tuesday at midnite utters This My Country 'Tis of Thee in the
basement men’s room

of the Empire State Building becomes a Poet Lord of Earth and goes mounted on
Elephants

to conquer Maya the Cold War whoever recites this my country ’tis of thee with the least
halfhearted

conviction he becomes himself Big Business & Giant Unions flowing with production and
is after

death father of his country which is the Universe itself and will at night in union with
Thee

O mother with eyes of delightful movies enter at last into amorous play united with all
Presidents of US.

Bombay, 1962



To P.O.

The whitewashed room, roof

of a third-rate Mohammedan hotel,

two beds, blurred fan

whirling over yr brown guitar,

knapsack open on floor, towel

hanging from chair, Orange Crush,

brown paper manuscript packages,
Tibetan tankas, Gandhi pajamas,
Ramakrishna Gospel, bright umbrella

a mess on a rickety wooden stand,

the yellow wall-bulb lights up

this scene Calcutta for the thirtieth night—
Come in the green door, long Western gold
hair plastered down your shoulders

from shower: “Did we take our pills

this week for malaria?” Happy birthday
dear Peter, your 29th year.

Calcutta, July 8, 1962



Heat

Forty feet long sixty feet high hotel

Covered with old gray for buzzing flies

Eye like mango flowing orange pus

Ears Durga people vomiting in their sleep

Got huge legs a dozen buses move inside Calcutta
Swallowing mouthfuls of dead rats

Mangy dogs bark out of a thousand breasts
Garbage pouring from its ass behind alleys
Always pissing yellow Hooghly water
Bellybutton melted Chinatown brown puddles
Coughing lungs Sound going down the sewer
Nose smell a big gray Bidi

Heart bumping and crashing over tramcar tracks
Covered with a hat of cloudy iron

Suffering water buffalo head lowered

To pull the huge cart of year uphill

Calcutta, July 21, 1962



Describe: The Rain on Dasaswamedh Ghat

Kali Ma tottering up steps to shelter tin roof, feeling her way to curb, around bicycle &
leper seated on her way—to piss on a broom

left by the Stone Cutters who last night were shaking the street with Boom! of Stone
blocks unloaded from truck

Forcing the blindman in his gray rags to retreat from his spot in the middle of the road
where he sleeps & shakes under his blanket

Jai Ram all night telling his beads or sex on a burlap carpet

Past which cows donkeys dogs camels elephants marriage processions drummers tourists
lepers and bathing devotees

step to the whine of serpent-pipes & roar of car motors around his black ears—

Today on a balcony in shorts leaning on iron rail I watched the leper who sat hidden
behind a bicycle

emerge dragging his buttocks on the gray rainy ground by the glove-bandaged stumps of
hands,

one foot chopped off below knee, round stump-knob wrapped with black rubber

pushing a tin can shiny size of his head with left hand (from which only a thumb
emerged from leprous swathings)

beside him, lifting it with both ragbound palms down the curb into the puddled road,

balancing his body down next to the can & crawling forward on his behind

trailing a heavy rag for seat, and leaving a path thru the street wavering

like the Snail’s slime track—imprint of his crawl on the muddy asphalt market entrance
—stopping

to drag his can along stubbornly konking on the paved surface near the water pump—

Where a turban’d workman stared at him moving along—his back humped with rags—

and inquired why didn’t he put his can to wash in the pump altarplace—and why go
that way when free rice

Came from the alley back there by the river—As the leper looked up & rested,
conversing curiously, can by his side approaching a puddle.

Kali had pissed standing up & then felt her way back to the Shop Steps on thin brown
legs

her hands in the air—feeling with feet for her rag pile on the stone steps’ wetness—

as a cow busied its mouth chewing her rags left wet on the ground for five minutes
digesting

Till the comb-&-hair-oil-booth keeper woke & chased her away with a stick

Because a dog barked at a madman with dirty wild black hair who rag round his midriff



& water pot in hand

Stopped in midstreet turned round & gazed up at the balconies, windows, shops and city
stagery filled with glum activity

Shrugged & said Jai Shankar! to the imaginary audience of Me’s,
While a white robed Baul Singer carrying his one stringed dried pumpkin Guitar

Sat down near the cigarette stand and surveyed his new scene, just arrived in the Holy
City of Benares.

Benares, February 1963



Death News

Visit to W.C. W. circa 1957, poets Kerouac Corso Orlovsky on sofa in living room inquired wise words, stricken

Williams pointed thru window curtained on Main Street: “There’s a lot of bastards out there!”

Walking at night on asphalt campus

road by the German Instructor with Glasses

W. C. Williams is dead he said in accent

under the trees in Benares; I stopped and asked
Williams is Dead? Enthusiastic and wide-eyed
under the Big Dipper. Stood on the Porch

of the International House Annex bungalow
insects buzzing round the electric light

reading the Medical obituary in Time.

“out among the sparrows behind the shutters”
Williams is in the Big Dipper. He isn’t dead

as the many pages of words arranged thrill
with his intonations the mouths of meek kids
becoming subtle even in Bengal. Thus

there’s a life moving out of his pages; Blake
also “alive” thru his experienced machines.
Were his last words anything Black out there

in the carpeted bedroom of the gabled wood house
in Rutherford? Wonder what he said,

or was there anything left in realms of speech
after the stroke & brain-thrill doom entered

his thoughts? If I pray to his soul in Bardo Thodol

he may hear the unexpected vibration of foreign mercy.

Quietly unknown for three weeks; now I saw Passaic
and Ganges one, consenting his devotion,

because he walked on the steely bank & prayed

to a Goddess in the river, that he only invented,
another Ganga-Ma. Riding on the old

rusty Holland submarine on the ground floor
Paterson Museum instead of a celestial crocodile.
Mourn O Ye Angels of the Left Wing! that the poet
of the streets is a skeleton under the pavement now
and there’s no other old soul so kind and meek

and feminine jawed and him-eyed can see you

What you wanted to be among the bastards out there.

Benares, March 20, 1963



Vulture Peak: Gridhakuta Hill

I’'ve got to get out of the sun
mouth dry and red towel wrapped
round my head
walking up crying singing ah sunflower
Where the traveler’s journey
closed my eyes is done in the
black hole there
sweet rest far far away
up the stone climb past where
Bimbisara left his armies
got down off his elephant
and walked up to meet
Napoleon Buddha pacing
back and forth on the platform
of red brick on the jut rock crag
Staring out Lidded-eyed beneath
the burning white sunlight
down on Rajgir kingdom below
ants wheels within wheels of empire
houses carts streets messengers
wells and water flowing
into past-future simultaneous
kingdoms here gone on Jupiter
distant X-ray twinkle of the eye
myriad brick cities on earth and under
New York Chicago Palenque Jerusalem
Delphos Macchu Picchu Acco
Herculaneum Rajagriha
here all windy with the tweetle
of birds and blue rocks
leaning into the blue sky—
Vulture Peak desolate bricks
flies on the knee hot shadows
raven-screech and wind blast
over the hills from desert plains
south toward Bodh Gaya—
All the noise I made with my mouth
singing on the path up, Gary
Thinking all the pale youths and
virgins shrouded with snow
chanting Om Shantih all over the world



and who but Peter du Peru
walking the streets of San Francisco
arrived in my mind on Vulture Peak
Then turned round and around on my heels
singing and plucking out my eyes
ears tongue nose and balls as I whirled
longer and longer the mountains stretched
swiftly flying in circles
the hills undulating and roads speeding
around me in the valley
Till when I stopped the earth
moved in my eyeballs
green bulge slowly
and stopped

My thirst in my cheeks and tongue
back throat drives me home.

Benares, April 18, 1963



Patna-Benares Express

Whatever it may be whoever it may be

The bloody man all singing all just

However he die

He rode on railroad cars

He woke at dawn, in the white light of a new universe
He couldn’t do any different

He the skeleton with eyes

raised himself up from a wooden bench

felt different looking at the fields and palm trees

no money in the bank of dust

no nation but inexpressible gray clouds before sunrise
lost his identity cards in his wallet

in the bald rickshaw by the Maidan in dry Patna

Later stared hopeless waking from drunken sleep

dry mouthed in the RR Station

among sleeping shoeshine men in loincloth on the dirty concrete
Too many bodies thronging these cities now

Benares, May 1963



Last Night in Calcutta

Still night. The old clock Ticks,

half past two. A ringing of crickets

awake in the ceiling. The gate is locked

on the street outside—sleepers, mustaches,
nakedness, but no desire. A few mosquitoes
waken the itch, the fan turns slowly—

a car thunders along the black asphalt,

a bull snorts, something is expected—

Time sits solid in the four yellow walls.

No one is here, emptiness filled with train
whistles & dog barks, answered a block away.
Pushkin sits on the bookshelf, Shakespeare’s
complete works as well as Blake’s unread—

O Spirit of Poetry, no use calling on you
babbling in this emptiness furnished with beds
under the bright oval mirror—perfect

night for sleepers to dissolve in tranquil
blackness, and rest there eight hours
—Waking to stained fingers, bitter mouth

and lung gripped by cigarette hunger,

what to do with this big toe, this arm

this eye in the starving skeleton-filled

sore horse tramcar-heated Calcutta in
Eternity—sweating and teeth rotted away—
Rilke at least could dream about lovers,

the old breast excitement and trembling belly,
is that it? And the vast starry space—

If the brain changes matter breathes

fearfully back on man—But now

the great crash of buildings and planets
breaks thru the walls of language and drowns
me under its Ganges heaviness forever.

No escape but thru Bangkok and New York death.
Skin is sufficient to be skin, that’s all

it ever could be, tho screams of pain in the kidney
make it sick of itself, a wavy dream

dying to finish its all too famous misery
—Leave immortality for another to suffer like a fool,
not get stuck in the corner of the universe
sticking morphine in the arm and eating meat.

May 22, 1963



Understand That This Is a Dream

Real as a dream

What shall I do with this great opportunity to fly?

What is the interpretation of this planet, this moon?

If I can dream that I dream / and dream anything dreamable / can I dream
I am awake / and why do that?

When I dream in a dream that I wake / up what

happens when I try to move?

I dream that I move

and the effort moves and moves

till I move / and my arm hurts

Then I wake up / dismayed / I was dreaming / I was waking

when I was dreaming still / just now.

and try to remember next time in dreams

that I am in dreaming.

And dream anything I want when I’m awaken.

When I’'m in awakeness what do I desire?

I desire to fulfill my emotional belly.

My whole body my heart in my fingertips thrill with some old fulfillments.
Pages of celestial rhymes burning fire-words

unconsumable but disappear.

Arcane parchments my own and the universe the answer.

Belly to Belly and knee to knee.

The hot spurt of my body to thee to thee

old boy / dreamy Earl / you Prince of Paterson / now king of me / lost Haledon
first dream that made me take down my pants

urgently to show the cars / auto trucks / rolling down avenue hill.

That far back what do I remember / but the face of the leader of the gang
was blond / that loved me / one day on the steps of his house blocks away
all afternoon I told him about my magic Spell

I can do anything I want / palaces millions / chemistry sets / chicken coops / white
horses

stables and torture basements / I inspect my naked victims
chained upside down / my fingertips thrill approval on their thighs



white hairless cheeks I may kiss all I want

at my mercy. on the racks.

I pass with my strong attendants / I am myself naked
bending down with my buttocks out

for their smacks of reproval / o the heat of desire

like shit in my asshole. The strange gang

across the street / thru the grocerystore / in the wood alley / out in the open on the
corner /

Because I lied to the Dentist about that chickencoop roofing / slate stolen off his garage
by me and the boy I loved who would punish me if he knew

what I loved him.

That now I have had that boy back in another blond form

Peter Orlovsky a Chinese teenager in Bangkok ten years twenty years

Joe Army on the campus / white blond loins / my mouth hath kisses /

full of his cock / my ass burning / full of his cock

all that I do desire. In dream and awake

this handsome body mine / answered

all T desired / intimate loves / open eyed / revealed at last / clothes on the floor
Underwear the most revealing stripped off below the belly button in bed.

That’s that / yes yes / the flat cocks the red pricks the gentle pubic hair / alone with me
my magic spell. My power / what I desire alone / what after thirty years /

I got forever / after thirty years / satisfied enough with Peter / with all I wanted /
with many men I knew one generation / our sperm passing

into our mouths and bellies / beautiful when love / given.

Now the dream oldens / I olden / my hair a year long / my thirtyeight birthday
approaching.

I dream I

am bald / am disappearing / the campus unrecognizable / Haledon Avenue
will be covered with neon / motels / Supermarkets / iron

the porches and woods changed when I go back / to see Earl again

He’ll be a bald / fleshy father / I could pursue him further in the garage

If there’s still a garage on the hill / on the planet / when I get back. From Asia.
If I could even remember his name or his face / or find him /

When I was ten / perhaps he exists in some form.

With a belly and a belt and an auto



Whatever his last name / I never knew / in the phonebook / the Akashic records.
I’ll write my Inspiration for all Mankind to remember,

My Idea, the secret cave / in the clothes closet / that house probably down /
Nothing to go back to / everything’s gone / only my idea

that’s disappearing / even in dreams / gray dust piles / instant annihilation

of World War II and all its stainless steel shining-mouthed cannons

much less me and my grammar school kisses / I never kissed in time /

and go on kissing in dream and out on the street / as if it were for ever.

No forever left! Even my oldest forever gone, in Bangkok, in Benares,

swept up with words and bodies / all into the brown Ganges /

passing the burning grounds and / into the police state.

My mind, my mind / you had six feet of Earth to hoe /

Why didn’t you remember and plant the seed of Law and gather the sprouts of What?
the golden blossoms of what idea? If I dream that I dream /what dream

should I dream next? Motorcycle rickshaws / parting lamp shine / little taxis / horses’
hoofs

on this Saigon midnight street. Angkor Wat ahead and the ruined city’s old Hindu faces
and there was a dream about Eternity. What should I dream when I wake?

What’s left to dream, more Chinese meat? More magic Spells? More youths to love
before I change & disappear?

More dream words? This can’t go on forever. Now that I know it all /
goes whither? For now that I know I am dreaming /
What next for you Allen? Run down to the Presidents Palace full of Morphine /
the cocks crowing / in the street. / Dawn trucks / What is the question?
Do I need sleep, now that there’s light in the window?
I'll go to sleep. Signing off until / the next idea / the moving van arrives empty
at the Doctor’s house full of Chinese furniture.
Saigon, May 31-June 1, 1963



Angkor Wat

Angkor—on top of the terrace
in a stone nook in the rain
Avalokitesvara faces everywhere

high in their stoniness
in white rainmist

Slithering hitherward paranoia
Banyans trailing
high muscled tree crawled
over the roof its big
long snaky toes spread
down the lintel’s red
cradle-root
elephantine bigness

Buddha I take my refuge
bowing in the black bower
before the openhanded lotus-man

sat crosslegged
and riding in the rain in the
anxious motorcycle putting
in the wetness my shirt
covered with green plastic
apron shivering
and throat choking
with upsurge
of stroke fear
cancer Bubonic
heart failure
bitter stomach juices
a wart growing on my rib
Objection! This can’t be
Me!

What happens to me when I get high
The echo of Sitaram, Sitaram Hindu
fears—eat no meat or vomit

the body—warnings in dream bearded
Das Thakur—obsessed



with meat, smoking, ganja
sex, cannibal spies, Propagation
of this Skin, thin
vegetable soups, they was
all Chinese eating pigs, was seven
slanteyes watching me drink tea
till I saluted the Buddha-baby in
the cloth flowered pram
sucking its chubby plum
Music from Walt Disney hearts and roses
sweet violins—
yellow skins landing on the green
vegetable planet—
seven children with identical haircuts
very polite, saluting
clasped hand bow—
the Fear ordering peas in the French
restaurant, with whole garlic
bread cheese and coffee hot
and
a
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to finish the bill on the table
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k of the rain on the roof tin
below my shuttered window

in the neon light a Hotel
clean tiled room
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e
r a fan and canopied mosquito net

All well in this solitude, plenty money
for a long ride thru the forest in a
rainy afternoon with
long hair wet beard
glasses clouding—and that
nausea—passing out
of the Churning of the Ocean

asuras with teeth fangs
and fat eared Devas
with military mustaches

hanging on to the great Chain Snake
muscle sandstone railing
length of the moat-bridge to
the South Gate, Avalokitesvara’s huge
many faces in opposite directions
in high space
thru which ran new black road
at the knees of greater trees, one

needed a haircut, root-hair sprouting
on branches—thru the forested
Castle grounds to pathways fallen
sandstone headless statues
Damp black bas-relief Dancing Shiva
or angel lady

The huge snake roots, the vaster
serpent arms fallen
octopus over the roof
in a square courtyard—curved
roofcombs looked Dragon-back-stone-scaled
As frail as stone is, this harder wooden
life crushing them



with the cricket-glare and parrot
squads walking across the roof
—Tlast nite full moon in misted heaven
and slow girl dance bent elbow and inspring
fingers snaking it thru the middle—

I am afraid where I am

“I am inert” ... “I'm just doing my
Professional duty” ... “I’'m scheming
murders” ... “I’m chasing a story”

I’'m not going to eat meat anymore

I’'m taking refuge in the Buddha Dharma Sangha
Hare Krishna Hare Krishna

Krishna Krishna Hare Hare

Hare Rama Hare Rama

Rama Rama Hare Hare

who how satisfying in the ocean night
as the exit of laughing gas,
or the thrice-real moment of hashish
or the “ordering men about, playing god,
without drugs”

american husbands in sportshirts with clear,
bright eyes and legs spread in
the velocipedomotor bripping
on holiday from US Army Saigon
streets hotels I hitched
get polite when you’se a hiker
“I going to take both sides”

You have no right being a Hitler repeating that
Abhaya mudra reassurance
Palm out flat, patting the airhide
of earth—

Nothing but a false Buddha afraid of
my own annihilation, Leroi Moi—
afraid to fail you yet terror those Men



their tiger pictures and uniforms
dream to see that Kerouac tiger too—
Helikopter to— Sh, spies with telescopes
for seeing the bullets that shoot—

Leroi I been done you wrong
I’'m just an old Uncle Tom in disguise all along
afraid of physical tanks.
and those buzzing headphones in my skull.
and many a butterfly committed suicide
its wings to the motheaten flame—
Agh! I vomited in fear of the forest of ganja meats—
Eternal Death silliness—Cowards die many times
Not even afraid to be a Coward—Ashamed only by
metal voices declaring war on Darkness

I seen plenty corpses but not them living wound-flowers
healing split open “mouths” as you see the
War Correspondent who wanted to Bash China
Even I wound up with his Titoist anxieties

Whatever happened to Jeannie Frigididia
Jeanette MacDonald and Nelson Eddy
radio 20 years behind Cambodia
Sounds like love is so sweet springtime
all in my head going down worried
about changing 100 Reales of meat
Whatever you think happened to
Jeannie Frigididia?
Whatyathink happen to the Frigididy girl?
You think she’ll be in the Ille Frigididy news?
Is the Frigididy Universe gonna be awakened?
Is Leary my laughter?

Plus ca change tonight from 6 P.M.
wet handed by meat sex

drank tea, drank carrot-potato thin soup
bread cheese coffee peas pies coffee
pineapple soda

walked on the rainy. run out of ink



market
To write a letter to President Norodom Sihanouk
to live in the flower-jazz palace at Phnom Penh
Kingly neutrality enter China for U.P
from Hong Kong
write to Eisenhower, politely inquiring
get China off the hook
war of races not Marxism in

Viet Nam Pres. Diem’s Queer picture
—a spy in the chinese soup
on the restaurant bench—I being also a
spy for the Left Consuling

“Geez that’s a great job yr doing fellers
keep it up”

I wish I could fly o’er the leaves of the jungle and not
get killed see the bamboo stakes
piercing the foot of the beefy Marine?
or the bodies Viet Cong piled on the tank
Vietnamese bosses at Ap Bac battle lost whodunit?
President’s messages back and forth in French and Charming
Ike give OK retreat from pregnant belly
of S.E. Asia,
Antichinese riots Indonesia—out of the papers—
not seen Newsweek a week or the Times

Monsoon riding thru the forest gate faces
Creepers silence on Ta-Phrom temple halls
narrow stone walk under sleeping trees—
rain on Ta-Keo pyramid—perfect faces
smiling ladies’ fiery headdresses in Thommanom
till passing the soda stand in forest arbor
ganja cigarette rolled in Terrasse Supérieur
rooftower by Ikon
of Buddha touching Earth
the burnt out incense sticks in the tipped can
I straightened and shoes off bowed



As I rode thru the forest Hari Hindoo and Lord of Mercy
struggled like Asur-Devas
with my mind-snake drifting
motorized under the trees—that
long road with a dip and slow strange
rise into the arch of the four-headed
Smile—gate to the old park
of Khmer palaces—ancient morphine
in a room—Garuda bebeaked and wing-sphinxed—

The many Sphinx-heads with ears on the towers
Looking around the country seventeen, cheek on eye,
Bewildered in a hurry in the rain to make
this City conquered by Chams (upriver
burning the wooden city) of
Stone to last in forest
Even that permanence warped cleaned
in the Alice in Wonderland giant garden
of Ta-Phrom—followed

by the young guardian with a caterpillar
like green frond in his hair
—he shrank back a second when I went to
touch his crown

And I'm following them naked to the waist
chinese smooth limbed workmen or darker
Cambodian cyclist Prisoners cutting the grass
by the Grand Hotel’s

cool waiting room with bar and USIS handout
news-casts only Journals except
for the State Paper reprinting the Prince
King’s questionless speech to
Journalists itching with neon—

So many grounds to cover the terrors of the day
All got to do with snakes and only one shy
tail, I saw disappearing behind a



rock, slow banded worm—the smiles
of Avalokitesvara with his big mouth like
Cambodian Pork Chops—the boys
and why do I not even faintly desire those
black silk girls in the alley of this
clean new tourist city?—
Ah those Deva faces on the walls of Thommanom!
Clean eyebrows and smiles of Lady Yore
Ever Naomi in my ear—a sad case of refusing to
grow up give birth to die—

I am Coward in every direction—Coughing
in the motorcycle trailer seat but
the beautiful forest hath its rain to
drown my noises—

Home to the Needle, further violation
or is this vegetable smoke and vein warmth
futile in the light of my friends Pronouncements
Maybe Gary’ll have the answer! Maybe Jack have
the Answer? Will the Army answer me,

or will a clang of bells herald the God Creeley
To whom I sent postcards of the cold stonebrows—
in the green—on the spot

“Blind white mossed gray carved
blocks of stone noses smiling
thin lips

green mossy fronds of giant
trees, the white drift smoke
sky

The millions of familiar

raindrops dripping in
floor rock crevasses

on the broken crown of the
gray lotus

The stone benches on the roof
Snake balustrades

Buddha’s faces on the



many towers, the forest snakes
waiting in the tall trunks of
wooden trees
Oh the beautiful pour of the rain noises
waiting below the money cyclopede
Motor driver covered with blue plastic
Angkor
where I dreamed of trembling to
write—here again after the
hot sun, sleeping and dreaming
2 days ago—back in the wished
for rain past
rain on my elbows

Buddha save me, what am
I doing here
again dreamed of this
This awful stone monument
being in the streams
of change or the Clouds
in the sky—
Kneeled to the statue on
Porch
Saranam Gochamee Catchme quick
forced with incense—have to
go down to the
velocycle
thru the bat-tower
again, or out
in the rain!”

As might be read for poesy by Olson
At least moves from perception to obsession
according to waves of Me-ness
Still clinging to the Earthen straw
My eye

Confused with this blue sky cloud drift
“illusion” over the treetops



dwelling in my mind “frightened aging nagging flesh”
To step out of—? Who, Me?

Just a lot of words and propaganda
I been spreading getting scared
of my own bullshit
Except when faced with my confusion
words meat / death
mind-soup
eaten last night, greedily fried macaroni
with rare beef—all the children
scream at my long awkward hair,

On the bed as I ached and strained my
sphincter opened hoped
to get next time befucked by
a Cambodian sweet policeman
from the bicycle first day
who had Lord Buddha’s lips as on
the towers—all alike many boys—the Monks
of Lolei, smoking and eating beef,
touched my toes and my beard pulled
by the shaven kid in yellow

Nandi the bull waiting her owner in the Sun
The house crumbling and Vishnu’s arms
broken, heads off the seated
statues
bat families hanging upside down in the
door beams’ cracks—Chinese families

overrunning the earth like greeneyed children of
Science-fiction—Shall I blow
them up, Professor?—and

O Leaf of Buddha! when we get to
the green planets will we fight
the strange snaky races of—

Cancer Overpopulation



It’s a pyramid of faces—Sphinx-Avalokitesvara
all mixed up, I hope Buddha’s been there,
Then we’ll know if his mind appeared

in all the directions of Space—

The Pope died a saint to be dissolved in
his Christ
Philip Lamantia prophesied truly, all but
Mao Tze Tung loved Pope John

Except those newspaper Catholics in Saigon
He didn’t change their plans yet—
A walk, past the Saigon Market, where
There’s a few brass Buddhas for
shop sale in the North Wing

Crost the big traffic circle between the Shell
gas signs, where at nite the troop
Cops got in buses to go to Hué
Where telephones spoke blisters
to the gas students—
gathered in front of City Hall to redress
their grievances—

Surabaya Johnnie not seen Bodrabadur Temple
in Java next time round this part
of the world

All the wire services eating sweet and
sour pork and fresh cold lichee white-meat
in sugarwater—
Discussing the manly truth Gee Fellers—
Even the fat whitehaired belly boy from
Time and his Kewpiedoll wife
Could’ve been seen in the movies dancing
the rainy night at the border
Chinese cha-cha, Hysteria
That UP kid flown down from Vientiane
Laos fugitive Hepatitis



Scared of the Yellow Men, or the slow
Alcohol red face of the Logistics
Analyst—*“I got the Eichmann syndrome’

said he newsweekly—reporters who

never committed suicide like
Hemingway had to, faced
with the fat newsman with
Seven children from
Buddenbrooks

They were living in Greece while Pound

was taking a vow of silence
“I knew too much”

but it was all a mistake,

I fled the Mekong delta, fled the 12,000
Military speaking hot dog guts on the
downtown aircooled streets,

fled the Catinat Hotel, flushed my shit
down the bathroom—

’

jumped in the cab suddenly, afraid
after left Xaloi temple like a
Negro disintegrated in New Orleans,
afraid to publish that or they bomb
my typesetter’s woodsy Balcony
in Louisiana—

Everywhere it’s the fear I got in my own
intestines—Kenyatta Prime Minister
peacefully with his fly-whisk

and maybe the Mo Mo’s underground
Mao-Mao—everywhere is my own Rhodesia
for Mysterious Choose Up Sides and Die
like a “Man”

I never wanted to be a “human” being and

this is what I got—a himalayan

striped umbrella I don’t use

in the jungle rain—my eyes
Lid-heavy—my mind skips



back to the overweight knapsack I carry
all these years’ scribbles bound in
Ganges towels—
Down, to drink
Iced coffee with sweet evaporated milk
Chinese coffee in small glasses, but
Manger les Tripes No No—not eat
that mouthful of snake-apple

“give up desire for children”

give up—this Prophecy—

Everything drifted away in the dream
even the stone buildings of Low Library,
even the great dome of Columbia,

even the great cities of Khmer—weak

dancers at the portals of Angkor—
where I saw the praying young
head shaved peasant kneel at
the foot of the stairs on a purple
straw mat,
The cries of the boy dancers to the
deliberate slow walking drum’s
triple beat—Faunlike
conscious asian steps on the
stonewalk—My cries of Sex
in bed echoed in their
lap-head grass eyes—
Motorcyclists crying together
entering the inner gates to

the huge temple left behind by other

Hindu dreamers—Kingdom
Come or Kingdom Yore—

reassurance from Buddha’s
two arms, palms out
stept up to 13th Century
Sukothai feminacy
step forward—

I’'ve read the 1910 Guidebook about them
giant trees strangling the heavy palace



one altar full of little black bugs I never saw
before,
Broken or stray Lingams left over from another
Imperial History, Goon squads with Moats,
Kingly reservoirs dried up, must’ve
been a big city full of wooden poles right
near here, bamboo thatchments
Chinese babies screaming at the bearded
Han traveler—Palms together
Salute I don’t care I don’t know

Buddha footprint repetition

Make that a dozen eggs—split em easy.
Make that pig—tied up on the running board
between iron spokes, with a sharp
wood stick set between his legs to
carry him squeaking hoarsely protesting
being man-handled to
get his throat cut for chinese
hordes—yes they eat

So much pork they’ll make a butcher shop
restaurant of the whole white folks universe



which should be owned by Negroes but is
really haircut like Jews or
Indian Mounties in
Northern Canada
They been “throwing up radioactive dolphins
in their icy bays—"?
There was a great ice-floe up north I
saw holes in the sea crust, weir
cold green brine slurping up, or mist
on my fingernail—

I sat in a hammock and waited—a
big hole appeared in the English
Channel
To let the human beings thru, hordes
from Italy into White Anglia
England achange—Stonehenge who
went back that far to worship the
Sun?

Lady Mort’s wormy intestines,
always passed the basement in the Louvre
with that Knight-at-Arms on a stone
black table carried by hooded monks
big as huge children getting
stoned, tired—

It can can’t go on forever. I'm in the
Jet Set, according to my memory,
dissociated in Space from
Bangkok to Calcutta 2 hours

from Bangkok to Saigon the
old elegance of the hitch thumb

in Texas past the valley
town and the green river—

Coughing in the airplane and my ears hurt
a headache on the local slow
airboat—over the great
water, carrying the 10 tiny



Buddhas of the negligent
Mahant of Bodh Gaya—

Jumping in and out of space—soon
faster than light I’ll go back to the
Graham Avenue past, and stare out the

window happily at Paul R——

passing down the 1942 Broadway—

the gothic church, the alleys and

Synagogues of Mea Shearim,

Jerusalem’s hated Walls—
I couldn’t get over to the Holy Side and weep
where I was supposed to by History
Laws got confused stamped
in my passport, lost in the refugee
Station at Calcutta. It
winds in and out of space and time the
physical traveler—
Returning home at last, years later as
prophesied, “Is this the way that
I’'m supposed to feel?”

with my nightmare underwear downtown
in the gray haunted midnight street
foggy Vancouver was winter
then now Summer I'll see
Thru the clear air the great Northern Mountains
and aspire that lonely visible
Space-peak before entering the

Moils of New Frisco San York Orleans
Castro Bomb Shade Protest Shelter
Better write a letter warning against
the
Aswan Nile not seen
Peking’s Jewelry feet not Come true
Surely I’ll live to take tea in a back yard
in Kyoto and be calm!



“Make me ready—but not yet”
No I am not “ready” to die when that Choke
comes I'm afraid I'll scream and
embarrass everybody—go out
like a coward yellow fear I done left no
Louis babies behind me Rebuke in
Those 70 year eyes and I speak of Murder
blessing him?—Alas
to be kinder except I was kind to the
Man on park bench after the Nite Club

who “schemed murders” as an
analyst for air forces.
They need conscience-stricken analysts, I’'m
a conscious-stricken panelist on this
university show.
Forward March, guessing
which bullet which airplane which nausea
be the dreadful doomy last
begun while I'm still
conscious—I’ll go down and get a cold coffee at
Midnight

Siemréap, Cambodia, June 10, 1963



The Change: Kyoto-Tokyo Express

I
Black Magicians

Come home: the pink meat image
black yellow image with
ten fingers and two eyes

is gigantic already: the black
curly pubic hair, the
blind hollow stomach,

the silent soft open vagina
rare womb of new birth

cock lone and happy to be home

again

touched by hands by mouths,

by hairy lips—

Close the portals of the festival?

Open the portals to what Is,

The mattress covered with sheets,
soft pillows of skin,

long soft hair and delicate
palms along the buttocks
timidly touching,

waiting for a sign, a throb
softness of balls, rough
nipples alone in the dark
met by a weird finger;

Tears allright, and laughter
allright

[ am that [ am—

Closed off from this
The schemes begin, roulette,
brainwaves, bony dice,
Stroboscope motorcycles
Stereoscopic Scaly
Serpents winding thru
cloud spaces of



what is not—
“... convoluted, lunging upon
a pismire, a conflagration, a—"

I

Shit! Intestines boiling in sand fire
creep yellow brain cold sweat
earth unbalanced vomit thru
tears, snot ganglia buzzing
the Electric Snake rising hypnotic
shuffling metal-eyed coils
whirling rings within wheels
from asshole up the spine
Acid in the throat the chest
a knot trembling Swallow back

the black furry ball of the great
Fear

Oh!

The serpent in my bed pitiful
crawling unwanted babes of
snake covered with veins and pores
breathing heavy frightened love

metallic Bethlehem out the window

the lost, the lost hungry
ghosts here alive trapped
in carpet rooms How can I
be sent to Hell

with my skin and blood

Oh I remember myself so

Gasping, staring at dawn over
lower Manhattan the bridges
covered with rust, the slime
in my mouth & ass, sucking
his cock like a baby crying Fuck
me in my asshole Make love



to this rotten slave Give me the
power to whip & eat your heart

I own your belly & your eyes

I speak thru your screaming

mouth Black Mantra Fuck you

Fuck me Mother Brother Friend

old white haired creep shuddering in
the toilet slum bath floorboards—

Oh how wounded, how wounded, I
murder the beautiful chinese women

It will come on the railroad, beneath
the wheels, in drunken hate screaming
thru the skinny machine gun, it will
come out of the mouth of the pilot
the dry lipped diplomat, the hairy
teacher will come out of me
again shitting the meat out of
my ears on my cancer deathbed
Oh crying man crying woman

crying guerrilla shopkeeper
crying dysentery boneface on
the urinal street of the Self
Oh Negro beaten in the eye in my
home, oh black magicians
in white skin robes boiling the
stomachs of your children that
you do not die but shudder in
Serpent & worm shape forever
Powerful minds & superhuman
Roar of volcano & rocket in
Your bowels—

Hail to your fierce desire, your
Godly pride, my Heaven’s gate
will not be closed until
we enter all—



All human shapes, all
trembling donkeys & apes, all
lovers turned to ghost
all achers on trains &

taxicab bodies sped away
from date with desire, old movies,
all who were refused—

All which was rejected, the
leper-sexed hungry of
nazi conventions, hollow
cheeked arab marxists of Acco
Crusaders dying of starvation
in the Holy Land—

Seeking the Great Spirit of the
Universe in Terrible Godly
form, O suffering Jews
burned in the hopeless fire
O thin Bengali sadhus adoring
Kali mother hung with
nightmare skulls O Myself
under her pounding
feet!

Yes I am that worm soul under
the heel of the daemon horses
I am that man trembling to die
in vomit & trance in bamboo
eternities belly ripped by
red hands of courteous
chinamen kids—Come sweetly
now back to my Self as I was—

Allen Ginsberg says this: [ am
a mass of sores and worms
& baldness & belly & smell
I am false Name the prey
of Yamantaka Devourer of
Strange dreams, the prey of



radiation & Police Hells of Law

[ am that [ am I am the
man & the Adam of hair in
my loins This is my spirit and
physical shape I inhabit

this Universe Oh weeping
against what is my
own nature for now

Who would deny his own shape’s
loveliness in his
dream moment of bed
Who sees his desire to be
horrible instead of Him

Who is, who cringes, perishes,
is reborn a red Screaming
baby? Who cringes before
that meaty shape in

Fear?

In this dream I am the Dreamer
and the Dreamed I am
that I am Ah but I have
always known

oooh for the hate I have spent
in denying my image & cursing
the breasts of illusion—
Screaming at murderers, trembling
between their legs in fear of the
steel pistols of my mortality—

Come, sweet lonely Spirit, back
to your bodies, come great God
back to your only image, come
to your many eyes & breasts,
come thru thought and



motion up all your

arms the great gesture of
Peace & acceptance Abhaya
Mudra Mudra of fearlessness
Mudra of Elephant Calmed &
war-fear ended forever!

The war, the war on Man, the
war on woman, the ghost

assembled armies vanish in
their realms

Chinese American Bardo Thodols
all the seventy hundred hells from
Orleans to Algeria tremble
with tender soldiers weeping

In Russia the young poets rise
to kiss the soul of the revolution
in Vietnam the body is burned
to show the truth of only the
body in Kremlin & White House
the schemers draw back
weeping from their schemes—

In my train seat I renounce
my power, so that I do
live I will die

Over for now the Vomit, cut
up & pincers in the skull,
fear of bones, grasp
against man woman & babe.

Let the dragon of Death
come forth from his
picture in the whirling
white clouds’ darkness



And suck dream brains &
claim these lambs for his
meat, and let him feed
and be other than I

Till my turn comes and I
enter that maw and change
to a blind rock covered
with misty ferns that
I am not all now

but a universe of skin and breath
& changing thought and
burning hand & softened
heart in the old bed of
my skin From this single
birth reborn that I am
to be so—

My own Identity now nameless
neither man nor dragon or
God

but the dreaming Me full
of physical rays’ tender
red moons in my belly &
Stars in my eyes circling

And the Sun the Sun the
Sun my visible father
making my body visible
thru my eyes!

Tokyo, July 18, 1963



VII
KING OF MAY: AMERICA TO EUROPE
(1963-1965)



Nov. 23, 1963: Alone

Alone

in that same self where I always was

with Kennedy throat brain bloodied in Texas

the television continuous blinking two radar days

with Charlie muttering in his underwear strewn bedroom

with Neal running down the hall shouting about the racetrack

with Ann with her white boy’s ass silent under the Cupid thigh

with Lucille talking to herself, feeding the pregnant cat Alice

with Anne mourning her pockmarked womb & the hard muscled chest of her Lover

with David’s red wine fireplace casting shadows back to the Duchess farm-boy faggot of
Wichita, on fire in mainstreet

with Lance with his crummy painting & leopard blue breast seeking to buy a motorcycle
to crosscountry smiling & wan

with the manuscripts of nutritious Roselle the New York suicide on the round mahogany
table near the kitchen

with Leroi Jones’ white-eyeballed war-cry unread, babbling in postmortem blue-sneer
with myself confused shock-fingertipt on the rented typewriter

with Alan with horses’ teeth metafysiks demurely insisting he was intensely so over
coffee

with Glen o’ the lisp & Justin the olding bluejacketed man-love off in autos to Mexico
cactus hope

with the fat lady with babe in the auto, feeding & grieving her adolescence’s backseat
with “Go to Hell” spoke on the streetcorner down hill in dark November night

with Judy’s blood in the furnace building up weeks before in campus-forest headlines,
white-haired parents on Television

with Christopher running around in raincoats talking fast about his eyesockets seeing
true streets of ’60s

with Jaime phoning collect from New York insulting his lonesome Cunt

with Nemmie insisting she was drunk & insulting on the couch & Marko with a
bandaged tendon hanging in front of his gaptooth

with Hubert in beret & tweed beard absolutely sober on meth-freak newspaper splatter
rorschach universe, drinking milk

with Jordan on the phone suave & retired jobbing invisible mandalas upstairs from the
technicolor gutter

with Larry whitehaired chewing his teeth nodding in chairs weak & amiable lost the



pointlessness
with the cat curled in white fur in the kitchen chair
with the transistor radio silent weeks on the typewriter desk

with the novels Happiness Bastard Sheeper from Tangier Wichita Mad Cub Yesterday
Today & Tomorrow

with Now, with Fuck You, with Wild Dog Burning Bush Poetry Evergreen C Thieves Journal
Soft Machine Genesis Renaissance Contact Kill Roy Etc.

with spaniards appearing at the doors to know what’s happening you wanna score or
am I the sacred fear the meth-head fuzz the insect trust or delicious José

with Robert in his black jacket & tie deciding to make a point of his courtesy over the
kitchen linoleum

with the Ghosts of Natalie & Peter & Krishna & Ram intoned on the shag rugs in the
darkness of abandoned rooms

with Blue Grace in typescript stepping out of the taxi on the wall, and letters arriving
from Malaga & Chicago

with me breaking off to rush in to the other room where Adam & Eve lie to get my hair
spermy



Why Is God Love, Jack?

Because I lay my
head on pillows,
Because I weep in the
tombed studio
Because my heart
sinks below my navel
because I have an
old airy belly
filled with soft
sighing, and
remembered breast
sobs—or
a hand’s touch makes
tender—
Because I get scared—
Because I raise my
voice singing to
my beloved self—
Because I do love thee
my darling, my
other, my living
bride
my friend, my old lord
of soft tender eyes—
Because I am in the
Power of life & can
do no more than
submit to the feeling
that I am the One
Lost
Seeking still seeking the
thrill—delicious
bliss in the
heart abdomen loins
& thighs
Not refusing this
38 yr. 145 1b. head
arms & feet of meat
Nor one single Whitmanic
toenail contemn
nor hair prophetic banish



to remorseless Hell,
Because wrapped with machinery
I confess my ashamed desire.

New York, 1963



Morning

Ugh! the planet screams
Doves in rusty cornice-castles peer
down on auto crossroads,
a junkey in white jacket
wavers in yellow light on
way to a negro in bed
Black smoke flowing on roofs, terrific
city coughing—
garbage can lids music over
truck whine on E. 5th St.
Ugh! I'm awake again—
dreary day ahead
what to do?—Dull letters
to be answered
an epistle to M. Duchamp
more me all day the same
clearly

Q. “Do you want to live or die?”
A. “I don’t know”
said Julius after 12 years
State Hospital

Ugh! cry negroes in Harlem
Ugh! cry License Inspectors, Building
Inspectors, Police Congressmen
Undersecretaries of Defense.
Ugh! Cries Texas Mississippi!
Ugh! Cries India
Ugh! Cries US
Well, who knows?

O flowing copious!
total Freedom! To

Do what? to blap! to
embarrass! to conjoin

Locomotive blossoms to Leafy
purple vaginas.

To be dull! ashamed! shot!



Finished! Flopped!
To say Ugh absolutely meaningless here
To be a big bore! even to

myself! Fulla shit!

Paper words! Fblup! Fizzle! Droop!
Shut your big fat mouth!
Go take a flying crap in the
rain!
Wipe your own ass! Bullshit!
You big creep! Fairy! Dopy
Daffodil! Stinky Jew!
Mr. Professor! Dirty Rat! Fart!

Honey! Darling! Sweetie pie!
Baby! Lovey! Dovey! Dearest!
My own! Buttercup! O Beautiful!
Doll! Snookums! Go fuck
yourself,
everybody Ginsberg!
And when you’ve exhausted
that, go forward?
Where? kiss my ass!

O Love, my mouth against
a black policeman’s breast.

New York, 1963



Waking in New York

I

I place my hand before my beard with awe
and stare thru open-uncurtain window
rooftop rose-blue sky thru
which small dawn clouds ride
rattle against the pane,
lying on a thick carpet matted floor
at last in repose on pillows my knees
bent beneath brown himalayan blanket, soft—
fingers atremble to pen, cramp
pressure diddling the page white
San Francisco notebook—
And here am on the sixth floor cold
March 5th Street old building plaster
apartments in ruin, super he drunk
with baritone radio AM nose-sex
Oh New York, oh Now our bird
flying past glass window Chirp
—our life together here
smoke of tenement chimney pots dawn haze
passing thru wind soar Sirs—

How shall we greet Thee this Springtime oh Lords—?

What gifts give ourselves, what police fear
stop searched in late streets
Rockefeller Frisk No-Knock break down
my iron white-painted door?
Where shall I seek Law? in the State
in offices of telepath bureaucracy—?
in my dis-ease, my trembling, my cry
—ecstatic song to myself
to my police my law my state my
many selfs—
Aye, Self is Law and State Police
Kennedy struck down knew him Self
Oswald, Ruby ourselves
Till we know our desires Blest
with babe issue,



Resolve, accept
this self flesh we bear

in underwear, Bathrobe, smoking cigarette

up all night—brooding, solitary, set
alone, tremorous leg & arm—
approaching the joy of Alones
Racked by that, arm laid to rest,
head back wide-eyed

Morning, my song to Who listens, to
myself as I am
To my fellows in this shape that building
Brooklyn Bridge or Albany name—
Salute to the self-gods on
Pennsylvania Avenue!
May they have mercy on us all,
May be just men not murderers
Nor the State murder more,
That all beggars be fed, all
dying medicined, all loveless
Tomorrow be loved
well come & be balm.

I

On the roof cloudy sky fading sun rays
electric torches atop—
auto horns—The towers
with time-hands giant pointing
late Dusk hour over
clanky roofs
Tenement streets’ brick sagging cornices
baby white kite fluttering against giant
insect face-gill Electric Mill
smokestacked blue & fumes drift up
Red messages, shining high floors,
Empire State dotted with tiny windows
lit, across the blocks
of spire, steeple, golden topped utility
building roofs—far like
pyramids lit in jagged

March 16, 1964



desert rocks—
The giant the giant city awake
in the first warm breath of springtime
Waking voices, babble of Spanish
street families, radio music
floating under roofs, longhaired
announcer sincerity squawking
cigar voice
Light zips up phallos stories
beneath red antennae needling
thru rooftop chimneys’ smog
black drift thru the blue air—
Bridges curtained by uplit apartment walls,
one small tower with a light
on its shoulder below the “moody, water-loving giants”

The giant stacks burn thick gray
smoke, Chrysler is lit with green,
down Wall street islands of skyscraper
black jagged in Sabbath quietness—
Oh fathers, how I am alone in this
vast human wilderness
Houses uplifted like hives off
the stone floor of the world—
the city too vast to know, too
myriad windowed to govern
from ancient halls—
“O edifice of gas!”—Sun shafts
descend on the highest building’s
striped blocktop a red light
winks buses hiss & rush
grinding, green lights
of north bridges,
hum roar & Tarzan
squeal, whistle
swoops, hurrahs!

Is someone dying in all this stone building?

Child poking its black head out of the womb
like the pupil of an eye?



Am I not breathing here frightened
and amazed—?
Where is my comfort, where’s heart-ease,
Where are tears of joy?
Where are the companions? in
deep homes in Stuyvesant Town
behind the yellow-window wall?
I fail, book fails—a lassitude,
a fear—tho I'm alive
and gaze over the descending—No!
peer in the inky beauty of the roofs.

April 18, 1964



After Yeats

Now incense fills the air

and delight follows delight,

quiet supper in the carpet room,

music twangling from the Orient to my ear,
old friends at rest on bright mattresses,

old paintings on the walls, old poetry
thought anew, laughing at a mystic toy
statue painted gold, tea on the white table.

New York, April 26, 1964



I Am a Victim of Telephone

When I lie down to sleep dream the Wishing Well it rings

“Have you a new play for the brokendown theater?”

When I write in my notebook poem it rings

“Buster Keaton is under the brooklyn bridge on Frankfurt and Pearl...”

When I unsheath my skin extend my cock toward someone’s thighs fat or thin, boy or
girl

Tingaling—“Please get him out of jail... the police are crashing down”

When I lift the soupspoon to my lips, the phone on the floor begins purring

“Hello it’s me—I’m in the park two broads from Iowa ... nowhere to sleep last night...
hit ’em in the mouth”

When I muse at smoke crawling over the roof outside my street window
purifying Eternity with my eye observation of gray vaporous columns in the sky

ring ring “Hello this is Esquire be a dear and finish your political commitment
manifesto”

When I listen to radio presidents roaring on the convention floor

the phone also chimes in “Rush up to Harlem with us and see the riots”

Always the telephone linked to all the hearts of the world beating at once

crying my husband’s gone my boyfriend’s busted forever my poetry was rejected
won’t you come over for money and please won’t you write me a piece of bullshit

How are you dear can you come to Easthampton we’re all here bathing in the ocean
we’re all so lonely

and I lie back on my pallet contemplating $50 phone bill, broke, drowsy, anxious, my
heart fearful of the fingers dialing, the deaths, the singing of telephone bells

ringing at dawn ringing all afternoon ringing up midnight ringing now forever.
New York, June 20, 1964



Today

O I am happy! O Swami Shivananda—a smile!

O telephone sweet little black being, what many voices and tongues!

Tonight I'll call up Jack tell him Buster Keaton is under the Brooklyn Bridge

by a vast red-brick wall still dead pan alive in red suspenders, portly abdomen.

Today I saw movies, publishers, bookstores, checks—wait, I'm still poor

Poor but happy! I saw politicians we wrote a Noise Law!

A Law to free poetry—Poor Plato! Whoops here comes Fascism! I rode in a taxi!

I rode a bus, ate hot Italian Sausages, Coca-Cola, a chili-burger, Kool-Aid I drank—

All day I did things! I took a nap—didn’t I dream about lampshade academies and ouch!
I am dying?

I stuck a needle in my arm and flooded my head with drowsy bliss ...

And a hairy bum asked Mr. Keaton for money drink! Oh Buster! No answer!

Today I was really amazed! Samuel Beckett had rats eyes and gold round glasses—

I didn’t say a word—I had my picture taken and read all thru the NY Times

and Daily News, I read everybody’s editorials, I protested in my mind I have the
privilege of being

Mad. Today I did everything, I wore a pink shirt in the street, at home in underwear
I marveled Henry Miller’s iron sink, how could he remember so clearly?

Hypnagogic vision in Brooklyn 50 years ago—just now my eyeball

troops marched in square mufti battalion dragging prisoners to—

eyelids lifted I saw a blue devil with fifteen eyes on the wall—everything’s mine,
antique Tibetan Tankas, a siamese cat asleep on its side relaxed—

I looked out of the window and saw Tonight, it was dark—someone said ooo! in Puerto
Rican.

But it was light all day, sweating hot—iron eyes blinking at the human element—
Irreducible Me today, I bought cigarettes at a machine, I was really worried
about my gross belly independent of philosophy, drama, idealism imagery—

My fate and I became one today and today became today—just like a mystic prophecy—
I'll conquer my belly tomorrow

or not, I’ll toy with Mr. Choice also for real—today I said “Forever”

thrice—

and walked under the vast Ladder of Doom, insouciant, not merely innocent

but completely hopeless! In Despair when I woke this morning,

my mouth furry smoked a Lucky Strike first thing when I dialed telephone to check on



the Building Department—
I considered the License Department as I brushed my teeth with an odd toothbrush
some visitor left I lost mine—where? rack my brains it’s there
somewhere in the past—with the snubnosed uncle cock from the freakshow
The old man familiar today, first time I thought of him in years, in the rain
in Massachusetts but I was a child that summer The pink thing bulged at his open thigh
fly
he fingered it out to show me—I tarried till startled when the whiskied barker
questioned mine I ran out on the boardwalk drizzle confronting the Atlantic Ocean
—so trotted around the silent moody blocks home speechless
to mother father vaginal jelly rubber instruments discovered in the closet—
a stealthy memory makes hackles rise—“He inserts his penis into her vagina”—
What a weird explanation! I who collected matchbook covers like J. P. Morgan

gloating over sodden discoveries in the wet gutter—O happy grubby sewers of Revere—
distasteful riches—

hopeless treasure I threw away in a week when I realized it was endless to complete—

next year gathered all the heat in my loins to spurt my white surprise drops into the wet
brown wood under a

steamy shower, I used the toilet paper cardboard skeleton tube

to rub and thrill around my unconscious own shaft—playing with myself unbeknownst
to the entire population of Far Rockaway—

remembered it all today—many years thinking of Kali-Ma and other matters—
a big surprise it was Me—Dear Reader, I seem strange to myself—

You recognize everything all over again where you are, it’s wonderful

to be introduced to strangers who know you already—

like being Famous—a reverberation of Eternal Consciousness—

Today heraldic of Today, archetypal mimeograph machines reprinting everybody’s
poetry,

like finishing a book of surrealism which I haven’t read for years—
Benjamin Péret & René Crevel heroic for real—the old New Consciousness reminded

me today—how busy I was, how fatal like a man in the madhouse, distracted with
presence of dishes of food to eat—Today’s “ stringbeans in the moonlight”

Like today I brought home blueberry pie for the first time in years—
Also today bit by a mosquito (to be precise, toward dawn)

(toward dusk ate marshmallows at the News Stand and drank huge cold grape soda
eyeing:



this afternoon’s Journal headline FBI IN HARLEM, what kind of Nasty old Epic
Afternoons I imagine!) Another event, a $10 bill in my hands, debt repaid,

a café espresso smaller event—Feeling rich I bought a secondhand record of Gertrude
Stein’s actual Voice—

My day was Harmonious—Though I heard no mechanic music—

I noticed some Nazi propaganda—I wrote down my dream about Earth dying—I wanted
to telephone Long Island—I stood on a street corner and didn’t know where to go—

I telephoned the Civil Liberties Union—discussed the Junk Problem & Supreme Court—
I thought I was planting suggestions in everybody’s Me-ity—

thought a few minutes of Blake—his quatrains—I climbed four flights &

stood at Fainlight’s Chinatown door locked up—I’m being mysterious—

What does this mean? Don’t ask me today, I'm still thinking,

Trying to remember what happened while it’s still happening—

I wrote a “poem,” I scribbled quotation marks everywhere over Fate passing by
Sometimes I felt noble, sometimes I felt ugly, I spoke to man and woman

from Times & Time, summarized hugely—plots, cinematic glories, I boasted a little,
subtly—

Was I seen thru? Too much happened to see thru All—
I was never alone except for two blocks by the park, nor was I unhappy—

I blessed my Guru, I felt like a shyster—told Ed how much I liked being made love to by
delicate girl hands—

It’s true, more girls should do that to us, we chalked up another mark what’s wrong

and told everybody to register to vote this November—I stopped on the street and shook
hands—

I took a crap once this day—How extraordinary it all goes! recollected, a lifetime!
Imagine writing autobiography what a wealth of Detail to enlist!
I see the contents of future magazines—just a peek Today being hurried—
Today is slowly ending—I will step back into it and disappear.
New York, July 21, 1964



Message 11

Long since the years

letters songs Mantras

eyes apartments bellies

kissed and gray bridges

walked across in mist

Now your brother’s Welfare’s

paid by State now Lafcadio’s

home with Mama, now you’re

in NY beds with big poetic

girls & go picket on the street
I clang my finger-cymbals in Havana, I lie
with teenage boys afraid of the red police,
I jack off in Cuban modern bathrooms, I ascend
over blue oceans in a jet plane, the mist hides
the black synagogue, I will look for the Golem,
I hide under the clock near my hotel, it’s intermission
for Tales of Hoffmann, nostalgia for the 19th century
rides through my heart like the music of The Moldau,
I’'m still alone with long black beard and shining eyes
walking down black smoky tramcar streets at night
past royal muscular statues on an old stone bridge,
Over the river again today in Breughel’s wintry city,
the snow is white on all the rooftops of Prague,

Salute beloved comrade I’ll send you my tears from Moscow.

March 1965



Big Beat

The Olympics have descended into
red velvet basement
theaters of Centrum
long long hair over skeleton boys
thin black ties, pale handsome
cheeks—and screams and screams,
Orchestra mob ecstasy rising from
this new generation of buttocks and eyes
and tender nipples
Because the body moves again, the
body dances again, the body
sings again
the body screams new-born after
War, infants cursed with secret cold
jail deaths of the Fifties—Now
girls with new breasts and striplings
wearing soft golden puberty hair—
1000 voices scream five minutes long
clapping thousand handed in great ancient measure
saluting the Meat God of XX Century
that moves thru the theater like the
secret rhythm of the belly in
Orgasm
Kalki! Apocalypse Christ! Maitreya! grim
Chronos weeps
tired into the saxophone,
The Earth is Saved! Next number!
SHE’S A WOMAN
Electric guitar red bells!
and Ganymede emerges stomping
his feet for Joy on the stage
and bows to the ground, and weeping, GIVES.
Oh the power of the God on his throne
constantly surrounded by white drums
right hand Sceptered beating brass cymbals!

Prague, March 11, 1965



Café in Warsaw

These spectres resting on plastic stools

leather-gloved spectres flitting thru the coffeehouse one hour

spectre girls with scarred faces, black stockings thin eyebrows

spectre boys blond hair combed neat over the skull little chin beards

new spectres talking intensely crowded together over black shiny tables late afternoon
the sad soprano of history chanting thru a hi-fidelity loudspeaker

—perspective walls & windows 18th century down New World Avenue to Sigmund III
column’d

sword upraised watching over Polish youth 3 centuries—
O Polish spectres what’ve you suffered since Chopin wept into his romantic piano
old buildings rubbled down, gaiety of all night parties under the air bombs,

first screams of the vanishing ghetto—Workmen step thru prewar pink-blue bedroom
walls demolishing sunny ruins—

Now spectres gather to kiss hands, girls kiss lip to lip, red witch-hair from Paris
& fine gold watches—to sit by the yellow wall with a large brown briefcase—

to smoke three cigarettes with thin black ties and nod heads over a new movie—
Spectres Christ and your bodies be with you for this hour while you're young

in postwar heaven stained with the sweat of Communism, your loves and your white
smooth cheekskin soft in the glance of each other’s eye.

O spectres how beautiful your calm shaven faces, your pale lipstick scarves, your
delicate heels,

how beautiful your absent gaze, legs crossed alone at table with long eyelashes,
how beautiful your patient love together sitting reading the art journals—

how beautiful your entrance thru the velvet-curtained door, laughing into the
overcrowded room,

how you wait in your hats, measure the faces, and turn and depart for an hour,

or meditate at the bar, waiting for the slow waitress to prepare red hot tea, minute by
minute

standing still as hours ring in churchbells, as years pass and you will remain in Novy
Swiat,

how beautiful you press your lips together, sigh forth smoke from your mouth, rub your
hands

or lean together laughing to notice this wild haired madman who sits weeping among
you a stranger.

April 10, 1965



The Moments Return

a thousand sunsets behind tramcar wires in open skies of Warsaw Palace of Culture
chinese peaks blacken against the orange-clouded horizon—

an iron trolley rolling insect antennae sparks blue overhead, hat man limping past rusty
apartment walls—

Christ under white satin gleam in chapels—trembling fingers on the long rosary—
awaiting resurrection

Old red fat Jack mortal in Florida—tears in black eyelash, Bach’s farewell to the Cross—
That was 24 years ago on a scratchy phonograph Sebastian Sampas bid adieu to earth—

I stopped on the pavement to remember the Warsaw Concerto, hollow sad pianos
crashing like bombs, celestial tune

in a kitchen in Ozone Park—It all came true in the sunset on a deserted street—

And I have nothing to do this evening but walk in a fur coat on the cool gray avenue
years later, a melancholy man alone—

the music fading to another universe—the moments return—reverberations of taxicabs
arriving at a park bench—

My beard is misery, no language to these young eyes—that I remember myself naked in
my earliest dream—

now sat by the car-crossing rueful of the bald front of my skull and the gray sign of time
in my beard—

headache or dancing exhaustion or dysentery in Moscow or vomit in New York—

Oh—the Metropol Hotel is built—crowds waiting on traffic islands under streetlamp—
the cry of tramcars on Jerusalemski—

Roof towers flash Red State—the vast stone avenue hung with yellow bulbs —stop lights
blink, long trolleys grind to rest, motorcycles pass exploding—

The poem returns to the moment, my vow to record—my cold fingers—& must sit and
wait for my own lone Presence—the first psalm—

I also return to myself, the moment and I are one man on a park bench on a crowded
streetcorner in Warsaw—

I breathe and sigh—Give up desire for children the bony-faced white bearded Guru said in
Benares—am I ready to die?

or a voice at my side on the bench, a gentle question—worn young man’s face under
pearl gray hat—

Alas, all I can say is “No Panamay”—I can’t speak.
Easter Sunday, April 18, 1965



Kral Majales

And the Communists have nothing to offer but fat cheeks and eyeglasses and lying
policemen

and the Capitalists proffer Napalm and money in green suitcases to the Naked,
and the Communists create heavy industry but the heart is also heavy

and the beautiful engineers are all dead, the secret technicians conspire for their own
glamour

in the Future, in the Future, but now drink vodka and lament the Security Forces,

and the Capitalists drink gin and whiskey on airplanes but let Indian brown millions
starve

and when Communist and Capitalist assholes tangle the Just man is arrested or robbed
or had his head cut off,

but not like Kabir, and the cigarette cough of the Just man above the clouds
in the bright sunshine is a salute to the health of the blue sky.
For I was arrested thrice in Prague, once for singing drunk on Narodni street,

once knocked down on the midnight pavement by a mustached agent who screamed out
BOUZERANT,

once for losing my notebooks of unusual sex politics dream opinions,

and I was sent from Havana by plane by detectives in green uniform,

and I was sent from Prague by plane by detectives in Czechoslovakian business suits,
Cardplayers out of Cézanne, the two strange dolls that entered Joseph K’s room at morn
also entered mine, and ate at my table, and examined my scribbles,

and followed me night and morn from the houses of lovers to the cafés of Centrum—
And I am the King of May, which is the power of sexual youth,

and I am the King of May, which is industry in eloquence and action in amour,

and I am the King of May, which is long hair of Adam and the Beard of my own body
and I am the King of May, which is Kral Majales in the Czechoslovakian tongue,

and I am the King of May, which is old Human poesy, and 100,000 people chose my
name,

and I am the King of May, and in a few minutes I will land at London Airport,
and I am the King of May, naturally, for I am of Slavic parentage and a Buddhist Jew

who worships the Sacred Heart of Christ the blue body of Krishna the straight back of
Ram

the beads of Chango the Nigerian singing Shiva Shiva in a manner which I have
invented,



and the King of May is a middleeuropean honor, mine in the XX century

despite space ships and the Time Machine, because I heard the voice of Blake in a
vision,

and repeat that voice. And I am King of May that sleeps with teenagers laughing.

And I am the King of May, that I may be expelled from my Kingdom with Honor, as of
old,

To show the difference between Caesar’s Kingdom and the Kingdom of the May of Man

and I am the King of May, tho’ paranoid, for the Kingdom of May is too beautiful to last
for more than a month—

and I am the King of May because I touched my finger to my forehead saluting
a luminous heavy girl trembling hands who said “one moment Mr. Ginsberg”

before a fat young Plainclothesman stepped between our bodies—I was going to
England—

and I am the King of May, returning to see Bunhill Fields and walk on Hampstead
Heath,

and I am the King of May, in a giant jetplane touching Albion’s airfield trembling in
fear

as the plane roars to a landing on the gray concrete, shakes & expels air,
and rolls slowly to a stop under the clouds with part of blue heaven still visible.

And tho I am the King of May, the Marxists have beat me upon the street, kept me up all
night in Police Station, followed me thru Springtime Prague, detained me in secret
and deported me from our kingdom by airplane.

Thus I have written this poem on a jet seat in mid Heaven.
May 7, 1965
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Guru

It is the moon that disappears

It is the stars that hide not I

It’s the City that vanishes, I stay
with my forgotten shoes,

my invisible stocking

It is the call of a bell

Primrose Hill, May 1965



Drowse Murmurs

... touch of vocal flattery

exists where you wake us

at dawn with happy sphinx

lids eyeball heavy anchored

together in mysterious Signature,

this is the end of the world

whether Atom bomb hits

it or I fall down death

alone no body help help

It’s me myself caught in throes

of Ugh! They got me whom you lately loved
of soft cloth beds to stick his cock

in the wrong way lost animal, what wd Zoology
say on Park Bench watching the Spectacle

of this time Me it’s my body going to die,

it’s My ship sinking forever, O Captain

the fearful trip is done! I'm all alone,

This is human, and the cat that licks its ass
also hath short term to be furry specter

as I do woken by last thought leap

up from my pillow as the cat leaps up

on the desk chair to resolve its foot lick,

I lick my own mind observe the pipe
crawling up the brick wall, see picture
room-sides hung with nails emblem

abstract oil funny glyphs, girls

naked, letters & newspapers the World

Map colored over for emphasis somebody born—
my thoughts almost lost, I absorb the big
earth lamps hung from the ceiling for ready light,
hear the chirp of birds younger than I

and faster doomed, that jet plane whistle
hiss roar above roofs stronger winged

than any thin-jawed bird—the precise robot
for air flying’s stronger than me even,

tho’ metal fatigue may come before I'm 90—
I scratch my hairy skull and lean on elbow bone
as alarm clock Sat Morn rings next door

and wakes a sleeper body to face his day.
How amazing here, now this time newspaper
history, when earth planet they say revolves



around one sun that on outer Galaxy arm

revolves center so vast slow pinwheel

big this speckless invisible molecule I am

sits up solid motionless early dawn thinking

high in every direction photograph spiral nebula
photograph death BLANK photograph this wakened
brick minute bird-song pipe-flush elbow lean

in soft pillow to scribe the green sign Paradis.

June 1965



Who Be Kind To

Be kind to your self, it is only one
and perishable

of many on the planet, thou art that

one that wishes a soft finger tracing the
line of feeling from nipple to pubes—

one that wishes a tongue to kiss your armpit,
a lip to kiss your cheek inside your
whiteness thigh—

Be kind to yourself Harry, because unkindness
comes when the body explodes

napalm cancer and the deathbed in Vietnam

is a strange place to dream of trees
leaning over and angry American faces

grinning with sleepwalk terror over your
last eye—

Be kind to yourself, because the bliss of your own
kindness will flood the police tomorrow,

because the cow weeps in the field and the
mouse weeps in the cat hole—

Be kind to this place, which is your present
habitation, with derrick and radar tower
and flower in the ancient brook—

Be kind to your neighbor who weeps
solid tears on the television sofa,

he has no other home, and hears nothing
but the hard voice of telephones

Click, buzz, switch channel and the inspired
melodrama disappears

and he’s left alone for the night, he disappears
in bed—

Be kind to your disappearing mother and
father gazing out the terrace window
as milk truck and hearse turn the corner

Be kind to the politician weeping in the galleries
of Whitehall, Kremlin, White House
Louvre and Phoenix City

aged, large nosed, angry, nervously dialing
the bald voice box connected to

electrodes underground converging thru
wires vaster than a kitten’s eye can see

on the mushroom shaped fear-lobe under



the ear of Sleeping Dr. Einstein
crawling with worms, crawling with worms, crawling
with worms the hour has come—
Sick, dissatisfied, unloved, the bulky
foreheads of Captain Premier President
Sir Comrade Fear!
Be kind to the fearful one at your side
Who’s remembering the Lamentations
of the bible
the prophecies of the Crucified Adam Son
of all the porters and char men of
Bell gravia—
Be kind to your self who weeps under
the Moscow moon and hide your bliss hairs
under raincoat and suede Levi’s—
For this is the joy to be born, the kindness
received thru strange eyeglasses on
a bus thru Kensington,
the finger touch of the Londoner on your thumb,
that borrows light from your cigarette,
the morning smile at Newcastle Central
station, when longhair Tom blond husband
greets the bearded stranger of telephones—
the boom bom that bounces in the joyful
bowels as the Liverpool Minstrels of
Cavern Sink
raise up their joyful voices and guitars
in electric Afric hurrah
for Jerusalem—
The saints come marching in, Twist &
Shout, and Gates of Eden are named
in Albion again
Hope sings a black psalm from Nigeria,
and a white psalm echoes in Detroit
and reechoes amplified from Nottingham to Prague
and a Chinese psalm will be heard, if we all
live out our lives for the next 6 decades—
Be kind to the Chinese psalm in the red transistor
in your breast—
Be kind to the Monk in the 5 Spot who plays
lone chord-bangs on his vast piano
lost in space on a bench and hearing himself
in the nightclub universe—



Be kind to the heroes that have lost their
names in the newspaper

and hear only their own supplication for
the peaceful kiss of sex in the giant
auditoriums of the planet,

nameless voices crying for kindness in the orchestra,

screaming in anguish that bliss come true
and sparrows sing another hundred years
to white haired babes

and poets be fools of their own desire—O Anacreon
and angelic Shelley!

Guide these new-nippled generations on space
ships to Mars’ next universe

The prayer is to man and girl, the only
gods, the only lords of Kingdoms of
Feeling, Christs of their own
living ribs—

Bicycle chain and machine gun, fear sneer
& smell cold logic of the Dream Bomb

have come to Saigon, Johannesburg,
Dominica City, Phnom Penh, Pentagon
Paris and Lhasa—

Be kind to the universe of Self that
trembles and shudders and thrills
in XX Century,

that opens its eyes and belly and breast
chained with flesh to feel
the myriad flowers of bliss
that I Am to Thee—

A dream! a Dream! I don’t want to be alone!
I want to know that I am loved!

I want the orgy of our flesh, orgy
of all eyes happy, orgy of the soul
kissing and blessing its mortal-grown
body,

orgy of tenderness beneath the neck, orgy of
kindness to thigh and vagina

Desire given with meat hand
and cock, desire taken with
mouth and ass, desire returned
to the last sigh!

Tonite let’s all make love in London
as if it were 2001 the years



of thrilling god—
And be kind to the poor soul that cries in
a crack of the pavement because he
has no body—
Prayers to the ghosts and demons, the
lackloves of Capitals & Congresses
who make sadistic noises
on the radio—
Statue destroyers & tank captains, unhappy
murderers in Mekong & Stanleyville,
That a new kind of man has come to his bliss
to end the cold war he has borne
against his own kind flesh
since the days of the snake.

June 8, 1965



Studying the Signs
After Reading Briggflatts

White light’s wet glaze on asphalt city floor,

the Guinness Time house clock hangs sky misty,
yellow Cathay food lamps blink, rain falls

on rose neon Swiss Watch under Regent archway,

Sun Alliance and London Insurance Group stands
granite—“Everybody gets torn down” ... as a high
black taxi with orange doorlight passes around

iron railing blazoned with red sigma Underground—
Ah where the cars glide slowly around Eros

shooting down on one who stands in Empire’s Hub
under his shining silver breast, look at Man’s

sleepy face under half-spread metal wings—

Swan & Edgar’s battlement walls the moving Circus,
princely high windows barred (shadow bank

interior office stairway marble) behind castiron
green balconies emblemed with single swans afloat
like white teacups what—Boots’ blue sign lit up

over an enamel weight-machine’s mirror clockface

at door betwixt plateglass Revion & slimming biscuit
plaques and that alchemical blood-crimson pharmacy
bottle perched on street display. A Severed Head
“relished uproariously” above the masq’d Criterion
marquee, with Thespis and Ceres plaster Graces lifting
white arms in the shelled niches above a fire gong

on the wooden-pillared facade whose mansard gables
lean in blue-black sky drizzle, thin flagpole.

Like the prow of a Queen Mary the curved building
sign Players package, blue capped center

Navvy encircled by his life-belt a sweet bearded
profile against 19th century sea waves—

last a giant red delicious Coca-Cola signature

covers half the building back to gold Cathay.

Cars stop three abreast for the light, race forward,
turtleneck youths jump the fence toward Boots,

the night-gang in Mod slacks and ties sip

coffee at the Snac-A-Matic corner opendoor,

a boy leaned under Cartoon Cinema lifts hand

puffs white smoke and waits agaze—a wakened
pigeon flutters down from streetlamp to the fountain,



primly walks and pecks the empty pave—now deep
blue planet-light dawns in Piccadilly’s low sky.

June 12, 1965



Portland Coliseum

A brown piano in diamond
white spotlight
Leviathan auditorium
iron rib wired
hanging organs, vox
black battery
A single whistling sound of
ten thousand children’s
larynxes asinging
pierce the ears
and flowing up the belly
bliss the moment arrived

Apparition, four brown English
jacket christhair boys
Goofed Ringo battling bright
white drums
Silent George hair patient
Soul horse
Short black-skulled Paul
wit thin guitar
Lennon the Captain, his mouth
a triangular smile,
all jump together to End
some tearful memory song
ancient two years,

The million children

the thousand worlds
bounce in their seats, bash

each other’s sides, press

legs together nervous
Scream again & claphand

become one Animal

in the New World Auditorium

—hands waving myriad

snakes of thought

screech beyond hearing

while a line of police with



folded arms stands
Sentry to contain the red
sweatered ecstasy
that rises upward to the
wired roof.

August 27, 1965
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Thru the Vortex West Coast to East
(1965-1966)



Beginning of a Poem of These States
Memento for Gary Snyder

Under the bluffs of Oroville, blue cloud September skies, entering U.S. border, red red
apples bend their tree boughs propt with sticks—

At Omak a fat girl in dungarees leads her big brown horse by asphalt highway.

Thru lodgepole pine hills Coleville near Moses Mountain—a white horse standing
back of a 2 ton truck moving forward between trees.

At Nespelem, in the yellow sun, a marker for Chief Joseph’s grave under rilled brown
hills—white cross over highway.

At Grand Coulee under leaden sky, giant red generators humm thru granite & concrete
to materialize onions—

And gray water laps against the gray sides of Steamboat Mesa.
At Dry Falls 40 Niagaras stand silent & invisible, tiny horses graze
on the rusty canyon’s mesquite floor.

At Mesa, on the car radio passing a new corn silo, Walking Boogie teenager’s tender
throats, “I wish they could all be California girls”—as black highway curls outward.

On plains toward Pasco, Oregon hills at horizon, Bob Dylan’s voice on airways, mass
machine-made folksong of one soul—Please crawl out your window—first time heard.

Speeding thru space, Radio the soul of the nation. The Eve of Destruction and The
Universal Soldier.

And tasted the Snake: water from Yellowstone under a green bridge; darshana with
the Columbia, oilslick & small bird feathers on mud shore. Across the river, silver
bubbles of refineries.

There Lewis and Clark floated down in a raft: the brown-mesa’d gorge of Lake
Wallula smelling of rain in the sage, Greyhound buses speeding by.

Searching neither for Northwest Passage, nor Gold, nor the Prophet who will save the
polluted Nation, nor for Guru walking the silver waters behind McNary Dam.

Roundup time in Pendleton, pinched women’s faces and hulking cowboy hats in the
tavern, I'm a city slicker from Benares. Barman murmurs to himself, two hands full of
beer, “Who wanted that?”

Heavy rain at twilight, trumpets massing & ascending repeat The Eve of Destruction,
Georgia Pacific sawmill burners lift smoke thru the dusky valley.

Cold night in Blue Mountains, snow-powdered tops of droopy Tamarack and Fir at
gray sunrise, coffee frozen in brown coffeepot, toes chilled in Czechoslovakian tennis
sneakers.

Under Ponderosa pine, this place for sale—45th Parallel, half way between equator
and North Pole—Tri-City Radio broadcasting clear skies & freezing nite temperatures;



big yellow daisies, hay bales piled in square stacks house-high.

“Don Carpenter has a real geologist’s hammer, he can hit a rock & split it open & look
inside & utter some mantra.”

Coyote jumping in front of the truck, & down bank, jumping thru river, running up
field to wooded hillside, stopped on a bound & turned round to stare at us—Oh-Ow!
shook himself and bounded away waving his bushy tail.

Rifles & cyanide bombs unavailing—he looked real surprised & pointed his thin nose
in our direction. Hari Om Namo Shivaye!

Eat all sort of things & run solitary—3 nites ago hung bear dung on a tree and
laughed

—Bear: “Are you eating my corpses? Say that again!”
Coyote: “I didn’t say nothing.”

Sparse juniper forests on dry lavender hills, down Ritter Butte to Pass Creek, a pot
dream recounted: Crossing Canada border with a tin can in the glove compartment, hip
young border guards laughing—In meadow the skeleton of an old car settled: Look To
Jesus painted on door.

Fox in the valley, road markers dript with small icicles, all windows on the white
church broken, brown wooden barns leaned together, thin snow on gas station roof.

Malheur, Malheur National Forest—signs glazed snowfrost, last night’s frozen dreams
come back—staring out thru skull at cold planet—Mila-Repa accepted no gifts to cover
his jeweled penis—Strawberry Mountain top white under bright clouds.

Postcards of Painted Hills, fossil beds near Dayville, Where have all the flowers gone?
flowers gone? Ra and Coyote are hip to it all, nailed footpaw tracks on Day River
bottom, cows kneeled at rest in meadow afternoon.

Ichor Motel, white tailfins in driveway, isolate belfried brown farmhouse circled with
trees, chain saws ringing in the vale.

Rilled lava overgrown with green moss cracked in cold wind—Blue Heron and
American white egret migrate to shrunken waters of Unhappy —mirage lakes wrongside
of the road, dust streaming under Riddle Mountain, Steen Range powder white on
horizon—

Slept, water froze in Sierra cup, a lake of bitter water from solar plexus to throat—
Dreamt my knee was severed at hip and sutured back together—

Woke, icy dew on poncho and saffron sleep bag, moon like a Coleman lantern
dimming icicle-point stars—vomited on knees in arroyo grass, nostrils choking with wet
red acid in weak flashlight—

Dawn weakness, climbing worn lava walls following the muddy spring, waterfowl
whistling sweetly & a tiny raccoon

pawed forward daintly in green mud, looking for frogs burrowed away from Arctic
cold—disappeared into a silent rock shelf.



Climbed up toward Massacre Lake road—sagebrush valley-floor stretched South—
Pronghorn abode, that eat the bitterroot and dry spice-bush, hunters gathering in trucks
to chase antelope—

A broken corral at highway hill bottom, wreck of a dead cow in cold slanting sun set
rays, eyes eaten out, neck twisted to ground, belly caved on kneebone, smell of sweet
dread flesh and acrid new sage.

Slept in rusty tin feeding trough, Orion belt crystal in sky, numb metal-chill at my
back, ravens settled on the cow when sun warmed my feet.

Up hills following trailer dust clouds, green shotgun shells & beer-bottles on road,
mashed jackrabbits—through a crack in the Granite Range, an alkali sea—Chinese
armies massed at the borders of India.

Mud plate of Black Rock Desert passing, Frank Sinatra lamenting distant years, old
sad voic’d September’d recordings, and Beatles crying Help! their voices woodling for
tenderness.

All memory at once present time returning, vast dry forests afire in California, U.S.
paratroopers attacking guerrillas in Vietham mountains, over porcelain-white road
hump the tranquil azure of a vast lake.

Pyramid rocks knotted by pleistocene rivers, topheavy lava isles castled in Paiute
water, cutthroat trout; tomato sandwiches and silence.

Reno’s Motel traffic signs low mountains walling the desert oasis, radio crooning city
music afternoon news, Red Chinese Ultimatum 1 A.M. tomorrow.

Up Donner Pass over concrete bridge superhighways hung with gray -clouds,
Mongolian Idiot chow-yuk the laughable menu this party arrived.

Ponderosa hillsides cut back for railroad track, I have nothing to do, laughing over
Sierra top, gliding adventurer on the great fishtail iron-finned road, Heaven is
renounced, Dharma no Path, no Saddhana to fear,

my man world will blow up, humming insects under wheel sing my own death rasping
migrations of mercy, I tickle the Bodhisattva and salute the new sunset, home riding
home to old city on ocean

with new mantra to manifest Removal of Disaster from my self, autumn brushfire’s
smoky mass in dusk light, sun’s bright red ball on horizon purple with earth-cloud,
chanting to Shiva in the car-cabin.

Pacific Gas high voltage antennae trailing thin wires across flatlands, entering Coast
Range 4 lane highway over last hump to giant orange Bay glimpse, Dylan ends his song
“You’d see what a drag you are,” and the Pope

cometh to Babylon to address United Nations, 2000 years since Christ’s birth the
prophecy of Armageddon

hangs the Hell Bomb over planet roads and cities, year-end come, Oakland Army
Terminal lights burn green in evening darkness.



Treasure Island Naval Base lit yellow with night business, thousands of red tail lights
move in procession over Bay Bridge,

San Francisco stands on modern hills, Broadway lights flash the center gay honky-
tonk Elysium, Ferry building’s sweet green clock lamps black Embarcadero waters,
negroes screaming over radio.

Bank of America burns red signs beneath the neon pyramids, here is the city, here is
the face of war, home 8 o’clock

gliding down freeway ramp to City Lights, Peter’s face and television, money and
new wanderings to come.

September 1965



Carmel Valley

Grass yellow hill,
small mountain range blue sky
bright reservoir below road tiny cars
The wing tree green wind sigh
rises, falls—
Buddha, Christ, fissiparous
Tendencies—
White sun rays pierce my eyeglasses—
gray bark animal arms,
skin peeling,
sprig fingers pointing, twigs trembling
green plate-thins bobbing,
knotted branch-sprouts—
No one will have to announce New Age
No special name, no Unique way,
no crier by Method or
Herald of Snaky Unknown,
No Messiah necessary but the Country ourselves
fifty years old—
Allah this tree, Eternity this Space Age!
Teenagers walking on Times Sq. look up
at blue planets thru neon metal
buildingtops,
Old men lie on grass afternoons
old Walnut stands on green mountain hide,
ants crawl the page, invisible
insects sing, birds
flap down,
Man will relax on a hill remembering tree friends.

Chez Baez, November 1965



First Party at Ken Kesey’s with Hell’s Angels

Cool black night thru the redwoods

cars parked outside in shade

behind the gate, stars dim above

the ravine, a fire burning by the side

porch and a few tired souls hunched over

in black leather jackets. In the huge

wooden house, a yellow chandelier

at 3 Am. the blast of loudspeakers

hi-fi Rolling Stones Ray Charles Beatles
Jumping Joe Jackson and twenty youths
dancing to the vibration thru the floor,

a little weed in the bathroom, girls in scarlet
tights, one muscular smooth skinned man
sweating dancing for hours, beer cans

bent littering the yard, a hanged man
sculpture dangling from a high creek branch,
children sleeping softly in their bedroom bunks.
And 4 police cars parked outside the painted
gate, red lights revolving in the leaves.

December 1965



Continuation of a Long Poem of These States

Stage-lit streets
Downtown Frisco whizzing past, buildings
ranked by Freeway balconies

Bright Johnnie Walker neon
sign Christmastrees

And Christmas and its eves
in the midst of the same deep wood

as every sad Christmas before, surrounded
by forests of stars—

Metal columns, smoke pouring cloudward,

yellow-lamp horizon
warplants move, tiny
planes lie in Avionic fields—

Meanwhile Working Girls sort mail into the red slot
Rivers of newsprint to soldiers’ Vietnam
Infantry Journal, Kanackee

Social Register, Wichita Star
And Postoffice Christmas the same brown place
mailhandlers’ black fingers
dusty mailbags filled
1948 N.Y. Eighth Avenue was
when Peter drove the mailtruck 1955
from Rincon Annex—

Bright lights’ windshield flash,

adrenalin shiver in shoulders
Around the curve
crawling a long truck
3 bright green signals on forehead
Jeweled Bayshore passing the Coast Range
one architect’s house light on hill crest

.................. negro voices rejoice over radio
Moonlit sticks of tea

Moss Landing Power Plant
shooting its cannon smoke

across the highway, Red taillight
speeding the white line and a mile away
Orion’s muzzle
raised up
to the center of Heaven.

S.FE. Southward



December 18, 1965



These States: into L.A.

Organs and War News
Radio static from Saigon
“And the Glory of the Lord”
Newscaster Voice thru Aether—
The Truce—
12 hours, 30 hours?
Thirty Days, said Mansfield.
Cars roll right lane,
bridge lights
rising & falling on night-slope—
headlights cross speeding reflectors
Handel rejoicing
chorus whine Requiem, roar in yr Auto
window shoulders
Memories of Christmas—
and the deep Christmas begins:
U.S. 101 South
The President at home
in his swinging chair on the porch
listening to Christmas Carols
Vice-President returning from Far East
“Check into yourself that you are wrong—
You may be the Wrong” says Pope His
Christmas Message—
Overpopulation, overpopulation
Give me 3 acres of land
Give my brother how much?
Each man have fine estate?
settle giant Communes?
LSD Shakti-snake settles like gas into Consciousness
—Brightest Venus I've ever seen
Canyon-floor road, near
bursting tides
& caves they’d slept in earlier years
covered with green water
height of a man.
A stranger walked that ground.
Five years ago we picnicked
in this place.
Auto track by a mud log, Bixby Creek
wove channels



thru the shifting sands.
I saw the ghost of Neal
pass by, Ferlinghetti’s ghost
The ghost of Homer roaring at the surf
barking & wagging his tail
My own footprint at the sea’s lips
white foam to the rock where I sang Harekrishna
sand garden drying, kelp
standing head upward in sunlight.
Dinosaur hard, scabrous
overgrown with seaweed tendrils,
Professors of rock ...

Where’s Stravinsky? Theda Bara? Chaplin? Harpo Marx?
Where’s Laurel and his Hardy?
Laughing phantoms
going to the grave—
Last time this town I saw them in movies
Ending The Road to Utopia‘O Carib Isle!’
Laurel aged & white-haired Hardy
Hydrogen Comic smoke billowing
up from their Kingdom—
Grauman’s Chinese Theater’s drab sidewalk front’s
concrete footprints, stood there
stupid, anal, exciting
upside down, Crosseyed moviestar’d
I craned my neck at Myrna Loy & Shirley Temple shoe-marks—

Raccoon crouched at road-edge, praying—
Carlights pass—
Merry Christmas to Mr. & Mrs.
Chiang Kai Shek
Merry Christmas to President Johnson & pray for Health
Merry Christmas to MacNamara, State Secretary Rusk,
Khrushchev hid in his apartment house,
to Kosygin’s name, to Ho Chi Minh grown old,
Merry Christmas to rosycheeked Mao Tze Tung
Happy New Year Chou En Lai & Laurel and Hardy
Merry Christmas to the Pope
& to the Dalai Lama Rebbe Lubovitcher
to the highest Priests of Benin,



to the Chiefs of the Faery Churches—
Merry Christmas to the Four Shankaracharyas,
to all Naga Sadhus, Bauls & Chanting Dervishes from Egypt to
Malaya—

Black Sign Los Angeles 140 Miles
stifling car-heat—
Music on the tacky radio,
senseless, senseless coughs of emotion—
The Ally Cease-Fire Will Not Be Extended
“ e on a densely populated area”
‘... —Peking will never join the United Nations as long
as it remains under what it termed American Domination.”

¢

MOBILIZE THE NATIONAL GUARD, sd Senator Anderson
IY Mental Rejectees will be reexamined
for service in Vietnam.
Bradley high on acid
drawing pictures on Army Forms?
Peter classified Psycho telling his Sergeant
“An Army is an Army against Love.”

Xmas day work stack of papers on the President’s desk
a foot high!
he has to finish them tonight!
this determined NBC News entering Lompoc, famed of
W. C. Fields
who proved that Everyman’s a
natural bullshit artist:
“spends about 75% of his time on Foreign Matters and is,
uh, very involved ...”
“and all letters are answered.”
WHAT no Xmas message from the
Texas White House?
The President must be very down—
He’s maintaining his communications networks
circling the Planet.
Mambo canned music mush
Ventura radio Xmas sound
Commercial announcements,
Few minutes of live speech, little joy or thanksgiving,



no voice from Himalayas
Good Cheer Happy Kalpa
for Dominica Vietnam Congo China India America
Tho England rang with the Beatles!
“healing all that was oppressed with the Devil.”
& at Santa Barbara exit
the Preacher hollered in tongues
YOUR NAME IS WRITTEN IN HEAVEN
passing 38th Parallel

Lodge spoke from Saigon “We are morally right,
we are Morally Right,
serving the cause of freedom forever giving these people
an opportunity ... almost like thinking”—
He’s broadcasting serious-voice on Xmas Eve to America
Entering Los Angeles space age
three stations simultaneous radio—
Cut-Up Sounds that fill Aether,
voices back of the brain—
The voice of Lodge, all well, Moral—
voice of a poor poverty worker,
“Well they dont know anybody dont
know anything about the poor all
the money’s going to the politicians
in Syracuse, none of it’s going to the poor.”
Evers’ voice the black Christmas March

“We want to be treated like Men, like human ...

Mass Arrest of Campers Outside LBJ Ranch
Aquamarine lights revolving along the highway,
night stars over L.A., exit trees,
turquoise brilliance shining on sidestreets—

2

Xmas Eve 1965



A Methedrine Vision in Hollywood

Here at the atomic Crack-end of Time XX Century
History swifting past horse chariot earth wheel
So I in mid-age, finished with half desire
Tranquil in my hairy body, familiar beard face,
Same fingers to pen
as twenty years ago began
scribbled Confession to fellow Beings
Americans—
Heavenly creatures,

This universe a thing of dream
substance naught & Keystone void
vibrations of symmetry Yes No
Foundation of Gold Element Atom
all the way down to the first Wave
making opposite Nothing a mirror
which begat a wave of Ladies marrying
waves of Gentlemen till I was born in 1926
in Newark, New Jersey under the sign of
sweet Gemini—

Whole universes hived upon the first
dumb Jerk
that wasn’t there—The
Only One escape from the black Not Ever
was Itself,
a extra click of Life woke
because Nothing had no hand to switch off
the Light.
The first dumb Jerk,
one wave, Forward! one way too many—
So forward got backward, & Sideways both
got there simultaneous with up
and down who got each other
Meanwhile the first Being got its non-Being
Opposite which never had to be there before
This calamity, this accident, this Goof,
this Imperceptible Sneak of Dimension,
Some Move-Push tickle, Aleph or Aum



swallowed before uttered,
one-eyed sparkle, giant glint, any tiny fart
or rose-whiff before roses were
Thought Impossible
filled every corner of Emptiness with Symmetries of
Impossible Universe with no Idea
How Come, & Opposite Possible Kosmoses assembled Doubtless—
One makes two, symmetry’s infinite touch
makes Sound bounce, light sees
waves reproduce oceans,
vibrations are red white & blue—

All like a 3 dimensional TV dream
like Science-fiction opera
sung by inexistent Gas-brains
in their N-dimensional bag,
Some what a bubble, some what dewdrop
Some what a blossom, some what lightning flash,
Some what the old Jew in the Hospital—
snap of dying fingers,
“Where did it all go?”

Made of Ideas, waves, dots, hot projectors
mirror movie screens,
Some what the Shadow cast at Radio City
Music Hall Xmas 1939
gone, gone, utterly completely gone
to a world of Snow
White and the Seven Dwarfs—
Made up of cartoon picture clouds, papier-maché
Japanese lantern stage sets strung
with moon lights, neon arc-flames,
electric switches, thunder
reverberating from phonograph record tape machine
Tin sheets of Zeus on
the Microphone jacked to gigantic Amplifiers, gauge
needle jumping, red lights warning Other
Dimensions off the overloaded public address Sound
Systems feedback thru blue void
echoing the Real of Endless Film.

Xmas 1965



Hiway Poesy: L.A.-Albuquerque-Texas-Wichita

up up and away!
we’re off, Thru America—

Heading East to San Berdoo
as West did, Nathanael,
California Radio Lady’s voice
Talking about Viet Cong—
Oh what a beautiful morning
Sung for us by Nelson Eddy

Two trailer trucks, Sunkist oranges / bright colored
piled over the sides
rolling on the road
Gray hulk of Mt. Baldy under
white misted skies
Red Square signs unfold, Texaco Shell
Harvey House tilted over the superhighway—

Afternoon Light
Children in back of a car
with Bubblegum
a flight of birds out of a dry field like mosquitoes

[14

. several battalions of U.S. troops in a search and destroy operation in the Coastal
plain near Bong Son, 300 mi. Northeast of Saigon. Thus far the fighting has been a
series of small clashes. In a related action 25 miles to the South, Korean troops killed 35
Viet Cong near Coastal highway Number One.”

“For he’s oh so Good

and he’s oh so fine

and he’s oh so healthy

in his body and his mind”

The Kinks on car radio

In Riverside,
a 1920s song—
“It’s the only words I know / that you’ll
understand”
For my uncle Max dead 5 years ago



it’s settled—buried
under the blue mountain wall,
Veined with snow at the top
clouds passing
icy remote heights
Palmtrees on valley floor
stick up toothpick hairheads—
Toy automobiles piled crushed and mangled
topped by a hanging crane,
The planet hanging,
the air hanging,
Trees hang their branches,
A dirt truck hanging on the highway—
Spectacle of Afternoon,
giant pipes glistening in the universe
Magic that weighs tons and tons,
Old bum with his rough
tattered pack hunched
walking up the hill hanging
to Ukipah
cloth cap pulled over his head
black fingernails.

A wall, a wall, a Mesa Wall, There’s desert
flat mountain shadows
miles along the pale pink floor
—Indio in space.

The breath of spring, the breath of fear
Mexican border ...
The LSD cube—
silence.

There’s those Hellies again,

over hiway, as over Mekong
belly lights blinking red

prob’ly surveying the border—

shotguns stickin’ out all over

—Two birds swoop under car dashboard.
Purple Mist,
motor tire drone.



Sacrifice for Prosperity, says Johnson.
Joshua Tree Monument
Blue dusk.
Bomb China
says Southern Senator Stennis—
Mobil’s neon Pegasus flying overhill.

Colorado River border,
Two lemons an orange seized,
Scaly Mites
and the cube of acid smuggled into Arizona ...

“It all comes from Crystal hill”—
The whole countryside’s Quartzite hereabouts—
Huntley’s Perspective on the News
Sukarno a Nut? A wildman?
or potential friend?
Brought to you by Mercury
boasting “sweet
success taste”—
They can go around saying things about people,
and once their policy’s adopted it’ll rule a decade—
Somebody decided “he’s a nut!”
official policy, re-echoed to 14 Million Readers of Time
as we drive along in the Bat-mobile thru Arizona—
Approaching Hope, dream maps unfolded
Waves with larger & larger loops,
Tree-posts flashing auto headlights
hit my retina
I saw what it was
light saw light,
a flash in the pan.
Eyes register, nerves send waves along to the brain
Finger touch is electric waves
carlights glare thru eyes—
Voice repeating itself,
wavering over the microphones—
Meditation passing Hope ...

Horrific outskirts’ Eastern Traffic Sign,
Tumn backward...



Dull sleep on my eyes

Morning Phoenix Gazette, editorial January 27, ’66
“No time for probe of CIA
No Good Purpose would be served—
Why poke on the Nose?
... Virtual epidemic of attacks,
Pacifists let Reds take over the world, rather than
Fighting Against Them—
well meaning people ... distasteful intelligence
Sacrosanct... scuttle ... demand an investigation ...
Where the spirit of the Lord is, there is liberty.”
Righto! The Navaho trail—
Crescent moon setting on low hills West—
Military forces over radio
push bombing N. Vietnam.
Lifelines, sponsored by Henry L. Hunt, Beans.
Dead voiced announcer, denouncing
“a communist conspiracy among the youth ...
speakers on campuses / trained to condition
idealistic brains ...”
It’s Chase Manhattan Bank lends money to South African
White government—Rockfeller boy!
Unless Chase Bank quits I prophesy blood violence.
Ford has a factory,
Ford has a factory there—
“they’re aw-fly proud
of being South African.”
“... A hotbed of anti Semitism too?”

PAINTED DESERT,
petrified forest
Leslie Howard’s scratchy ’30s image
... eating jurassic steak
Petroglyphs over there the Man in the Moon,
the guy with four fingers ...
over there, this is the sun, with two spikes out the North,
two spikes South, two spikes ray East & West



Milky way over here, the Moon,
... and all the animal tentacles
Nebula spiraled “... Roger 1943”
And I hit Julius for eating his avocado cheese sandwich too fast.

Gas flares, oil refinery night smoke,
high aluminum tubes winking red lights
over space ship runways
petrochemical witches’ blood boiling underground—
“Looks like they’re gettin ready to go to Mars.”
Approaching Thoreau—
Fort Wingate Army Depot entrance—
and there’s the Continental Divide.
Anti Vietnam War Demonstrator soldiers sentenced
For Contempt of President:
Hard Labor—
Learn thyself in Shell Refinery’s Oil Storage Seaboard Rackets,

Lying back on the car seat,
eyelids heavy,
legs spread leaned against the table,
Oh that I were young again and the skin in my anus folds rose,
“La illaba el (lill) Allah bu”
Finally bored,
Over a hill, singing Raghupati Raghava Raja Ram
Albuquerque Sparkling blue brilliant
more diamonds & pearls of electricity
running out of power-plants than ever heard of
Turkey or Israel—
intense endless iridescence on black
velvet desert—
Ah what a marvel
orange blue Neon Circling itself Solar System’d
Speed Wash Texaco 19¢ Famous Hamburgers
Lion House Italian Village Pizza ah!
radio warbles Electronic noise
echo chamber vibrations—



Albuquerque streets’ fantastic Neon Stars
collapsing to bright red blinks
Satellite Globes plunging their
tiny lamps in and out—
the eyeball.

Space stretching North dotted with silver gastanks
to Sandia Range
Hitchhiking student
supported by National Defense Fund
with his black horn rimmed glasses,
thin blond hair,
“If your country calls you, would you go?”
“If my country drafted me ...
then I would go.”
Selfish young american always interested in his own skin
—and blue car speeding along the highway
sticker on back
“I’'m proud I’'m an American”
right front seat, a 10 gallon hat
driver a fat car salesman—
Sitting icy tipped
distant earth peaks over Hilltops
& here’s an ugly little oasis, used car tractors
fenced off 