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Cigarettes

Fmotiong are like clothes. As I'm putting mine on

and you're taking yours off. Today 1 wore total blue. And
what I was selling was blue. I kept them in a blue bag

and I didn't sell a thing. People passing by admiring all
the blue. Every morning .

I throw cigarettes under the fauceb. BEvery night

I'm licking salt from my fingers, ketchup from my clothes.

T can see good reasons for why MacDenald's exists. Constant
stage for our provocations to dance from. Andy Warhol

said it would be nice if all the cars were black. Creative
fascist pure beauty of streams of black traffic. And all-
the brightly colored people coming in and out of cars.
Cigarettes are my pet degradation. ‘

I smoke them so much that everyrhing's smoke. Then L stop
and bresthe up the excess. Do you need a matceh?

The tic and the tac go shrugging

and then you get toe. Fourteen cigarettes under the favcet,
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Song on My Oud for Willem de Kooning

I raise my pear-ghaped instrument

and I will play for you, Bill. Xach note

is a twangy heart throb and I hope you enjoy

my twanging thunks. Bill, In thanks for all the color
I'm trying to paint your ears. I want to pour

a bucket of soundlings across your tympamii.

I want your percussive co=operation. Also

as you're cloging your eyes I hope my thunks

from Marrakech from Zenzibar the dead ghosts

of countries on obsolete maps

Estonia Letvia Lithuania

or songs of countries 1 Just made up

Economia Lower Andromedes

I hope my thunkings awsken these lands

eoeBlll, I think we should collaborate on a color.
Somewhere between the sound of your orange and

the hue of my thunkings

titled perhaps, The Decoded Opera of the AlL Deaf
& Blind Chromosome Brigade. For a dry run

we can whisper it

in the ears of sleeping bankers. On various
Wednesdays.
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Aural History

ALl 86 of my albums have skips on them. Outside

Sirens are wailing. One
Child is crs
Two are lau Someone's ph@m@
Ls violently ri ngf 1. The wind
Lightly wallops e lLoose
Casements and once
In & while I tury
When it really sounds ‘
Like assault. Cargs honking.
One dog barks. Some
Kidsg ave really cheering. Down

Thc street the Maclougal

Street polls are dawmvd
And one by one people

Step behind the grey

Curtain, pull down the
Red handle, the curtain

Shuts and thwy make their secret vote
For who will be the next

President of the

United Stabtes of Americe.

I debate if 1T will eat
After this driok
And if 1T will go out, if
He calls. One truck honks
Like a goose in an
Echo chamber. And now

I ocan even hear the
Treinse.
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Thirteen Strange Urges

she reeks of goodneus

still her heart is a glossy black bowling ball
Anna Bliss Beasley donated thisg roon

why is the volume raising

I already went to lunch so 1'1l save you the time
in fact I'1l go for you now

gave my teevee away

now now on ocught to be there for myself
whenever whenever whenever

do pig§ have wings

I grow icecube nodes yet learn to love everyone
I would be green in a rock-garden

do bears shit in the woods
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Onwards Upwards & Always

Nobody could deny no other bad times.
An electric torch as a matter of course, a mixed blessing..
Marvelously up to date, June 1lOth.
3% dogs under the sea. They had slept in their clothes.
"This entailed." : '
In a fortnight they were obliged to spend a second summer
In the hut under the active volcano. . 25 of them
Living there, really ill, complaining of stuffiness
And too many lectures; % a week.
Trustful by nature, sun-up was by 7. Cherry Garrard,
Sometimes a latin dictionary, is not a complete answere. ,
They said no. Their loyalty to each other was fantastic. : %
Full of light and shade, no beer.
Very funny indeed.
Hooker died that yvery year, 191l. An adorable person,
The egg of an emperor. FPaternity
Is the only joy. Indiscriminately bresking and killing

; : in the process.
On the coast everybody volunteered for everything.
They steered by Jupiter, the simplest action. I hope I have not
Disappointed him, a party of four. :
Meant for four. He had eaten most of the dogs,
A hot stew, the bold way in which he met his death.
Now the weather changed, ordinary good luck.
My dear Mrs. Wilson: he died as he lived.  The sun
Reappeared terribly soon :
Smiling into cupboards.
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The Nude Bombardier

Morning after the reading and

T find myself fully clothed in bed
gilvery Jersey sans jungle necklace
no boots

green combat pants Christmas gox
Whoops! Guess 1 got smashed againe.
Trying to pull that one together

T call my boss, a sympathetic lady.
She says, "Tt's OK. Call it a sick daye.
I sure will. Bo

I'm making coffee I'm cutting &

grapel walke wmy tongue up

T'm gtirving ocatmeal , stomache

ballast I drop a few

Anacine.

T'm walking around naked

like a nude bombardier.

Gary & 1 discussed marrviage

last night. Why not.

Ttm 27 & it's slightly embarrassing

that 1fve never "been'

married. I don't yen for the

state so much, but its nostalgia

gsounds terribly adult.

"I been there, Man.'

Anyhow, that would happen Wednesday.

This is only Tuesday so L've got plenty

of time to decide

And T can walk around naked all day

if T want. Jike a nude bombardier.

Slowly Tfm landinge. : ,

The headache's vaniching. My cat has
relaxed and is lying down.

The disc-jockey plays a song

from the first cac album called Mr. Big."
Now he socounds alright.

T like mock & roll mere every daye
Unlike the time when I could not
possibly state "1 like rock & roll.’
It just wag. Marriage

too was comprehended differently.
It wasn't a state. It was,

"] want this man so bad

i

i
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I'd like to marry him & make it
permanent chould I get pregnant?”

So,

the nude bombardier walks slowly

through Tuesday considering

NETTLage clothed

in self-conscious rock & roll.
How drolle
"The nude bombardien'

She weighs in at 126.
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Let Me Put It This Way

If T didn't know y@u what famous historical personnage
Might your chenging visage lel to m;uua
‘Why does an image of ULyss,u Se Grant keep shouting

Itself
Across my weltanschauvung like a Top Forty song?
Dwell on that, Space Man. I also keep seeirn

A classical ba hobd3 ., one corner of 3 8¢
Hanging loose as it sailsee.
O/ymandxd cecuriing on ”?8” while the other three speeds
Are only functionsl. O pp&ce Man'!

Does sny of this meke sense?

Will I recognize you among flocks of birds

Or the latest kide rus h;ng the wat

berefountain?
And why, as I gaze at ny favorite group portrait
Multip’e image careens to the left

Speeding off{ to the right, ag if
New moves are the star of the dayees
Comet me that, you infinity dullard.
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December 2, 1976

Early morning bell rings me out of sleep,

I jump into army khakis kicked off my feet

in late night sleepy haste to drop off consciousness
and sink into dreamless, neck muscles too tight

to rest sleep, after a night of t0581ng loose

limbs from side to side an early morning electrlc buzz
of my bell pulls me to my door,

I first peek through the edge of an army green shade
that blinds street eyes from staring

into my inners,

it's Eddie and Leroy,

I open the door, "éque pasa?"

"Sorry bro but we heard you died."

"I'm dead?”

"Yes.

"I'm here."

"You are."

"Thanks. "

I close my door, feed the cat and turn to bed again,
a shower, morning phone calls and hours later -

I walk to the Orpheum Theatre where Maritza sanes
and acts surprised that I'm alive,

"We thought you'd died and Bimbo said

it happened just when you were beginning

to do all that there is to do,"

"I'm here, cold, hungry and on the planet,"

"I'm glad,"

she said smiling her feelings at ne,

leaving I take the "A" train to Brooklyn

where [ visit Lois and Pedro gathering energy

I travel back to Manhattan where Raill meets me

as I'm paying the cab,
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"T left the equipment inside,

but your landlord Felix told me you died,"
"Felix, Rall, told you I died?"

"Yeah, he wont in there and knocked then he
and the other guy went upstairs and tho
other guy asked Fc]gx 1f you had dled@
"Ratl, I'm here.

"I QCG I see. Coflo bro pero,"

"Pero, pero what? I Jjust told you I'm here."

"Tim glad bro. I'm glade
"T'm glad too."
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December 2, 1976:

I'm born. Just born.

Died in somebody's mind.

I did, I died in somebody's mind.

But I'm here all, all, perhaps,

too much alive for somebody's mind
because in mine I'm still in body form
and that, perhaps, is much too much
alive, perhaps, in somebody's mind.

December 2, 1976: lliguel in montage

Cut ups. Somebody should do

a cut up of my limbs and reassemble,
Just to see if my subliminal levels
surpass the sequential order

of present muscle co~ordination.
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December %, 1976: early morning bus

It was easy to get up,

I'd only had four hours sleep

but the will was strong and the engine in tune,

building boiler broke down during the night

50 the glass of water left on typing table froze

but the will motored muscles into coordinated movements,
didn't try to shower since there was no body odor,

threw clothes on, tdok cab to Port Authority
got on the 8 o'clock bus to New Bruuswick,
read about Duberman's Kerouac theater piece,
fell off to sleep on back seatl,

woke Just in time to pull coat on,

pull cord and move to the front of bus,

got off at Landing lLane Bridge,

walked across, waited for a Campus Bus

but got a ride instead,

walked rapidly to school,

entered creative writing room and started to listen
to all that was read.

~
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November 15, 1976

Another count down,
the fissionable material:
5 kilograms of U235
are on the way '
and I find love in open
furnaces radiating heat
that loosens my tight,
tighter than tight puscles
from the homemade marmalade
that is my mind as it
articulates fears about who's
going to build the first homemade
atom bomb while my mild lady's desire
seduces me away from Theodore Taylor's
paranoia about rapists, muggers .
and psychos following the process
to make plutonium fuse up
and let the fire of hell
free to detonate reality into shrubble.
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FPlutonium Mist

Raw atoms in flux,

stainless metal lLove

full of rust dust,

I pronounce the finger switchblades

that you caressed my feverish face with,

the source of uranium and plutonium,

raw atomic informstion for the having,

secrets stolen lead to execution,

raw atomic information,

France and Pskistan knock on senior

Princeton undergraduate door

looking for precious detonation information,

burn the will to hate, let all private knowledge go,
if hate perseveres beyond the will to survive

then let wrath digest the full flower of atomic fruits
and blow the ordered sequence of thig moment ,

erupt it into nail sharp shards that poison

on contact the live tissue of all that lives.
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An Intentional Beginning

Before the beginning there was a beginning,
a. long intentional beginning
travelling in feathers of ink swiped time,
caught in the meanderings of a sentence
referring the infernal message of Raskolnikov's
need to be punished for the killing deed
that crippled his solo god-flight
into taking human life,
Raskolnikov, your guilt crippled you to the detective's
blood thirsty drive to pin the killer,
Raskolnikov's Russia driving intelligence to homocide,
now at night I wash my soul of ingrained hatred
before sleep catches me in Dosteeveky's snow white nights
where mobtives to invent, to stretch the world
become demonic dives into bloody terror and despsir
in between the solitary sheets of a solitary I in bed
with his overdeveloped love of paranoia and guilt,
before the beginning there was a beginning in self-love
but soon it became self-doubt,

self-destruction
and self-consumpbion ingide the bee<~hive of nuclear guilt
that a fully efficient Greek-Orthodox Russian church
instilled deep, down, on the other side of Raskolnikov's crapium
where a long intentional beglinning was caught in an icon
of the nativity.
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Saliendo

Moving out on the Sid@waTkg
Living room Spwcc to reg 3 € 18 o
keeps energy flow b@@@%iﬂﬁ mvmcnldr volcanic LPU§i101u$
Salienda? cam3‘g cut, mo g out, looking around,
shaping, regponding to Ghn%ﬁrcn screeching - hﬁlf Love
at Kojalk a5 he leaves "Paco's Antique Tienda' ' wearing
his mnavy blue Oauhchg GV@ﬁQOQQ% dark blue velvel hat
and g@iu rfmmod

Kojak! W

b oout of

eut# Toerime On . : ime to
bh@ punk by'tdo “uiwaw -ﬂq m;w; him pay for i he's done,
children screech when the; ;

they move out of inner-liv: ¢

space Lo shoult srrows of joy at V@Jﬁ} to touch him,
to feel illusion harden into Lm@t in ina Topresence,
Kojak in the living room of actual space and time,
illusion become reality, hero become wmatter,
touchable, sensual time, Kojak's here! Same as T.Ve
s&1¢¢n6@9 OOWLUF out of myself, out of mny TeV. image of
out of my inu self, out, out, out of nyself
out, out onto the sidewalks of my astral projecticos
where I'm Kojak with a Flash QOWQGH ﬁi(éﬁranic gun.

that shoots arrows of art through villainous hearts,

sali onao(m¢$@wali@ndﬁu@¢&0k31, nao,

leaving wy inoer craniuvm living room space to regenerate.
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9
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Catskill Song And Dance

When Hank Williams sings
"Iike a piece of driftwood on the sea
May you never be alone like me"

I don't compare him to Shakespeare

I say "that's beautiful"

and play it again

What's in store for America?

Higher prices? Years of my poetry?

A renaissance of pretense and fascism?

The scholarship of shadows?

Love syndicated and blest

as uninspired businessmen consume the nation tolerating words?

I'm so glad to learn what spirit is
Now I'm not hungry

“I'm a disciple peeling an orange
I'm he who sits on steps

watching the rain fall

wishing to feel relieved

After a while I'm back ingide
thinking the same old thoughts

Solitary as a Russian novel
I hang my head in sorrow

Sorrow? I can't finish with sorrow

Not after Frank O'Hara

His selected self collected in my kitchen
Fast? Man he was fast

He was so fast he's dead

He was faster than a day or a shower
Faster than the Middle Ages and faster
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Seymour's Coffee Shop

Kenny, the sandwich man, is sixteen.
He's reading The Godfather and asks me, "What's Hell's Kitchen?"

Shelly, Kenny's sister, is eating french fries.
Showing me her Cosmopolitan she says,
, "No one thinks the model is that pretty."

Hal says he read some Freud and learned,
"Girls like it as much as boys."

Barry's a photographer.
He's been reading The Sun Also Rises for a month.

Elyse Jjust broke up with her hometown boyfriend,
"a possessive creep."
Her mother's upset. ‘
She's reading A Kind Of Rape "just to pass the time."
It's a novel about a psychiatrist and a model.

. Barbra is quiet.
One postcard from her boyfriend in three weeks.
‘Her uncle's Postmaster General of Loch Sheldrake.
She's reading in Redbook

Dr. Spock's Opinion

On The Effects Of Nudity On Children.

Wendy's playing solitaire.
She lives up here all year.

Seymour's mother is cashier.

She gets all her books from the library.

"Everyone's always talking about Tennessee Williams.
Thought I'd try one. Couldn't finish the damn thing,
Which is rare for me."

Seymour enters and says to me, "Go out to my car
and bring in a carton of tomatoes."
In his trunk a few Mickey Spillane novels.
When I come back he's eating
A double cheeseburger on a hoagy with grilled onions.

Plato's in my pocket.
The part about knowledge and memory.
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For Irwin Heilner

Experience is disappointing,
that's why life's absurd.

I learned this watching you shave
lecturing about Beethoven

and prison reform

Polite man bathrobed

standing in your livingroom

I was company

".eoand all we can do," you said,
finger scanning skin neck cheeks
feeling baby red smooth skin,

"Is punish, punish, punish."

Now finding a hair then clipping
delicately

with a conductor's wrist

Wisdom flows in your speech

of an art to consciousness

heavier than Beethoven's fist

Amazing how he tamed such wildness
ordering blue soldiers in blue chariots
to march around the white Chinese teacup of his mind
‘How zapped with power he lifted his wrath
above the birds and clouds

above Napoleon's imagination

And smashed antiquity -

dropping Quartets 14 15 & 16

on God's porcelain tongue

For you a musician

An eccentric librarian

whose deepest thoughts

dwell dusty and unpublished

The eternal is fierce and now

Who can deny your chilly chords?

For you scores of inspiration
, Manuals cartons of sage sense

A humble universe

The science of your soul

in an unknown basement

on Dawson Avenue

in Clifton, New Jersey

Scholnick/23




Sonny Liston

I=hand
L=ox-goad
N~fish
O-eye
S=tooth
T-mark
Y-hook

Hand fish eye
tooth mark hook
O boy Sonny Liston

In my mind
I link his death
with the death of Mama Cass

Mystery surrounded Sonny's death
He died in a motel room

So did Mama

eating her last lonely sandwich
farting blood becoming philosophy

And Sonny

found overdosed dead

in his raging rented bed

a corpse of contracts

fame in his drunken Las Vegas eyes

If I dreamt of myself

fighting mighty Sonny

Laugh would stun global consciousness

if I asked, "Are you the tooth fairy?"
And him fairly hooking my teeth

into the canvas of the ceremonial ring

And if the world were as compassionate as dreams
Mama would have put down her turkey doom

Not down her throat where it got stuck
murdering luck on the set of America's bedrooms
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And if we understood fall

more than a season of Neilson ratings
Sonny's death would rise in our universe
He'd be a God in the cataract

of our Bicentennial slop

His life would tell a vision

if we were innocent songs

His was the fate of the whale
poisoned by a simple need
Suffocated in a world turned hook
by enormous men drinking greed
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Fade Out

1 see myself

in past cities

in past plans

I see best in conversation

1 saw myself on video a few times
outside 42nd Street theatres

I see myself on television

I never saw myself on television

I saw Sam Rivers on First Avenue

I never saw Sam Rivers in concert

I got lost all over Manhattan one night
looking for his studio in the rain

One night I wept and trembled
listening to Beethoven stretch his mouth
I saw clear ear vistas being dreamed

Today I bought some yams
counted pennies left
bought an onion

I see myself reading Keats

-recording his vision rhythms on my cassette
listening back days later

spaced out in livingroom

Greg visiting one day

Keats lived a rather quiet life
his father died in a riding accident

hig brother emigrated to America
and settled in Kentucky
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From Here And Now

hard edge of what you are
woman kKeeping her sanity
without painting her nails

out of the shower into summer
twisting dull days into choices
buying new guitar strings

it's hot in here
and all the windows are open

your mediterranean eyes swim

in the important new plant

of your $13 layer cut

1 dive over an abyss of kisses

spreading the memory of your high cheekbones

are we in the same world
or just in the same room
in the same room you say
casting out doubt
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Field Trip

words are international energy

yours take off like a menu of everything

an aura unravelling my horrid scope
into a straight dialogue line
the architecture is serene

the german tourists have a roadmap and a camera
see that column no windows pure mass in the breeze

is it an american camera you ask
discarding observation for fact

though you don't speak german

you've been to france

and can recognize a good picture

over someone's shoulder when you see it
i have to go travelling you're right

so0 we leave the u.n. plaza

its blazing green swarm

bowling my thoughts into the east river
i have to get sunglasses you say

and disappear like a cigarette
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I kiss a sparrow

on the beak

Ag he cruises through the air
I watch him

like a speck

the umbrella
hides my tear
in a raindrop

of blood
and pain
in

my fantasy
of green earth
that collects the dirt
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Huge squares stand in front of nme

I am washed away by the sound of your arm
Sweeping my soul up to the sky

And placing it gently on a cloud

Where I see the earth spinning
It was meant for me + thoussnds of others
Rolling around in the stoney field of life

L wander to the edge
And grab held of a grasshopper
And touch his tiny leg

As he clears the ground for animated suspension in air,

Where we spill a sigh of relief
In the wake of his return

And the like-wise return ‘
of all the ants + other bugs

as they make thelir way
into the green halls
of truth + beauty
above the mud

Iz

and bristles

over scattered coats of paint

we call landscape

reaching out beyond the hills + valleys

in the sunset of an azure skyline

i hold my secret

+ give it to you

when the moon is wise

the secret of birth

that bursts out of my blubbering mind
that gawks at thoughts that churn

and appear in earth's contractions
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The tub is out of order

I paid my dues :

but the drain don't work

and I'm stuck with a barrel of water
like a humid sandbox

without air

you just have to sit

and sink

I read the paper
The Daily News
with pictures

it spreads all over my table
I walk on my hands to see it
It's all very backwards.
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The subway train sits with me in the station

I watch patiently as it rolls in

I drink whiskey that they serve you on the billboards

And throw up breakfast waiting for the local

With the music from The Fantastics clanging in my ear -
hung over from my midnight dreams

When s cat meowed into my vision as I lay deep in sleep

I thought it was a parekeet

Three handsome Wallstreeters were sitting across from me
in their plaid and striped vested suits
I thought they were from a musical show - maybe Stop The World.
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The Oreo Cookie
Stuck

to the roof

of my mouth

in plain English

English =

A language

I shall cherish

till March winds
send their flowering
baskets

of cherry buds

for me to eat

each spring

In spring

I £ill my

fountain

of word reserves
with cloudlike formations
in the scent of
cherry blossoms =
ready to flower
over the heads

of state officials
all over the world
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The telephone

rang

in my ear

I was deaf

I hate noise

New York, you ring too loud
You blow my cool

When I try to listen to nice music
You spit out your pollution
In my gut L get a poem
Haltingly

I

stop

after

every

word

2

like that and then it gets quiet, and 1 can hear my

mind's grumblings
stampedes of notes
Cars that gurgle.
Trucks that snore

n

20

[
4

Dogs that harp away on my gquickly vanishing
My intelligence - torn to shreds
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A short story begins with a time and place. For the first
time, I call upon the short setting as we snuggle up and
listen to what there is to know about the so-called "Winter
Breeze Story" of 1977 - New York City.

A winter bear came to call on us a few months back; this
is now February 15, a day after so-called Valentine's Day.
In a little while we shall all feel the cold air upon our
skins and rush into our small apartments and wrap ourselves
in sheets and blankets until the blood runs back in our
souls to remind us of summer and warm times we've known.

I can't say for sure but running a temperature is the last
thing anyone can put their finger on, in terms of making

a real situation.

In the meantime, all we can talk about is how dirty the
City streets become after a thaw. Shuddering in our filthy
clothes and dirty socks, we reminisce about how clean
things can be when times are better. In a way, all any

of us can think about is the temperature and how we shudder
in the face of the low.

A report stating the new messages about the freezing stay
of mercury climbs into the starting position. We almost
view it as a sports event, a competition, wondering when
“the fall will start and if there is any cleavage in sight.
Nobody is any the better or worse for false predictions,
however, a false hope could cause tears and bitter thoughts.

On to the shopping mall for a bit of diversion. Eating
lunch causes our palates to freshen up, our eyes to bulge
a bit. Everything looks OK from a Luncheonette; it's
just when you step outside that the going looks and feels
strange, often uncomfortable. The protective all-weather
condition proof shield container that makes living a
one~temperature ideal reigns. We go out of the Luncheonette,
or store, for example, and wait for a voice to call and
report a change in wind velocity. How many times have we
waited for a new scope to envelop our souls? Waiting
outside in a shopping mall is like walting in a dream.
Nothing ever happens except man-made changes. The weather
is just a passing fancye.

We all want to hide and not face the terrible storms that
threaten to take away our inhibitions. We look up to the
sky and anticipate a short story for our own when we notice
that a crack in the heavens is stirring and a cloud storm
is heading downward into our eyes as we stare. JIs there
‘room in this story for a hot chocolate? I have to drink
one, myself.
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It's rather hot out, now. How is that? Well, I got
gituated in the FPan Am Building, and the breathers here

are standing around letting out hot air in their conference
rooms. And L am their receptionist. 1 kiss thelr cheeks
and wait for calls to come in to give them their due in

a matter of time. Jt's all very clear to-me. I pick up
the phone when the bell dilates and receive the message

as 1t becomes clear.

In the face of all my work, I still find tiwme to work.

Sitting in the waiting room, I fill out stacks of Revenue
Questionnaires, not 30d11y9 but I like the way that soundsa:s
officialy office~like; what you should do.

Something just happened. I took a sip of my coffee and

a man popped out and when L asked him to explain himself,
he Just shook his head and said he was on his way to a
meeting. I smiled up front, but he looked kind of unsure
of himself.

I want to do my Job P”th@ but I know that when it getls
hot and the going gets heavy (I love plLCﬂ(m>$ T ofLen
fuck Upe L mean, L hdve a lot on my mind, and if a person
comes in looking for a particular @X@cutive9 Itve got to
put the slammer on my Jjoyous acbivities and look out for
the other person. It gets to be tedious, so I wait for

& coffee break to cul up the inconvenience, and then I go
home. You can't wine
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Phoning the President

Spring begins on the Fast River
depressing me in the tender sidewalk.
Coatless under Brooklyn sun
Jeff & I smoke out pretext & go to sea.
We fold Personal Injury.
"Sean Connery carries Candice Bergen
into the desert
& the President has to send in the Marines.”
He chats with the nation like Once=-upon-a-time
failing to address my Barbary passion.
"Hello, Mr. President,
I'm just not her candidate.

She remains unswashbuckled
as L scamper across the Sahara,
her uncompromised vote
beyond my natural resources. I'm New York City
striding briskly &
she's a banker obdurate
behind a 7~foot desk. She's Transheroic
& I borrowed this camel. Christ, Mr. Jimny,
it's hell here in Frontierland.
I don't want to submerge her in petroleum
like a Uruguayan patriot, or electro~shock
her clitoris like they do in South Korea,

except metaphorically speaking.
Geography is faces on my planet
where bourbon rips veins like nuclear explosions,
eyes drop compendious oceans,
& lips crack along the San Andreas fault.
I recognize there are limits to your power.
Truth is, your atomic Navy won't impress her.
On her deck she carries hardware
to awe the insatiable thaw. & into her flood
1 trickle uninspired
as your aqueous speech
on 7th Avenue in October.
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oecdote of the Rag

hurl the rag onto
e table top in M
table top's fo
seroa plywood base.

folds into the wall
S0omy Winnebago vane
comorrow Locan be in
ow Orleans or Chicagoe

how's your wmother," I inquire
~oing up the chili sauce.

yond your auburn hair

mphists stunned panorana.
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The Education of Henry Adams

We meet on a layover

in O'Hare Airport;

you are the Jjet of my dreams

blonde from Chicago to haster.

In the airport bar young Marines

long for your bare shoulders

over beer, but

you give your vaccination

to my freaky red beard,

your biceps so creamy & suburban

that your boyfriend lifts weights

& your father is vice-president

of Continental Can.

I am vacuum=packed like coffee,
radically skinny & self-conscious

of my grammar, climbing

the ladder to your wing=tips.

It's Cambodian Spring &

I'm your proletariat;

 your weight-lifter isn't working out.
It's lovely chanting Ho Chi Minh with you
& trashing bank windows. I score 25 points
in a basketball game,

you make me that tall. I stride across
cow pastures like scorning Mayakovsky,

burn libraries cluttered with incendiary fictions,

learn to sleep laboriously
on your avocado silk sheets.

We schedule LSD babies for our listening pleasure

& you try to stab nme

after finding me with Rose.

I had moved out while your father was in town;
she needed help with her paper on Henry James.

I am John Glenn & you are Cape Canaveral,
launching me into poetry with your ridicule
& your legs, never unshaved

even sitting-in the Chemistry Building.
Massaging your flushed body with talcum

I feel like Marc Antony, no longer

some Adam from a home-~town planet

hanging out in the wake of astrophysics.

I leave you Moby Dick
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& you firebomb the supermarket,
hoping to lure me back frem San Francisco.
I'm circumambulating Mount Tamalpaids.
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Sex

I want to do it different

in my overstated way

removing the blue mote that

flickers

above the stereo

like a trick

of the imagination or the light.

I mistrust as poetry

anything that comes to mind

when I hear the word sustenance.

Yet the ocean against my window

imitating rain

prompts me to thought

of that anxious 0ld man in his cuff-links.
He exerts himself with a delicacy
apocalyptic in this roast beef world
exciting me, at least, to an austerity
that slices every word electrically,
packaging the fibrous connotations

in a cellophane purchased with metaphorical sweat.
Burnt! you accuse, celebrating Natursl as if it bleeds.
Rare! I respond, but not so rare as angels
anymore. A kind of lust, yes,

merciless & polite.
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Why I Write

I sit in my muscles

on a satisfied wallet &

stare at a turntable

too tired to revolve.

Up 5 flights

like a conceptual artist in training,

down ©
to the basement of Frldey night,
unconvinced that ecstasy exists

although I remember Menday
& the pleasure of her bicycle
in the kitchen.
Ah, the reductionisnm
of contemporary German cinema,
where madness is a Jjukebox of confusion. .
Select k-5 & you're numb in a phonebooth,
B=7 you vacation in Berlin
without a passport.
The silence is f?jeht@nin
because Vou e pect to hear gultar &
here you it before a movie
pretentlou&l black & white.
You are the b@nal hero
of this suds & Qauuage melodrama
a maker of movies searching
for the UnSelf--Conscious Shot.
On the cutting-room floor,
lagt weck's amber passion.
On the screen
the train goes nowhere in noonlight,
the peeled potato on the sink.
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On the Road

Much of today is yesterday

waiting to get going.

I'm in a teoll booth on an interstate
highway & nobedy

rolls down their window.

It's easy to be aloof

when the Highwsy Patrol is giving you
ite full support, but

impossible to hear the passing radiog.
I'm "le dovanier" giving music lessons
with a bad teaching prodigies

to smile like Mahler or Chopine

My students are infatusted with

my naive facade. DLater I corner them
on the pilano. "Make music, you see,
vigible." 1 em the genial undertaker
interpreting love, unctuously

taking care of business. No

I don't know what soul mesns. To speak
at that instant, however, when

the first violin awaits a cue &

refuse to be ingratiating; to get

the pallbearers in the appropriate Limousine,

23

-

such is my potato labor.

les op

with that reassu T
in the bargain basement

Swoogsh & you's
where you've always longed to be.
Sometimes you're in a tool shed

on an interstate in Pennsylvania with
the woman or men of your dreams. L wake
in a cold cold swealt & the
on the floor it's viasible

as red worsted knit. T click on the radio
for the basketball scores &
itts Artur Rubi ;

report. "Cars backed up on the Deegan Expressway,
radios blaring Chopin, who, in his

aristocratic way is indeed charming

when he controle that hacking. His

elegent Impromptus, which by their nature

demand from the listener

no profound attention, inspire me.

W

in with the traffic
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roberto:r a storypoen

roberto once
to maryy G
but the n't allow it,
she clal elonged

to the moisture in the atmo
pero roberto

does not belong to anyone,
roberto would go to all the latin nightclubs
and after dancing with a woman

he would tell her :

he was 8 poet, _

they all gave hin a weak smile

and slid away

each one he danced
cach one he wanted
touch
talk to

oS J'bz

Nare .,

with

to kiss

smoke

nes
to crack,
tear

3 -y
that rober
it developed
a cutb/ur

Q1

like the dice in
roberto threw s
that nearly cut ou
thie made him foo )
Like the chawmpic

of all the losme

in the world,
soon afterwar
he replaced all e blood

L

£
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in his body with alcohol,

his skin turning

a yellow similar

to that

of dirty underwear,

drunk roberto

declared war on the world

and in turn

the world retaliated

by not paying any auuc?“ on Lu him

but roberto kcpt writing T

"poom & mo fcmgm 3ol

poemn g ;

dylug of canc

DPOEmS dbOUC Spani

thunderclaps mu

in the eye of the C

of all the english verbm dﬂd adjectives

that ripped all las palmas

from la tierra in hig fabther's land,

poems about

little Jibaritos y jibaritas

whose spirits collapsed

from lack of oxygen

while sitting behind ,

a sewing machine or pushing

a hand truck

in the garment district,

poems about their strictly english speaking

sons and daughters

suffering from overdoses

of tes. eliot, ernest hemingway y ezra pound

out on long isl

ao they trim the roses
the lawns of theiw id

with their identical cars

parked in their identical driveways

poems about’

new york city policemen

trying to Juoob

chango

dead

with a silver bullet

roberto saw so much

that his poetry

gave each one

of his friendgs

an eviction notice

Cgiving them thirty doys

to clear out

Lked UlLd stryehnine,
grandmother

nbicel houses
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of the path

of the light pouring
into his eyes,

there was no room

in this man's life

for darkness,

to roberto

the peephole,

the tear

en la oscuridad

that he sometimes felt
would swallow him

was sacred,

perhaps one of these days
you'll bump into roberto

either on 42nd street or by bethesda fountain,

what's that?

what does he look like?

well other than the yellow skin
that is a dead giveaway

robexrto looks

like everybody else around him,
sometimes roberto

is roberta,

because roberto is not one

but many.,

roberto is one of those severed limbs
that regenerates

he is el artista puertorriqueno en nueva
he is the puertorican artist in new york
other than his excessive drinking
and the fact that not many people
listen to him

roberto is a good person,

it is the atmosphere

that needs revising

not him,

it is the world that he exists in
that needs all its nails pulled out
and all its circuits rewired

in order

to create

a different form of movement

a different dance

to move to

not the one

we have been moving to

for so long

what's that?

what dance?

york
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don't tell me
you haven't noticed
the dance

donced by log puertorriguencs

who are safrald
to look down at the floor
while they're in motion

they will notice
the blood that stains
the tateps

as >
a8 mamnb
has

that cut
the skin open

g

just over the heart.
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the reason for his rhythm

in a dark corner
of his apartment
where a glow hangs
over the floor roberto
keeps all of his poems
and a pistol with only one
bullet in its chamber
a bullet for a poet/
una bala para un poeta
if his voice cannot
penetrate
reaching the depth of
el corazon y los sentimientos
de su gente  to live/write :
solely for the people .
to feel their pain
to be their poeta/santero
despojando lo malo
del cuerpo
de gu pueblo this
is the only alternative to death
that life offers roberto
everynight
everynight he takes the pistol
in his hands and weighs
the door of la muerte carefully in his eyes
will i ever have to use it?
will i have the nerve?
self doubts run through his mind
tripping over the wiring
of his self confidence

yes
yes is the answer that fills
the air around him if
i fail in my mission 1
will blow my motherfuckin' brains out
because life will not be worth living
if i am not the man
-whose destiny i knit
cada noche con mis ojos over
my desk writing about
the world i owe so much to
that owes me nothing
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but its ears
these words

ke the pr
all part of o That the
has no cholcece but to listen to
berto will not let it

NN nee

fall out of robertofs moutbth

W

talk of ths

hecause 1
away Lt

into eyes .
the fabrice of
even bthe dead
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roberte dreams

que
Wa.s

brons

posing

which detectives did up
before they bustc
a group of bolet

on jackson avenue
their high enabling them
to bresk bones
in the manner of stoics

mesning

Yy
races

they kicked
epit
and wiy

hed thelr cordovans
clean of the blood

that kept swelling

on the floor

with each new cuh

on Tthe flesh

of the puertorrigueno
handcuffed to the chaliry.
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L

L

a different pose/

Pavement
La pente
el

Lo 228
piclt up his
of their
that are
shooting
to the
throug ;
having ealen
through all surfa
travels to the
of the genses at
around him.

mod ot

11 b
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right from work
gof”m“11
Jtve been 1
with you 1i
Lfve been on ¢
and on Madi
ans the
Habrx ;o
with those

now

up bogether

You had pm’”rf' LO Look at
when you v
Who'd you have
LI have the
Which might be
mayhe 1ebf;;
kycoept
the blond one,
doesn't wantl
] Vo

e, Lo think

Pollock's ebernitics
P @ 1\/.1 &
rushing

to be in the laundr
before great Frank O

"Hara Memorial Reading

o
M

jors

)
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I have 45 minutes

with this epgg salad sandwich
which 1f'm eabting too :
wish I had a T 1

HSehaaefer, fOP a Ohanwo

“Hocm:d AV‘PU”

3 *y@na?a ever read it before
HWG my‘<1ouh@m selt clean
~oodn NYC now
at the reading

and try

Gary's son

}bo
the other

L Just put my
have

Kissinge:
TODAY S N his gi P?gtj(wvw'P

& "
the Trial

Yeo
The la
My move
They

Itve
The

One's

T dian’t
Ltm coll

LL/17/76
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.

he knew L

cane

the

mowond
na

with thi
(when's

me e

witl ches
Lewie

ERZESEEN]

two or th

we [Frenc
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now
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talked to me about Allen Ginsberg and
the 60's in vhis area and Psul Blackburn, dead
fyeab, L him' she said
L gave her a doilar but
didn't touc’ her like the other guys did
Maybe L was stcoid but L know
what a womer feels like

oneh New Wave and
e o get another
petther for another beer
I can still taste her tongue
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What 1 Like Most About the Snapshot
You Sent Me (from Ireland)

First of all, you
looking ymunwow than 1
could have imagined
Then, I guess
Pam's h&~ on. your
sister's stomach
And Pen
Then
the way your scarf is
wrapped around your neck
or your friend Alan
and the way 81" four of you
bunched together
take over that
clean white
airport formica terminal
(goodbye
Must be a lot of these type
of airport goodhye shols
This is the best
(there are no thoughts of gow”“yo)
Pam's purple hat
to the subject)

Pam! A
wh;c“ L didn g

Pam's big fur coat
and

Pam's teeth

Your siste
who &L
yvour sis

<
o~
I
b
Q
[
F\
(—.—
%
=
O
:;
C;
fod
(\

her eyes soguinting a little
and her hair

teased
which

poa little
I d o'l like on American women
'( )L{\ 'Iu‘ (}1 (){/ l -

:h
(you“ i
1ths OK

[

K for her)

belt ])17(‘ e

Lan your friend

Your i
Imagin
Higs ha , =

and : S

sters //r




Who is taking the shot
hopefully a stranger
so no one of the group be left out
$8ir, would you minde...'
The emptiness of the terminal
The evidence of scotch tape
(do you call it that, there?)
on the photo front
proving irreversibly that
this photo has hung on a wall
somewhere in Ireland
And
This a finale
That's about it
Pam's rings
The availability of Kodak
cameras and film over there
even if the trademarks
are in French

8/76
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Yom Kippur, 1976 (5737)

start with
this holiest of days and
I heard the shofar blow
I ended up with a yarmulke on
separated from my girlfriend
by a curtain over 5000 years old
filled with a Chinatown meal
directed by a cowboy hero cop on horseback to
the only synagogue left in Chinatown
or its humble shadow
the long earth blast of the shofar
cleansed me like it was supposed to
and gave me questions to ask
my childhood rabbi
no thoughts of God
admiring the care and fantasy
of this temple interior remaining
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Love Poem for Michael Scholnick

my legs hurt now cause
Ltve been reading your poems
sitting on the floor
between the speakers
rather than in the good chair

you Know,
right behind the knees

now I'm thinking
what great pleasure
before going to bed

can I give myself

)
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After two days hanging
on right side belt loop
L put my watch back on my wrist
That cut, or whatever it was
looks healed
My body walks without me
most of the time
Except when Heather punches
me in the stomach
hard or
gets up
real close
Oh watch! back on
my wrist or
Bob Dylan on my stereo

| angelic chorus thru the left speaker

-/ believing, yes
that
'like a river flows'
For Ted Berrigan
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