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Savage Amusement

A Naked Man

'm smoking a True Blue and drinking a little Marsala. ’'m about to move to
another aPartment, one that has sun in the morning. Mg new roommate is Bettg Boo[:),
aka Connie Salter. She runs a second-hand sho[:). She’s as nervous as a wounded
sc]uirrel. | went to dinner at her Place, then on to a party, at her invitation. We dipped gin
Punch from an avocado wastebasket. Betty’s bogrriencl, Jon, was there. He gazecl
drunkenlg at Bettg. She told him 1 was a Poet.

“Don’t show him any of my stug,” he said.

I have a book due out in the fall, a collection of five poets, but 'm not writing
poems, right now. lnsteacl, Pm reading and regrouping. “Making changes is strange and
digicult,” I think, and nothing feels truer. 've been divorced for over a year, se[:)aratec]
for two. 1 could use a little haPPiness,” | said to mgsel?, the other clag. Pm recovering
from a venereal infection, the second time in a year. I'm 33, and I'm about to change my
line of work. I want to Peﬁcorm on stage. M9 cousin, Karen, is coming out from Chicago,
tojoin me in a dramatic career. | think we could be another Nichols and May.

| went down to LA for two weeks a while back, to see if I could get into show
business with the helP of my rich Uncle Harrg. lnstead, he suggestecl I'go down to the
Balboa Bay Club and Pick up a rich widow and he was serious. Harry’s the, Teclc]g,
once married to a top executive at MGM, working on her fifth face lift, which is the limit,
Pve been tolcl, suggestecl | Forget about the silver screen, get ajob, and write Poetr9 asa
hobbg. Teclclg is Prouc] and Harry is humble to tell me that he Plags briclge with John
Wayne. The Duke.

| went out for more cigarettes and ran into my roommate, Paul. Paul isjust back
from a music festival at a Mission Districtjunior high school, held in a room filled with
nubile Chicanas. Like me, Paul distracts himself chronica”g. He suggests we go down to
Garcia’s on Haight Street for Mexican food. He was gone a year in Mexico, and now
he’s back, unemPlogecl, broker than | am, under suit from the New Jerseg State Police,
and the gay landlords are clemancling his eviction. He’s troubled, left and right. At
Garcia’s | ask for a fresh ashtrag. The PlumP teenage waitress coo”g opens the front

door and chucks the dead butts and ashes into the street. “Classg,” J say. | order coffee



first. It doesn’t come. It comes with the coke I ordered for later. The other waitress,
younger than the First, looks at me mgsthciecl. “You want coffee anda coke?” she says.

We stoP in at Cat’s Crac”e, converted from John’s Plagnouse, from gay to
blucgrass. Onstage, after the two-dollar spagnetti Fecc], the same faces are Plaging as
Plaged with and around my brotner, Mark, three years ago and two years before that.
It's a seeclg joint, Popu‘atcc] bg musicians and musicians’ girhcriencls. “This is my old
laclg,” etc. “It’s like the poetry scene,” | think, “low energy, laid back, dull.”

Now I'm back home, clrinking Hiram Walker's Ten Hign Paul comes back from the
corner with fresh toilet paper. No riPPed—uP Sunc]ag paper for him. 1 cniP in. Paul hands
me back a quarter cnange. “Thank you, sir,” | say, and chuck the quartcr over my
shoulder. Like Jeff Mi”er, who Parks cars at The Plantation Restaurant, back home in
Moline, lllinois. Any tiP that's onlg a quarter is met with a gracious, “Thank you, sir,” and
an automatic, mecnanical, sPringJoacled, bu”et—release, ovcr—tne—snoulcler, into-the-
busnes, next—to—tne—gountain, goocl—bge sning new quarter. I think I have to get some
money to Bettg, so she won’t balk at taking me on as a roommate. | susPect, at the same
time, she’s nervous about me backing out.

“My gocl,” I think, “it’s another rclationsnip.” I suspect ’'m being hired as a buffer
between her and her Peripatetic bog]criencl, Jon. Bettg works Part~timc as a waitress at
Yancy’s, a Pick-up, dance Place, with undertones of urban violence, frustrated energy
warming into the Pool of night air, at 2ZAM, Cou[:)e de Villes in the street, motorcgcles,
girhcriencls wnispering to each otner, a few steps ahead of their anxious, confused
dates.

Dates? “What constant, anachronistic, language blows,” I think. Business is bad
at Bettg BooP’s. Someone smashed the door window and stole 1Ci1ct3 bucks and a few
rings. Her Place has lace curtains and a Donald Duck clock with moving eyes. The clock
doesnt tick. It blinks, “Blink, blink. The mouse ran up the duck.”

The thief was into kitsch. He’s addicted to it. It’s Probablg bogfriencl Jon, who
steals Bettg blinc], when he can get her blind. He gets nowhere when she can see him
clearlg. Paul is clispossessecl in his own aPartment. It's mostlg my furniture and my
stereo, but worst of all, here 1 am sitting in his chair. Paul is wandering from wall to wall,
from Pi”ar to Post. He sits to read the Mexican Poet he’s translating, Oscar Oliva, and
he’s astounded. He finds Oliva simple, cloc]uent, and aPolitical; a Poet who uses simple
words, like “beautiful.”

“Where’s the Partg?”  ask.



Both of us are flush with sexual desire. | go to the Pnone to call Bettg, to see
what’s up. There’s no answer. | come back in a talkative mood. The little giris on the
block caugnt me talking to mgselF on the street and nicknamed me Talk-1#t-Over. Here
comes Talk-1t-Over. It makes me self-conscious in the city. Waiking along, taiking to
mgseiic. | turn a corner and try to make a song out of my words. It never works. “Heg,
Ronnie, did you catch that guy trying to turn his minc”essjabber into a song?” “Man, this
city is on the skids, nice iookinggug like that, taiking to himself on the street.”

All neuroses in Plain sigiit. Erica Jong (Fear ofl:/yin‘g) is waving her bum in Pubiic,
but she doesn’t mention stretch marks. I know she’s got stretch marks. Evergbocig’s got
stretch marks. Not to mention Werner Erhard and Erhard Seminar Trainings, E$T,
assholes Feeling goocl about being assholes. But, the best advice I've gotten, recentlg,
was from an ESTie, Curt Mackeg, a fellow Poet, with whom 1 share this venereal ciisease,
or one of its more benign cousins, transferred from Curt to me, via Anne Va”eg Fox,
another fellow Poet. And a goocl fellow she is. 1 would walk on giass to get to Anne. (I’'m
not saying broken glass, mind 9ou.) The advice was one word. ResPonsibilitg. Curt talks
about tnejog and OKness of taking responsibilitg for evergtning that naPPens or is
haPPening to each of us. Curt is impiacabie. He takes to resl:)onsibilit9 like the immune
take to disease.

“Somebodg’s going to have to bug me a new snirt,” I say, stanciing at the closet.

“When you find out who that is, you tell them I need a shirt and some new Pants.”

| take out a brown shirt | found in the ciressing room of the New Committee
Thcatre, five years ago. We were Putting on a Piag I wrote in collaboration with Charles
(not Chuck) Borkhuis (aiso called Dowcry, for his ciotning stgic) in order to nelp end
the war in Vietnam and, sPeciicicang, the bombing in Cambodia. The shirt was left over
from “Fortune and Men’s Eges,” starring Sal Mineo. It has a Patcn on the sleeve that
reads, California Correctional F. aci/ity. I riPPeci off the Patcii, and the shirt. The war
continued unabated, inciucling the bombing of Cambodia. 1 watched Julia Vose boic”g
stril:) in the middle of the circssing room, between scenes. And Marilee Janson, who
cnangeci her clothes in the corner over bg the cement block wa”, with her back to the
room. Both of them were tantaiizing to my eyes.

'm on the Piss Paracie, now, taking regular hikes to the toilet. The mistg, soulful
voice, engulicing the room from FM 101, says, “lt’sjust one of those tnings you Put down
to exl:)erience.” I have some more Marsala. Paul is in the kitchen, talking to David, a real

nice guy from uPstairs, who says he’s into Poetry. There’s a songon the raciioJ hard-sell



soul. “Voulez-vous couchez avec moi, ce soir?” David says Charlene, who also lives
uPstairs, has him in her harem. He says she comes up and rapes him, occasiona”g.
Charlene, David, and Paul are being evicted at the same time. It’s ménage-a-trois into
the street.

A while back, Paul and | came home drunk and stood shouting up from the
siclewa”g “CHARLENE!” She never came down. Her full name is Charlene Funderbunk.
Her claughter is Rainbow Funderbunk. Charlene is in the hospital in Santa Cruz, after
she clroPPecl acid, fell off a chair and cracked her skull. On the radio one clceP M
voice Is asking another, “And what do | do, if 1 find that | have rats in my aPartmcnt.”

“What are we listening to?” Paul smiles.

ljumP up and switch to Phono. | drop the ﬂoating arm onto “The Seasons” bg
Vivaldi. | stand, Facing the stereo, seriouslg clirecting the Philharmonic ngphong
Orchestra of New York, as if 1 have a clriPPing F’oPsicle stick in my hand. It reminds me of
a Co”ege Friencl, Phil Lanc]rich, from Des Moines, skinng and homelg as Abe Lincoln,
who would stand for hours, straight as one of Abe’s split rails, c]irecting his stereo,
Pemcectlg. Co”ege life was full of such weirdos. Wait a minute. Not weird at all.
“Wonderful People,” I think. Bill Landrich gave me the name I used for a humor magazine
in co”ege, “The American Heretic.” | used the name again for an art ga”er9 that went
bust, back home in Moline. A nice laclg from Alcoholics Anonymous, next door, said,
“What a nice name. Will you Put an cagle over the door?”

I looked at her, and | thought, “I'min the wrong town.”

Paul and ljoin the Philharmonic, PumPing our right arms violcntlg across imagjnary
rubber violins. Our hair flies across our grimacing faces. “God, these guys must have
right arms like rnastadons,” says Paul and then turns rcﬂective, “This guy must be a
Poet.” vVivaldi also turns reflective. “Nice guy, Vivaldi,” Paul says. Later, he 36”5 from the
kitchen, “You’re not going to tell me there’s no Peanut butter?”

“No, but Pl tell you there’s not hash browns.”

He goes ten ste[:)s up the passageway to the street and comes back. “shit! The
store’s closed.” It’s after midnight. I feel something Funng inmy right triceps.

“You’re going to clevelop a twitch and be crazg,just like me,” Paul says. He hangs
up his threadbare launclrg in the closet. He Places the ce”ophanc wrapper from two
Peanut butter cookies on my ProPPchuP left leg and lies down on the bed. Later, in my
new, temporary bed, in the back storage room, | have a dream, which includes my ex-

whcc, Jenny. We're in a caravan, forced off the main highwag into an unc]ergrouncl traffic



circle. 1 notice the name BROOKS over the entrance to the unclergrouncl com[:)lcx.
Under BROOKS, in smaller Iettcrs, are other names, including Larxy King, the husband
of Billie Jean King, | laugh. | wondered if there might be a BROOKS with KING in the
same building. [ tell Jenng about it. We’re back in the traffic flow. We can see our way up
and out. We're on a country road. We Pu” over and Picnic. Down the Path come two
runners. | begin to run with them. Jenng says, “Just a suggestion — the shoes?” 1 look
down. ’'m wearing dress shoes with black socks. | run over to a Pilc of clothes and Put on
white socks and look for track shoes. | Put one sock over a black sock and have to make
the change again.

| feel an urge to say to Jenng, I love gou.” | can’t ever remember Feeling it or
saying it. She’s being kind and helpgul, but the runners are getting some distance down
the road. She’s somehow Part of the run, as if she’s going to run, too, but our concern is
to get me off and rurming. | wake up, wonclering if Pm in love with Jenng. 'm awake at
least four hours before I want to be, I have an uncomfortable erection, the sense of the
clrearn, and uneasiness about it. “So this is what theg call morning,” J say, to mgselﬁ “a
state | avoid like Kansas.”

| gointo Paul’s room to geta Pair of shorts, and Paul rises up.

“Oh, a naked man,” he says and clrol:)s back to sleep. ’'m glacl to contribute to
Paul’s c{ream, but for me, it’s coffee and the sound of the cup on the wood Plank table.
it klunk-klunks in the silent kitchen, like a tiny Dutch milkmaid, in her wooden shoes,
stePPing off the last rung ofa laclder, onto the wooden floor.

A Negative with a Positive

m watching cxcer[:)ts from “Jesus Christ SuPcrstar,” on the Mike Douglas Show.
Satan is interrogating Jesus, in obliquc slices of video. “I'm leading an incredible life,” |
think. Days ago, | got Sherrg vibes. I went with, slept with, lived with Sherrg, for almost a
year, this last year. | went downtown to the movie, “Alice Doesn’t Live Here, Anymore,”
and 1 fell in line behind Sherrg and Traci. “No, that’s not Sherrg,” I thought. “Looks like
her, though. Wow. | rea”g got worked up. Oh, shit, itis Sherxy.”

“Shcrrgl”
“Stevel”
The last time 1 talked to Sherrg was several months ago, at 2 AM, from a Phone

booth on Pacific and Grant in Chinatown. | cried, | howlccl, I fell silent, | chatted. | sPent



an hour and a half recaPitulating the year of our relationshiP. On other occasions,
Sherrg had admired my egotism, she recommended | never get a iob, and she Pointe&
out that | followed a Positive statement with a negative one. “Wdat a beautiful ctag, I
hoPe it doesn’t rain.”

| listened to her observation and tried something new. | followed a Positive with
another Positive, then with a suPerlative. I got so excited 1 could harc”g stand it. “What a
beautiful c]ag. This is a great dag! This is the best clag Pve ever seen!” It became too
much to handle, so | backed off from the suPerlatives. She said 1 alwags backed off
when the relationshiP was goocl. She welcomed me to her, whenever | wanted. Fina”g,
she got fed up and started up with a greeting card salesman from Chicago. She looked
terrific. It was a tunng movie. | held my hands in my laP. I squelched my laughter. When
the movie was over, I strolled along with them for a block or so and stoPPecl.

“We”, 'm going the other way. It was good to runinto you. Bye.”

“Bye.”

We were both smiling. J barelg glancecl at Traci. | walked around the t)lock,
exultant. Then the 47Potrero bus clroPPecl a power bar off the energy cable. It swung
and droPPecl. It riPPecl a suPPort cable IooseJ and the live wire flailed the street. |
leaPed into a cloorwag. | didn’t want a wilcl, maverick power line tickling my skuill. My
reflexes confirmed and my adrenalin triPled, I walked into Henry Africa’s for an Irish
coffee. | noticed the new Photo of the owner, shaking hands with Eddie Arnold. 1
watched the owner trg to prop an aluminum ladder against a six-foot-wide mirror, hung
at an angle, strutted out from the high wall and ceiling. with the helP of two emPlogees,
he was climbing his way into his own reflection. All eyes in the Place were glued to the
climb. The goal was to imPlant a screw and eye in the ceilirig, acﬁacent to the upper left
corner of the giant mirror.

| couldn’t wait for the mirror to shatter or to find out what he was going to hang
on the chain. I crossed Van Ness and goton the bus. The guy next to me was holc]ing an
artist’s Pad on his laP and drawing intricate doodles whenever the bus stoPPed. Across
from me, a miclc”e-agecl man was masc]ueracling as a rnic]c”e-agecl woman. Black gloves,
silver fox tur, blond wig, soft tenor voice, and a net shoPPing bag.

“Magbe it rea”g IS a woman, unclerrieath,” | thought.



APPICS and Potatoes

| watch The Smothers Brothers, and I think theg’re back on track. well-trained
comedians, theg have a we”-engineered show. All my belongings are Packecl in
cardboard boxes in the corner, marked APPLES and POTATOES. I'm set to haul my
aPPles and Potatoes over to Betty’s.

She calls. “What are you doing?”

| start to say, “Nothing.”

I start to say, “I'm writing.”

Instead, | say, “I'm watchingT\/.”

She says, “Well, whg don’t you come over?”

| fantasize that Betty is in love with me. My next Feeling is Paranoia; “Betty has
bad news. She’s changecl her mind. | can’t move in.” But she took my rent check and
depositecl it within minutes. ’'m excited about ba”ing Betty. 'm not sure whg. Adventure,
Plus breasts, | suppose. Tonight s my last Pl” Pm free to fend for mgschc in the
cornfields of love.

Scenario: Betty is in love with me, and I'm obliginglg happg but cool and direct. “It
won’t wor|<,” I tell her. She moons in her room. There’s a full moon, tonight and the end
to social disease, so I'm in my new room composing my thoughts. Betty lies on her
chenille bed cover, coaxing herself into a Frenzg. She rises and tosses the Binaca back
on the bed. She’s at the door, breathing, leaning on, but not touching, the frame. I'm
close to a revelatorg state | can’t explain. It's the nearness to energy and action. There’s

a light bulb over my head. Blink. Time to go over to Bettg’s.
Pll send You to Heaven

m watching Cannon, the overweight detective. Cannon is called into a small town
in ‘a ncighboring state’ to investigate CorruPtion. Have Gut, Will Travel 'm in my new
aPartmcnt at Bettg’s Placc. Bettg is out to dinner. The attraction is still there. 1 feel the
tension you feel from sleeping with your roommate. Paul said he thought it was a mistake
for me to sleep with Betty. Paul likes to warn me against mistakes. When | got on the
tro”eg, coming over to Bettg’s, | stood on the corner, like a normal citizen. The tro”eg

doors openecl. Above me, on the stcps, was a wino, a man, an elder. A guy behind him



was tossing him off the tro”eg, manhandling him, as the driver waited. The guy doing the
ejecting wore a Fatiguejacket with the hood Pu”ed tight around his face and tied.

He said to the wino, “Get off this tro”eg, you son of a bitch, and if you ever get
back on, Pll shoot you and sent you to heaven.”

To heaven, for heaven’s sake. | got on. The tro”eg was like a stunned theatre
audience. I went to the back and sat next to an oﬁgdutg driver.

“What happened?” | asked.

“Uh, the guy was bothering the other guy, and he dragged him up front and
tossed him out.”

“Whg all the way to the front? Whg not the back doors?”

“l don’t know. To show the clriver, I guess.”

When the guy with the mean-mask got og, everyone in the tro”eg came to life. A
laclg behind me saicl, “He was as crazy as the other gug.”

Pm clelaging thinking about Betty. | like Betty. What 1 hold against mgselF is my
unwi”ingness to resist Fucking everyone | like. 1 wasn’t able to come. It's a sign | trust. It

was like fucking my cousin. Next morning, Bettg told the lanc”aclg I was her cousin.
Hi’c‘cing the Red Roof

In Vesuvio, aftera Poetrg reacling at Intersection, | talked to Curt. I told him about
a Plag Pm working on, O Nci/, Tell Me You’re Not Dcaa’, a free-form soap opera that
requires the actors to s[:)eak clichés and banalities with real conviction, to trulg listen to
each other, regardless of the suPer‘FiCial language. Curt understood what I'm trging to
do. “It's a tough clirector’sjob,” he said. “It’s a goocl actor who’s wi”ing to make a fool
out of himself. 'm not an actor, but gou’re one of those few People I know who can say
things right on the eclge.”

“That’s what I'm scared about,” I saicl, “and that’s what I want to do, to get into
those dangerous areas. Paul came in with Steve Schutzman and Tom Cuson. Eugene
Rugglcs, San Francisco’s answer to Dglan Thomas, the quintessential drunk Poet, bugs
Curt a drink. Rugglcs tries to bug Bob Kaufman a drink, but the bartender refuses. It’s
Policg. Bob is alwags drunk. He can recite T.S. Eliot beautiFu”g, but you can barelg
make out the words. 1 think about what 1 want to tell Curt, but Paul is there, and he
mocks me.

“Steve isn’t looking for agect, " Curt says. “He’s looking for what’s true.”



lgo ahcad, my face raggecl, “You make me want to cry when you understand what
Pm ta”dng about.”

Later, evergbodg kids Curt about his creased, light blue pants, not in keeping
with his roustabout image. After several minutes of that, he says, “Oh, shit,” and takes
his Pants off. He tosses them against a table leg. He stands, in his navy blue shorts and
lumbeljack shirt and smokes a Pall Mall.

At 1:30AM, we drive around town in Steve’s Ford Falcon and Curt’s VW, looldng
for Pizza. Steve says of the other car, “Those guys in front arejust wanclering around.”

I say, “If we were in Front, we’d be the ones wanc]ering around.”

We hit the Red Roof on California at 2AM. Tom, Steve, and | sit alone at different
tables and peruse our menus. We Fina”g settle at one table. Curt and Paul come in. Paul
is not in the mood. He orders an em[:)tg Plate. In mock Pitg, we all contribute our share, a
slice of onion, a bite of hamburgcr, aleaf of iceberg lettuce. We were havinga wonderful
teenage kind of time.

“There’s a Pubic hairin my hamburger,” Steve says.

“I's OK,” Tom says. “Theg grow on you.”

Steve shows us a card that Diana, his ex—olcl-ladg, had made up. Onitisa Proﬁle
of a man with his hand in two Positions, in front of his nose and his mouth, with an arrow
between his hand and his nose and an arrow between his hand and his mouth. The
inscription on the card rcacls, “Please help me. | can neither taste nor smell.”

Good old stolid Curt laughs at thejokes, and his laugh is infectious. We all laugh
until we’re hurting. The waitressjoins the fun. The head waitress, with glasses on a chain
over her bosom, doesn’t. Tom says the chef is laughing behind his gri”, that he’s the one
who put the Pubic hair in the burgers. We all chil:) in for the tiP. We contribute all our
Pennies, nickcls, and dimes. There are five of us, and we have to do better.

“Pve gota transFer,” Paul says.

“We”, I see your transncer, and I raise you the toP of a Beer Nuts bag.”

‘I see your Beer Nuts Bag, and I raise you an article on the caste system in lndia,”
Tom says, and the Pilc grows.

‘I see your ten-cent staml:),” Curt says, “and I raise you one shoe.”

We leave, and Curt remains shoeless. Steve takes the shoe and tosses it at Curt’s
VW. Theg ram each other in the Parking lot. Curt was armoged that his offer of the shoe

was withdrawn. He meant it to stand.
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Todag, Paul said he might have me subPoenaed to appear in Small Claims Court,
to testi?g for him in his Fight to squat where he is. In the Bureau of Records, he finds out
that Ida Crolingen fashioned APartment #7 from a couplc of storage rooms, back in the
30s, without a Permit. The landlords want 125 bucks a month for it after theg evict
everyone else first. “30 dags. Get out. We'’re taking over.” I'm glacl to be out.

I finish my |asagna and watch Petrocelli act Italian in San Remo. | say to no one in
Particular, “I think Jack Hirschman is the best goddam poet in San Francisco.” Curt says
that most People are afraid to show their Faces, but Jack shows his. At the translator’s
reading, Jack read translations from the Russian, SPanish, Italian, l:rench, and German,
all in the original Hirschman. Jack runs around town in a cape or a gesture that makes a
cape, drunk, sweating, colcl, grinning a £3PPY black-tooth leer, ta”dnga mile a minute.

JumPing into bed with Betty was a messy thing to do, but Petrocelli solved the
mystery. “It was unintentional, so he’ll get rchabilitation, notjail.” Evergbo&g across the
backgarcls has their shades drawn and their lights on. It’s time for the Eye-Witness
News. lnstead, I go out to mail some letters. | stoP in at The Chelsea Pub for an Irish
coffee nightcap. In front of the Chelsea, there’s a guy hunched against an aPartment
cloorwag, Pissing in his pants, a Pool Forming out of his Pants—leg. It might as well have
been blood.

Inside the bar, I stare at my reflection in the bar mirror, as it goes from clashing
handsome to |one|3 sad and won’t go back again, no matter what | trg. The bar is Airtg,
there are glass rings on the bar to[:), full ashtrags, c]irt9 bottles, and a clirtg mirror. The
Irish coffee is muclc]g. There’s a dirtg washrag on the bar. | run it across in front of me. |
take a swil:)c atit. | c]uit and accePt the bar as it is.

Back outside, the drunk guyisina Position like the Penitents at Mecca. Kneeling
in his own Piss on the cement. | try not to be bothered. The guy is young, in bluejeans.
There’s an airmail letter in his back Pocket like a tragic cliché from Kansas Citg. | stare at
the soles of the man’s buckle boots.

«shit. So what that he’s young? Tonight, young and c]esperate g0 together.”

The Sunset APartments

| settle in, with the idea that the afternoon calls for a Phgsic. How’s this
combination? Burgunclg ina Hower—Print glass, countrg music on the M, wavg-glass

windows, winc]9 and clear outside, blowing sheets on the lines. It rains in San Francisco
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like a gesture. It rains like your mother s[:)rinkling launclrg. San Francisco is the Phi Beta
KaPPa of Cities, the Debate Club of Cities, the Maresg Doats and D0329 Doats of
Cities, this Pastrami on Rye, this Sliced French Bread and Swiss Cheese of Cities, this
San Francisco.

Pm lonelg and sliPPing. | take my essentials (Anais Nin, glass of wine, Pa& and
Pencil) up to the front room, where the late afternoon sun is accenting the imPer‘tectlg
cleaned windows. 1 like clean windows. Theg transmit the claritg of the world. Could a
clean sheet of glass be the filter of clarit9 in the world, like it is for a clrawing on a sheet
of paper in aframe?

From here, | can see, through a fish bowl of graclua”g melting glass, Pasquale’s
Pizzeria and Iooking left up the street across Irving, the converted bank t)uilcling, now
called The Record Factory. There’s a lettered iron arc on the other side of the street,
ornate with a sunburst on toP, Sunset AIDar‘tments. Everg window but two of twelve on
the ta(;acle of the Sunset APartments has closed shades.

The builcling I live in is swagbackecl or sunk in on itself like an old bed. It tilts
toward itself, like an old woman ben&ing to pata child on the head. 1 nail the window shut
to eliminate the drafts that come through the gaps. The windows don’t fit the frames.
The glass is ta”ing and thinning.

The builcling, clirectlg across the street, is a sPIenclicl exam[:)le of Earlg SPanist»,
Neo~C|assic, Muslim, Fire Department, with swirls and arcs, arctning cloorwags, lots of
Plaster and Pseuclo stone. There’s a garage door in the center of it all. The available
verbal information in view is all of a theme, One Hour Parking— NO Park/ng~ No Parking
Day or N{g/nt - No Parking. And, For Rent — Fi urnished Aloarfment. Furnished with what?
Unloarkec/ automobiles?

The hillside above the record store is lagerecl with houses. It could be the South
of France or Argentina. | hear children’s voices shouting, as onlg children do. The9
t)elong. Their shouts are energy shouts. I look at my hands in the retlection, tolcled, one
over the other. | see them, t)ig, thick~tingerecl, tleshg, with red in them, and 'm convulsed
with a sob. I don’t rea”g cry. “It’s se|t~[:>itg, again,” | think.

| can see a man standing beside a Doclge Van across the street, and for a second
| think he’s Pissing in the street. But he isn’t. | go to my room, in the back, and empty a
paper trash bag, |ool<ing for cigarette butts. UP tront, again, | see the face of an old
man at a window across from me in the Sunset APartments. I feel a kind of sgmpathg. All

| can think about is that when I am that old man, my unhaPPiness will be multipliec]. A kid
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bounces a red-white-and-blue basketball against Pasquale’s wall. Pve managecl to shut
mgsehc off from almost everyone. No one calls. rm close to People, onlg when I'm with
them. All 1 can think is that | want to be on the stage for my life and love.

| went to bed with Dorita, a young, clistraught, Black woman. I barelg liked her. 1
left in a hurrg. I told Paul the story with energy and gusto. A dozen times, Auring the
night, | decided, I realized, 1 warned mgsehc, and rarelg do 1 subscribe to my own advice. |
end up in a small, upholsterecl room with a color TV, Paul Butterfield blues all night long,
wine in a cute bottle. | slee[:), Feeling weary and Foolish, and she says she can't talk to my
back. «Oh, my wife,” | say.

There’s an orange car on the street, backing up. The driver, in short
sleeves, with muscled Forearms, IS reacl9 to burst forward. He’s Picking up a friend and a
Pizza. I want to be in love. Danita, the Black woman, who’s also Puerto Rican, out of
Chicago, says she loves me. Paul says he couldbe inlove. Letgo. Of course. I let £0 with
Sherrg. Pminlove, I let 2o, it hurts. P’m not in love, I let go, it hurts.

LaWanda Linclseg is on Hee Haw, singing, “I know that San Francisco aint the
kind of city where a fellow like you sits at home on a Saturclag night.” It's Saturclag
Night. My father asked me once i 1 thought TV shows were made for me or for twenty
million People.

“For twenty million People,” I said.

< think theg’re made just for me,” he said and fell asleep in his leatherette
Barcalounger. The next clag, when I asked him about it, he denied he said it.

| call Anne. | want to say to her, “LookJ I know you don’t love me, but 'm
miserable. You've been good to me in the Past, and I've come to you, now.” She’s not

home. I let the Phone ring. I watch the news.
Five Disturbed Men on the Brink of Disaster

’'m Part of a group of five White Male Poets co”aborating on a book. We have a
grant, a leacler, and a working title that noboclg but our leader likes. Ste[:)hen Vincent
calls it Five Disturbed Men. His idea is that we’ve all been through similar crises, and that
there’s value in our being together, ta”dng and writing out of our ex[:)eriences. We've
gone at it for four months, and we have a working manuscript no one has seen, because
Stephen doesn’t make co[:)ies. We're meeting again, tonight, the way we have seven or

eight times, alreaclg. Hilton Obenzinger and Larry Felson are Politica”g motivated and
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committed to that expression. Beau Beausoleil is icleological. He’s a modern mgth
salesman.

“Evergbodg is in the business of being honest, and nobodg’s any good atit,” |
think. 'm watching a movie about sPiders, starring, the guy who Plags Captain Miclnignt
onTV, wno, it's been recentlg revealed, is a Ho”gwoocl alcoholic. “Is it Ella Fitzgerald or
is it Memorex?”

Pm reacling a poetry magazine in which half a dozen poets reveal themselves in a
diar9 format of sixty clags, divided among, them. The gant sPicler drools and walils, as it
preys. The Poets reveal Precious little of themselves and talk Poetica”g or Po‘itica”g
about the world. Theg watch TV, theg criticize TV, theg write. The giant scorPion and
the giant worm scream like banshees as tneg do battle. Theg have glistening maws. None
of the Poets fuck or fart. lnstead, tneg describe, with exclamation I:)OintsJ their outrage
at the misery and deceit in the world.

One Poet, Andrei Codrescu, laugtns and has energy, but he disaPPears in his
anecdotes. His stories are lignt, he’s transparent, and | enjog reac]ing them. | think
Andrei’s saging something real, however light it may seem. At the last moment, the giant
scorpion can’t reach the hero and the small bog called Juanito. Theg escape bg inches.
Some of the entries are not Aiarg realities but what the Poet wrote that c]ag. As | read
the co”ectionJ I look not for Poetrg but the Plain truth. “Poets’ lives are the conduit
magbe the source of their poetry, but their lives are not the thing itself,” 1 think, but
what do | mean? Whg not the tning itself? 'm not writing, poetry, so I dont qualitg.
“Bu”shit,” I think. “Says who?”

The Poets talk about books. | think, “These Peol:)le are great identitiers, with
others, with movements, with emotions, with pressures. Tneg have absolutelg no idea
who the9 are.” Is that normal? It seems intenselgJ absurc”g normal. Theg occasiona”g
talk about their Particular Preclicaments. The sPiders attack an express train. The
passengers, men in suits with Padded shoulders, women in mid-calf skirts and three-inch
pumps, flee the scene. Months ago, when we were first getting going, the idea of
disturbed men was compe”ing, and the imPetus for being a men’s consciousness group
was tresh, so I told the group about being Pickecl up in a bar bg a woman, taken home,
tuckecl, and then hustled out the door, the next morning. ltwas a shock, a mind-reversal
of crucial value and therefore worth ta”<ing aboutJ J tnougnt. Later, | ran into the same
woman in the bar where we met. She was uPset that 1 didn’t say hello. 501 said hello.

“What’s your name, | torgot,” she says.
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“Steve, what’s yours?”

“Carla,” she said.

We Iaughecl. | asked her for a ride. | asked her if she wanted a cup of coffee. |
asked her if she wanted to stag the night. | said | was uncomfortable and alwags talk
nervou519 when a woman was in my room. | told her I was miserable, and then I felt better.
I told rngsehC I liked her. She said she was a Gemini, and she tells me 'm a schmuck. 1 tell
her 'm not a schmuck, and I fall into a sound sleep. She can’t slee[:) and explains, at
6AM, that she devised and carried on a word game with me. She asks if | heard her. |
didr’t. 1t’s my becl, my room. it all feels neat and orclerlg, and in the morning, | was
determined not to be miserable.

I told the others how Carla wants to write a book about her exPeriences Picldng
up men. She wants to turn an otherwise miserable string of events into a worthwhile
Pro'ect. She teaches troubled kids, like my ex-wife does. She had small breasts, a
Habbg ass and ﬂabbg thighs, a boclg like a beanbag, but it smelled great. ljokecl with
her. She said she didn’t mind if 1 was miserable. She was warm and comfortable.

It seemed to me, when I told the four other Poets about my experience with Carla,
that theg cast scornful glances at the Prett9 bog and his Phong Problems.

“So much for male sharing,” I thought.

The Crossing Guard

I aPProachec] 14t and lrving, on my walk to the Sunset Branch of the Public
Librarg. | saw a girl crossing guarcl, magbe eleven years old, ta”, thin, and bloncl, in a
school uniform sailor suit. She stood, with her head lowerec!, her back toward me, as |
came to the curb. As | stePPec] off the curb, she walked three ste[:)s into the lane and
raised her right hand like a sernaphore. SO/D/‘)OIﬂO/'C, we used to say when I was her age.
She faced the street, her back to me, as | crossed. 1 was well Protectec]. There was no
traffic in sight. | felt si”g and Pleasecl. | smiled, but not at her. | crossed the street. |
stagecl within the lines.

More Character

] te” Paul a storg about sleePing with a woman. He begs 1Cor more character

develo[:)ment. That makes me think the onlg character clevelo[:)ment I know how to clo, s
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my own. | live alone, divorced from wife and kids; 1 have no girhcriencl, no best friend.
Alreaclg, ’'m Forcing the issue of my isolation. It’s difficult for me to cleveloP anyone’s
character but my own, and I'm afraid my own is |osing development as | lose others from
my life. Stephen Vincent calls to tell me he wants more poems for our manuscril:)t. He
names several from memory. The kind he wants are poems that broaden their scope to
include other PeoPIe, notjust me and the citg or me and my senses.

“Me and my shac]ow,” I think. “Of course he’s right,” I think, “but am | wrong?”

However, he asks me for poems 've alreaclg written. | say to mgsel]c, “You touch
others, and you are touched bg others. Don’t disrespect what’s true in your life.”

Stephen imPlies that my scope is large enough, but my vision is too narrow.
Character clevelol:)rnent is not impossible. | dedicate rr195e|1C to character, “MORE
CHARACTER! I say.

The Unswitchables

I'm sitting at my clrawing table, clrawing sentences out, like blood. 1 look out the
window occasiona”g, and I'm startled bg a si”\ouette, a reﬂection, a Partiallg
transParent, reversed ghost of mgsehc, giant and clark, against the backsides of the
stores on lrving Street. Above the rooﬂine, | see a giant Pack of Taregtons and the
message, Join the Unswitchables. 'm reading Anais Nin, who is trying to Figure out
Henry Miller's whce, June. Betty and Jon are in her room, bathed in TV light, smoking
marguana. Potent smoke and ambivalence. Jon gets up to leave.

“See you Iater, Steve.”

“See you Iater, Jon.”

Bett9 goes to the Phone and calls Cinc]g, from next cloor, to come over and meet
me. Betty hangs up-

“I am FUCKED UPY she says, reFerring to being loaded. Loaded up with
marﬂuana and down with Jon, and with a Friencl, Cinclg, who wants to do something but
not go to a dumb movie. And, with a new roommate who sits at his desk all clag, taldng
notes; Iistening to, comPosing, and sencling messages. Cinclg comes over. DBetty
describes Cinclg as a runaway housewife. Cinclg is a Plain sPeCimen of feminine
humanitg, with her hair done. She’s Iooking for action. Betty says Cinclg is a good cook.
Cinclg complains about Paging the utilitg bill of someone else’s apartment on her PG&E
bill. she doesn’t want to go to a movie, but Bett9 wants to hide out in a darkened
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theatre. Both women Finger their hair. Cinclg says theg could take her motorbike, but
she’s inexperienced, taking riders. Betty says she doesn’t want to be her Pat/ent, when
she means passenger. Theg sit, cross—leggec], on Bettg’s becl, the paper sPreacl across
their laPs like a map. After meeting Cindg, | come back to my room and look at my emptg
bed frame. My bed is onlg frame. 1 dor’t have a mattress yet. My bed is a half-shell with
the oyster missing. A square of air. Abed of supposes.

J stoPPecl bg Paul’s, this a&ernoon,just before he went off to small claims court,
with what for him is no small claim. He wanted me as a corroborating witness, to tell how
shittg the landlords are and how righteous his complaints are. He was in the shower,
when I told him 1 didrt think it was a good idea for me to testhcg.

“I don’t want to tell tales in church,” I said, trying to get the idiom right.

Paul is beleaguerecl. He doesn’t have a shower curtain. It’s in my new aPartment.
His co—clepenclant, Daniel, doesn’t care about the outcome but took vivid color
Polaroids of the clecag of two American a[:)artments. Like comPromising Pictures of your
whce, when you don’t rea”g want a divorce. The Pictures are Peﬁcect. The Place looks
like a Aeathtrap.

Barb, from uPstairs, decided she couldr’t attend the hearing, because her face is
swollen. Another cleserting friend. Paul decides my being there might not be such a
goocl idea. Someboclg might ask me a question. Such as, whg IS my name on the check,
when Paul is the one making the claim? 1 erjoged not hell:)ing Paul. 'm determined not to
feel sorry for him. 1 told him the storg of Peter E”ington’s court case, a suit to get his
kids back from the PhiliPPineS. Theg were with their mothers Philipino, national hero
rich daddg. The court said, “Leave the kids there. Their mother is im[:)roving herself,
back home.” The will of the court. Whim. Wham. will.

Then, Paul told me a trulg ins[:)iring storg. Called tojurg clutg, recentlg, he stood
and objectecl, when he noticed that the Prosecutor had Peremptorilg cha”engecl and
refused to seat any blackjurors. The courtroom exPlocled with o Jections. Thejuclge
was taken aback. The trial was of a man accused of assault with a cleac”g weapon. The
man claimed self-defense. He’s black, and the Potentialjurg was all white. Paul said the

jurors couldn’t understand the man’s desire to own a gun.

“The man,” Paul said, “may be sent tojail for doing what everyone around him
does.” Paul was relieved of dutg. The Prosecutor asked that he be Permanent19 barred
Fromjurg clutg. Paul thinks lawgers are lost without their rules, and he won’t Plag bg the
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rules. In the ha”wag, the defense attorneg’s assistant ran up to him and gave him a big
handshake and a biggrin, “Thank you. Thank you, very much,” she said.

Des[:)ite his nobilitg, however, Paul shouldn’t take himself on as a client. He is
without brief or briefcase. Speaking of brief, that’s what happened. He got in court, the
judge game him one minute to state his case, réjecting his Points as he made them,
clisposition in the mail. Now, he’s Fasting, not smoking, not clrinking, as befits a man
whom the law has succinctlg denied. He’s Preparing to steal some bread and sleeP under
a briclge. My life goes quiet. Like the weather, it changes, and like water, it flows, it
Hloods, it freezes, it cools, it boils. And when it rains, it pours. My son, Jack, (Uackson)
IS aslcep in the front room. Earlier, we read nursery rhgmes, after a game of
MONOPOLY.

“Lessons, all useless,” I think.

I g0 directl9 tojail, several times.

“A record for me,” | say.

“Yeah,” Jack says, “cause you never been infail.”

“Eight little lrjuns, never heard of heaven. One kicked the bucket, and then there
were seven. Two little lrjunsJ Fooling with a gun. One shot the other, and then there was
one. One little lrjun, lging all alone, he got married, and then there was none.”

| call Anne and invite her to take Jackson and me for ice cream. She can’t £0. She
says she’s “rea”g into somcthing.” She says she’d love to meet Jackson. | think, “Take
me, babg, and you get Jackson as a bonus.”

Bcttg goes over to stag the night with Jon.

“What makes the lamb love Mary so?” the eager children cry.

“Tommy’s tears and Mary’s fears will make them old before their years.”

Bettg says I don’t look as old as | am, and that I'm nervous, when | appear calm. |
answer that | have a lot of trouble with illusion and realitg. I call Anne to tell her m going
crazy without her, that my last two years have been a search for her, either in her or in
someone like her. 'm dulcet and mellow and the Picturc of self-assurance. 1 tell Bettg
about my stammcring brother, Mark. For Mark, there are no rules he can relg on. He
can’t trust his mouth to Procluce language. Language is our first accePtance of the
rules. Without Ianguage, we’re all without rules. Mark makes an ethic of his condition. We
all do. In his view, every convention is up for grabs and tota”g and violentlg artificial.

Curt told the storg of being blindfolded for a clag. He lost all sense of space and
time. Everg steP was all he was doing. Without being able to see the corner, all he
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sought, in his walk down the street, all that his being cared for, was the being heis, in the
making of each step.

“There was an old woman, |iving under a hi”, and if she’s not gone, she lives there
still >

“How many miles to Babglon? Three score and ten.”

“‘Canlget there bg candlelight?”

“Yes, and back again. hcgour heels are nimble and Iight.”

’'m drinking Lejon extra clrg Vermouth in the 4/5 Pint. ’'m smoking True Blues and
listening to old rock ‘n’ roll Plaging down the hall in the back room. For someone who’s
not smoking, ’'m smoking Prcttg gooc]. A Pack of Trues. Like a Pack of Truths? Is that
ec]uivalent toa Pack of Lies?

“ can’t stand you, Arthur. What you say is a Pac|< of Truths.”

My ribs hurt all clag. | wonder if it’s cmphgsema, cancer, or sleeping on a too-soft
mattress. Last night, in Churchi”’s, | sat next to a steamfitter. “What’s a steamfitter?” |
asked. “Someone who contains evanescence for a living’?”

“Yeah, man, | understand. Go on, tell me more,” he said, lookinga little desperate.
He asks me if 1 think it's difficult Iiving in this country. | say | think it's the most difficult
countrg to live in, in the worlcl, because we are the new worlcl, and we did it. It's the
conscious man’s burden.”

| tell the steamfitter that | watch my wastebasket, “t fills up ina dag, with emptg
bags, cans, cartons, Packs, and wraPs.”

“What are you, man, a writer?”

He says he’s a loser, and his recent good luck is merelg a will of the wisP, a wisP
of the will. He’s determined to accumulate $10,000 in two years, sink it into a bar, and
then go bust when the customers desert him. Oh, we”, you onlg go around once, might
as well make a botch of it. Grab all the failure you can. Gusto is to life what foam is to
beer, merelg evidence that the beer isn’t Hat, as valuable as a moustache. I once wrote in
a poem that moustaches were masks, “L et us be naked of li[:),” | said. It was easy to say,

aFter l shavecl O‘FF mg moustache.
Night of the Living Dead

A World of Possibilities. ’m watching my cigarette burn, when She”g blows in, all
in black, to visit Betty. “This is the night of the living dead!” she says. ‘I offer mgsehc to
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them. Zombies. He could have said, Hey, babg.’ Any bullshit. rm sick of it. Every nigiit
of my life!” she’s wearing a black beret, black |ong—coat, black slacks and black shoes.
Blond hair and face. Her face is bong, bereft of color or Paint. She’s Pissed off, fucked
up, and like that. She says to me, “Hello. Yes, I'm Pissecl off.”

A voice on the radio says, “It seems that most People aren’t getting the most out
of sex. Contact Dr. Joel Fort, at Fort HCIP.” And thcn, rock ‘n’ roll. My room looks like
atable setting before dinner. She”g comes in and checks out my room.

“Is this your room?”

“I need a bed.”

“] slePt on a narrow thing, for a while.”

“That's what 'm doing, up 1Crorit,” I say, and | Point to the front room, the Parlor
bg the street, toward Eighth Avenue.

“Is this your book?”

“It's Betty’s. I'm reaciing it.”

“We”, I won’t intrude on your Privacg.”

“It’s OK.”

Thcn, Betty and Shellg leave.

“Pmout,” Betty says. “Don’t tell anyone where I am.”

“I wouldn’t c]are,” I say.

’'m watching The 500 Pound Jcrk, starring Alex Karras. Alex is an American
wcightliﬁ:er in love with a Russian gymnast. A Ruskie friend says to Alex, when he
temporarilg loses the girl, “Das vaclanga, tovarich.”

“Jesus,” | say to mgselic, ‘I got to get my ass in gear and get around the world.
Whg did 1 have kids?” lmmecliatelg, I'm overcome with a rush of love for Jack and Rachel.
Regrets. Ambitions. A world of Possibilities and a string of relativelg few choices.

“Dear betty,” | address hcr, abstractlg, (She’s going to Mexico.) “I'm going to
bug a bottle of San Migucl Beer, to bless you on your way.”

Agirl on the corner asks me, “Did you see the sunset?”

| see it. It's a great sunset. Living at Eighth and Irving, on the eclge of the Sunset
District, it’s a Iong low slide to the ocean. As Alan Ginsburg might say to Gary Sngder, “|
make my way to the beach, toclag, listening for ocean rhgthm, alpha wave, heart beat,
like oxen hooves suck from mud road, as cut Pine crashes to forest Hloor.”

At the beach, I saw three Chicanas write their names in the sand with fence slats.
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LINDA MOLLY ROSIE

Nearbg, a man trained his clog with a scowl and a fist.

Go Call Trackenberg

Riding the streetcar, | see a Funng thing, and | ‘augh. “Oh, my god,” | think,
“things must be getting better.” ’'m laughing again, rising again. | watch a construction
site in the street, near the streetcar. A man on a backhoe Arags a huge metal Plate to
the edge of a ditch to serve as a walkwag across the ditch. Another man stands nearbg,
sul:)ervising. The Plate eclges toward the rim of the ditch, cutting into the soft asphalt of
the street. Then, like Lee Trevino’s putt dro[:)s gingerlg into the cup, the Plate sliPs over
the cliff and clroPs six inches into the sand and dirt below. The Plate falls. Two sets of
eyes fall. The shoulders of the man watching, Fa”, and then his eyes rise to meet the
eyes of the man on the backhoe. Theg look at each o’chcr, and | Iaugh. | remember
another time.

Working for the lowa-llinois Gas and Electric Company at 22, | witnessed a similar
scene. | was a helpcr for a £as line repair crew. Three crews were called out from the
office in Rock I1sland, to the town of Silvis, a couple of blocks from the Illinois State
Psgchiatric Hospital. It was raining. A drizzle. Gray May skies. When we got there,
mgsehc, Baron Wa”ace, who was the other Hunkic, Jerry Frisbg (his real name), the
assistant, and Marshall Di”on, (Robert McHenrg} also called Chester, the boss of our
crew, and the others, the backhoe was alreaclg begirming to clig down near the gas leak.
The backhoe oPerator, a true artist, was advised to go slow, since the sewer Pipes were
near the gas main. The sewer was ancient, clag, ovcrlocking sections. Slowlg, the man
cleaned off lagers of earth, like Pceling back blankets on a bed. As eight other men lean
over the eclgc of the Pit, and all eyes narrowed to a Point six feet bclow, the prong of
the shovel of the backhoe caught the IIP of one of the clag sewer PiPes and riPPcd off a
chunk, slow19 and incxorablg.

There below us, was the sight of rushing water, a small vision, like a breald:hrough
in archaeologtj, like cliscovering an unclergrouncl river, a tiny River Styx. It was silent
around the Pit, as we all gazecl on the miserable mistake. | thought of the c]elicacg of the
accident and the Prospect of Patching it up. It wasn’t my Place to sPcak, or it seemec],

anyone else’s. The backhoe o[:)crator, who everyone respcctecl, shut off his motor. The
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scene was enacted in silence, in the misting rain in the muggy morning of an earlg summer
clag afew blocks up from the MississiPPi River.

Fina”g, avoice said, “Well, it looks like she shot her wad.”

Then another voice, “She shot her wad, all right.”

Thcn, acrew leacler, “She sure shot her wacl, this time.”

Thcn, the resigned voice of the man in whom resided overall resPonsibilitg,
“Better go call Trackenberg. Tell him she shot her wad.”

A Tolerant Citg

Pm watching Alistair Cooke talk about San Francisco as a marvelous Place to live.
“San Francisco has nine hills and is free of frost. A tolerant Citg, not monolithic, each
has his own house. It’s reProcJuction, inan orderlg manner.” A dog runs bg Cooke as he
sits among some Foliage on a hillside, striPPing the stem of a flower. He talks about the
old-time crazy character called Emperor Norton who suggestecl that Abraham Lincoln
marry Queen Victoria. I'm watching this on a Sony Solid State TV, equippec] with an on-
off switch and a volume control, which allows me to choose between faint sound and
harsh sound. I'm going to a Poetr9 reading any minute, at Intersection in North Beach.
It's a reacling bg John Ashberg, or as Jim Gustafson Puts it so Fonc”g, «_..that Faggot
from New York.”

Pm happg to be happg again. ‘| love TV,” 1 think. “It’s a terrible thing. God save us
from terrible things, and God bless Himself for a”owing such terrible things.” Pm clrinldng
terrible, straight, cheap, bourbon whiskeg. s 9:21, and the reading starts in nine

minutes. | better gct a move on. Go tell Trackcnberg.
Sgnchronicitg

Robert Frost is on the streetcar. He'’s holdinga 44 caliber Umbrellain his la[:). He
mutters something about President Kennedg. I try to see if 1 can catch it. “The
bastard... wanted my autogral:)h... the bastard.” He glances at an Olgmpia Beer sign,
then ata young man on crutches, as he continues to caress his high—gauge umbrella. He
rubs his knee and shakes his head, as we enter a tunnel. Frost is dumb‘g com[:)lacent, as
he twirls the barrel of his umbrella in his criPPlecl left hand. Jean Paul Sartre gets on and
takes a seat near the front. He reads the TV Iistings in the Chronicle. At Church Street,

22



Sartre stands to allow for the departure of his seatmate. He sits down and existentia”g
considers the horosco[:)e and the contract bric]gc column. The man on crutches gets off
at Market and Duboce. It’s F. am/{g Unizgg Month on the streetcar. The Jewish Welfare
Federation declares, “We are One.” We're also told, “Newl:)ort is Alive with Pleasure,”
and Blue Cross says, “Getting Sick Can Sneak UP On You.” Downtown is as busg as
the back of a vagrant clog. Frost gets off at Mason, and Sartre gets off at Powell. The
driver says to Sartre, “Oh, not too bad. And goursehc? Gooc{night. See you tomorrow.”

| get off at Third and g0 into Stevenson A”eg to Piss. | stand in a recessed
cloorwag. The bus driver has the same idea. He and | Piss, sgnchronistica”g, not twent9
feet apart. Ah, the sweet world of Plcasurab‘e necessities. Now the Stockton bus driver
IS ta”dng to a Frienc], “It’s a stu[:)id stereotgl:)e,” he says. The bus is full of Chinese
conversation. The driver’s friend raises her left hand, opens it and Points to it with the
index Finger of her right hancl, saging as she laughs, “That rea”g freaks me out.” The
Stockton bus agrees with the NUudah streetcar that sickness can sneak up on you. The
driver’s friend says something about com[:)etition in South America, and an attractive
head of hair appears in front of me.

At the Poetrg reacling, there’s a Para&e of actors, going up and down the
backstairs, coming and going from the stage u[:)stairs. Ashberg uses great Anglo—Saxon
consonant words. Curt comes in and opens a bottle of beer. I stare greedg arrows at the
bottlc, and he allows me a swallow. I take the swallow like God’s aPPreciation for the
least of these. A man, with love in his eyes, ec]gcs closer and closer to Leslie Scalal:)ino.
Lover is Pu”ing his beard and crossing, his Icgs into the future of her crossed Iegs. I feel

sorry for the guy, but 1 don’t know Leslie at all we”, and he’s a stranger to me.

Ashes on the Rug of the world

| went to the Surf Theatre is see “Hearts and Minds”, a movie about the Vietnam
War, a rcca[:)itulation of the scenes, thoughts, anger and confusion of the last ten years.
One scene is shot cluring the *68 Tet Offensive. It was on TV at the time, in front of
millions of Americans on the Huntleg~5rinl<leg NBC Evening News. A colonel in the
Saigon Police summarilg walks up and shoots a Prisoner in the head, in the middle of the
street. | remember the moment. | was teaching school and |iving in the woods in

Connecticut. The highwag Patrolman, who lived uPstairs and owned the aPartment we

23



rentecl, was out back in the woocls, shooting his guns to work off anxieties. Jenng was
Feec]ing two~gear~olcl Jackson.

On the news, Chet said something about the next Piece of film being graphic.
Then, the camera backs down the wide Saigon street, ahead of a Viet Cong Prisoner ina
Plaicl shirt, shorts, and sandals, with his head lowered, his hands tied behind his back. A
Figure crosses in front of the camera, turns, raises a revolver, and shoots. The Prisoncr
cruml:)les to the grouncl. A Pool of blood sPreac]s quicklg. The film ends. Silence.
Followed bg the EVENING NEWS logo, in silcnce, followed bg a commercial. | was
stunned. In the movie, the blood spurts from the man’s head in a high arc. We have seen
a lot of that on TV, but there’s a difference. The TVis a cool, artifact medium. The event
is reduced to miniature and held at a distance that seems controllable. When Lawrence
welk says, “Thanks for wclcoming us into your living room,” that’s nonsense. The TV
doesn’t come into the room. We £o into the TV. If you Put a towel over the TV, it’s
suclclcnlg in the room like radio programs are. But in a movie theatre, it’s all in the room.
Right here. Right now. On the Movietone News.

After the movie, the audience seemed in a stunned hush, a tangiblc kind of Public
consciousness. | felt hostilitg. | wanted to strike out at someone. It was crowded in the
Surf Theatre, the aisle was Packecl, and Peoplc were moving slow19 and silentlg toward
the door. A girl said, “Excuse me, excuse me,” trying to get through. During the movie, a
guy in the back aPPIauded and shouted hoorag, when an American bomber was shot
down. | thought, “Jesus, Fe”a, it’s not a football game.” | tried not to bum[:) into anyone.
Mg head was full of ten years, and 1 didn’t know what would or should come out, if
angthingdic].

After the Poetrg reac]ing, last night, | stood in the narrow a”eg between Vesuvio
and City Lights, toking off ajoint with David Fallows, Curt Mackeg, and Tom Cuson.
David had a bottle of Bud in his hand. I was as drunk as | get, on the excuse of
celebrating David’s inheritance of $11,000. Earlier, at the table, inside, 1 had la[:)sed into
maudlin expressions of brotherlg love, “ like you David. You’re a nice guy. You know
that, but you carn’t handle it. You can’t handle beinga nice guy. You can handle all kinds
of heavg shit, but you can’t handle that. You're fucked up, but 1 like you. | like you, too,
Curt. | rea”g do. You're fucked up, too, but1like you.”

“What about me?” Tom said, leaning around Curt.

“ like you, too, Tom.”
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It was Funng, liking everyone. It felt true. “You’re a nice gug,” I said to everyone,
and theg all looked foolish and shg. | was happg for David. He’s full of Projects. J
suggestecl he might run through the monegjust to get back where he’s familiar. 1 want to
bcjust as happg,just as monegecl. David was acting even mellower than | was, and
smoking cigarettes. | went down the bar and stoPPcc] to talk to Lanng Wicher. He was
sitting with Stephen Schwartz, the selﬁproclaimecl Voice of Surrealism on the West
Coast. | started using a French accent. A girl in a beret, at the table, sneered, “What a
Phong accent.”

Lann9 said | was Canaclian, and she became embarrassed. 1 felt like ajerk, but
onlg barelg, so | steamed aheacl, Fecling good. I went downstairs for a Piss, came back
up and Put my arm around Gise”e, and told her it was all OK, using my rcgular American
accent. She said she didn’t want to talk to me. “OK,” I said, “I'm gone,” | said. Back in my
seat, a girl at the bar was egeba”ing me. Fina”g slic]ing over, she joinecl the table,
watching me. After a time, | Pointed at her, “I think that woman likes me,” I said. I loved it,
and then we were all out in the a”eg, the new girl incluclec], and I took the beer bottle out
of David’s hand and chucked it over my shoulder. CRASH! David got all worked up and
started Pushing me around. He said something Iike, “This is my worlcl...mg street...don’t
mess it uP.”

I thought about cleaning it up, for a second, and then I said, “Fuck you, David. I'm
sick of worrying about the damn world.” He Pushed me again. | wasn’t going to be
Pushed. I Pushed back. He went on about the Prcsent 2AM San Francisco Back A”eg
Ecological Balance.”

“It'’s a gesture,” he saicl, Fina”g.

“You’re right, David, it’s a goclclam gesture,” | said. He continued trying to get me
to clean up the brown sPlinters. | walked over toward the crash site and walked back.
“Shit, | don’t want to Pick up the damn bottle,” I said. My mind flashed to earlier in the
clag, when | glarecl at a young couplc who clroPPccl their JUP cans on the street on
Market and Van Ness.

Then, Curt said he agreec] with David. “Hell,” 1 said, “I agree with David.” David
then said I should never do that, again, in his presence. He wanted me to Promise. He
threatened to hurt me, In some manner. Then, J calmlg and ForceFu”g told him 1 would
wrap his ass around a ncarbg Pole, if he ke[:)t Pushing me.

I couldr’t believe 1 was saging and cloing what 1 did. 1 told Curt, later, that that sort

of thing was new to me. David was alwags blowing offina be”igerent manner about his
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time in Vietnam, and he’s a drunk and a street Poet, Presumablg a tough guy, and here |
was, backing him down. David said he was glad we didn’t Fight, because he was sure 'd
beat the shit out of him. 1 had no such intention. But | got into that marvelous state of
being where there is no fear. | recognize it as instinct. It’s not dumb courage or drunken
bravado. Itis un-aggrcssive and imPassive, a state of claritg and calmness.

We all went back into Vesuvio, laughing, Curt, David, and Tom were joking. I
turned serious, still smiling. “It’s rea”g not Funng,” I thought. “I'm smiling, but not
because it’s Funng. Pm smiling, because Ilove it.”

Then, David brought out his big guns. The ones that, norma”g, when I'm sober
and deferential to his high-energg world-weariness, made me self-conscious of my
bogish look and lack of hard cxpericnce. He accused me of being a closet Faggot; that |
need to have my ass reamed out.

“Davicl, is that your Problem?” | said. “Because that’s the same story you alwags
tell. 1s that what you worry about? So, 9ou’vc had your ex[:)eriences. Since when? How
long since you had your own asshole reamed out, David? 'm sick of worrying about
clroPPing ashes on the rug of the worlcl, and Pm sick of guys like you who think thatjust

ecause you're miserable, you've gota lock on realitg. ove life, and 'm a nice guy, and |
don’t want to be miserable or serious, and l’mjust as right as you are, magbe more s0.”

| felt clean. 1 went home and called Anne at 3AM. She came to the Phone and saic],
“Oh, Steve, Pl talk to you tomorrow. I'm in the middle of a dream.”

SPeed UP and Slow Down

On the way back from the librarg, J stoPPed in at The Treasure Trove on lrving
and bought Last Tango in Paris. The woman at the card table, chain~smol<ing Pall Malls,
said some reviewers thought it was not so good of a movie. In the other room, | could
hear an old woman’s halting voice, asking c]uestions about napkin holders and te”ing
Personal details.

“... still... have sterling... silver ones... do... you... remember... those?”

The clerk nearbg replicd, incliﬁcerentlg, “Oh, rca“g. No kidding. well, that’s reallg
something.”

The old woman talked more than most People with normal faculties do. She
talked like a woman who lives alone and shops in used clothing stores so she can have

someone to ta”< to.
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“You can Pick up the things on the tab‘e,” the clerk advises her. I mean, you have
to, to see what tnings are underneath, but, I'll Pick up the things on the shelf. Ha, ha.”

She laughccl a commercial Iaugn with a softener added to the harsh detcrgent of
her message.

I bu9 Blood on the Tracks, bg Bob Dglan. “Bob, you can’t sing for shit,” 1 think.
A great kvetcher, Mr. Dglan. I¥'s a terrific album cover. You can’t tell an album by its
cover, but looks are not alwags deceiving. It's the iml:)lication of what’s begoncl the looks
that’s c]eceiving. Gore Vidal says character cracks beautg, confuses it and lessens it.
Linda Ronstadt says running has the same effects as doing speecl. | want character and
energy. ’m addicted to the clrug of beautg. | seek beautg, then signs in demeanor or
costume, of character. | want the apple and Eve too. | think I need to run into a woman
of character. I think of a woman I saw when | was running in the park. She had Iarge,
intimate eyes, clear, unﬂincning vision, and a small, trim frame, six inches above the
groun& in Hight. Her short-shorts revealed sensual tnighs. She ran egortlcsslg. Her
smile sPoke of her ease. When | run, 'm tuned to the creakg overcoming of my inertia,
but we do the same thing. We run. All of a sudden, “I'M GOIN’ RUNNIN’!”

Coming back from running, turning the corner on Eightn and Lincoln Way, |
sPottecl Mike Lehmann trotting toward the Park, on the other side of the street. After a
half-second’s nesitation, Feeling my tenclenc9 to avoid others, I hailed Mike and we
talked. Mike and I are alumni of Grinnell Co”ege, in lowa. We lived in the same residence
hall. Now, Mike teaches at USF, and P've run into him, from time to time, over the last
four years, alwags in or near the park. He’s easy to talk to, quiet, serious, two years
older and thorougnlg likeable. He’sjust back from his mother’s funeral in New York Citg.
He didn’t tell his students, who said, “Hey, Mr. Lehmann, you go on vacation? Ha, ha. if
he mentioned the real reason, tneg mignt fall all over themselves with embarrassment. |
tnougnt about my current Practice of sPi”ing my guts on everyone. I tell Mike about my
isolation.

“Gee, Steve,” he says, ‘I don’t think that’s so good. Have you got friends? Don’t
be a hermit. 1t's bad for you.”

“t don’t know if it’s what I have to cloJ or what I’'m stuck in and don’t want to clo,” I
tell him.

There’s a bird on the wire outside my window who’s head of a household of birds
that nest in the venting Pi[:)es that connect to my gas space heater. Sometimes, in the

morning, the birds seem to be trging to find the way back out. I know their screams are
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not of fear or Flight. But of what? Hunger for food? Animaljog, like the kids out front? |
tell Mike | may want out of San Francisco, because it’s such a low energy town.

“I feed off energy,” | say.

“Well, New York, you should gve it a try. It’s still the Big Apple, and it’s not so
bad as Peoplc say. You walk on the street in New York, and there’s sParks in the air.”

“'ma selF-starter,” I say, “but it’s so much easier if there’s energy to feed off of. |
want to do some things on the stage, and that’s where the best theatre is.”

I go home, thinking about writing my cousin, “Hold it, Karen. Let’s go to New
York.” 1 think about writing, Borkhuis in New York, “Borkhuis, let’s see what you can do
for me. | need a Place.” | come in the aPartment and check the furniture for sales
Potential. “Whoa,” I think, “slow down.” | take a shower, after noting the loss of three
Pouncls, in the last three clags, from Fasting.

On the Phonc, this morning, | said, “Hello.”

Stephen Vincent said, “Brooks fast?”

I said, “Not so fast now.”

Stephen said, “Whg not? Did you quit’.’”

“Thad a Pcanut butter sanc]wich, last night.”

“Was it gooc]?”

“It was wonderful.”

“l can’timagjne. | dor’t like peanut butter.”

| can see I’'m not reaclg to go to New York, right now, this minute, any time soon.
Take it easy. Allow the inevitable. Don’t Push the river. Don’t Push the Brooks, the
babbling brooks. In my senior year in high school, the swimming, coach, Burlg Bob
Bennett, announced the team from the stage at a school asscmblg. He smiled
enclearinglg, as he introduced me, his caPtain, as Babbling Brooks. | thought, at the
time, thatif 1had a gun, rd have shot him.

It’s late afternoon. The sun is out from under the cloud cover, as it sets, burning
its way toward Nagasald and Hiroshima. Here, in the city called Baghclacl 59 the Bay, it
accents the flat, slat walls of buildings that have ornate Victorian facades, with angular
shadow Ls and Vs, brilliance and glare, cut bg shadows, a hillside of tall Pines, as if the
bog who washed his hair with green soap had an afro. On the stereo, Hank Williams is
singing, “I'm free and reaclg, for us to £0 steaclg. Hey, goocl looldn’, how’s about cookin’
somethin’ up with me?” And | feel goocl. I feel real goocl.
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Ghost Characteristics

My caPtain’s chair broke. “Crack!” Several dozen threads sPoke in unison, and
my left tiiigh ciroPPcc] six inches to the poop deck of discomfort. 1 assigned the
co”aPseci blue canvas chair to the wall behind the c]oor, and | aPProPriateci Bettg’s cane
rocker from the front room. | wanted to make love to ITIHSCH:. | wanted ITIHSCH: to make
love to me, so | unbucklcc], slowlg, and unziPPeci. I took out my genitals. Tiieg lag there,
like a tired housewife. I stimulated tiiem, and theg resPoncieci. I know them. I know that,
ciesl:)ite a bad ciag, with a little coaxing, tiieg will rcsPonci. with an engorgcc] organ in my
hand, it’s like iiaving my arm around a Pasta-stugecl first date. | feel obliged to my
sexualitg. I take out images of seductive women. | imagjne | am engaged and encourageci
bg them.

J step out to take a leak. 1 look back at these comPIiant women, cieep in their
sensual anticipation. | see them tiirougii the slit in the slightlg open door. Theg Pusi‘»
their hair on toP of their heads with both hands and forearms. Their tiiigiis fall open, as
tiieg lean against the shadowed wa”, lost in thougiits of ciesire, Pleasure, and
satisfaction. ljcrk off, in love with sensation. I let sensation be in love with me, Forgettirig
the images. | finish. 1 get up to Piss, and it stings. It alwags stings a little when 1 Piss
tiirougi'i semen, but this time, it doesn’t quit. Ten minutes later, | want to Piss, can’t,
ciori’t, but it still feels uncomfortable. 1t stings. It iiangs on. lwant it to sto]:). It burns.

On R/wa’a, theg mention “The Towering Inferno.” My bumirig desire subsides.
My stomach hurts. Is it booze? Is it guiit’? Is it guilt about booze, masturbation, and TV? |
drink a lot of water and contemplate Peanut butter and suicide. | feel better. At 9:30, on
TV, theg wash a shirt, stained with oiig dirt, in Al TemPaCheer, and it comes clean.

Suciclcnig, Pm onlg happg writing, I'm addicted to it, like a novelist. Like Jerome
Robbins and Isaac Asimov. Like Georges Simenon, Charles Dickens, and Victor Hugo.
Like any normal anal-retentive. What's the oPPosite of anal-retentive? Anal-expulsive’?
Big shit in the word ciel:)artment. But that's what anal-retentives are. Magbe Poets are
anal~expulsive, because tiieg get rid of all their Personai shit as fast as theg can, and
that makes them economical and spare in their language. I go out to bug more bourbon.
rd rather sPenci my little money on booze than fritter it away on necessities and
expenses. On the stairs, behind me, 1 hear the voices of the uPstairs neigiibors. | wait at
the bottom of the stairs, while tiieg come down. “I'm curious to meet my fellow builcling

occuPants,” I say, rather clumsilg, “Pm Steve.”
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“I'm Pris,” the woman says, and alreaclg Pve Forgottcn the man’s name. Chuck or
Larrg? I trail behind them, out the door and onto the sidewalk.

“Welcome to the world,” I say, gesturing to the street.

“That’s what theg say,” Pris says.

Instead of a fifth of bourbon, J bu9 acan of Coors, a Pack of Beer Nuts, and a
Snickers, at The Russian Fresh Hot Piroshki L/quor Store. In the narrow confines of hot
baklava, Pm drunker than in my room or on the street. On Staceg Keach’s TV show,
“Caribe,” a woman goes swimming, She holds her arms in the air beside her shoulclers,
like ostrich wings. She Haps ineﬁccctuang in an imitation of grace, as she wades into the
water. She dives and swims. She swims we”, for a few strokes, before the camera cuts
away. | imagjne an actress, never a swimmer, who is told how a goocl swimmer swims, who
swims as she is told, and, as an actress, she swims like a champion. Her Proucl father
Proclaims, ina graing clocumentarg, “She was alwags in a dream world.” Uninterested in
group activities, like sports, she appears to swim like Donna De Verona, after a few
words from a clever director.

| think Pm like that. 1's best not to tell me how to do it. I rebel. But tell me how
others do it, and I imitate to Pemccction. Like children. 1 hear it said that children are the
Purest of beings, fresh and original, but | observed my own chilclren, when theg were two
and three, laughing the Phoniest laughter, in imitation of Jenny or me, and using
language clumsilg. Like bad actors, theg learn to be real. Their social realitg is given to
them bg adults. We become what we imitate. Like those artists who aPPrcntice
themselves to the masters, then, lo and behold, become masters in their own right,
original and unic]ue.

My brother Mark lived in an old Victorian on Scott Street, in 67, with a bunch of
other People. One of them was a graphic artist, who worked five weeks on a lagout for
an ad company. In the last couple of clags, he did five alternate mocl@uPs. “So theg’”
have something to reject,” he explainec]. | expcct all oPtions to be accepted. And
rejectecl. My children g
loved or left, like America, aland of Plcnt9 and Plcnt9 of land.

ecome Prcsic]cnts or bums, bastards or blcssed, babes or boobs,

m wandering, like a beachcomber, with a lot of beach and no boat. | go down to
the corner bar, but I don’t like it. The music is too loud. | decide to g0 downtown for a
drink. “Downtown,” | say, in a Pseudo~50uthem accent. “Mississil:)[:)i goc] damn!
Because | deserve it. | deserve to sit in a gooa’ bar and have a gooa’ drink. Yes, ma’am
and goc{DAMN. God Da—Uh~Oh~Um, with four sg”ables, like the tent Preachers do.
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| strut home for better clothes, for flashier threacls, for a costume that befits my
station. All aboard. The bus comes, and that’s a Problem. | deserve to take agooa’bus,
but there is onlg the bus, the great equalizer bus. It moves along like a banana on its way
to bruised and overripe. Its hot inside the banana. This Particular banana makes
Frec]uent stol:)s, taldng on, and letting og, bites. It's a battered banana, but this banana
IS my Boat to Paradise. Someone sPrag—Paintecl on a bi”boarc], “Want to feel Black
Velvet?” about the Canadian Scotch, next to a bejeweled, reclining woman in a black
velvet gown. The spray Painter demands, “Stop Sexism!” Then, someone drew tits and a
crotch on the blob of Paint intended to obliterate the sexy blond in velvet, lging prone
near a glant bottle.

Taking a bus is like taking a slow boat to China. | begin to wonder if | rca”g want
togoto China. At Van Ness, | feel arrogant. | stride across Van Ness and Piss against the
side of a giant blue box covering some surPrise the Bay Area Ra[:)icl Transit will unveil in
the future. On the 47Potrero bus, I sit in the aisle seat, clisa”owing any fellow citizen
from sharing the seat with me. It’s a bench seat - the kind Popular on American sedans
before the Sixties, when sitting in buckets became Popular. Mass individuation. “Your
Vote Could Make the Difference.” “There’s one set of tires we want to make sure is safe
under all conditions. Yours!” “Are you rcaclg Foryourcup of coﬁcee, sir?”

I sit back in my chair in Henry Africa’s. It’s like being in an elegant drawing room. |
listen to Merle Haggarcl and Marty Robbins sing in the backgrouncl, and 1 order a
Margarita. “Bring me a Margarita,” | say, like being at the Mustang Ranch, outside Reno,
orclering up a Prostitute. My glass is encrusted at the liP, like a man who dives headfirst
into The Great Salt Lake. | wonder if women don’t actua”g love arrogant men with
cigarette gestures and cursory glances.

“What makes that son of a bitch so arrogant, anyway?” My lungs feel like a
Vaseline ba”oon, an ex-rubber. What a way to go.

“What’s the Prognosis, Doctor?”

“He’s a sPent Trojan, a burst Rameses.”

There’s no one of interest in the bar, and 'm in the mood for a Helen or a
Cleopatra to blow up my balloon. A woman in tweed, trimmed in orange, who rises to
leave, is wearing a button, “Smiling is Irish Power.” There’s an attractive blond ncarbg.
Paul and Steve dismiss blonds. Th69 contend there’s no mystery in them. | see
transparency in blonds, and begoncl the glass, | see nothing. I grew up among blonds, in

the Scandinavian Midwest, where the American ideal is the norm, and adventure is
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unheard of. I catch the blond glancing at me, circumspectlg. She has her Fingers crossed
at her uplhc’cecl knee. She listens cluthtullg to the man she’s with, a Jewish tec]clg bear,
wearing a Plaic{ shirt collar outside his crewneck sweater, with rings on his Fingers and
so{:t, unsure eyes. He might be ltalian, or Armenian, Arab, or Russian. One of her
Fingernails Picks rhgthmica”g at her thumbnail. She doesn’t sPeak, and all conversation
is directed at her. It’s so casy to get down the details of strangers.

My brother Mark can corjure the entire life historg of any woman he passes on
the Freewag. A Face, a glance, and with claborate, contrived awareness, he knows the
woman. He has no girlFricncls, no women friends, and he clcsPises his mother, who, he
contends, with goocl reason, never loved him. He’s thirtg, and his bitterness is at least
fifteen years late. But, never mind. “Perhaps,” he says, “l can’t love women because |
think theg’re all my mother.” Freud, who died the cl39 our Parents were married, did not
roll over in his grave.

This woman’s teeth, skin, and hair are all blond. The shadows she Proc]uccs,
lounging against a Purplc couch, are Precious. She’s creamy. | wonder i her niPPles
have any color in them. Does she have Pubic hair? If she does, it could crown the angel
on toP of a Christmas tree. She leaves, and 'm free of that fruitless sPeculation.

| order a Tequila Sunrise, in honor of Vivian Leigh as Scarlet O’Hara who
reminded us that tomorrow is another dag. A man Puts his arm around the waitress, who
is a cross between Ann Southern and Doris Day. His hand caresses a Figurc on her
dress, a cartoon man in a boat, smokinga PiPe through a moustache and holcling an oar,
with a look of disconcerted amazement on his face. He'’s sailing on a sea of black,
crosscut bg 'aggecl snatches of white and blue, across a flat ass. No fish toclag. ’'m
getting drunk like a drunk, and as usual, | appear as a thought?ul man at ease in his
environment. The waitress likes the man who caresses her. She walks around like a
matron, but she’s beginning to Point her toes at the carPet and Place a light hand
against her breastbone.

My brother has no reaclg concept of the meaning, of gestures. He watches and
interl:)rets. He’s infallible in his instantaneous acknowleclgment of casual signs. He
Pathologica”g resPonc]s to negativity in gestures, but he spots it. Nowhere in his make-
up is the male conceit to override and conquer such gestures. On the other hand, this
brother of his has the com[:)ulsion to Pilc all the available condiments on the hotclog of
life. 1 know if 1 bug a Pack of cigarettes, Pll smoke all of them. But, in a bar, I can’t drink
all the booze. That’s the ambition of a lifetime.
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My Iungs are getting used to my renewed smoking, after five clags without. Like a
mother to me, my boclg sighs, wi”ing to die for me, knowing m a sad child. Loving, my
caPacity for abuse, it absorbs abuse. My bodg is a sweetheart. Yes, Virginity, there is a
Santa Claus in WolPs clothing.

At 1:30AM, at the corner, | have my choice. I can take the Owl Service, home, or
the 41Union to North Beach and one last shot at meeting someone | might love. I take the
Owl home. At Van Ness and Post, the bus sto[:)s. In the lot of an Arco Station, | see a
Plgmouth Valiant, crushed like a Pack of cigarettes, in the “For Service Onlg” area. The
bus driver runs a red light. A motorcgcle Patrolman stops him and asks for his license.
The driver says he didr’t see the Iight. The cop |aughs and sends him on his way. He
runs 36:”ows, all the way to Market. This driver is a true Public servant, getting all the
stray clogs home in time for the late movie.

| stand on the corner of Van Ness and Market, at a quarter to two, in the cool
breeze, and no bus comes. My hair whiPs in the wind, like windshield wiPer blades on my
forehead. A cute little gay guy is egeba”ing me, and | think, “Sure, rd fuck you, if you
were cuter, and you had breasts and a vagjna and I was in love with you, with balls and a
dick thrown in for goocl measure, or as David said, “to groanon.” It would be OK to talk
to someone, to pass the time, but no thanks, and another guy, wearing a silkjackct with
a tiger on the back, strolls back and forth. 1 watch a computer programmer on the third
floor of the Bank of America Building, and damn, it’s cold. This is no way to run a
carriage service for me and my comPulsions. Then, here, thank a merciful god, comes a
bus.

After miclnight, the tro”egs are replacecl bg buses. | hope it’s the NJudah, but no,
it’s an LTaraval, straight to the zoo. More gays arrive. After 2AM, the NUudah is the Gay
Express. It's a theatre on wheels, with costumes and bizarre, benign behavior. Wait.
Here comes the NJudah. Absent a sexual hang—u[:) about such things, | could rea”g get
off on this bus. Or get it on off this bus. I reveal my cue ball sexualitg, wi”ing to identhcg
with any eight ball mentalitg. But it seems I'm here for the earlg show. Twenty minutes
later, and thejoint would bejumping. I have the whole seat to mgschc. How disaPPointing
for a man who is constantlg wi”ing to threaten his own masculinit9 with fantasies from all
Points of the sPectrum. Truth is, | think 1 should hate Faggots, like my father before me.
Mg father tells me how clisgustecl he is to see Joeg Bishop hug and kiss Sammg Dauvis,
Jr.on TV. Mg father is an agcctionate, Phgsical man, but he rankles at male sexualitg. |
inherited my father’s inclinations and his bullshit. 1 call these inherited traits “ghost
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characteristics,” i.e., reactions to life that we inherit from our Parents’ Prejudices,
dcs[:)ite the indcpcndent and contraclictorg cxPericncc of our own lives. | am as
victimized bg ghost characteristics as anyone is. It’s rampant, this mirage disease of

hcrec]itg.
Such a Place

In this year of the 20t Centurg, there is a restaurant called McDonald’s, one
branch of which is in the Financial District, with long lines, serviced bg efficient Third
World teenagers. There’s a clining room on the lower level, with bushes in a window well,
mirrors, and graphic designs. There are large letters on the trash-bin doors that form
the words THANK YOU!. There are sma”J two~|:>erson tables, where strangers eat food
theg seem embarrassed to be eating. Theg look away if their eyes catch the eyes of
another. In seven minutes, every new Patron is the old-timer at the table. Each meal
requires a dozen individual Pieces of paper or Plastic wraPPing. There is the illusion of a
feast in the Paraphcmalia. Coming out of a McDonald’s onto the street is like coming
out of a porno movie house. Patrons take quick stePs into the sidewalk traffic and cast
furtive glances at other Patrons entering, to see what kind of a person would eat in such

a PlaCC.
Hey Mac

A woman, in the seat ahead of me on the streetcar, is crging silentlg, touching her
arthritic Finger to the bones around her eyes; shaldng her head slowlg. Another woman
gets off the streetcar, wearing a 5e”ow knit pants suit, baggtj in the seat, like clial:)ers. At
the welfare office, a woman leaving passes down the unemplogment line. She waves to a
man in the line as she recognizes him, keePs waving as she stops to hear his greeting,
and keeps on waving as she continues away from him. There are two lines, side bg side,
moving, like adjacent Frcight trains, boxcars bumping and Jerking, Para”el single cars
changing Position, one ahead for a while, coming even, clroPPing behind. Two young
women recognize each other from a Previous, casual acquaintance.

“Hi.”

“Hi.”
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One woman is nervous to be ta”dng and then not ta”dng. She adds with a sigh,
«still here.” After a time, she asks, “You’re not working?” The other shrugs and looks
around, “Iwouldrn’t be here, if 1 was.”

A kicl, about Fi&ecn, gets on the tro”eg bg knocldng on the door. He takes a
transfer from the driver and starts for his seat. The driver calls him back, “Heg, Mac,
C’mere. Let me tell you something. Never snitch the transfer when | gve it to you.” The
kid looks sheepish. limagjne a rush of fear and embarrassment. The kid mouths, “OK,”
shrugs a little, and with his head low, walks toward the back. I want to become him, step
up to the driver and say, “Now, let me tell you something. Never call me “Mac”, and never
tell me to “c’mere.”

 think about boldness. Last night, Plaging basketball, 1 repeatecng avoided taldng
the ball to the hooP. lnstead, J stoPPed short and took ajumP shot. I was urged to beat
my man, one on one, “Take him to the baseline.”

Later, Curt referred to the clialoguc in the 8”69 behind Vesuvio, when | blew
David’s cover as a tough bastard. Curt calls that game the same as its reverse. “You

mean, like PortraginggourselF as anice guy, when gou’re rea”9 a bastard?”
The Arrogance of an Afternoon’s Conceit

I'm sitting in The Owl and the /\/Ionkey Café, on Ninth Avenue, between Irving and
Judah, a coul:)le of blocks from my new home, staring out the winclow, when two women
sit down near me. | admire one’s breasts, silhouetted through her blouse. I admire the
other one’s cheekbones and dimples, her large mouth and her great big ass. She gets
up for a spoon, and then she gets up to shut the door. All movement accentuates the
grace of her beautiful bum. Her friend straightens her back, bouncing her breasts
against the tabletol:). She has the face of a French cartoon schoolmaster. 1 think she
must know and erjog knowing that I'm |oo‘<ing at her.

’'m lonelg and clistraught. My mind is crowded with Plans for escape to peace. UP
the coast to Bolinas, back to l”inois, to the arms of a woman, to death. Cowarc“g clcath,
if 1 was serious. Death bg discase. Come-and—get~me~l’m-exhaustecl death. 1 dismiss the
voluptuous woman. She talks like this, “So he says blah, blah, blah...” 1 dismissed a girl,
last summer, who said, “So he goes...” Welcomed like gocldesses, dismissed like

schoolgirls. It's the arrogance of an afternoon’s conceit. One gir‘ looks like Olive Ogl
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with great tits, the other looks like Rac]uel Welch with a great ass. What choices I tease
mgsehc with.

“So,I'ma bastard, after a”,” I think. Olive gets up and wobbles her chest over to
the counter. It reminds me of the kid on Art Linkletter’s House Party who described his
mother’s nightgown, “It has a face Painted on it, and the eyes watch you when she walks
around the room.”

“Boy, she loves those brcasts,” I think. It's wonderful. She acts like a man’s
Fantasg of what it might be like to have breasts. She moves her chair. She shakes her
breasts. She stretches. The silk feels wonderful, sliPPing across her nipples. She
ins[:)ccts her Fingernails, Pu”ing her forearm against her breasts. She lags her arm over
the back of her chair, |u><urious|3 cxposing her breasts, as if she’s lging back on the
deck of a Privatc 3acht. Raquel sits on her grancl derriere, as if all consciousness resides
below the waist. She’s keenlg aware of her ass, like a man Pu”ing a large trailer cross-
country behind a Fiat. She says, “Oh, geah, that was the best night 've hacl, for a
long...long...long time,” while she looks wishcu”g ata Parkecl car. Here | am, sitting in the
Owl and Monkeg, owlishlg Plaging the monkeg, devcloping character at fifteen Feet, in
ProFile, with overheard conversation. Could it be much different from asking someone
his or her sign? Is it destructive, or on19 the absence of something constructive?

Last night, as we walked the streets of North Beach, Iooking for Curt’s car, the
four of us, Tom, Paul, Curt, and me, Paul made an observation, “ know what tgpe of
woman you like,” he saicl, |oo‘<ing around the group at each of us in turn,” but Steve, |
have no idea what your tﬂPC is.”

Curt stood on the corner of Union and Jones and saicl, in a moment of gentle
resignation, ‘I haven’t got the faintest idea where it is.”

We found it, three blocks away, with its sacl, beaten and crumplecl genders,
cringing against the curb. The four hapless shcphercls find the 100th sheep.

Raquel looks like she’d allow for some, but not much, nonsense.
Nasty, Nervy, Loving and Alive

Pm in the Owl and Monkeg, eating a sugar crunch and clrinking a cup of coffee,
trging to get a handle on what 'm Feeling, after last night. The sunis shining and, fora

brief moment, there’s halil, like birdshot. Occasiona”g, I decide to get through an

evening without clrinking, smoking, cating, Fucking, or running around. It usua”g requires
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alot of TV, and last night, I watched a lot of TV. If I eliminate TV, the pressure to do one
of the others results in my cloing all of the others. TV is a voice in the room that is
Passablg entertaining and avoidable, which 1 like. I can droP it, whenever my mind or
boclg begins some activitg. I washed dishes and sewed the torn canvas of my director’s
chair.

After Iistening to Emmett Ke”eg, Jr. say that sadness comes over him when he
Puts on his Wearg Wi”g costume and makeup. I get out my own mime makeup, and |
remember Feeling sadness in the makeup. J think, “That's what stoPPccl me from
continuing with the mime.” | put the whiteface on, with high arching egcbrows, red
tearc]rops, and a downward swool:)ing mouth. | get it all on, and | don’t feel Particularlg
sad. Nothing. | wash it all off. As usual, my face is scra[:)ecl to a splotchg red in the
effort. As the evening progresses, J clroP my o[:)tions.

At 6PM, | get a call from Peg Maldcn, Jenny’s co”ege roommate. She’s in town,
for a while. She exPlains, somewhat inexplicablg, that she’s getting married, and she’s
left her fiance, to gjve him some time, space, excuse? She’s looking up old associates
and friends. She sounds gooc{. She says | sound good. We make a gcneral date for earlg
next week. Her sister, Connie, comes on the Phonc, and we make an even more gcncral
clatc, to get together, sometime soon. A year ago, Connie and 1 had a Hing, and here she
is again, free on Wednesclags.

“We”,” I'say, “I'm going to eat my clinner, and rll talk to you, later.”

So | clroP oPtions. Among them are; Call Connie back, eat some more, smoke
cigarettes, drink some bourbon. Paul says that stoPPing these things, you see what
buttons theg Push inone, and it is so, but so what? On TV,ina show about wolves, Clint
Walker, remincling me of Curt, terrorizes a town and then says the terror makes the
People more alive than ever. The presence of death draws out their love of life. |
remember the business of never driving the basket, and about being cold to
Panhandlers and a real grinner among friends.

Then 1 think that what 1 like about c]rinking is that | get to be nasty, nervy, Ioving,
and alive, and I realize it isn’t clrinking | want, but being NNL&A. What | want is to live
bolc”g and on the eclge, but it's damn scary. I also think 1 drink to escape boreclom, but
it's NNL&A that eliminates boredom. I want to be scared, busg, loving and alive.
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Driving the Pasket

This morning, | got up, and what did 1 do? 1 didn't do angthing, and then it
haPPened. Flash! | gotan idea about cloing the mime, an idea for the ending of my stage
show, scheduled for October, six months from now. In the shower, singing in my richest
Irish warble, Jeannie with the /lghf brown hair, my unconscious, relaxed mind started
working Creativelg, eﬁcortlcsslg.

Then, Plaging basketball, I DROVE THE BASKET! Plaging against RoPer, the
best Plager there is at the International Center. | drove for three baskets in a row, hit
again, and won the game on a driving hook. 1 did it some more in the second and third
game. Pat said to me, Pleacling) “Hey, Steve, take it easy, this time, OK?” Whoopee! I was
Plaging like 1 wanted. And off the court, | was making up lines, like a word man. “Get me,”
J thought. Big Max went up for a rebound, and everyone got a kick out of the sight,
laughing lovinglg about his leaping abilitg. “Yeah,” I said, “it’s like you Pinch a balloon on
the toP and the bottom, and you Pu” a little.”

I didn’t eat a midnight snack, last night when I sort of wanted to. | g0 through this
routine every -+ weeks. I do it, and every time | doit, | get better at it. “Man, this |iving
frecisa tough row to hoe, but the crops are creamy. BIRDS-EVYE!Y

Or, as | said in my sPeech before the National Honor Societg student assemblg,
at the end of my senior year in high school, “You can’t sew wild oats and reap Cheerios.”
Noboc]9 laughecl, until Miss Garst, the Gertrude Stein of Moline Senior High, started
laughing, and it caught on. You weren’t suPPosecl to crackjokes if you were serious and
smart. However, my sentiment, at the time, was clisingcnuous. I wasjust beginning to get
into sewing my own wild oats, and Cheerios were sliding down my Personal go—ancl—get-
some Popularitg PO”' O)Cten, when I’m clrunk, nobod9 thinks 1 am. And before I learned
how to drink, everyone thought I must be clrinking to act so wild and have so much fun. 1t
occurs to me that if | could be freer with friends and lovers, I could be more loving with
them and everyone else.

Pat, the ba”Plager, said, “Man, I’'m 34, and now is when it happens. You let it slide,
now, and you never get it back. I seen this thing on TV about blood pressure, | read the
symptoms, and I think | gotit.”

“Yeah, me too,” | say. «shit, I get through Plaging, and my face feels like a balloon
full of blood. rve got bad circulation. 1 wish 1 had something to do, evergclag. Run, b’ball,
vo”egba”, soccer. And then ski[:) it, when | don’t feel like it.”
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“Yeah,” says Pat, “that’s it.”

| went downstairs at the gym, worried about high blood pressure and making two
balloon allusions. 1 wonder i there’s angthing wrong with my balls, my babg balloons,
and I wonder if | analgze too much?

“That’s because, sweetheart,” I say to mgsehc, “either you’re afraid of the truth. ..
or you’re Iooking for the truth... or both.” And, | say to mgseh(, “The truth is in the
cloing, not in the talking aboutit.” To quote Dr. Brown, my shrink from last year, “Steve,
you worry about a Problem, until gou’re sick of worrging about it, and then you Forget
about it.”

| wanted to say, “Doc, how about going out for a beer? What’d’ga say? How’s
your love life? And how come you never say much? What kind of Frienclship do we have
here? I mean, I love a Paracle, buta Parac]e of my imagjnary bugaboos is a downer, Doc.”
Back then, whenever | got reaclg to do something, Dave Brown warned me about making
any moves. | went ahead anyway and felt wonderful. Fina”g, I made a long list of things |
wanted to do, and, heading the list was, “Quit Therapg.”

I wish I could have kePt secing Dr. Brown, so | could tell him how happg | was, not
seeing him. We have shrinks and insurance companies, because we dor’t have other
People to relg on. In the gooc] old clags, when your house burned down, you went over
and sat on a tree stuml:) and felt rotten about it, and your friends either helpecl you, or
theg didn’t. And you clevelo[:)cc] a worldview accorclinglg. Now we have the Good
Samaritan Insurance Compang, and shrinks. The best advice I ever get is from friends
and lovers. Thanks, Dir|<, thanks Sherrg, Jenng, Paul, Bettg, Mike, et al. And thank you,
Dr. Brown. When you oPcncd your mouth and took a chance on blowing your whole
scene bg making an actual statement, I loved it.

Late last night, | went down to the corner to catch the lOMontereg over to
Churchill’s on Clement and ran into old blue eyes, Betty’s Jon.

“Hey, what’s haPPcning?” he said.

| asked him the same thing, but he had an answer. He said Charlie Musselwhite
was Plaging at Yancg’s, three doors back up the street.

“That’s worth checking out,” | said. At the door, I had my 1D checked, and the
guy looked at me and saicl, “That’s amazing.” I'm 33, and 1 don’t look it. Dorian Gray or
willie Mays?

Inside, | ran into Dorita, “Hi, Dorita, how you doin’?” She barelg says hello.

lnstcacl, she says, “Wait a minute. | want to talk to 3ou.” | steP asicle, while she seals the
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deal on the sale of the Transamerica Pgramicl or a kilo of the world’s finest hash. Then
she comes over and says, “Whg didr’t you call me? Like you said you were going to?”

| remember caremcung not saging that. | say nothing. lnstead, she says, “You’re a
shit. | was thinking about the other night, when you were over, and | remember you said
you write a lot of things down.”

“Yeah, | do. I write a lot of things down. Was there something in Particular you
didn’t want me to write down?”

“No, nothing sPeChCic.”

“Just the whole thing, huh? well, 1 thought Charlie Musselwhite was Plaging, so |
came in here to see if he was, but if he’s not, so...” | started to leave.

“Yeah, we”, goocu)ge,” she said.

It was an affront that | had run into her without ca”ing, and then wanted to leave,
without further ado. It’s incredible to me how easy it is to slecp with someone, and latcr,
to have it mean nothing, even though there’s the sense of a blood—Pact, the lingering
sense of revealing a Privatc thought in a moment of Heeting closeness. You turn to a
fellow passenger on an airplane, when the Planc struggles in turbulence, and admit fear.
Later, in the air[:)ort, you catch eyes and look away, more at ease with other strangers

than with the one with whom you were intimate.
Plag it Safe, Tag Your Bag

I'm sitting in the Southern Pacific train clepot, waiting for Jack to come up from
down the Pcninsula to sl:)end the weekend. Jenny s bringing Rachel tomorrow. The train
station is doomed. It’s scheduled to be torn down. It's now nostalgia, anachronism,
decag, museum and movie-set rolled into one. Jack will come into this train station,
where 1 will meet him, and a year from now, the entire Place will be gone, and ten years
from now, Jack and I will have memories of this Placc m now in, that we were once in,
that no Ionger exists.

TI"ICY'C are gCﬂUiﬂC neon SigﬂS:

- TO DINING ROOM - COFFEE SHOP — COCKTAILS - SANDWICHES -
SNACK BAR - COFFEE - JUICES — NEWSSTAND — TELEPHONE -
(blinking).
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The station has high vaulted ceilings that are Probablg resl:)onsible for the
blendeci, indistinct echoes. There are big clocks, Fans, long wooden benches that curve
at the base of the back and high windows streaked with soot.

One wall has a very large Photo of a Southern Pacific diesel and the inscription,

“SCrving the West Since 1869.” There’s a newsstand with every imaginable verbal

distinction:

JEANE DIXON ON JACKIE'S FUTURE, DREAMS ARE SAVING LIVES,
FEVER, THE HUNT FOR A NEW KILLER VIRUS, SEXOLOGY, PAPER
MONEY CATALOG, MODEL AIRPLANE NEWS, TRUE STORY, TRUE
ROMANCE, TRUE EXPERIENCES, TRUE CONFESSIONS, TRUE LOVE,
MEN, STAG, REAL WEST GUN WORLD, NEEDLEWORK, LIVING WITH
LESS OIL, PLAYGIRL, GLAMOUR, THE TURQUOISE MASK, THIS
SHROUDED NIGHT, DEATH MERCHANT, THE BIG KISS OFF, ONE
GRAVE TOO MANY CROSSWORLD PUZZLES, NEW LEADS ON PATTY
HEARST

The People waiting are 1975 Central Casting, excel:)t the pace is easy and slow in
San Francisco. People look at each other and talk to each otiier, there’s no Frenzg in
the waiting, some boredom. The door of the soon-to-be-no-more RESTAURANT
AND COCKTAIL LOUNGE swings open and shut, a”owingjukebox Latino sounds out
like a hand Ficic”ingwith the volume on a radio.

It's 6:45, still light and cool in the breeze that commotion causes. | look down a
half-mile of track. Beside the track is a Poster with a Picture of van Amberg, a local
newsman in a blue ski-jacket, smiling broac”9 with his arm around two anonymous,

rniclc”e-ageci women in Print blouses, cotton coats, and glasses, also grinning, The
poster reads, NEWS PEOPLE IN TOUCH WITH PEOPLE.
The train arrives at the station. Track 29. Rigiit on time. Ten minutes late.

Too Marvelous for Words

| was watching Michigan over UCLA when Joe Joimson, accorciing to the
announcer, created a foul situation, which means he hit Andre McCarter on the arm.
The kids are asleeP in the other room.

“Uf | come and see you Piaging around like thisJ one more time, | will turn off the

recorci, and off goes the light, and no more becltime—Plagtime.”
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The record is Ding, Dong, the Witch is Dead. Rachel, who is five, came in the
kitchen when I was doing the clishes, carrying her medicine and said to me, “Here’s our
medicine, Nick, or whatever your name is.” Nick is Jenny’s bog?rienc!. | said to Jenny,
earlier, “I can see Nick’s influence on Jack. So, uh, quiescent.”

“Yeah,” she said, “I was reacling Nick’sjournal todag, and he’s so Philosophical.
None of this, ‘I got up this morning, had breakfast, etc.’ if you read that he’s thinldng
about clcath, you might realize that’s the clag he broke his arm or something. He’s rea”g
been good for me. 1 used to 96” alot at the 1<icls, and one clag, he saic], “You l<now, that’s
si”g.’ | don’t do that, anymore. | don’t know whg, but he gets these moods. He’s in a
dePressecl rnooclJ this weekend.”

That, I guess, is whg Jenny was in town on the weekend, bg hersehc, and sitting,
talking to me for a whole hour. Or magbe it’s what I said. First, | saicl, “Do you want some
coffee?” and thcn, “Jesus, Jenny, you got tits again. What happencd?”

I:lusterecl, she saicl, “Uh, I don’t know. Sometimes, | don’t wear a bra. I've been
sick.” When she left, 1 said, “well, Jenny, it’s been nice ta”dng to you and staring at your
chest.”

“Stop that.”

“I can’t stoP that. That's my life.”

“What is?”

“Doing, that and saying that.”

We talked about our respective careers. She told me, “Mg Principal said toclag he
doesn’t believe in self-contained E.H. classes.” So much for her value at the Buena
Vista School. Then she saicl, “Evergone | know is unhappg and going through a lot of
changes.”

“I'm happg,” I said, “ever since | quit writing Poetrg.”

| was lcaning in and energjzing, my egeba”s. It makes her seem even more
attractive. | told her a story, “When | went home, over Christmas, and my father was into
his bullshit with the Phong brain tumor and his premature senilitg routine, Mark gave my
mother a hug, and her arms werejust hanging there.” I looked at Jcnng. “ realized that |
usua”g £go home and entertain the folks. Alwags beFore, I would engage them and theg
would rcsPond. But this time, | watched them, instead of trging to get them to be
different. 1 dorn’t think their indifference, their bullshit, their coldness, necessarilg means
theg never wanted us aroumclJ but theg sure don’t want any kids aroumclJ NOW. Angwag, |

began to wonder how many of my relationships are like that, where | get all worked up
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with energy and entertain, trying to get some kind of response. well, hell, ivs OK, but
without cloing that... nothing.”

| was aware | was Practicing what | was Preaching against. When she l@ct, | felt
haPPg. I imaginecl a Possibilit9 of loving and living with her. I like to do that. But 1 know
it’s out of the question, and I like that, too. | know that whether | want to or don’t want
to, it'’s onlg my want. | can’t control her and | don’t want to, but 1 sure like contro”ing
mgsehc. The “bigger tits” business is a stab at freedom. It’s being at ease in my
contradictions, with no submcrging, no Politeness and careful misery, a small bit of being
nasty, nervy, loving, and alive. NNL&A.

We talked about Jack’s beclwetting. We dealt with it. We talked about Rachel’s
clon’t—touch-me, Five—gear—olcl touchiness, and then, gocu)less TV. | watch “Dark
Passage” with Humphreg and Lauren Bacall. Laurenis a Painter who sneaks a killer into
San Francisco under a blanket in her station wagon. | said to Jenny, after clescribing two
couplcs we know in common, “There’s no accounting for couples.”

The cab driver in the movie tells a story about a golchcish bowl. It reminds me that
Bettg’s golchcish is dead. I fed the fish every clag, and every clag, the water got darker
and more viscous. My dutiful efforts were for naught. The fish floated in the water, like
a dead fish in a New Orleans cemetery, buried stancling up. The food didn’t sPread
when it hit the water. There was no movement. | spun the bowl arouncl, and there he was,
mouth open, hahcwag up, hahcwag down, dead as a mackerel. |

| went into a Iong internal rap about res[:)onsibilitg. I followed Betty’s instructions,
but I knew the water needed changing. You change akid’s clia[:)er, but you don’t repot a
Plant every two weeks. What about Putting down roots? How about a change of
scenery? And poor George, Bogje’s friend. “Poor George. Who'd ever want to kill poor
George? All he ever wanted to do was go to Peru and Plag that trumPet.”

And the toilet is busted. ljigglecl the handle so much, trying to stop the gurgle
that it broke clean off. After any visitor uses it, | have to goin and flush for them. Like |
did for Anc]9 Linder, two clags ago. He'’s a big time sPced freak clcsigncr in a Cardin
shirt, and he wants Bettg to take over his aPartment. “It's a reProduction of a 1958
aPartmcnt,” he says. He leaves a note for Betty. I'm sorting socks, when I hear him from
the other room, “Oh, shit, | can’t write that. That’s no goocl.”

“What?” I holler in at him. “A sal:),” he says. “ljust wrote, ‘Call me ASAP. shit

that’s not too cool.” He’s Putting in a new Union Street restaurant and niteclub, with
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30s French Hot Club décor. “The new landlords are Fuckecl, crazy stuPicl,” he says.
“Sometimes, | wish | wasn’t sel?—emplogcc].”

Suclclcnlg, it’s raining, like a sonofabitch. Blowing. Hail. The windows crackle like
straight Pins thrown against a mirror. This builcling that sags, also rattles. I think about
Irene Jansen. Lauren Bacall’s erstwhile bogfriencl hears Irene tell a Particularlg chilling
story, and he rePlies, sarclonica”g, “High-larious.”

I:riclag, | scared mgsehc si”g. | went bg Intersection Theatre, to talk to the
manager, and | booked mgsehc into the Place in the Fa”, in October, to do a one-man
show. When the man said it was on, it’s strange, | wanted to cry. I don’t know what to
make of it. | can onlg liken it to other times when | feel that way, times when I think I'm
close to being happg, when I dor’t have to trg to be haPPQ. I think that when | don’t have
to Iaugh to keep from crying, Pll start crying,

“Bu”shit,” I say, su&denlg.

Last night, | took Jack to see Evolution of the Blues, starring Jon Hendricks of
Lambcrt, chdricks, and Ross Fame, ata Funkg old theatre in North Beach. The sight of
alive stage show exhilarates me. It’s the true amusement Part of chemical thrills. The old
Adrenalin Roller Coaster. It isn’t fear of being on stage. It’s fear of the unknown. Being
on stage is the constant thrill of the unknown. 1 have until October to prepare for it. |
have to carrya goocl scri[:)t into the unknown. | thought Jackson would be as thrilled as |
am bg the prospect of the stage, but he isn’t. He watched it with some Pleasure, it
seemcd, but he shows no interest in that arena for himself.

Dark Fassage has a wonderful ending. No ending. The mystery of the murder is
unsolved. The man’s guilt or innocence is unresolved. He and the woman simplg g0 on.
He goes to Peru and she shows up later. The song on the record Plager in the
backgrouncl in the movie is “You’re Just Too Marvelous. Too Mar-vel-ous for Words.”
Great line for a writer, too marvelous for words. Great line for a life storg that gets more

marvelous and lCSS explicable asit Progresses.

O Neil, Tell Me You’re Not Dead

Now is the hardest time to write. The newness wears off. The thrill of it as a kind
of writer’s adventure fades. | begin to see in what I'm writing something of what it is. |
hear a Ionelg man who has talent, energy, and desire. | see a man who likes and is afraid

of People. Stephen Vincent says he has an expression to describe his low Productivit9
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and selF-satisFaction, Hero Zero. So I'm sacl, unhappg, and |one|3. At a time like this, J
don't feel cloc]uent. | feel embarrassed at my inabilitg to talk about this Part of my life
with any stgle. It's the Part of mgsehc I hide and not too well. 1 show it, but never do |
believe others will resPonc] to it in any way that doesn’t embarrass me. | ex[:)ect my
friends to fail me at a time when theg could trulg be my friends. So 1 have no friends -
onlg a clcs[:)era’ce sg“ogism.

'm watching Arthur Hill racing, in slow motion, toward a waterhole, after twenty
dags in the desert. The worst time is after | make love to a new stranger. The adventure
is gone from that, too. St. Patrick’s Day, I wenton a blind date with a beautiful, twenty-
three-gear—olcl from Muscatine, lowa, named Leah Lindstrom. The date was arrangcc]
bg my bar friend, Jerry, and his young girlgriend, Kit, who is best friends with Leah. we
drove to Chinatown for dinner on my suggestion, in Leah’s brother’s white Camaro.

I said, “Follow that car.”

And Leah saicl, “All the way to Chinatown?”

“We”, of course, brother Larry saicl, “It's a ge”ow car.”

| smiled and saic{, “That doesn’t deserve a response.”

After a great dinner of Szechwan at the North Star, we came back to my Place,
and | showed my books, manuscriPts, Paintings, and scril:)ts. We drank wine. I listened to
Leah SPCEBI( with the vernacular of the not Particularlg well-educated MicLWest, “And he
goes...and she goes...” instead of “he said, and she said.” The story of her relative19
short Past is told in the Prescnt.

At the restaurant after dinner, I said, “Leah, I ove you. Let’s get married. That’s
what’s suPPosed to haPPen after a blind date, isn't it?” That made her feel good, I
found out later. And women bleed and have Feelirlgs, are insecure and want to be Iikcc],
just like men do. Amazing,

When we walked out of my Place, bound for an Irish bar, | took her hand and
suclclcnlg we were goocl, old, and fast friends and lovers. A miracle. At O’Shags, ina Pit
of the swaging, drunk-wet sons and daughters of the oOld Socl, Leah and I were
entwined in kissing and caresses. She told her brother he was free to make his way in the
wor‘cl, and Kit told Leah and me that Jerry had said that as far as he was concemcc],
their relationship was no longcr viable.

Jerrg is a law student, and Kitis clistraught, after coming all the way from lowa to
be with him. Leah and I came back to my Place, and she undressed for Passion, and |
undressed for peace, for cormcortJ for giving in and gving up, and drunken slecp. I told
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her, “r|| make love to you later. Right now, I’m too drunk and tired.” Later, | did arise and
arouse, but even Iater, | realized she was reacl9 and | beggecl og, and latcr, | took hcr,
when she was out of rhgthm with it.

At 7:50AM, she was awake and wanting to get to know me, the stranger. She
began to babble. It was charming babble. she drove a truck for her fathers company.
She misses her Familg and cried. Onlg a tear gave that away, and | was surpriscc] to see
it. 1 told my story, gratuitouslg. Once upon a time, | loved te”ing my story.

“l was a good student in high school. Not an athlete, until high school swimming, |
was caPtain and All-American. | did some theatre, and 1 had a girlgriend I made out with
evergdag for two years. Those were the goocl old clags.” J laughecl. “In co”egc, I did
evergthing, and that became the model for my life. 1 was caPtain of the soccer team and
the swim team. | was an actor, a Painter, and | danced every dag for four years, went out
with dozens of girls, | was in Politics, Periphera”g, and I edited a humor magazine. | met
Jenng, went to graduate school in art, c]roPPecl out, and went to work in a Factorg.

We decided to get married, but her mother wouldn’t put the announcement in the
paper until | got a clccentjob. I got ajob teaching in California for a year, then back in
llinois for a year, where | drove a truck for my Father, and I ran an art ga”erg. Jermg got
her teaching credential and, since we were into Women’s Lib, we went next where she
wanted to go, to Connecticut, where she taught school and 1 taught, for two years.
Then I came out here to get a Masters’ Degree, and two years ago, we seParated. We've
been divorced a year, and 've been writing,” Boom. wWhole story. Omitting great chunks.
 told her she was interesting to me, because she could “talk so easilg.”

“ listen to evergthingl say,” | said, I try not to say the same thing twice.”

She took offense. There was no way for her not to. I was criticizing her. She said 1
made her feel like a dumb little girl, and I felt like an over-educated corncob. I fell asleep.
Ina dream, I was in co”ege. J Pickcc] up Jackson and Put him on my back as burden and
comfort. I saw Rachel dive face-first into a snow bank, without a coat on, havinga ball. 1t
worried me that she was so out of control.

Then, | stood outside Jenng’s house. She came out, and I was happg. | went into
her house. | arguecl with a man who was staring in the window. He Pugecl up his chest,
and I was afraid but determined. We went into her bedroom, as the kids Plagecl, behind
their closed door. Just as we began to make love, J stoPPed and couldr’t or wouldn’t
continue. When I woke up, the dream was vivid. | wondered if I should | go to the Past or

the future? Do I have a choice?
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Leah wanted to £go. ! wanted her to stay. And 1 wanted her to be gone. She got
up,gptdmﬁsed,made}kﬂsdgup,an&camelxxkintheroom,wkhherhpsgkssedand
aPPammﬂgmetﬁmkhekSSMgJremembemxh%etaﬂtsc#thcn@ﬁtbeﬁme,amﬂl&n@ﬁt
resentment.

“MagbeV”runﬁﬁogouonthcsﬁee@someﬁmeﬂshesad.

| said nothing about seeing her again. | remembered saying, cluring the night, “|
love you,” three words I seldom use. 1 told her how surPrising it was, and wonclemcul, that
| felt so much at ease with her.

In kinc]ergarten, I had a girlFriencl named Katy. Twenty years later, I visited her in
a hotel for stewardesses in Chicago. She and her roommate got rid of a Pcrgectlg nice
guy from down the hall. Theg said he was nice, but he was too nice, too lonelg, too
desl:)crate. In that moment, | became wary of ever aPPcaring desl:)crate. | tested Leah’s
Dcsloc/'at/on Accelotancc Quotient, and her Role Delineation Quotient. All night, | held
her in my arms, as the saging goes. Then 1 scrunched down and sought succor and
reﬂ@pagﬂmﬁherbmmsm.Asﬁm%mlcoddtdLshedﬁn%ﬁﬁhmﬂawﬁhmglwasdomg
She went out to the front windows and stood waiting for Kit to Pick her up.

“ liked you from the start,” she said, “I don’t usua”g get into things with guys,
because theg give me such a bad time.”

She’s ta”, extremelg attractive, relative19 well oﬁc, and selF~assurecl, begoncl her
m&xw%E&W%&eBeGmmﬂAmhhahdﬂ%&C@dﬂQS@ﬂ@@ﬂﬁ@ﬂbb%Pc

“ like that,” she said.

And I'm a quivering mass of cles[:)erate je”g. During the night, | had another
cheanyin which she and I despﬁe a”erccdence to the conhaﬁg,spenttwo dags
together. When she left the aPartment for real, she didn’t ge” gooclbge. | was shaving, at
thetﬁne,wanﬁngsornuchto}yeateaseandinlove.

| had a miserable clag. I wandered back and Forth, buging staples. Litera”g.
Sta[:)les. Swingline Cub Staples. Mg stal:)ler takes regular staPles, and the staples don’t
fit, bg the fewest of millimeters. There’s no reason not to have a universal staple. Which,
of course, is love, and it is not Fitting, and that’s a sad story. The Owl and Monkeg is
closed. Dave Heisenberg called to tell me he has recommended me to a friend of his to
Plag the male lead in his friend’s sPace~cowbog soap opera. I tgl:)ec] the corrections to
my own soap-opera satire, O Nci/, Tell Me You’re Not Dead! (A not-so-subtle
reference to the Plagwright, Eugene O’Nei”, the writer of a high qualitg soap opera of

his own.)
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“Scott, you've clcstrogecl our haPPiness.”

“Tell me, doctor, will he survive?”

“I'm afraid that’s asking too much, Ramona.”

“I know that, as a cloctor, andasa woman, Lornais concerned about Don.”

Don’t give me this banal banter; | want rea/communication, like “Now, Dale, J may
be mistaken, but I think Bart has clesigns on Sanclg.” And, “Lucy has been shielding the
truth from her attorney.”

I want a cigarette, bad. 1 haven’t smoked for several dags. I dor’t think it’sjust a
Phgsical addiction. Angmore than any other goocl/bad isjust an addiction. It reminds me
of having brealmcast, a few clags ago, in the Ho/y Sunshine chetar/én Lunchconctte,
when no one in the Placc can find angthing on the menu that wasn’t carcinogenic. A year
ago, a roomful of Poets, some of the best minds of my generation, so to SPCEBI(, had
popcorn after a Poetrg salon at Marilgn Schenk’s house in Oakland. Her erstwhile
husband, good old Stringy Bob, made the popcorn, without using any oil or butter. It
was like eating buckshot. It tasted like last week’s drivewag. When someone asked him
whg he didn’t use any oil or buttcr, he gave a lmowing, soulful sigh, and said, “Does the
word carcinogenic mean angthing to anyone?”

“No, 9oujerl<—og, the word has no meaning, begonc] its social cancer causing
Pro[:)erties when sPoken bg a complete clip—shit like 3oursc|1c.”

Ha, ha. Verg Funng. But what about Leah?

Mgsterg Man

lgota card from Bettg in Mexico. It’s a Photograph of the beach and the front of
a row of builclings. There’s a hint of ocean in the reflection of a window tucked away
amid the architecture of old and new Mexico. She says the wildlife is beautiful, “but”
she’s surviving. As a capper, she asks, “How is my fish?>

‘Ina worclJ Betty, dead.”

A woman in Churchi”’s, last night, said to me, “You’re a mystery man. And P've
learned that with a mystery man, | have to, uh...”

“Watch out?” | suPPIicc].

“Yeah...watch out,” she said.

There was a Poet, across the table from me, reac]ing a we”-?ingerecl and

underlined, annotated copy of a Richard poem, lifted from the Norton Anthologzj. J
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looked at it, revealing, mistakenlg, umcortunatelg, that |, too, was a Poet. | remarked that
it read like SPenser, and the guy launched into his analgsis of the poem.

“Hold it,” I said. “I'm not up to it.”

It was my night to be worlcl~wear9. Word weary. That's threatening to my
entertainer sgnclrome. Ta”dng to Jerry and his friend, Jim, | made the Point that several
things had combined to com[:)ouncl loneliness, “Sex is a time of intimacy. Sex is easy
these clags. Loneliness is fatal, if it’s revealed to a new partner. Sex is a time of
revealing.”

Jim guessecl it was a condition of Formerlg married men, to whom the bedroom is
the crucible of whatever closeness the marriage had and whatever depth of sugering
the marriage consoled. Ina clrearnJ later, | shared a shower with Johnng Carson and Ed
McMahon. A whole bunch of othersjoined us. Someone sugges’cecl we divide up, men
and women. I said that if we did that, it would increase the sexualitg bg creating such a
clear seParation. J began ta”dng andjoking with Gerald Ford. He was clrunk, red-faced
and effusive. We kidded around about how ajerk like him could get to be President,
when it seemed onlg 9estercla3 he was ajanitor, crossing the street in front of city hall,
and then he was President. He showed me a heavg, smiling face and kissed me on the
li[:)s. He did it, again, and 1 had to escape. | left. | went into a movie theatre. An old
co”ege friend suggestecl I goseea live Plag. It was better. | talked to the director. It was
a Plag called “Anger,” directed bg a man named Anger. He and two others told me how
my writing was Hawecl, that it was a cheaP shot, a coPout.

“How is it flawed,” I asked.

“You reveal 9oursel1C too earlg.” Theg all agreed. I didr’t think that was bacl, and
if that’s all their criticism amounted to, then Pm all right.

An Old Woman Shaman

Homosexualitg s a tiger that seems to pursue me in my dreams. On Mike
Douglas, a woman talks about comcronting and conquering whatever is chasing one.
South Sea Islanders tell their chilc]ren, “Never run away in a dream.” Dream
confrontations are a workable influence in our lives. I ran away from Jerry Ford. |
suppose it was brought on bg the Poet in Churchills. He had gentle, loving eyes, and
when he gave me a lift home, I built a fear of him. The guy made no overtures, but he was

handsome and feminine. Not effeminate. I left the car, abruptlg. He may simplg have
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liked me. In co”egc, | worked, for a time, for Bob Glompie, who ran a restaurant. |
dcsignecl and Paintcc] his |ogo. One night, after wor|<, he drove me home. We drove to
the eclge of town, and he stoPPecl the car. He talked vigorou519 and aggressivelg. Then
he drove me back to my dorm. I never trusted him, after that. Ten years latcr, | ran into
Glompie when | gave a poetry reading at my alma mater. My old English Lit ProFessor,
Jim Kissane, took me out to dinner at Bob’s restaurant. Bob was Plcasec] to see me.

| asked him to cash the check my Profcssor had given me for the reacling. He
started to, and then he told me to come back, Iater, he could cash it, then. After
clroPPing off the Promcessor, | started back. | thought about skiPPing it, altogether. “No, |
decidecl, 9 don’t live like that, anymore.” Bob gave me a scotch from the bar, and |
followed him into his small office. 1 sat, nervouslg, ona straight-back chair, while Bob,
Pink-?acecl, smokinga cigar above his big bellg, leaned back at his desk, smiled broac”g,
quite Plcasecl to see me, and asked me what I'd been up to, for the Previous ten years.
We chatted. Fina”g, | broached a decade’s unanswered question.

“Tell me, Bob,” I saicl, “are you gay?”

“Well, it’s all OK with me,” he said.

“Because, for ten years, J thought you were gay, and I was wary of 3ou.”

He acted surPrised. He said his statement about evergthing being OK with him
was out of consideration for my Possible homosexualitg. I concluded that it was his
aggressive Frienclship that Frightcnecl me that | chose to believe it was sexual. | often
worry that some male friends have sexual motives. But | susPect my female friends of
having sexual motives, too.

On the other hanc], Bob was a Politelg slimg sort of Politico, as easilg sexual as he
was untrustworthg. At sixteen, | thought homosexualitg was a nonProcluctive form of
love. Love meant having chilclren, so therefore homosexualitg was an unloving form of
non—Proc]uctivitg. The stuclg, a few years ago, that overl:)o[:)ulatec] rats mug each other
and form homosexual relationshi[:)s didn’t encourage my sgmpathg, but 1 hold dear the
love of men. I love to be Phgsical with men. To hol&, touch, and love other men is
imPortant to me. It bothers me that scxualitg has to cloud the simPle beautg of hcalthg
affection. The social upheaval of the last decade or so allows me to irnagine cloing
angthing and evergthingl can imagjne, sexua”g, but “fuck any orifice” doesn’t seem like
a loving encomium to me.

| go into my “Oh, my god, ma Faggot,” routine whenever 'm without a woman |

love. Fucking women | dor’t love seems as Pointless as Fucking men, shcep, knotholes,
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or mgsehc. David Fallows said to me, “You'll never have a homosexual experience, until
you wake up in the morning, with a cock in your mouth.” That’s my idea of an
unaPPetizing breakfast. It sounded like a Plug, on his part. David wasjust shooting off
his mouth, to coin a cou[:)le of Phrases. Does my reProcluction ideal mean I need to love
the Possibilit9 of concel:)tion to enjog intercourse? Magbe I c]o,just a little, somewhere in
the Package, even if it’s metal:)horical.

When Paul got Minclg pregnant, theg both knew it was a clear Possibilitg, and it
increased their excitement. She had an abortion, and it was an awful exPerience for both
of them. Theg believed theg’cl had one night of unfettered love, clesireJ and union.
Jenny and | believed the nights of our two concel:)tions were magical, sPecial, a
wonderful release. When I'm having sex with someone, | generallg have the Feeling of
shooting my wad in ajar, while the rest of my boclg is caressing the woman, mac”g and
sensuallg. I love the idea of Planting sperm way up inside a woman, traveling dee[:)er into
her than I can reach. That's a thrill. SHerrg saicl, “I can feel you all the way up to my
throat.”

Nothing any woman has ever said to me got to me like that line did. So, what do |
get, in lieu of fertilization? 1 have my quota of two kids per. S0 what’s up in the sex
dePartment? ’m not sure, but I think there’s more to it than a Personal Problem. It's a
Problem whose solution is not in all the love options that are otherwise available. My ex-~
mother-in-law got pregnant twelve times, and she didn’t even like kids. 1 like kids, but 'm
a lousg Provider.

’'m rea”g unsure about this. This talk is current, because | might (watch out for
the mystery man) be in love. Suclc]enlg. I'm with someone with whom I can at least imagjne
love, with whom | can begin to feel it. My mother said, “Stephen, you make love to a
woman, you love her and you sleeP with her because you love her.” And the woman |
might love, to whom I am remcerring is my young blind date from Muscatine. She’s a great
big beautiful woman with big thighs, nice breasts, a head of hair, big eyes, full li[:)s, and
she’s 597 Plus three-inch heels. She’s beautiful. Her daddg’s rich. She has a half dozen
brothers and sisters, and she says, “You are the most unic]ue guy ’'ve ever met.”

A Problem is due me from her generation’s ill-educated manner. A sentence will
suﬁcice, “And she goes, we”, Jerry and them wanna g0 dancin’.” Her English, otherwise,
isjust fine, with an occasional “most unique” thrown in for good measure. She isnt

stuPic{, bg any means, but it’s Paimcul to my ears to hear her talk. She says | can teach
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her. So Far, J haven’t, because she’s uPset bg my corrections. 'm curious to see if | have
any influence left in me.

She has the Problems of any ta”, bcauthcul, young woman. Evergbodg wants her
to be a Part of their lives, but noboc]9 wants her to have any life of her own. But she’s
Feistg. | wonclercd, out loud, on our first date, if she might give me as much trouble as |
gave her. She did. We went dancin’ at the Olgmpus in North Beach on Columbus. It’s a
new sPot in town, with a great dance floor. On the dance Hoor, you can find near19
every exam le of the human s[:)ccies gatherecl under recorded sound, while bright
colored Iights Plag on them and on the walls. The first time I visited Olgmpus, there was a
blond mountain of a woman, in Howering organza, at the door, with a cleep voice. She
was a six-foot-four-inch queen, wearing, a two-[:)iece Plagsuit with a Paintec] be”g
button. Black, Oriental, Chicano, White, you name it theg have it. The music never
stops, the records overlap.

“I need a break,” J saicl, after a while. Time flies in such a Place. There’s no pause
that refreshes. We took a table on the side. | danced with Kit. It was fun and easy,
because it didn’t count. | danced with Leah, and we were stiff with each other. We Pickec]
on each other. She Poked me in the be”g and called me the Pi”sburg Doughbog. She
danced lackadaisica”g.

“Am | going to have to do this all mgsehc?” I said.

“Yes,” she said.

| dor’t know what sPechCicaug Proml:)tcd her to turn her back on me, but she
Fina”g did, so | Pourecl a trickle of beer in her trailing fist. We left, and 1 apologizec] for
the beer, “Ym sorry,” | said, “I'm gving you a lot of shit, tonight. Pm testing you, and
that’s lousg. But I'm tired of kiss ass games.” 50, | invented a new game, a kick ass game.
The next clag, | asked Paul if he wanted to meet Leah. I invited her and Kit to come over,
and we talked a bit.

“We were going to come over and cook some cornbread for you,” Leah said.

We drove to Paul’s to get his food stamPs and then off to Leah’s to get money
for wine, but Kit was tired, and there wasn’t enough motivation in the air.

“What are we going to do7” 1 asked.

Paul said, “It doesn’t make any difference to me, one way or the other.”

“Leah,” I said, “are youin charge?”

((NO »
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“Well, | can’t be in charge,” | said, weaklg, “I'm not man cnough to be in charge,”
and that’s what | thought. An embarrassing, Far—reaching truth? Paul says | am the All-
Time Champion ngochondriac and that aPPIies to every imaginable ailment, Phgsical or
Psgchological. J saicl, “| don’t see any real energy to do angthing. Kit's tired. We should
take her home, get some wine and go back to my Place.”

Done. | was scared that decicling what to do meant changing course. Boom. We
were back home, and Paul was asking Leah a string of questions, starting with, “What
are you goingto do with your money?”

“Having money has gjven me evergthing Pve ever wanted,” she said, “and nothing
but Pain.”

Paul and | started the fourth fifth of wine. Leah sat on the edge of the bcc], her
hair Pu”ed back, occasiona”9 touching my boot with the outstretched toe of her boot
as Paul talked.

“You know what you should do? No, | can’t presume to give you advice. But you
should goto Guatemala and find 9ourse|1c an old woman shaman and learn from her. Oh,
fuck, l’mjust talking to mgsehc.”

“I don’t want to have a lot of money, but | don’t want to suger, eitr»er,” Leah said.

One morning in the kitchen at Jerry’s, | listed all the things | wanted: a car, a tape

cleck, and new boots.

“pl| get them for you,” Leah said.

| said, “It feels good to live on the eclge, where you can distinguish between the
things you want and the things you need.”

J t seems the central Problem I have with Leah is her money. All the Picking at heris
in lieu of the big question. And goocl for Paul, who says, “I come from money. I know
what’s botheringgou, Leah. Can| call you Mimi? You remind me of someone.”

“Leah, Mimi, it's OK with me,” she said.

J kePt my mouth shut. Paul was drunk and energized bg Leah’s beautg, their
common exPerience with money and Catholicism, and he was running, we”~oiled, down
the right track.

She said, “I came out here, to San Francisco, to do something. I don’t know what,
yet, but 1 feel goocl about it.” | Put my arm around her and said to Paul, “Didn’t I tell you
this was a gooc] woman?”

Paul looked at LeahJ “ like you.You're a fine lac]g.”
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I imaginec] what my own life and choices would be with any real money. We drove
to Paul’s house, then came back to my Place and got in bed. she got up to leave.

“Where are you going?”

“lcan’t getin the habit of staging here every night.” Awoman full of surPrises.

The Perfect Pass

Paul and | went to a concert in Kezar Staclium, held all clag Sundag. The
$200,000 net ProFit from the concert was to go to suPPort athletic programs in the
Financia”g belcaguerecl school system. Then somebodg found two million dollars |9ing
around in a drawer somewhere, and Bill Graham decided to spen& the money to benefit
the poor. Marlon Brando showed up and exhorted everyone to expect the death of
societg unless we get our resources re-ordered.

“There’s a lot of power behind this concert moneg,” Paul saicl, as we sat among
enough mellow young Pcop‘e to Populate a small citg. Then Joan Baez suggestecl, “This
sort of thing should haPPen every clag, until we wi[:)c out Povertg.” A little Baez Fantasg.

“Bill Graham is the mayor of the unclergrouncl establishment,” ljokec].

As I looked around at Graham’s citizenrg, I wonder about their connection to the
use of the money. One citizen of Graham Citg, in the paper the next c]ag, said he didn’t
care where the money went. For his five bucks, he got 1Ci1ctg bucks worth of
entertainment.

“If these concerts became a common avenue for change,” J thought, “I wonder
how thcg’d think of them, then.”

It was an unusual crowd. One of the big sur[:)rises was the response to violence.
As Joan Baez sang Amazing Grace, a Fight broke out and sPi”ecl over the lowest railing,
onto the field. The crowd booed. The two Fighters were Pu”ecl aPart, and the violence
dissipated. There were three disturbances in six hours among 70,000 People. A man
Passecl a Footba”, Plaging catch with seventy thousand buddies. The ball came back to
him, after Hging around the stadium.

“Jesus, what a great way to throw a ba”,” J thought, “You can give up cntirelg to
the throw. There’s no need to worry about distance or accuracy. Ever9 throw is
Pemccctlg on target.”

There was an air of change, a fceling of breaking down old Patterns. Paul saw a

drunken kid, working his way down the row, acciclenta”g kick a girl’s foot. She flew into a
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rage and, turning to her bog?riencl, sPit out, “Did you see that? He kicked me! You
ought to kick his ass! That sonofabitch!”

The bowcriencl looked at her in amazement, “He”,” he saic], “he barel9 touched
you. Forget about it.” He went back to watching the concert: The Doobie Erothers, The

Chambers Brothers, Jackson Browne, et al.

Domestic Poetrg

Paul and Schutzman went over to the Page Street Librarg to see Beau Beausoleil
read. Paul told Beau, “You sound like a man who’s either going to blow himself away, or
else your work will be around five hundred years from now.”

Beausoleil says he’s going crazy, but his writing reveals almost nothing of the
clailg details of his suﬁcering. On the page, the voice of the poems is hard and angry.
When he reads, his voice is soft and gentle, at least of the sounds. It’s almost a lilt. Paul
says he’s fasting and reacling Magan Iiterature, but his greatest strugglc IS against
isolation. Without a communitg of suPPort, you go crazy, he says. Beausoleil has taPPcd
into a transcendent voice, and he’s a goocl writer, but the man is hard to find in his
Poetrg.

Stephen Vincent says, of the five disturbed men, that I'm closest to Beau. | was
glacl he said it, although I'm not certain what he meant bg it. I talked to Stcphen about
the prose m writing, as we sat in his kitchen eating turkeg tacos. | drank his unwanted
beer. He was loaded on wine. I told him | sometimes feel the influence of poetry in my
writing, and sometimes | lose it. Someone asked me if 1 was writing ajournal, and 1 said no,
because ajoumal is addressed to goursel?.

“| started this prose as a letter to a friend | hadr’t seen in ten years, someone |
like, who likes me, who’s a Iong way off.” That's a good definition of the kind of reader
that’s im[:)ortant to the writing, The right kind of reader is imPortant to the qualitg of the
Product and to its Proc]uction. M9 favorite teacher at SF State, Nanos Valaoritis, told
me somcthing that stuck. He described a thing called domestic Poetrg.

“I don’t know what’s so bad about domestic things,” Ste[:)hen said.

1 dor’t think Nanos means that. The kind of poem he’s clescribing is like a
miniature house, and the onlg value is in looking inside it. The poem never becomes the

reader’s experience. It alwags remains the writer’s Poem.”
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Nanos had a storg for it. A telegram is delivered to the wrong house. The woman
who answers the door reads the telegram, YOUR HUSBAND HAS BEEN KILLED IN
THE WAR. She knows her husband is in the back room, rcading. The message Is not for
her. The messenger takes the message to the right a&dress, the house across the
street, and at that door, the woman who reads it bursts into tears. The first woman
recognizes the force of the message and sgmpathizes with the second woman, but the
message is real onlg to the second woman.

| once read Eric Segal’s “LLove Storg” on an airplane, after buging it in the airport,
just to see what all the fuss was about, and to take my mind off my imminent death (Poet
Dies in Tragic I all From Sky). Anyway, when the fatuous broad died, in the story, |
cried. But it was a trick. | didn’t care about the girl who died. Instead, | was reminded of
my own wife, and of the time she was hosl:)italizecl with thgroicl cancer. | was touched bg
my imagination of a Para”el story. As a senior in high school, reading “«Of Human
Bonclage,” | threw my sweat9 copy of the book angrilg across the room, in clisgust at
what was going onin Maugham’s storg. I made the storg real.

A poem is a success because of how much it becomes in the minds of the readers.
Thcg take the poem to themselves. There’s an indefinable c]ualitg that’s achieved bg
goocl writing, The reader doesn’t write it, nor is he or she sim[:)lg witness to it. The true
poem occurs in the magical distance that seems to occur between writer and reader. The
reader can see himself in the poem, and he can see through the poem to the writer, but
the poem IS poem, distinct from either writer or reader. It touches them both. Poets are
not fictionalizers. But neither is their work their Personal, Private, revealed truth. It’s an
odd Product. Its value is somewhere called Poetrg. The notion that Poets are lovers of
aPParent beautg and purveyors of abstract truth has worked to the detriment of
reading and writing Poetrg.

Sometimes, it’s like going to a disturbing movie without a happg conclusion, but
one that’s so genuinc, there’s ajog felt coming out of the theatre. I said something to
Paul about life and games.

“But life isn’t a game,” he said.

No, life isn’'t a game. Life is like a game, but it’s not a game. And art is not life, either. It is
of life. 1t is of love. Without being identical to either. I think I love Leah, but it isn’t Leah,
and it isn’t me that's become the Possibilitg, it's the love between us. Love hangs
between us like a chargecl space. | can’t describe what’s in that space, because | can’t

see what’s there, but 'm wi”ing to attest that there’s something there.
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| wrote this poem for the uPcoming collection:
The Ocean in a Bottle

| don’t see fhrough you like 1 said 1 did. /\/Iy obsession

1s not /hsigf)t. lama boa’y turned to gas under its own pressure.

Sometimes | am lost outside my [)ones, and I look so hard

for tﬁcm, I think I see other /DCOID/C ’s bones under their flesh.

When | feel their bones and their f/@s/y tchDorari{g, /qu/f /ooking
for my own. | thoug/ﬁ | found my bones under your Hlesh.

When I told you | was embarrassed to know Yyou so well

as to become you, I was com[css/nga terrible cmptlhcss.

When I look down and see my C/oua’g transparency,
| become afraid. My ambition to be full doesn’t diminish you,
but it makes you unbcara[)/y desirable.

| cannot become you, | cannot #ll mysc/f with you. If 1 alone
gf)ost the space between us, | will succeed on/y n vacatlhg myse/f.

Pm listening to Pink Flogcl and watching DNA do its thing onTV. A babg bog has
just been born. The new babg IS wraPPecl in swaddling clothes. It wails. It comes face to
face with Mama. Mama is sweaty. Babg s bloodg. | was born, down the ha”, in the same
hosl:)ital, the same CJ89 as Jenn9 Garretson, and i 1 knew then what I knew later, |
would’ve found a way to crawl out of my crib and hit on her. I took Jenng Garretson to
the Senior Prom. Years later, it’s hard to realize the achievement | thought that was at
the time. I loved Jenny from Eighth Grade on. Nick Demos beat me out, in Ninth Grade,
in the race for Jenng’s agcctions, and I never stood a chance, after that. | saw her thin,
curvy legs pass bg, in the ha”wag outside Jack Dge’s Civics class, when I was deliveringa

talk about Ac]olph Hitler, and | experienced my first mental orgasm. Jack Dye might have
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taken me for a buclcling Fascist, for that and thanks to the essag’s last Iine, inserted bg
my hell:ncul, tgpist mother, “Adolph Hitler was a man of great power. It’s too bad he
didn’t turn his power to good, instead of evil.” How siml:)lc it all seems, when you put it
like that. Dye said to me, “Did your mother help you with this Paper.” I knew immecliatelg
how he could tell.

Jenng was cute, smart, Popular, and whatever. I was smart, | had a big nose, and |
was not yet an athlete. Mrs. Garretson told my mother, “Steve is getting better looldng,
every clag.” A backhanded compliment, if ever I heard one. In the last two months of my
senior year, my fortunes took a bold |ca[:>, and | became socia”g accePtable. Credit my
being named caPtain of the swimming team. Credit my being a star of the senior variety
show. I wore a cap and gown, came on stage as Professor Jack Cass and did a satiric
reading of Mary Had a Little Lamb. | asked Jenny to go with me to the Senior Prom. Her
bog]criencl at the time, in a brief communiqué from the University of llinois, where he sat
in his Corvette, combing his hair, said, “Pm not going to a damn high school dance.” Or
words to that effect. That's all my resentful clairvogance could Pic|< up. So Jenn9
relented and gave into my request.

‘OK, I guess Pl g0 with you, Steve.”

As | dressed and aPPliecl my Clearasil, with enthusiastic subtletg, my father stood
in the cloorwag to the uPstairs bathroom. He spoke in a hushed, serious tone, “Steve,”
he said, “tonight is the kind of night you will be tempted to do something you will regret
for the rest of your life.”

| couldn’t imagjne what he meant. Kill someone? Dance naked with Miss
Roseburg, my Honors English tcacher, who, in one hour, bg actual count, said Iocrhalos
Fi?tg-?our times and whose favorite poem was “Richard Corey” about a small town guy
who surPriscs the whole town, when he goes home one clag and puts a bullet in his head.
| was the bric]ge clummg at the dance. 1 filled a vacancy. Suc]&cnlg, | was clriving home
from c]ropl:)ing Jenny off at her house, after the Partg, after the dance. A Plcasant kiss
and, “We”, gooc]night, Jenny, | guess Pll see you in school on Monclag,” and “Goodnight,
Steve, and thank you for a very nice evening,”

Hal)cwag between her house and mine, | remembered my father's advice. | had
done nothingl might regret for the rest of my life. 1 spun the car around and headed
back toward my aPPointment with c]isgrace. J banged on her screen door. She came out,
wearing a robe over her merry widow, a useless garment on her svelte Figure. She

received me on the sun Porch, where | assaulted her for an indeterminate amount of
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kissing and whalebone caressing, When 1 ‘eﬁ:, Fina”g, and reached home, I was not
clisappointed. | knew she had not succumbed, and 1 hadr’t done angthing tru19
regrcttable, but at least | had done something. I called Jenng’s mother, when I was home
over this last Christmas. 1 told her | wanted to say hello to Jenny. Her mother seemed
distracted, “You know Jenny is married.”

“I know,” I said.

“«Oh wait,” she saicl, “there’s someone at the door.” She came back, breathless. “I
thought it was Jcnng,” she said. She gave me Jenng’s number and then another number.

“m sorry,” she saicl, “l gave you my number bg mistake.”

| called Jenng, and we had a chat. 1 talked to her again,just before I returned to
San l:rancisco,just after her husband had been transferred to Kansas Citg.

“Bye, Jenny, it’s been nice talkingto you.”

| liked her so much I married a girl named Jenny. There were other reasons |
married the second Jenny. People thought she was from Connecticut and | was from
New York, not to mention she was a great kisser, and we danced well togcthcr.

Pm reading Six Crises bg Richard Nixon, and | feel sngathetic. He exhibits
himself to be a crazy person. | get the im[:)ression from reacling his selﬁanalgsis that he
has absolutelg no integritg. There’s no man behind the man. He remembers what others
say about him, and that’s what he believes himself to be. It sounds familiar. | sometimes
think 1 have no idea how to be a human being. So | listen to what other People have to
say about it.

Jeannie Cooper, told me, in her apartment in lowa City, when we were both in art
school, “Steve, 9ou’re a Phrasemakcr.”

Paul GoePFcrt told me, “You’re a combination courtjester and desperate man.”

Keil Stein saicl, after | had nonchalantlg Put my hand on some woman’s breast at
his party, “The reason women chase you is that you do the unexpectecl SO easilg.”

Mg co”ege drama director, Richard Meger, told me he had faith that | was the
kind of actor who did better in Pcr?ormance than in rehearsal, after I had, unbeknownst
to me, stunk up the audition.

Curt Mackeg said, “Steve is looking for what’s real, not effects.”

Anne Va”eg Fox said, “You have too much love for one woman.”

Alice Ma”org, after my reacling at SF State, my alma mater, said | was brilliant. My
mother thinks I'm irresPonsible. | think rm a lazg hgpochonclriac. Nixon says he alwags

gets stressed béncorc he does angthing. He once claimec] the ailment he was sugering
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was called “Walnuts.” He said he alwags got it in late Septembcr. His doctor said there
was nothing wrong with him, and he didn’t know of any respiratorg affliction called
“Walnuts.”

Sherrg Harrelson saicl, bg way of Praise, “You’re not a nice Person.”

Carl Mellenbach saic], “Brooks, you’re crazy.”

My wife’s shrink said, “You don’t need a shrink, you’re your own shrink.”

Paul said | alwags had my thumb up my ass, taking my emotional temPerature.

At ten, | thought I might be the Second Coming, but I remembered stealing a
candg bar from Keith’s Grocerg, and I knew Jesus wouldn’t do that. Gooclbge, Messiah.
Hello, Anti-Christ? I have no idea how to not give a shit. I exist. I believe evergthingl say
and evergthing said to me is the truth. I have no sense of constructed drama. | believe
that c]ramaJ both comeclg and trageclg, are concurrent. As someboclg once saic], “This is
not a rehearsal for your life, this is it.”

The Reverend Cecil Williams is giving lots of People kisses and hugs. Pm watching
evergbodg at Glide Memorial Church applaucl. | want some applause. I did a clialect,
halfheartec”g, the other clag, and Paul saicl, “Are you sure you don’t want to reconsider
going on the stage?” Paul is cautionary. Paul is alwags saying, “Don’t do it.” But he
wants it as much as I do. If I have value, it’s that ’m scared to live, and I'm still going to
live, and when | get into living, I live like a sonofabitch.

“m a dumbshit from the Midwest,” | say, but if there’s a lcsson, it’s that life is
evergthing wonderful and evergthing terrible, when you jump into it. A talent agent
asked Zero Mostel what he was, and he said he was a comedian. The agent saicl, “You’re
a comedian? So do something Furmg.” Zero Picked up the man’s tgpewriter and threw it
out the window. 1 love that, and that sort of thing scares me. | wonder if | can throw my
own tgpewritcr out the window. Tom Philil:)s, in co”egc, told me, “Steve, you alwags have
one hand holcling the rug 9ou’re stancling on, reaclg to Pu” it out from under you. You
alwags blow your own cool.”

Ted Pearson burned all his writing, one December c]ag. I admire that, but did Ted
think it was Funng? When life gets crucial, irony is thrown out the window. “Death is
breaking up that old gang of mine,” | saicl, when I heard of the death of a guy J barel9
knew, and no one laughecl. All were being aPProPriatelg somber, even for a guy we
barelg knew. F’eople demand you gjve life enough sobrietg. Theg’re right, of course.

Groucho Marx ca”ecl the Police to comPlain about the noise at his own Partg.

60



Evcrgboclg loves a movie about insanity when it’s a kind of wonderfulness, but few call

themselves to the bar.

| decided to call Leah,just as she called me. She’s coming over. Thirtg seconds
sooner, and it would’ve been the other way around. What about the criminal who dies
thirtg seconds before he begs God’s Forgiveness’? Sorrg, sucker, time for eternal hell

fire. He barelg missed the train to Eternal Bliss. Time is a continuum, to be continued.
Holg Molg Captain Marvel

| wanted to be alone, and someboclg droPPecl dgnamite in the Sunset Tunnel. ’'m
not alone. The light is not at the end of the tunnel, as | imaginecl. It’s an open coffin with
Hashing lights, like a tiny Fourth oFJulg, bursting from within.

Jesus looks down from the cross at his beloved mother. He winks, “It’'s OK, Ma,
’'m not reallg dead. Theﬂ’re going to Put me in a cave and cover the door with a roc|<,
and in three clags, theg’re going to Push the rock away, and a helicoptcr IS going to
come and I'm going to ﬂg away to Heaven. Ha, ha!” Blessed among women, his mother
looks up at her clerangecl son, the adoration Facling from her eyes.

Leah is thinking about meeting Jenny. She told Kit she wants to get all dolled up
forit.”

“Don’t do that,” Kit said, “she’ll want to get back with him.”

“That'd be great,” Leah said.

She wonders i I don’t want to be back with my wife and kids. I like Jenny. | think |
love her, but we have different ways of living our lives. We spent eight years trging to
convert each other. In the end, ’'m sure this is the way | want to live. My life is too
imPortant to me to gjve it up in order to live with my kids. 1t’s no easy conclusion. When |
feel good about mgsehc, | feel good about the c]ccision, but 1 dont alwags feel gooc]
enough about mgsehc to keep up the belie{ the ruse, the delusion.

Betty got back from Mexico, and the first time I saw her, Jon was trailing behind
her into her room. Both of them were loaded. At my cloor, I made an introduction
between them and Leah out of sg”ables.

“Leah, Betty. Betty, Leah. Leah, Jon. Jon, Leah. Gooclnight.”

The next clag, Bettg told me she didn’t rea”g want to see Jon, she never missed
him, and whg didn’t I introduce her to Leah?
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“1did,” 1 said. “You were distracted.”

In a minor elaboration, I said, “It’s a good relationsnip. lt’sjust what | want, rignt
now. It’s no neav9 romantic tning but rea”g nice. There are a lot of different kinds of
relationsnips,” | said, with tcPicl sincerity. “This is gooc], rignt now, whatever naPPens
later.”

The other nignt, after c]roPPing Leah off, sitting in her Red Firebird, 1 tnougnt it
was like clriving a Stolen Moment. | went down to SPec’s in North Beach and ran into
Gerard Cienna, a twent9~one~3car—o|c] surrealist Poet with angular features and long,
red hair, conked forward and barclg Parted at the crown like a cncap wig, Gerard is
blossoming as a Poet, cnougn to be sougnt out for reaclings. He was cnewing on tnat,
worrying that his writing is too Personal, that he has no urge to write or read for an
audience.

“You've got to trust that what you’re doing, rignt now, is the best tning for you
to be doing,” I said. “If it wasn’t, 5ou’cl be Aoing sometning else.”

Drunk as he was, Gerard laugncd a little knowing Iaugn. He’s going tnrougn a
writer’s Acvelopment in stages. | think he’s eignt years ahead of where 1 was four years
ago. | have four years recognition on a guy who is twelve years younger than I am. | have
seen a certain gap in my life that shows up as a two-year gap in my writing, | notice that |
write, and the writing is wiselg ahead of the events | describe. I catch up to the
writer/seer in about two years. The writing IS a seer, even when I'm not.

J worry about Elizabeth Taglor. There she is, acting, in the movies, the very sort
of person she acts in real lhcc, witnout, J tnink, any awareness afforded bg the drama. I'm
embarrassed for her. How awful to be living a transParent life that's opaque to the
central character. 'm not sure my own awareness is much more clear. | went to Mark’s
apartment with a bottle of Jim Beam, one nignt. We drank and talked, and then we hit
the bars. Later, | read a story of his about that nignt, in which he describes me as naving
terrible bad breath. He never told me. He was quite content to watch me turn my breath
on Peoplc like a garlic Hame-thrower. I seek selﬁknowledge. | want to know what I'm
cloing. I don’t want anyone to spare me the facts.

Magbe wisdom isn’t una’crsfana’/ng somctning, magbe wisdom is understanding
the same tning SO many times, gou’re comfortable with it. 've bcgun to see that when I'm
talking to Leah, Gerard, and Betty, I'm ta”dng to mgsehc. The affair with Leah feels
terrific. I don’t know what it’s leacling to, and I'm aPPrenensive, but I think it’s what | want
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to be cloing, right now. She gjives me back a healthg sense of calm and a goocl sense of
age, and then I start criticizing her.

She goes. She said. He goes. He said. T/niy go. T/ni:g said. | go. | said. | gfvc up.
This 8uy gives up. She left a trailer full of her worlc”g Possessions at Jerry’s sister’s
house in Inverness, north of the citg. Going up to the countrg to get it | made up a
country song, “Hot Soft Flesh and Cold Hard Cash,” with the lgric, “It's been a long,
cold night, and 'm short on Fight.”

“It was good being with you cluring the clag,” she said, “instead ofjust at night. It
wasn’t exactlg an exciting c]ag, cxactlg. We”, it was, sort of.”

It was exciting for me, being in the country, north of the city, in the warm sun,
among, hillsides of green, broken with gray stone outcroppings. We got the trailer back
to the citg, and it was landlord hassle time. Mr. Demopolis came down the street from his
lic]uor store to help solve the Problem of Leah’s Preclecessor, the deaf tenant, who,
contrarg to ex[:)ectations, wasn’t alreac]g gone to Miami, like he was suPPosed to be.
Instead, he was sitting on a nail keg in the kitchen behind coke-bottle glasses, eating
Pork and beans,. He smiled. Leah cried.

“I’s OK,” I said. “We’ll deal with it.” Demopolis suggestecl that Leah wasn’t due in
until l:riclag, not Thursclag. He said the guy would be out, deFinitelg, bg Fric]ag noon. |
asked him what we could do about the trailer.” He said, “Well, you can put it in the
garage.” But we had alreaclg tried that. Jerxy did an acejob of backing ten inches too
much trailer up to the door. He and Kit took the trailer around the corner to his Place,
and Leah and | went to the lic]uor store. At the light, she was uPset. She said cvergthing
was going wrong,

“Hold on,” I said. “The best thing todois to hang around and talk to this guy for
awhile. we'll see what we can do.”

Over the counter, next to the 9ogurt and the F’lagbogs, we conversed.

“f you don’t want to rent the Place, I will give you your money back.”

“We want the Place.”

“This man,” he said, “he was waiting for his ride, and when it came, he didn’t hear
them, and he missed the ride.”

“l don’t think there’s any need for us to talk about him anymore,” | said.

“It’s terrible beinga landlord. 1t’s nothing but trouble.”
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“'m sure it’s no Fun, but it’s no fun wanting to move in, when you can’t move in. It’s
no fun being a renter, either, but | guess we’re not cloing this for fun. What are we
suPPosed to do about the trailer? Do you feel any responsibilitg for that?”

“No, I won’t do angthing about that.”

“We would like to clroP this cleaning fee. We'd rather do the cleaning ourselves.
We can do a betterjob than you can, in a couple of hours, tomorrow. This isn’t a
cle[:)osit, this $75, this is a fee, right‘?”

“Yes. OK, Pl give you back $7, for the clag, and | won’t chargc you the $75
cleaning?ee.”

Leah and 1 brightcncd consiclerablg. DemoPolis stuck out his meaty fist and |
shook it.

“It was nice cloing business with you,” | said.

Outside the store, on the corner of Ninth and Clement, across from Churchi”’s, in
the Russian District with all the Chinese restaurants and Green APPle Books, next door,
| asked Leah how much it cost for the trailer, per c]ag.

“$2.00.”

“Two dollars? Jesus, if rd known that, I might have been a little less righteous
about Ieaning on him. Well I saved you eightg bucks.”

“You’re wonderful.” She smiled and grabbecl my arm.

| was grinning, happilg, almost glee}cullg. Like a couPle of kids, we tripped the
Clement Street Fantastic. Not exciting, she says. Damn! On the way to Jerry’s, in
adrenalin exhaustion, I was hungrg, sunburnt, Pumpccl up, and happg. Later, | Plagccl
basketball. We went to JaPantown for dinner and then on to Henr9 Africa’s for a
Pernod. Leah had her ID checked and all the men gawkcd at her. She became
uncomFortaHe, so we went to my Place. On the way, J clroppecl my cigarette between my
legs, and while I was digging it out, she smiled.

“ like your attitude,” | said. “Some Pcople would freak out about their seat
covers. ‘Oh! Oh!"”

“I don’t care much about material things. Theg’re nice, most of the time, but rd
rather be happg about mgsehc,” she saicl, still hol&ing onto my arm.

We watched a stuclg of the Kennec[9 Assassination on TV. She got sPooked bg
the Za[:)ruclcr film. She was nine years old in 1963, like the kid on the cover of Esquire,
watching Jack Rubg on TV shoot Lee Harveg Oswald. In 1963, | was 21, and November 22
was my first date with my future wife. Jenny didr’t watch the miseries of the Sixties. She
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wouldn’t watch william F. Buckleg. Even talk uPset her. Leah was u[:)sct, but she wanted
to see. | liked Leah all over again. Betty bitched about her collection of dolls since my
kids Plagecl with them. I was alone, and now People are bumping up against me.

This morning, | told Leah I wanted to be alone for a while, and she was up and out
of my Place, like Wyomia Tyus out of the starting blocks. “1 admire you,” she said,
“Partlg because 3ou’re older and 9ou’vc been through a lot, but 1 admire that gou’ve
decided to live the way you do.” 1 dor’t want to get too worked up about this girl, but
Holg Molg, Captain Marvel!

The Names of Things

if I can write my name, a little bit, a few times, in Iights, in the dark. To have a name
that’s worthg and then be worthg of the name. To remember names, to say names, to
know the names of things, ancl, in saging the names, to name the things, tree, house,
chair, woman. Mg father drove down the road and read the signs, Coca Cola, PFizer,
DeKalb, John Deere. There are names that become generic. Kleenex. Coke, Jello. God.

In the begirming was the word, and the word was with Goc[J and the word was
God, and it was a triP. Je suis le mot. I am the word. Le motjuste. Just the right word. To
find the right word and say it. To say the word. Just say the word. My brother has a
shakg faith in Ianguage. He sees that Ianguage isa game, a crucial game. To get scared
and be afraid to talk. To be afraid that what you say will make it real. Leah, you are tall.
Leah, you are beautiful. OK, not so bad. But Leah, ove you?

The Storg Behind the Storg

Curt told the storg of being cold-cocked bg two guys, and one of them was the
nephew of a local Mafioso. 1 thought he was Fina”g te”ing a story that showed some
vulnerabilitg.

“He cold-cocked you?”| asked.

“No, | cold-cocked him.”

“«Oh.”

Paul came into Vesuvio, drunk, his eyes gone to chicken soup. “Curt,” he said,

“the last time | saw you happg was walking home with Anne, the other clag.”
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Two blows: one against Curt’s unhappiness and one against me, who dreams of
Anne. But Curt and I are happg talking to each other. It’s a blow that doesn’t do any

real serious c]amage. I wonder what the real story is, behind everyone’s autobiographg.
Silence in the Firebird

There was sun in San Mateo, lemon trees, an Easter egg hunt, and a big turkeg
dinner. Evergone Plagec] lemon toss, over the toP bar of the kids’ swings in the
backgarcl. Our host, Dennis, tossed his lemons at Leah. We were among whce—swaPPers.
lwasjealous, uncertain, and uneasy.

“ like to touch Peoplc,” Leah said.

Jerry and Kit took Pictures. Leah grabbecl me and Pu”ecl me into the Picture,
while she was hugging Dennis. | Pu”ed away. It’s lonelier to be Pu”ccl into a Place where
m Politelg wanted than it is to be Pushec] away. Before the Partg, we dropped the kids
at Jenng’s. Rachel kicked me and told me to go home. She was being cute. Jackson and
Rachel never gjve notice of the breakul:) that happens every weekend. Theg say, GO!
There’s less Pain, that way. After the Partg, there was silence in the Firebird. I turned on
the radio.

“l watched you and Dennis,” | saicl, “It uPset me. No, not upset, it hurt me.”

She laughcc], “But that's ridiculous.” We stoPPed for gas. | said what | was
Fecling, and the attendant scrubbed the bugs and listened.

“I don’t care what you do, but I want you to know what it does to me.”

“I never want to hurt anyone. | dor’t want to hurt you.”

“I don’t think you do it on purpose, but I want you to see what haPPens. Dennis
says he likes EST, but EST Preaches responsibilitg. He’s a Charming asshole. | watched
him. 1 watched his wife, Marianne, off on the sidelines, sugcring bg herself. Men find you
attractive, and I like that. Jim liked you and talked to you, and I liked that,Just fine.”

“But | huggecl Jimin the Picturc, too.”

“There was a difference. You were attracted to Dennis, and you Pu”e& me into it.
That didrn’t feel goocl.”

“You’re not like other men Pve known. You’re sensitive. Most men treat me like
shit. Thegjust want me around. | usua“g tell them to Forget it, or theg tell me to Forget
it.”
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“Magbe I'm too old for you, but I want to talk to you. When I saw what Dennis was
cloing, | saw mgsehc, the last couple of years. Magbe 3ou’vejust got more of that kind of
energy than1do.”

“1 don’t think you’re too old for me.”

“| don’t want to stop you from enjoging other People, but this hands-under-the-
table shit, | don’t want any Part of that.”

Earlier, she had suggcstecl | wanted her chained to my belt.

“There are two ways to go,” | said. I don’t want to kee[:) you in my Pocket. You
can do what you want, but I want you to know what 3ou’re c]oing, when you doit.”

She was affectionate with me, cluring the Partg, but | wasjealous. She went into
the kitchen and asked what she could do to help.

“Just stand there,” Dennis said. Ta”, bloncl, bone—handsome, he was a dentist.
We met him the week begore, at Jcrrg’s Place.

“He called, the other clag, and said he was in town. | was going out with you, and |
was glad I was. I'm satisfied,” Leah said, and we kissed hard.

“f you wanted to make mejealous, you did it.” 1t was a new Feeling.

“Damn,” | thought, “she’s worth it. She takes care of me.”

She flicks my hair out when it gets stuck in my collar. She got Easter baskets for
my kids. She wants to find out what vitamins will help my skin when it gets c]rg. The thing
with Leah, I think, is age. I'm Fceling responsible for a younger woman. but | think it’s
also Fecling responsible for mgsel?. | feel monogamous. In a room, crowded with scxua//y
liberated attractive and miserable People, | wanted to be in love with one woman. That
woman was Leah. It’s like the word and the thing. The word recognizes the thing. Love,
as Frightening as it is, as a word, can’t hold a candle to the real thing. As I sayit, it makes

it all the more real.
The DeSoto Model

'm using an India ink pen. That's risl<9 fora le&g. A southl:)aw is unable to teach
in West Africa, where it’s forbidden to lift chalk in the dread left hand. The left hand is
the Piss hand. In Penmanship, the left hand follows behind the outthrust pen. Left-
handers Push the penout ahead of them. Righties sPi” their words out behind their pen.
As a leﬁy, with fresh ink s[:)reading out ahead, and the trailing Fingers dragging across
the trail, the bulk of my hand covers the words as I write. | on19 see the word I'm writing.
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Righties leave a trail behind, which theg can review as theg £0. Lefties keep cliving into
the blank Future, mindless of any recent achievement.

“It’s simPle,” I think, “like almost evergthing.”

The fountain pen, the DeSoto model, is Iging on Leah’s kitchen table. She’s using
half an unfinished quilt for a tablecloth. The pen is |5ing ona 3e”ow legal tablet, across
alist of u[:)coming Purchases. Leahis a buger. It's a freedom grantcd to rich girls with a

brand new al:)artment.
Guttural Sgllables

Pm sitting in my maroon chair, |istening as the ncighbors sPeak in tongues, like a
low murmur along tele[:)hone lines. I can’t tell which neighbors theg are, below, or next-
door north. Birds squawk as thcg nest in the hcating vents. Banks of cumulous clouds
crest the hillside. A c]og is barking guttural sg”ablcs, broken bg a high, frantic yap-
Water gurgles in the toilet like sPring run-off. The gas heater burns evenlg, an unencling
as[:)irant. My own breathing is barelg audible in this din of city life. It rains a little. The
sun breaks through. | know it’s rea”g the clouds brcaking aPart that’s responsible for
the good Feelings that break through with the sun.

The Night of the Three Times

Leah is sore. Three times in one night, after a long c]rg spe”, did it. The next two
nights, | cultivated a c]on’t—give—a~shit attitude about making love. It’s weird, anyway. |
still don’t know who she is, and ’m so afraid of love ancl/or the lack of it, | analgze what
little 1 do know into irrelevance or over—signhcicance. On the night of the three times, |
bcgan bg elliPticang demanding total love and devotion and then te”ing her she’s too

recious about her boclg. She Puts a little Peﬁcume on, almost automatica”g, whenever
she goes in the bathroom. I told her I want to make love to a woman, not a Prettg object.
She got her robe and sat down beside me on her Pu#g, big, new, gorgeous, brown,
corclurog sectional couch, and she agreecl to listen to my criticism. Within minutes, | was
te”ing her how lonelg I was.

“I hoticed that, when I first met you,” she said.

J thought about te”ing her a stor9 of loneliness from ten years ago, but I was my

own best illustration. She cradled me and took me to bed, and | clung to her, suctioned
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against her, pore for pore, muscles in harmong, and got her goocl and sore. She didn’t
sweat, but 1 did, and it was enough for both of us.

A Treatise of lmPrecise and Elaborate Confusions

| took Leah, along with my new Plag, the do—it~9ourse|1c soap opera, O Ne//, Tell
Me You’re Not Dcaa’, over to Barb and Sam’s house to try itout as a Parlor game. | had
written the lines of the Plag on note cards. The cards were distributed among the
guests, and we read them, in a circle, around the room. The accident of unlikelg lines
Fo”owing unlikelg lines created a kind of herkg—jerkg humor, as the mind tries to make
sense of the newlg connected lines, as if a real conversation is taking Place. I had a hard
time sPeaking my lines to Leah. It was easier to sPeak them to Kit, Roger, Sam, Barb,
Winhcrecl, and Jerrg. But | knew she was there. | saw Roger egeba”ing her. | egeba”cc]
Winhcrecl, who Plaged the game we”, but when she talked about it, her analgsis became a

treatise of iml:)recisc and elaborate confusions.
Sharks are Circling

Yesterclag, we got up in the morning after sleeping at my Place. The hot water
Pipes at her Placc sounded as if theg were bcing struck bg slcc]gehammers. The water
pressure, or heat, or some other mgstcrious Phenomenon, drove us out. George
Demopolis said it was pretty common and should go away, but it didn’t. We drove to
Tiburon for lunch, like any young cou[:)le with lots of time and money. | was in a bad
moocl, and no matter how | tried, | couldn’t enjog angthing. One sPoomCul of mushroom
soup tasted goocl, but othcrwise, the hours we sPent, going and corning, were a
washout. | simplg didn’t want to go angwhere with her. I wanted to be alone and working.

“I wish 1 could be a wonderful person all the time,” I said, “but sometimes I’'m stiff
and unPleasant, and I'm sorry.” | could have saicl, “I need to work, Pll see you later.”

It's the same routine | demonstrated with Sherrg. 'm not used to c]emancling my
own time. if I had ajob, the Problem wouldn’t be a Problem. But my onlgjob is in my
head, and Leah climbs into my head, too, and my head getsjammed up. I know she
accepts that 'm a writer, and she resl:)ects that. All 1 have to do is tell her what | want,
and she’ll fall all over herseht, setting it up for me. So 1 did. 1 told her I needed to be
alone, every clag, at least to allow for the Possibilitg of something being written.
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Then 1 drank Cutt9 Sark in a ceramic coffee cup, with slices of Montereg Jack
and cucumber, and I went to sleep on the floor in front of the couch at her Place. That
Puzzlec] her, and, in the morning, she said she thought I was crazy. In the Past two clags,
she’s laughecl a forced chortle, reca”ing a dream I told her. | dreamed that a shark was
attacldng me. | had a metal band around my torso, like the tread of a tire, and 1 told the
woman | was with, in the water, that the band was enough defense. “Dor’t worry about
your Iegs,” | saicl, “theg won’t bother with them.” I fended off a shark that nosed my ring
lazilg, but bg then, it wasn't a full circle of Protection but on19 a small shie‘d, and a
second shark aPPeared behind me. | sat, bolt uPright, in bed and rationa”g told Leah,
“A sharkjust bit me.”

She laughecl at me and my clrearn, but I love my dreams. She laughcc] at a dream |
was in the middle of, like 1 was a fool. 1 felt ridiculous. I wanted to confront the shark.
How do | confront Leah? We're starting to become closer, most|9 bg sPencling a lot of
time together. | don’t usua”g feel like 1 want to get away from hcr, excel:)t when 1 would
want to get away from anyone. | like to make love. It’s an activitg | can erjog while ’m with
her. It involves both of us in a mutual exercise, but I have a consumingtheorg of love. 1
imagine each lover, consumed bg the other, and both consumed bg the love itself. There
is some Prior reference, in this relationshi[:), to this theory, if you will. Leah has said,
“Whatever you want. [ want to find aman!can give mgselF to.”

But she doesn’t have ajob, either. She doesn’t need ajob. She has money from
Daddg and a life with me. These circumstances make me nervous. | have small
unem[:)logment Cl"lCCI(S, for which 1 am extremelg grat@cul, and a career | make up out of
whole cloth each clag. Each morning, each clag, cach night, it's gossamer, Hoating in an
amorphous state of consciousness like cobwebs in a mist.

Love works on my brain like alcohol and cigarettes, oilg wet and smo|<9, my
thoughts dorn’t give me much to base a sense of substance on. 'm left to Posing,
worrying, analgzing, and hicling, when 'm not working. Trulg working. Right now, in the
middle of this morass, I’'m a mess. | feel smug and clisplacccl. A month ago, | was counting
the clags to eviction, and now | have a Partg game to market for millions of bucks, a
collection of Poetrg coming out, a one-man show to mount on stage in the 1Ca”, and a
girhcriend who’s devoted to the gooc] life, who wants me tojoin her in the bubble bath.

I kee[:) asking rngsehc, “Can | live outside of cles[:)air and still make a life for
mgsehc?” The four cornerstones of my life are crumbling. Loneliness, clespair, Povertg,

and failure are turning to dust. The builc]ing, under construction, for which I am
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clesigner, architect, builder, and tenant, is Iosing its lease. The bonds are dissolving, and
grassis Poking through the sidewalk.

m a six-foot Nebraska sunflower, swaying brightlg in the middle of my own
sidewalk, and I'm being eaten alive bg sharks/ She thinks it’s cute, and she thinks Im

crazy. Sharks are easier to deal with.
Viva la Revolucion

Pm sitting in Vesuvio on a misty Mondag afternoon, with dark beer and a bag of
beer nuts. Cars, trucks, and buses 2@ bg in a haze of clirtg window. Then theg shine in
the clear view of the one open window. A woman says, “Nurse!” to the waitress and
Points at her empty glass like it's a full bed[:)an. I bought Julia Vose’s long poem in
defense of not mourning the suicide of a famous Poet. It has all the cold, colorful energy
that Julia can muster-. | thought, “When Julia goes, next time, she will g0 bg fire AND ice.”
ook at Pictures of the beat artists of San Francisco in the Fifties, and the9 look clean
and unPretentious. The9 pose with innocence in their Furg.

| feel like 'm in Paris in the Thirties, after Paris in the Twenties. “You should have
been in San Francisco in the Seventies,” | sPea|<, to some future audience. I still feel
energy, and | see energy in the citg. It feels goocl. And goocl Peol:)le are still around.
Good and crazy. I talked to Beau, last night, about Poetrg. We tried to categorize the
differences between us. The rain has Pickecl up. Columbus Avenue looks like a hosed-
down rubber mat. I'm sitting at a round table, embossed with a floral Print. Al in a”, it
doesn’tlook like we’re in a Depression, as some say we are. Everyone’s too well dressed
for a De[:)ression. It's like the sinking of the Titanic. The passengers weren’t issued rags
before the final Plunge. Carl Culbertson wondered about the Panic going on in Saigon,
the chaos there, and he imaginecl San Francisco like that.

At the Mission San Juan Bautista, a couple of hours south of the city, where
Leah and I went on a sightseeing drive, the brochure Proclaimed that the earthc]uakes in
the neighborhoocl were never silent. “Don’t be disa[:)l:)ointed,” it warned, “if you don’t
feel one while you're here. Some are almost undetectable.”

Leah wants a poem of mine for her wall. I hesitated. Which one? Whg any at all7 1
think of my one-line poem, “Heat your bodg to warm your clreams,” but riding on the
Fillmore bus, J thought it might be vice versa. “Heat your dreams to warm your bodg.” It

works both ways. Isn’t Vice Versa the name for Italian crime Poetrg? | wonder about my
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boclg. One Puﬁc or sip and I'm clruggecl. Is that hcalthg’? Am | healthg? I must be. When
Leah gjves me vitamins, | Piss lime~green. My brother Scott writes from Honolulu that he
runs four miles a clag. Soon, Scott will be webbed bg his crossings, like the time-laPse
Photo in Life Magazine in’57 of the housewife moving around her kitchen with a neon
bulb tied to her apron.

At Karen and Leslie’s reac]ing, Paul Vane told me, Point blank, holding my
shoulclcrs, staring into my eyes, “Steve, you will alwags be a Poet.” | almost cried. 1 felt
welcomed back into the Folcl, back under the urnanPable wings of the muse. Beau writes
as if there is a muse. Hilton writes as if there is one true way. | write with the message,
“Keep dancing, you can beat the devil, if you stay awake.”

“Invest in Iove,” | wrote Scott, after he said he wanted to see me, after 1 told him
about Leah, after I said 'm glac{ he’s married to Liz.

I told Leah, “My cock is in my Pants like a cagccl animal.” Pause. “Do you want to
write that one down?” she said. Her crotch still hurts, and 'm worried. She’s balled six
men in her life, and she’s never gotten off. So I crowd into her, like a Fraternitg ina
Phone booth, and make three damaging calls.

“mnot a believer,” I told Hilton, “And because you are, | don’t feel comfortable
with you.”

On TV, a wrestler from the Universitg of Oklahoma told the camera, “I'm a
witness for Christ when I wrestle.” I watched him throw a Full Nelson on the Dcvil, in the
guise of a big kid from Lehigh. True believers think theg have the devil beat. “Jesus is
right here, beside me, and as long as | affirm Him as my exalted shaclow, the Devil is
beat.” I don’t think the Devil is beat bg such trucks. Neither Hilton nor Beau uses Poetrg
for working out Personal anxieties. | don’t either, but as Beau, former goocl Catholic, is
obsessed with immortal icons, | wonder about the signhcicance of my icons; Pickup trucks
and radios, Beautiful Leah and her Fire Red Firebird.

The DePartment of Commerce is sencling me a brochure te”ing me how to aPPl9
to keep my Iiterarg Proclucts from being Piratecl. if 1 send the government a Xerox of my
chilc]ren, will that Prevent them from bcing kidnapped? But | want money from my Plag,
and there’s the rub. That's what could be stolen, not the babg itself. The ldclnapl:)ers
demand a million in child support. Theg won’t give up the kid, because he’s so cute.
Thcg want him to grow up and become a successful doctor or lawgcr. The U.s. is

im[:)orting babies bg the shipload from South Vietnam, to be raised here as a constant
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reminder. Hilton recommends reciprocitg. Send President Ford to Saigon to be raised in
a reFugee camp. I want all the truth, notjust some of it.

What # the ngbionese Liberation Army said, in their communiqué,
“Sister Tania, ak.a. good old Pattg Hearst, has come over to our side, but she’s a
boring dumbshit crgbabg. Come and get her, we don’t want her. Vive la Revolucion!”

Beau got into Leah’s red Fircbircl, and he was amazed. It smells like a brand-new
747. “Jesus,” he said, “I can’t even hear the motor run.” Leah’s Firebird is a Fucldng
beautiful machine. The cost for loving it is the Fucking up of the world. Leah said that if
her cunt didn’t hurt, I could fuck her all over the house, any time | wanted.

There’s aline in the paper about a man who wants to lend an ear to anyone wi”ing
to listen. “Friends, Romans, Countrymen, here’s a basket of ears. First come, first
served.” | wonder if anyone is listcning. if you are, my message is; you will survive. Kee
smiling and watch out for the mgsterg man. | told Leah I was sore, too, and that made her
feel better.

All These Icons

’'m watching a Preview of the Oscars. Theg are due to be Pr@senfea’ to the
rcc:}oicnfs tomorrow. Hooray for Hollgwoocl! A man from Oregon says everyone in
California is obsessed with the movies. Once upon a time, in the Twentieth Century,
there was a tribe of Americans, Iiving on a volatile shelf on the edge of the continent,
whose Primary Preoccu[:)ation was looking at imaginecl stories of fictitious People,
whose lives were full of extreme misery, violent death, Fantasticjoy, and outrageous
success. I’'m watchingA Shot in the Dark, with Peter Sellers. | got up to invite Betty. She
was watching the same movie on her thimble-size Sony.

“I couldn’t get the Lincoln thing,” | said. “I was starting to get interested. I'm
writing, and | was getting distracted, so you can come in and watch with me, because |
Put on A Shot in the Dark, and I'm going to watch that.”

It's easier to watch something that doesn’t involve me on any deeper level. 1 use
the image How as backgrouncl, like sceneryina drive across the country, like a collection
of images, available as material, to represent some deepcr internal sense. If the images
have any power in themselves, I have to Put aside my inner awareness and pay attention
to something external. It's a tracle~omcﬂ but both are goocl, both valid.
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“Oh, that’s OK,” Betty says, and then she tells me about a guy named Wayne
who came bg to see her. He’s in love with her. He stoPs bg her store three times a ciag.
He chases her at Yancy’s, and now he’s ctiasing her at home.

“He blew it,” she says, ‘I like him, but I want Jon.”

“We”, you make do with what you got,” I say.

“It was a bust with Pablo, | guess, because it was a vacation ttiing.”

Pablo is her Mexican t)ogtriencl in Puerto Vallarta. Eettg and | have a t1a”wa9
debate over who should t)u9 either cigarettes or cooi<iesJ but not a whole Pack of
cigarettes or a whole box of cookies. Leah calls and as|<s, “Where did you Park my car,
last nigtit’?” | was embarrassed to be talking to her. I feel like 1 cluml:)ecl her, tossed her
over, and abandoned her. But what is i, rea”g?

She seemed distant and didn’t want to bother me. I cherish my solitude. For a
weei<, | was in the lal:) of |uxur3, with a lover who didn’t sweat or come. No strife or
struggle. Paul suggesteci I migtit soon be writing sappy musicals. | think tie’sjealous. I
relish the treat, to me and Leah, created t)g this nigtit spent alone, without explanation,
after our talk about her vaginai miseries. “Most of it is up here,” I said, Pointing to my
head.

Betty drinks Diet 7UP and worries about five Pouncls. ’m afraid and excited. |
can lose Leah with a night’s indiscretion, a moment’s stul:JiditgJ or the revelation of a
rainbow of character defects. At the same time, I'm certain she’s not worth my time,
effort, concern, or love. | imagjne her with harsh morning, breath, a stern look of criticism
on her [:>|ainJ undistinguistieci taceJ her breasts diminished to the size and texture of
dollar Pancakes, her tnigns ex[:)anc]ecl to gargantuan Proportions, hair sProuting
evergwhereJ saging over and over, “She goes, he goes, she goes, he goes...” on and on,
in a flat, Midwestern twang, Fina”g, she goes on a diet, shrinks to nottiing, sells her
Firebird, renounces me, and enters a convent. While she’s there, she writes a treatise,
clescrit)ing Poets as Posturing, inefectual Palace monkegs.

It’s raining,. | go to The Colonial for sugar snacks; comfort food for Betty and me.
Once again, | notice that | get wetter when I run in the rain than 1 do when 1 walk. | bug a
Buttencinger, some black iicorice, a Pack of Koois, and Haribo l:ancg Raspbeny
Flavored Candies, which includes Agar Agar.

When we were at the Mission San Juan Bautista, Leah and | heard that a major
fault line runs between the Grandstand and the Rodeo Corral. 1s that any way to run the

Power of God? | watcti, onTV,asa Black man examines, with embarrassed attention, the

74



snaPe and size of a safe clePosit box at FIDELITY SAVINGS. All these icons. My
cigarette tastes awful. There’s notl1ing KOOL about .

From the Fillmore bus, | saw a man sitting in a storefront called, The Fillmore
Merchants Association, trimming the hair from his nostrils. We should all do the best we
can to make the most of our Personal appearances. OonTV, | watch Hitler address the
Austrians. Local lpog makes goocl. Hitler's a vegetarian. Ah, if Nixon could onlg have
worn a uniform. There are Plans to give Nixon $250,000 for a Nixon Interview SPeCial.
The Nazis march across the floor of a stadium like boxes of bullets. Killers set fires of
bodies and lauilclings. Poets set fires in the soul. Or is it lovers that set fires in the soul,
or fan the Flames, or enflame the fans? It's 930, and I'm clesPerate for Leah. 1 have run
the Pleasures of solitucle, like stakes for the tent of sel]c—suﬁciciencu, into the grouncl,

and no one can live in my tent, but me. He must be a Bedouin. He lives intense.
Shoot Them All

look at a small Picture frame, which reminds me of a frame and a Picture | sent to
Debra Murrau, last Fall, when I was courting l1er, long—clistance. | wrote her dozens of
letters, full of PurPle prose and golclen Pleas. | met Debra when I was back home in
llinois. I went l10me, because my father had l)lacl<outsJ a brain tumor, and was cluing. At
least, we tnouglwt he was clging. He didrn’t die. He went tl1rougl1 a life crisis, acting crazy.
He seemed to be Possessecl l)u a great reluctance to grow old. He acted like a hot-rod
teenager, driving maniacallg, but with great skill. When 1 saw the skill, 1 realized he wasn’t
losing it, but trging to find it. He was suPPosecl to have a brain tumor. The doctors at
the Mayo Clinic Pointecl at a cloud Formation, called a brain scan, and said there was an
inoPeral)le tumor in the middle of the clouds. Two weeks later, tneu said it was gone.

| met Debra at a Po[:)ular dance bar in Daven[:)ort, Jlowa, not tlwirtg miles from
where Leah was born. Debra was the Prettiest girl in the Place. We clateclJ sort of. | came
back to California, and we corresPonclecl. She said she was coming out, but she
cnangecl her mind. I was embarrassed to make such a Plag for her. Now, consiclering the
circumstances, it seems onlg logical. Now I'm back in my adult l‘lornetownJ cloing what |
care about, and lool<ing forward to Putting on a stage show. It’s scary but exciting, sill,
I don’t know what’s going on, anymore than my father does.

Last niglnt, | went to Leah’s l:)laceJ crazy with fear, drink, and antagonism. She sat
tl1rougl1 my angst~riclclen monologue, until 1 was finished. We went to bed and made

75



wonderful love. Slowlg. This morning, | came into the room, broke my sentence,
overcome bg ajolt of love, and dove on her, with a kiss.

“I love when you do that, out of the blue,” she said.

I love it, too. For a long time, | thought it wasjust imPulsive bullshit, but now I love
when it haPPens, in my throat, in my gut, in my arms, in my heart. | felt it again,
clowntown, on the street. Then Leah went into Joseph Magnin’s ona buging spree.

“Consumeritis, acquisitiveness, gimme-gjmme disease,” 1 said.

I left her there and went to Macg’s to check out new boots for mgsehc. The clerk
showed me some boots and then turned his back to talk to another clerk, and I was
suclclenlg angry at him for his inattention. On the elevator, | realized it wasn’t the clerk, it
was me. My ten minutes in Jose[:)h Magnin made me a snob. | wanted the clerk to be
servile. | resent Leah for being able to blow a hundred bucks on a few items and 1 can’t
bug the shoes I need. Whenever | feel poor, it Pisses me off. On the way home, we went
to see the new St. Mary’s Cathedral. 1t looks like a gant washing machine agjtator.
However, inside, it’s all s[:)acious grancleur.

On TV, the Little Rascals are eating soup that suffers from the accidental
inclusion of a box of mothballs. Theg wince Politelg, because it’s a formal dinner for a
beautiful new teacher. The teacher wiselg begs off the soup, saging it’s too rich for her.

| give Leah shit about money, but it’s as much my Problem as it is hers. I drive her
through the Hages Va”eg Housing Projects on purpose, worc”esslg, to make the Point
of cultural contrasts. She has charge cards, but she hates to see the bills. “You can tell
the wealthg when you see them,” she tells me, “esPecia”9 the women.” I want to leave her
alone. She knows I'm troubled about it.

Bett9 came in and told me about three men. One of them, Wagne, is devoted to
her. Hejust wants to see her, meaning more. She has to sPend ten minutes with another
guy, because she has a thirt3~clo”ar bet with him about some Precious stones, and theg
have to gotoa Iapidarg to settle the bet. She wins, and the guy Promises to take her out
for dinner. She dreads it. Even the ten minutes is too much. And then there is Jon, her
fuckedbog?riencl. She sPenc]s the afternoon listening to music with him and she feels at
peace, happg.

| feel happg and PeaceFul with Leah. rm wary of such peace. m without it. 'm
s|<e|:>tica| of it. | misunderstand it, and | misrepresent it. My aunt Teclclg sgmbolizes my
aPPrehensions. Sitting in her upholsterecl marshmallow mansion in Newport Beach, she

told me, “Theg shouldjust shoot all the criminals. That would solve evergthing.” She was
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reFerring to the riots and unrest among, the black citizens of New York City, where her
sister lives, terrified of her black brothers and black sisters, who, she is certain, are all
criminals. It’s my confusion of wealth and ease with peace. | feel peace with Leah, but |
look around at affluence and ease, and | suspect rngsehC of Fa”ing into a c]angerous tra[:).
Butit’s rea”g love that shakes and Frightens me.

“l want to take a chance and g0 with this adventure,” J say, Fina”g, to mgsel?.

Love American Stgle

Ah, a can of Progresso SPaghctti with Meatballs. 1t’s bachelor life, again. A
bottle of Famiglia Cribari, the Evening News, an open Aictionarg, and Kiss Ho/{gwoocf
Gooa’[)yc, bg Anita Loos, the redoubtable brunette of the Gentlemen Prefer Blondes
re[:)utation. On the news, the world continues to disintegrate. Or, as Miss Loos tells it,
Broadwag IS alwags dging. America is the big APPIC of the world. 1t’s a great Place to get
muggc&, bugged, c]ruggecl, slugged, huggccl, and, Pardon the rhgthmic break, ruggec!.

| moved my maroon chair into the window well, from which 1 draw sunlight and
moon shadow, on the word of Nola, who looked into my room and said she liked the
chair. 1 told Bettg I wanted to fuck all her friends.

“Nola?”

“Yeah.”

<Shelly?”

“Yeah.”

“Canclg?”

“Yeah.”

Gloria?”

“No, not Gloria.”

“But she likes you, and she doesn’t like anyone.”
All of Betty’s friends have big chests, with the exce[:)tion of Wendg, who has a bra-full
of energy. I'm Plaging Bob Dglan again, “Life is sad, life is a bust, all you can do, is do
what you must.” I'm c]rinking my wine like wine, like water, like wine, like the Sunny
Southland (as Keats would call i) into my throat. | taP the wine glass, and my 9c”ow Bic
FineLine falls onto the floor. OoPs.

Leah sent me home, toclag, to test our loveJ to take a few c]ags off. lt’sjust as

well. I become critical of her. However, the natural elements Conspire to make the clag
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sunny. The skg is cerulean blue. 'm compe”ccl to the c]ictionarg. Cerulean: sky blue,
azure. Azure as I'm sitting here. The bi”boarcl, lit against the cerulean skg, now says
CARLTON IS BEST. Whoever he is, it’s his time, but soon, it’s back to Kansas for you,
buddg bog. m watching Orson Welles from Kenosha, Wisconsin, a man given to life, who
gives life in turn, a noted fat man. The TV tower on Mt. Davidson is obscured at the toP
bg cloucls, like a thumb—smudg@ on a crgstal clear, still-wet oil Painting. After three
weeks of growing marriage with the beautiful Leah, rm Feeling my oats, but 1 look in the
mirror, and I look terrible; P'-“CFH red face, hair like a knit cap.

I go to the closet, change my homelg, checkered shirt for a ribbed, nipple~
revealing shirt, into the bathroom for hair brushing, s[:)lash my face with water, into
Bettg’s room for turtle oil to combat clrgness, and then back to my chair, to R9
Cooder’s big bass, good—naturcd, white bog blues. It’s Funng how one becomes folil to
one’s current roommate. With Paul, | was a loveablc, clistresscc], cockg, Fumbling
Midwesterner, who acted like he didn’t understand what was happening in the city. with
Betty, | act the calm, mature, reasoning influence in her erratic, victimized, hgperkinetic,
carn't-handle-it life. ’m available for momentary changcs in whatever five-second
influence blows me away, apart, up, or down.

Wa”dng bg arow of Hossoming sPring bushes, in co”egc, with Louie Unger, | was
overcome bg my inherent love of being alive. I started whistling, and Louie said, “Brooks,
| never believed it Possible, but you whistle worse than you sing.” | know what makes me
love mgsehc, and | know what makes others love me, but |1 onlg know it when it occurs.
Anita Loos describes her attraction to Don Juan tgpes, and I think | recognize mgsehc in
her description. It's a qualit9 of bravaclo, boldness, and brashness. Throw out the rules
and talk straight to People’s love of themselves, often metaphoricallg, clirectlg indirect, a
kind of induced sclﬁhgpnotism. | said to Shellg, sitting at her table in the sunlight, in the
Owl and Monkeg, her blouse open to the belt, “It's a wonderful clag. Evergone gets to
unbutton their shirts.”

Fiona, Betty’s most buxom friend, came 59 the flat. A guy told her it’s either him
or Yancg’s. She works there. He told her he could give her money, if she c]uit. | saic],
“You should have said, 5,000 bucks, for starters.”

“But he’s a nice guy.”

“Nice guys aren’t immune,” | said.

She put on Jimi Hendrix and began to dance. “I don’t know what 'm doing,” she
comPlained, soFtlg, rhgthmicallg.’
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“You mean you didn’t come over to see me?”

“Oh, no.”

“That’s too bad.”

| want to throw her on the bed. I think she’d love it. 1 think she loves it that 1 don’t
throw her on the bed. Betty said Roxanne might come bg. She’s a radio Personalitg, a
voice in the room, sultr9 and HP Roxanne is to me what she is to thousands of others.
She gjives me the chance to cavesclrol:) on a rich, woman’s voice, sPealdng in my ear,
knowing it’s notjust my ear, but believing it is. Betty is a manipulator who loves a man
who won’t be maniPulatec], without exacting a toll.

“Most men, who barelg quali?g as men, are mere bastards,” she says.

|| tell you what,” she says, “rll do your clishes, if you take your garbage down.”
It's a deal. I finish with my garbage, and she’s still washing my dishes. She knows she’s
worked a bad deal, so she adds, “You know what? We’re out of clishwashing liquicl.”

I go to my notebook, to throw the balance my way, and then I think about Leah.
Lite is sad, life is a bust. | g0 around to The Colonial, and Sam the Arab student is
watching TV, glancing incidenta”g at the customers, and Periphera”g at the business. |
imagjne a movie. Mobs of starving Americans storm local groceries, the few remaining
storehouses of sustenance in a dging world, and the clerk is watching TV. The derk’s
final screams are for a different channel, “Channel Five, Channel Five, | want Love
American Siy/c. 7

Stephen Vincent called and advised me that Nevada is ogering to convert itself
into Formosa, thanks to Howard Hughes. Stephen said that he and Barbara are going
to Saratoga for the mud bathes and a glider ﬂight - from the Hogging pan into the flier. 1
laugh at my littlcjoke, as | write it.

“What are you insuch a goocl mood about?” Betty says, from the other room.

“Ican’t begin to tell you,” I say.

Fire Eaters and Sword Swallowers

Pm in the Owl and Monkeg with English Breakfast Tea and a small Danish. |
notice theg’re beginning to hold Poetrg readings here. Earlier todag, | went out to San
Francisco State to see a poetry reading, thinking about the Possibilit9 of running, into
some woman who might prove a test for my lustful energies. Actuang, I didn't feel all that
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lushcu‘, but 1 still thought about it. | smoked cigarettcs and drank coffee from a machine.
ost Fi{:tg cents trging to bug 9ogurt.

The reaclings are held in a theatre-like classroom, slanted and colorless. The
room is dark, the reader stands in front of a home-movie screen, there’s a light shining
on the screen, with three other sPotlights on the Poet and a color vicleotape is made of
the reacling. ATV at the back of the room shows the poet in vivid color, more vivid than
he or she is in person, under the Iights, where every Poet looks like an open wound
being oPeratecl on.

At the end of each Poet’s reacling, there is applause. It's aPPrcciative but not
joggul. The man behind me claPPed like rifle shots. During the reacling, he Pattec] his
thighs, nervouslg, with both hands. He seemed to be a violent person, but | thought, “|
dor’t know i he’s violent or not.” | imagjne a scene. | tell the man to be quiet. He stands
as if to Fight. I invite him to steP outside. He rages out of the room. I remain in my seat.
When he comes back, I tell him, “I'm sorry, but you alreaclg lost.”

The second Poet told everyone, “| started out as a simple~minded nature Poet,
but I've sPent the last four years, indoors. I'm still simPlc—mindec], though.” He’s gooc].
The thircl, and last, Poet was an engaging, easg—going, ProFessional reacler, who made it
all very Pleasant. At some Point, I realized my antici[:)ation of lust was lousing up my let-
it—happen attitude. I stood around, aFterwarcls, and sPotted a few women | knew. Leslie
Scalapino wanted to wait another night, a while back, to consummate our titillation. 1 let
it go. Paul went out with her and concluded, in his own inimitable way, that she saw
Phgsicalitg conceptua”g, in the same way that the blind imagjne color.

I left and went to the Information Module to aPPlH for reimbursement of my lost
half dollar. 1 got it, and I made a Point to aPPreciate how easy it was. At the reading, I
wondered about the clisa[:)[:)earance of fire-eaters and sword-swallowers. It was a
Pleasant reading. | felt calm and goocl. I bought a box of Junior Mints at the bookstore
and checked out all the stuff for sale on the common. 1 flashed my Muni Fast Pass and
took the LTaraval over to Beausoleil’sjob at the Taraval Branch Librarg.

We moved among the stacl<s, c]iscussing books and love. Beau said he’s been
te”ing the story of my suclclcnlg being face to face with love and success. He said Love
and Success are the two clogs he wakes up to, each terror-stricken morning. He said
theg stare at him as he lies there.

I told Beau that Leah and 1 are taldng a brief hiatus, to test our love. He |aughec].
We agrced that being an artist rec]uircs a s[:)ecial wife or lover. He thinks he Probablg
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has to live with another artist. Angonc else simplg can’t understand. Magbe not. Leah is
an amateur Painter and a cralctsl:)erson, but she’s not an artist. She does have a strong
self-interest and a sense of self-reliance. Later, at homc, J thought about her some
more, “What’s all the shit | gjve her? Am | merelg testing her? Whg?

Because she’s got to acce[:)t all the weirdness. She can call me crazy, that’s OK,
but she can’t reject it. Not at home, not at first. Never! What an outrageous rec]uircment.

But what choice have | got?
Alone with Another

When | wrote my first Plag, Jenny thought it was ridiculous. She wanted me to
leave the house, every clag. She couldr’t stand to have me around when I was working. |
felt kicked out, every clag. | dor’t go to workJ but 'm at work all the time, and | want
suPPort. I need suPPort. There has to be such a relationship, so | can get up and go to
the writing, or sit still and withdraw to it. It’s a difficult thing to live with, | imagjne. I'm
afraid it would have to be a lousg marriage. Magbe all the talk about Don Juan is a
concession to the unlikelihood of Finding a wife. Blake’s wife danced naked with him, in
the backgard, with angels, and theg both had dinner with Biblical Prol:)hets. Einstein’s
wife brought food to his door and left him alone. Regarc”ess of genius, the inclination
and the necessit9 are the same. | need to be alone, and 1 don’t want to leave my woman
alone to do it, and I don’t know how to do that.

The Bite of the Vampire

| missed Leah. | got a taste, again, of loneliness. She’s one smart cookie. I knew a
bottle of Ten High was onlg going to accentuate my miscrg. So | smoked doPe. | took
three hits of f Bettg’sjoint, last night, after she went out. It was Powemcul stuff. I watched
a Channel 2 News storg about a §l~9ear~olcl man whojumpec] off the San Mateo Bridge
and died of internal injuries on the way to the hosl:)ital. After | saw that, with all the
increased identification that marﬂuana induces in me, | went through an excruciating
Fantasg.

| left my aPartment, on my way to the bridge. At the street, | whispered to a
neighbor, “StoP me.” It was so soft and so lacking in c]esperation; the neighbor didn’t

believe the message. At that Point, in my Fantasg, | became a man tota”9 overcome bg
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self-destruction. It was Frightening, sunk as | was in marﬂuana’s loving embrace. |
wondered if that cleel:), emotional response to a brief news stor9 wasn’t what haPPens
to evergbodg, all c]ag long, without them recognizing it. Marijuana slows me down to the
Point where all my responses are as available to me as instant rel:)lag, without the cielag.
And ’m an eml:)athetic person. It isn’t acting or imitating that | do best. It’s becoming. Pm
a born becomer. ’'m wary of PCOPIC, because of my tenc]cncg to become them.

In co”ege, | often felt as if I was becoming the person walking ahead of me, until |
was so sure the person was aware of me cioing it, that I had to break it. I was afraid and
embarrassed, and | aiwags tnougnt it was a terrible affront. I felt like a vamPirc, like 1 was
stealing their lives, like I had no life of my own, like my life went out of me and their lives
entered. Even s0, | thougnt | was taking sometning from them.

Gene Berman said he wanted to kill me, a couple of years ago, because he
thougnt | was a vam[:)ire. At least, that's what he said. At the time, I felt empty and
emotionless. Mg marriage was coming aPart. | couldn’t make a cogent argument against
his comPlaint. | knew Gene’s girltriencl, Monica, for years, and occasiona”g, mostlg in my
imagination, I made clumsg, failed attemPts to get close to her. At a large, drunken Partg
at Stan and Anne Rice’s house in Berkeieg, ljokecl with her about the apparent vacuity
of the soul. Gene told me later he remembered six comments | maclc, and he remembered
me biting Monica on the calf. | remember cioing that, too, naving fun, taking a bite that
never touched the skin. | recall saying, in the midst of the surging throng of mutual
insanitg and good clean tun, that | exPectec] to meet everyone I knew from hign school,
embodied in otners, and that everyone was a recurring gnost of themselves.

Gene was c]eep into his own Psgchosis, and taking lots of 1.SD, and for the next
five clags, he came bg my nouse, in married students housing at SF State, intent on
killing me. | wasn’t at home, or | didn’t hear the knock. It's curious. Magbe he didn’t
actua”g show up but on19 hallucinated it. I wouldn’t be surPrisec], but I like to think it was
true. I like the idea of being the target of the clceP dark Plots of tormented souls.

Gene Berman is one of the gentlest guys J |<nowJ and Monica thinks she’s a witch.
So Pve been toici, and that may not be far off the mark. She never acknowleclgcs me
whenever we encounter each otner, on the street or on the bus. It’s a bizarre exl:)erience
to be face to face with someone 3ou’ve known for years, and theg move away, in the
same way one would shake off a bad chill. Monica’s Poetrg is Paintui. She sees herself

devoid of love.
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Gene attended Duke University with Jenny’s brother Daniel. When Gene and |
first met, we were thrilled bg the connection. | was happg when she said he wanted to
read my poems. I gave himjust about evergthing I had when 1 first got to town, gooc],
bad, and indifferent. The next morning, bright and carlg, he clroPPecl off the poems,
with the brief remark, “r|l be in touch.”

I Figurecl he didn’t like what he read and didn’t know how to say it, but he ran the
Northern California F’oetrg in the Schools Program, and I went to work for him, at one
Point. Let bggones be bggones. Bizarre behavior among Poets is not sanctioned but not
surPrising. All this is said to lend examplc to my fear of being lost in a woman. The closer
I get to them, the crazier | get. It feels like rm having a total boc]9 transFusion, not unlike
a total bodg orgasm, onlg the reverse. Both constitute a sense of ego loss. It’s the most
feared and the most desired state of being. It's the claustro[:)hobia and the vertigo of
intimacy. It’s the release and the freedom of belonging. And it’s all mine for the asking.

Blowingin the Wind

Bettg wants me to remember a storg for her, about Picking up a man. She was
sitting with three guys, all black, in Yancg’s. Theg ProFessecl curiositg about her
Personalitg, after sharing with her their aPPreciation of her very sexy, silken dress. “We
don’t want to fuck you, but we sure think you're terrhcic,” theg seemed to be saging.
When all three split to the necessities of bar life; cigarettes, Pissing, and clancing, she
turned to a home‘g white hippie, and saicl, “You want to go fuck?” He was ﬂabbergastcc]
and said, “Sure.”

She tells me the storg asifitsa breakthrough. It's no more than tgpical for her.
She avoids rcjection, once again ~ her rfjection, or his rejection, angboclg’s réjection,
directed at whomever. I think about Anne, and I want to call her. I want to say to hcr,
“Anne, you're the best-fleshed friend I've got.” | seek temPorarg remcuge in the flesh of a
friend. She’s an enticement, es[:)eciang when I know she’s safe from love. I advise Betty,
“You need to Pick one man out, anyone, and on the sole basis of an exl:)eriment, say no,
and tell him the truth. Say what you want. Once. An exl:)eriment. A start.”

I worked in Betty’s store. Like my father before me, 'm a lousg salesman. |
present mgsehc as a goocl Proc]uct, but | dont sell it. rm slightlg intimidated bg the
customers. A fellow put four quarters on the counter for his dollar Purchasc, and |

failed to mention the sales tax, because I didn’t want to offend him and his comPanion. I
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know Leah wants me to cha”enge her, and | cha”enge her onlg bg my wi”ingness to be
absent from her. ’'m wi”ir\g to lose, but do I dare to succeed? | wonder if | have the killer
instinct, so necessary in love. When I get my oPPonent down, in basketball or in love, can
| finish him or her off? So tar, | ease of f anyone I think | can master. It’s not the woman in
the love | need to master; it’s the love in the woman. Ancl, it doesn’t have angthing to do
with mastery.

Bi”g Martin, on the TV Game of the Wee|<, between Oakland and Houston, is
gving a rookie umPire a Piece of his face. He leans into the umPire, like a small, angry
bog leaning over a reﬂecting Pool of water. After Bi”g is fjectecl, he blows up and
dances around, like crepe paper in the wind, in front of a batterg of umPires. He throws
his hat down, kicks sand over the Plate, and prances out of the game, like he didn’t want
any dinner, anyway. He retires to his room where he chews on torn-up paper and a
tootsie ro”, assured that he has Pertormecl we”, never mind the fine due him from the
guys in the front office, who love it and pay the fine themselves in aPPreCiation of a
wonderful show in the face of defeat. His team is |osing7—‘t.

J Piss, again, and I'm transPortec], thanks to the Print curtain close to my nose to

the florid vegetation of India. “A woman would never exPerience this Particular
Pleasure,” I think, “since theg turn their backs to this curtain and sit to Piss. It reminds
me that my exPerience IS Primarilg male, desPite StePhen Vincent’s PreoccuPation with
anclrogtjng.
J think, “I'm a writer, but my PreoccuPation is raw nerve. In my last lhce, I must have been a
tinger-tiP, a tongue—tiP, ora cocl<~tiP, touching evergthing sooner than others, neec]ing
Protection, like a glove, a rubber or a fiction.” vulnerable to intense and immediate
sensation, ’m fascinated with distance and reflection. Can an aPPenclage of sensitivity
find haPPiness in a world of blunt instruments? The Texas Rangers are looking for an
established left-hander who can be counted on in relief. Faced with my Major League
debut, can | be the one? I believe all | say, hear, and do is sgmbolic and meaningtul.
There’s end to the laughter, but there’s no end to the seriousness, either.

“Let’s laugh,” I choose. “We may know better, but we can’t do better.’
Dear BiograPhee

Dear Biogra ID/7ee,
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Congratu/af/bns.’ You have been selected to appear in the Bicentennial
Memorial Edition of COMMUNITY LEADERS AND NOTEWORTHY
AMERICANS. Ccrta/n/y this honorarg recognition will be cherished [)y
you, your fami/y, and fn’cncfs, for years to come. Naturall 3 there will not
be another edition for 100 years. You owe it to yoursc/f and Postcrl@ to
preserve your biograp/y in this sloccia/ volume.

I look down the list of Editorial Aclvisorg Board members, and I see the name of
Russel Vlahovich, Poet, Writer, and SelF~Celcbrator, a likeable surrealist, whose book,
“Flaming Bcclsheets,” is a ﬁerg fulsome fulmination of the title. Welcome to the great
American HgPe, and thanks for the form letter compliment.

It's a temptation. At the end of the school year, Ninth Grade, in homeroom, to kill
time, we all made lists of how many times we thought our faces might appear in the
uPcoming John Deere Junior High School Annual. | guessed I would win the American
Legion Award. Mg classmates hooted and hollered at my auclacitg. It was onlg |ogical to
my young minc], and I mean on{g |ogica|. | was beaten out bg another kid, because he was
an athlete, and I wasn’t. | became one, later, but no matter. Mg wi”ingness to be honored
and my Potential forit, didn’t qualiﬁj me for the award.

Donr’t count your chickens before thcg’re hatched. Lay your eggs. Love ‘aging
your eggs. Acccpt the Oscar, but on19 after gou’ve given the Pchormance. ’m giving

mgsehc more advice.

Life Vet Unimagined

We forecast our futures bg the stories we tell of our Past. I think 1 tell stories of
humiliation overcome, stories of authorities who mistake me for something m not,
stories of eventual success, stories that laugh at my lilce, that mistake it for clowning,
that recognize later on, in Private moments, its power and valueJ stories in which
humiliation becomes humble recognition.

Some People are like verbal diuretics. I see them or talk to them, and my tongue
or my bowels begin to loosen. There’s a release and a flow. 1 called Curt to tell him 1 was
read9 to do his film. He wants to make a movie called “Looking for Women,” about bar
life with me as the hero. 1 called to see if he was up for a social outing,. He’s coming over.

Curt’s stories are all of strength, presence, leonine deﬁance, and wild Phgsical wisdom. |
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admire him, but I love my own seeminglg sad stories. Never do | believe that 1 am as tru19
sad as the central character in my stories might appear.

Wisdom is my new surPrise. Can a slick banana like 1 am, who has been grantcd
the ease of doing what | want, come clear of #? Can I come clear of my Past, my history,
my limitations, my egotism, and be a wise man who chooses love and value when glor9
and distraction are so casilg assumed? Age and wisdom are my secret trump cards, when
| feel so young and so stu[:)icl. This thingl am writing is an attempt to show mgsehc without
sham or Pretensc. Even so, | think about Anita lLoos, watching her husband through a
two-way mirror in his comlcg sanitarium...l:)acingthe floor, as he so often did, wringing his
hands, and muttering, “Oh, my god, oh, my gocl.”

The doctor orders her to watch him, closelg.

“Do you notice angthing odd about his actions?” he says.

“No,” she answers, “| have often seen him like this. He’s alwags the same.”

“Is that all you notice?”

“Yes.”

“Look again, and gou’” see he’s constantlg watching himself in the mirror.”

I think Pm a monkeg, fascinated with my image in the zoo mirror. In my writing, | try
to be the mirror as well as the monkeg. I admit I'm Frightenec] of life and rm amazed and
thrilled to be Iiving it. It’s enough of a miracle to be a long way from encling. As an ac]ult,
so far, i's what | dream of being in the middle of, and still, as scared as I am, I'm

ambitious tojum[:) in the middle of life as yet unimaginecl.

Decent Folk

My parents are decent folk, given to belief in their own lives. My father is from
Oklahoma, a bear of a man, who repeats his old jokes, a man torn from his roots. |
remember a few lines from him, like, “You sound like a cow Peeing on a flat rock,” when |
was stancling at the toilet. “I bug you books, | send you to school, | teach you all 1 know,
and you still dorn’t know angthing,” drawing me into his own selF—derogation. “Eat what’s
set before you and shut uP,” and when I reached for the rolls, too soon, he stabbed the
back of my hand with his fork, like spearing a Frog. My mother is a big—bonecl, stoic,
second—generation Swede. “Do this for me,just once,” she said, more than once. She
was a bright, talented girl, who went to workJ when her more fortunate brothers went to

co”ege. She said to her DePression Era emPlogcr, |l work for nothing, if you gjive me a
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chance,” and she became his right hand, in a metal pabricating Factorg. She was an
ambitious, resentful girl who imagined herself The Dairy Queen. As a young man, my
father dreamed of going to South America as a geologist. He admits to c]rcaming of
becoming an actor. He’s a cross between John Wagne and Mister Greenjeans, half

laconic cowbog, half loveable bumpkin.
The Honegmoon’s Over

I'm sitting in Leah’s Placc, watching Cheron TV. Leah is ta”dng to her mother on
the Phone, as she sits, squat—leggecl in the ha”wag. Her grandmother IS dging, and she’s
talking sister-talk to her Mom about Kit and Jerry and their steac]ilg cleclining
relationship. The honegmoon is over between Leah and me. We're talking about it. Can
we get it on, without angthing to do? Three different fortunetellers Predicted that she

would get married, this year. | have a few months to find out if 'm the one.
The Dummy is Real

m behind the three-tiered jewelrg case in Betty Boo[:)’s Second Hand Store,
waiting for enough customers to come in and bug somcthing, so | can pay for my
breakfast. This is true grassroots ca[:)italism. Jon came in to see about Bettg. Mg hand
hovered over my writing, not because I've said angthing that Jon shouldn’t see, but the
way a kid hunches over his paper as he works on his story, I\/ly Summer Vacation. Except
this is My All-Season Vocation. A woman comes in, Fingers a Pile of gloves and says,
“Actua”g, ’'m looking for somcthing kind of woolg.”

The shop is full of dresses, utensils, dishes, Postcards, jewclrg, quilts, bric-a-
brac, and other assorted broken lots from the near and the not-so-near Past. There’s a
line of twine hung across the front window with items cliPPecﬂ to it with clothespins. On
the line are: the OPEN sign, a Postcarc] entitled Miss Foxtrot, a six bg ten inch American
I:lag, a string of Peking glass beads, a hand mirror, and a black lace mantilla. The
windows are c]irtg, and the store is dark. Bettg calls and gives me a pep ta||<, “Let’s sell
thatjun‘d” Magbe ajunk store has to be dark and clirtg, to gjve the customers the
chance to discover their own consumerable miracles. Who can argue with success?

As yet, I'm still unable to grasp the meaning of the last five clags. On Weclnesclag,
Leah said she wanted me to try to stay away until Saturclag, and | agreecl. On Thurs&ag,
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| ventured out, with an eye to other women. I talked to Beau about artists’ marital
requirements. On Friclag, | went to Vesuvio with Curt. We Pickecl up two women, and we
slept with them. On Saturc]ag, | saw Leah. We talked seriouslg and lightlg about love and
marriagc. On Sunclag, I was an old married man. The thrill of the near rape of conquest
Is gone. Leah’s boc]9 aPPearecl below me like a giant matter of fact. Making love to
strangers is exciting, like cliving into an absolutelg gorgeous high mountain lake, that
turns out to be two feet cleel:). And making love without the excitement of conquest
seems flat. And then there’s love. Where is love?

I:ric]ag night, I gravitated toward a woman in Vesuvio, Mazie, bg name, 35, two kids
somewhere, Hawaiian bg birth, Filipino by ancestry, small and quiet. All night, saying,
“Ste[:)hen, oh, Steve....” She asked me, three times, what my name was. We balled four
times, Iong and hard, gentlg at times, every way we could think of. She had velvetg soft
skin and soft breasts I could Push all over her ribcage. Coarse black hair and a tight chy
mouth. She lag against me all night, and | en'oged every minute of it. In the carlg hours of

gack to her, but I didn’t want to.
We all took showers, in turns, and my eyes caught sight of the weight Curt carries

the morning, | tried, once again, to turn my

on his back, above the Pelvis, and the blond breasts and slim thighs of his ovemight
lover. We drank coffee and sat ta”dng in the long narrow outer room, with its one window
open to the back ste[:)s. And there, on the back ste[:)s was Julia Vose. I was startled to
find 1 was downstairs from an old friend, in a builclingl knew.

In the middle of the night, I looked down at the woman I was mac”g Fucking, and |
was overcome bg a quick rush of terror. For a split second, she was a Vietnamese woman
| was raPing. For a sPlit second, she seemed nearlg dead. It was a Fceling from several
kinds of emotions and thoughts of racism, from recognition of my deeds and America’s,
and from a sense in mgsehc that making love to any woman of the Third World is chargc&
with the imPerialism bred into my Prejuc]ices and talked into my awareness.

It’s hard for me to think of going to Mexico for the same reason. Going there,
feels like an act of imPerialist ca[:)italism. Do | want to put rngsehC into the cardboard
drama of being American in the Third World? My friends g0 there and come back with
wonderful snapshots of the glorious tem[:)les and the increc]iblg real natives, and | think,
“Yeah, and all those tern[:)les were c]esignccl for the glorhcication of gods and autocrats
with the blood and sweat of a peasantry now sanctified in the lined faces of their

descendants.”
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Mazie, the inscrutable Asian-American with the Patched ieans and the North

Beach Fagacle of nightlhce boredom, who aPPreciatecl the great [L)Jcking we did, got me
tangled up inmy contradictions.

Curt’s a’ate, Clarissa, was a Pleasant, even a sweet girl. Curt warmed up to being
with her, for weeks, not wanting to sleep with her, because she knew everyone, inclucling
Anne, from whom he is still not clear. In the middle of the night, he rose up in bed and
asked himself, Point—blank, “What am | doing?” But then she took off her dress and he
said to himself, “That looks goocl.” | consoled him with my all~PurPose morning—a{:tcr
line, “It's cowardice not to muck up our lives with these confusions.”

He laughecl, “There’s some truth in that.”

SoLeahis my solution, my cormcort, my solace, my wite?

Scott married a Chicana and moved to Hawaii. But then he’s 687 and a minority all bg
himself. His wife, Liz, calls herself Mexican and says she hates it My sense of being ajust
American is to stag out of other People’s business and clean up my own act. Being
haPPg seems like a revolutionarg act. Leah decided to be happg when she was 20. It has
taken me 1% more years to make the same decision. I want to take my light out from under
a bushel of fear and guilt and let it shine.

There’s an open clisl:ﬂag window on the corner of the mall shoPs inside the
Serramonte Plaza ShoPPing Center. | bought new boots, with two-inch hcels, raising me
just enough so | can put my arm around Leah’s shoulders. I climbed into the window and
assumed my best mannequin pose. Leah sPottccl what | was cloing and walked on, then
turned back, to watch ten teenage girlsjum[:) when theg realized the dummg was real.
The a’ummy /s real.| caught up to Leah, exhilarated.

“f get enough of that,” I said, “rll never get drunk again.”

The Eartlﬁ) the Earth

Pm back in the Owl and Monkeg, remembering a line from Judg Cleexc, “Steve,
you're not a crcasg~Pants Person.” And Tom Phi“ips’ line, “Brooks, you alwags blow
your own cool.” 1 told Leah 1 liked her for her looks. She was crestfallen and left the
room to get dressed up. Then she got the news that her favorite granclmother had cliec],
and she was in my arms, crying it out. This afternoon, at the airPort, where the sounds

are like electricitg trying to mate with Plastic, | told her I loved her when things got
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serious. Last night, I bent over her, as she rose up, and we bumped heads, hard. itwas a
nast9 blow, more to her than to me.

She had a heaclache, all night, and | slept, restlesslg. Ina c]rearn, J lungcd against
my father, between the table lamP and the living room wall, beside the sofa, in my
teenage home. I held my father clownJ bg Force, and griPPed him by the neck and
shoulders. I wrenched him up, 96”6Cl at him, and then fell into his arms, sobbing. I huggcd
him, for a long time, clinging with relief, until 1 was embarrassed, excited, and disgustec:].

Leah reminds me of my mother. Both are attractive in the face, clean, well
groomecl, tall, small-breasted, with long, thick thighs, serious, clemancling, sensitive to
criticism, clumsg in response to affection, and solicitous when aPPreciatec]. My parents
met on a blind date. So did Leah’s. 1 asked my father whg he was attracted to his wife,
and he said it was because she was tall and clean. M9 mother married him, on the
condition that he stoP making puns. That has resulted in 35 years of rustg machinery.
Better for her, | suppose, in her lack of ease at his excess of ease, her attraction to it.

Kit was at Leah’s, 9esterclag moming, oPeninga birthclag Package from her older
sister, including the book, I Touch the Earth, the Earth Touches Me, bg Hugh Prather. |
saw that book, once b@core, when Sherrg gave it to me for Christmas, in’735. | saw it as
banal Platitucles bg a weak Pretentious Poet who taPPecl into a Popular market. Leah
and Kit cooed over the book. Leah said, “I love this book. I've read it so many times.” Kit
read the book at random, as | watched. I saw two Pcople who genuinelg aPPreciate the
words and the messages, and | softened. | read it. It wasn’t Pretentious, sometimes
banal, but reasonable, gentle, insighhcul.

“ tell you what | neec],” I said to Leah, “I need a heavg dose of humilitg.” Leah is
Leah. I barelg know her. I remember a line of mine, “Give it time, before you clespise the

woman.”
A Liglﬁt Surrealist Excursion

John Wayne has a terrific toupee. It looks like a Fungus that’s overgrown Mount
Rushmore. In the Fu”—length mirror, | look like an Indian. My hair is clangerouslg close to
being beautiful. My nose, long and straight, with flared nostrils, appears, from the side,
ke an art deco arrow. I have high cheekbones, full liPs, and brown eyes full of
vengeance. My skin is red from the firewater wine. I sit in my maroon chair, my
upholstered mare, and 'm tall in the saddle. Whg do 1 feel this way? Another beautiful
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woman found me attractive. Bettg’s Friencl, Canclg, told me stories of my attractiveness
and her attraction to me. She was married at 16, annulled eleven months later. She talked
slowlg and resourceicullg, as onlg a beautiful woman can, rclging on her beautg as the
glue to the conversation. Such women are free to ramble, free to spout nonsense and
mundanities. | was the sucker in a card game with a pro and a stacked deck. she had
creamy breasts and an enormous ro“ing ass. She caressed herself with each torrid ste[:).
Her eyes were hooded with self-assurance. Her language was an exciting threat to my
intellect. She threw off self-deprecating asides, like flies flicked from the hide of a Prize
mare. | excused mgselﬁ as she and Betty gossil:)ed, like kids co”ecting Postcarc]s.

“Allow me to retire to my Papers,” I saicl, “Pve been well fed.”

A little while later, 1 looked up to see Cancig lounging against the doorframe, like
Rita Hagwortn in an outtake too lurid for any movie at the time.

“Would you like to 2@ for a drink?” she said, “rm buging.”

“Yes, | would,” I answered, too quicklg for textbook timing, but nice in its cheerful
directness. She was softer and more sensual than Leah was. She said she was a Poet.
She said my first book, which Dennis Koran called, “a lignt surrealist excursion,” was
“terriblg Pcrsonal. You're so quiet, but | feel rve gotten deep into you, in this book.”

She cut me to the quick with that remark. So, of course, | thougnt, “I dor’t love
Leah. She’s onlg another Pericect solution that doesn’t solve angtning. m crazy. | don't
know my own mind.”

Mg cock is all beat up, and here | £0, down another bridle Patn The horse of my
desires is barcbacked, riclcrless, and reeking of locoweed. I can be had. 'm a banana in
ajungle of tongues, an agjing reProbate with the face of ajuveniie unclerstuclg. These

are the fantasies of the average American male. It’s a tease, and it cna”enges Leah.

(1975: Canc]g is the stranger | talked about seeing in the Owl and Monkeg, last month,
the one I called Raquel. 1976: 1 found out that Cancig was a nign—Pricecl call girl at the

time we had our rendezvous. Notning is what it seems.)
A Parking Lot for Worms

The lined paper below me looks like a Parking lot for worms. 1 sit and wait for the
first line image to come to me, Fisning in a dark lake, my Pole above the still water, with no

notion of what fish mignt bite, or when. I'm listening to the last two minutes of the
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Warriors-Sonics game on the radio. The announcer, Bill King, is going crazy, as the
Warriors lead bg one. Beau went to the museum to track down his muse, after seeing him
or her in a news Photo. He told the curator that the single, glaring fault of the de Young
Museum (Sonics bg three, 1:09 to go} IS that, despite the ancestral heritagc granted to
the Chinese, Africans, Indians, and the Oceanic Tribes, the White Man’s heritagc begins
with the lmprcssionists. Beau is enamored with the Etruscans, whose culture was stolen
and submergcd bg the Romans. Sonics bg one, Clifford Rag calls a time out, too late,
Sonics win 100-99. And so the Sonics beat the Warriors, and our White Heritage
consists of lanc]ing on the moon. Beau looks to the past for enc]uring icons, and I look at
my icons to get some sense of the Past.

| watch F orget Me Not Lane, on PBS, and I feel tired of Fighting mgsel?. Let go! |
jumpecl out of bed with Candg to answer the Phone from Leah, in the hospital, in
Muscatine, with a concussion, and the entire Familg Preparing for a double funeral,
thanks to the 3% year old, unemplogecl Poet from San Francisco who took Pleasure in
crowning their Prize c]aughter with a two~bg-1cour. She was wonclchu”g wittg and easy,
clcscribing her ass, black and blue from neec”es, the trouPing in and out of banks of
relatives, her wee[:)ing mother, and all the questions about the Sadist from San
Francisco, the Aquarian Axe Angc/) the F. ebruacg Flat Iron. | sat with Beau in the
Tennessee Gri”, across the street from the Iibrarg where he works. Beau was asking
questions. | listened, | sPaced out, | wondered how he might res[:)oncl if 1 said to him,
“Rise and come £0 with me, and | will make you a fisher of men.” He said, “Your poetry
leaves somcthing unsaid. | get off on it, but I get the Feeling there’s much more that you
aren’t saying.”

Paranoid, not knowing how to res[:)oncl to his claritg, | sat in the Tennessee Grill,
on a Pleasant aFternoon, not drunk, and | imagined Beau’s whiskers against my cheek
and his shoulders in my arms. I thought about the dream of my father. 1 felt happg and
sad and confused. | felt Messianic. | thought, “I do have messages. | do have love.” M9
fears of sex with men and women are not my desire for it but my mistaken confusion of
sex with love. At my car, as Beau returned to his librarg Post, I reached for his arm, and |
huggecl him. “Good to see you,” | said, “take care.”

I drove oﬁc, thinking, “1did it. 1 did what | wanted. 1 huggecl Beau, when I was afraid
it was sexual. And 1 fucked Canclg, when l’cljust as soon have huggecl her. We”, magbe
not that. Anne is right. She said 1 have too much love for one woman. I want to love

everyone. | want to get it straight. | want to |<now what’s what. Beau rcPeated Ste[:)hen’s
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assessment of my Poetr9 that | work to name my enemies. | tnink, “That’s not rignt. It's
not true. | don’t think about enemies. That’s StePnen’s sense of himself. He imagines
enemies. He sees me naming enemies. | see mgselic trgingto name my loves.”

Rignt now, that’s what | want to believe. I'm not sure | reallg know the difference.
The multitudes don’t come to worsnil:) Jesus but to feel his love. There’s aren’t enougn
fish to go arouncl, but it sure feels like there are. Beau rePeatecl a line 1 told him when |
was clrunk, one nignt, at a Partg at Robert Duncan’s house. | said, “ feel the clriving
spirit of the revolutionarg in me, but 1 don’t see anyone or hear angone’s revolution | can
follow.” So, toc]ag, I’'m an avatar.

“When | read your Poetrg, I want you to be Rimbauc], as well as Brooks,” Beau
said. His words got me Pumpec] up- | remember Gordon Craig making a Point to tell me |
could be a leader. | remember all the others I've met who saw in me the flesh of their own
dreams. I told Gordon | wasn’t interested in being aleader. 1 waved it off. It’s exciting to
think Leah mignt be a Mary Magclalene. I was nappg to learn she’s still a believer.

| can’t touch a non-believer like Anne, who has no faith to ery’oin, no faith to
transncer, none for me, none for her. Henry Miller describes the writer as someone who
wants an fn7possib/e world in which he is the uncrowned IDUlD/DCf ru/er, dominated [)ﬂ
forces begond his control. Sometimes, that’s what acting and Poetrg are all about. |
wonder, “an do Preacners s[:)eak in the Name of God? Is it because tneg are too
embarrassed to sPeak in their own names?” That goes for actors, too. | imagjne rngseliC
on stage, in my own name, an actor of satiric characterizations, PerForming as an
evangelist, then becoming an orclinarg man and never Ieaving him, snouting, weePing,
loving, Feeling the sPirit move inside me, letting the sPirit direct my words.

The audience turns to itself and says, “This guy IS NO longer iCunng or sad. This is
real. This guy thinks he’s God.” It’s exciting and Frigntening to think | mignt become what
others want. Chief Joseph of the Nez Perce was a wise man whose wisdom was to tell the
other chiefs what tneg said and then becorning the focus of their different Views, encling
with two trutns, I know what you say,” and “I do not know the future.”

This is making me nuts. Jesus could turn water into wine, and | manage to turn
wine into water. My mind is an alpnabet soup of ambitions, desires, blindness, and
awareness. I'm listening to Eclclg Arnolcl, the Tennessee Plowbog, sing, “oh, Please
meet me tonignt, all alone, for I have a sad storg to tell you, a storg that’s never been
told before.” | tnink, “It’s been tolc], but when it’s tolcl, it’s never been told before. We
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Forget, and i’s all new. I've been worldng to become what | want to become. I've on19
begun.”

Pve been obsessed, since my 3out}1, bg the notion that the world exists onlg in
me, that without my consciousness, there is no realitg. J sus[:)ect everyone feels the same
way. But, | can’t give up my egocentrism. Others seem wi”ing to give themselves up to
me, sO whg dont | give in to their gving up? | see crazy People with such foolishness in
them. Beau seemed crazy, a while back, and 361:, he makes me cry to be with him in his
wisdom. And, like alwags, it’s my wisdom he describes. Has there ever been a savior with
such a mein l<aml:>1C as this? I told Beau, “It makes me nervous to know | can tell what
People want to know about themselves.”

Bonnie Maddow told me she felt like striPPing off her makeup when she was with
me, because | was so simple and honest. | want to embrace all these coplc. I love them
all.’ma lover, not a Fighter. Was Jesus a wino? Cancl9 told me, when she was lging like a
Madonna on my blue quilted bedspreacl, “ma gooc] stranger to know.” And I'm the kind
of person People find immediatelg familiar, because | reflect themselves back at them.
’m not Orpheus, who walked through the mirror. | am the mirror. I want to be the mirror
of love. It's a strange ambition for a guy who doesn’t know angthing about it.

Years ago, a guy said to me, “Get out of the car. You kissed my girhcriend. ’'m
gonna beat the shit out of you.”

I said, “No, you getin.”

He clic], and he began to sob out his story. For an egotist, 'm a Prettg good
listener.

I need to tell a story to relieve mgsehc of this self-idolatrous bullshit. Marilee
Martinez said to me, “Steve, you come on too strong, and you fall too hard.” And that’s
true, even in mgsehc. | dor’t even know how to love mgsehc without getting lost in
extremes. | want to say, ‘I love you, Leah,” but 1 clon’t, because 'm an embarrassed
animal to think ’m an angel. What is my angle, excePt to induct rngsehC into my own
Personal hall of Fame, to create a heaven called love and be the god of 7 What nerve.
This guy deserves a comeuppance.

The Picturc on my black and white TV has the stark contrast of newspaper
Photos. I sort of like it. I switch off the sound on the third Sonics-Warriors game and
switch on the stereo FM. | listen to Bill King, with better ﬁc]elitg, but 'm so used to the
three-inch sPeaker inthe TV, I almost g0 back to it. I have to get used to better qualitg.
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On the M, | can hear the ball bounce and the rubber soles squeak. As the first
commercial comes on the TV screen, | realize the radio runs different ads than the TV.

As a stagecoach crests a hill, driving in dust toward the camera, Ricardo
Montalban says, “l want to introduce youtoa totallg new c]riving cxpericnce.”

As a man Pu”s a tire from a rack of tires in a gas station, a mellow voice says,
“Looking fora bargain in stereos?”

A voice says, “Americans and Danes have one thing in common,” and a handsome
man, with a moustache, agectionatelg Pats the vingl toP of an automobile.

Warriors win this one, 105-96.

| Ruined Three Lives

Geoff Ec]warcls, the host of Jack[:)ot, catches himself in what he terms a Freudian
slip. He says a’og eat a’og is canine capita//sm, instead of canine cannibalism. He and the
studio audience gu#aw at the sliP. From lging on the couch in his shirtsleeves, a man
rises, grabs his wife’s hand, and ex[:)lains, “There’s something | never told you. | just
didn’t think it was imPortant. You see,” he continues, in even softer tones, “I killed my
Father, and Clag, my brother, resents me for it.” It's the Search for Tomorrow, and
that’s alwags a trickg business. “Lisa Shag has a secret that threatens to ruin three Iives;
the woman she hates, the man she loves, and her own life.”

| Ruined Three Lives. | love the idea of a ruined life. My Messiah comPlex IS
another case of identhcging. Pm easilg infected and affected bg others. Beau Beausolel]
is the new Priest of Poetry, and I'm a sucker for faith. “It’s easy to convert a believer,” I
said, but it turns out ’m the believer. I told Paul that Leah still has one foot in the faith.
He said he thinks he has the better of his mother, a true Catholic, because he’s in both
worlds, belief and non-belief-

Yesterclag, I began again. No c]rinking. It’s simple. Unless it’s simple, you don’t
bother cloing it. | droPPed bg Curt’s, and he admitted drinking hcavilg for the last three
months. This morning, | woke up to the sun, Feeling good. I bcgan to miss the tea-
totaling mindset | get into when 'm not c]rinking. It's a sense of saintlg Puritg. | swear off
one vice, and it's off to the races, damn the vices, full s[:)eed ahead, into my St. Francis
act — no smoking, no drinking, no sex. Mg thoughts turn away from the mischievous

anarchg I pursue when l’mjuicecl. I become a goocl again, sickening at age 10, ridiculous

at 3.
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A Sure Bet

I was back behind the counter at Betty Boop’s, when a man’s voice on the Phone
assumed | was Betty and Continue&, “Is this Miss BOOP? Oh, Miss Boop.”

I recognizeci Paul. “Listen, ladg, | don’t need this craP,” | said. Paul said he was in
a fix. There’s an old man on Carl Street, Chet, who walks very slowlg and is alwags
Frienc“g and courteous. He’s clging from several things, and he’s an alcoholic. He has no
reason to IiveJ he wants to die, and he’s a most engaging, Frienc”g old fart. He’s a sma”,
gray man, with a courtesg and a generositg that’s not enougii to survive in the world. He
told Paul about three iong shots at Golden Gate Field, that all came in and Paici off big
money. He told Paul of one in the &th race, at 6-1, and Paul was ca”ing out for a betting
Partner - one with a car. He had no success, wiiatsocver, and he thought it was a test of
the ti[:) He thought it was all the better that he should have to struggle. It was a gooc]
story. | suggestec] I could borrow seven bucks from him, bet icivc, and recover cnougii to
cover my negative $4.37in the bank and the nothing in my Pocket. It was teml:)ting. “It's a
goocl story, Paul,” I saicl, “but no.”

One ciag, I went to the racetrack with Paul and Curt, and | came out ahead. M9
winnings Paicl for the clag, and | won a few bucks besides. Coming back from the
racetrack, we got stuck in the traiCFiC, and suddenlg, I was in a circle of hell. At the races,
the horses ran around the circle, and the fans fanned back and forth between the circle
and the windows. Curt and Paul were in a Frenzg. | was on|9 a witness, wi”ing to be drawn
in, but I was not. The horses were beautiful. The People were Fascinating. The cloPe
sheets were smcicicientlg intricate and rnagica”g crgptic. There was big money to be
gaineci, nine times over. Chet’s tiP is even better magjc. All the excitement is a tribute to
Chet. To Hg to the racetrack on Chet’s tiP is to affirm Chet. To lose it all is to affirm
Chet. To win a bundle is to affirm Chet. Chet is the oracle, but the advice he gives takes
the same chances, outside the Presumcc] magic of his Counsel, that anyone else’s does.

Mg 8th Grade Math teacher said to Gocl, as his airplane took a be”g full of lead
over ltalg, “Dear Gocl, get me out of this, and Pl serve you, forever.” He got out of it,
and all God got was the chance for succeccling generations of dumbfounded and bored
1% year olds to hear the same tired storg. I got off the Phonc with F’auiJ and an am[:)le,
homelg, young matron came in, wearing créeme-colored slacks and a leatiierjackct, anice
hairdo, with big glasses that lent the air of the cute to her round face. She was out

making Purchases - a couple of interlocking brooches to make an imaginative belt
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buckle, an ashtrag, and a ring. “No, not the ring,” she said. “You know, sometimes | feel
st like a bored housewife when rm bugingtnings.”

“Well, don’t tight it,” my clerk mentalitg wanted to say, “keep it up, 3oujust Paic]
for my lunch.”

| read an article in the April 1929 issue of Vogue, about how a young married
woman from substantial People was forced to live on $5,000 a year in a Midwestern citg.
The article was entitlccl, “$5,000 a Year? It Can Be Done!” All the ads tell how to appear
young and be mistaken for a woman of distinction. “Youth — On 30 Seconds a Dag.”
“Gorgeous as a clet)utante, with the wisdom of Fortg. She is the most dangerous woman
in the world.” Able to |ea[:> from tall builclings in a single bound. Faster than a speec]ing

DePression.
Determination Hurricane

Sometning strange is naPPening. | feel a new sensation of determination growing,
inme. | see it in the things that take my attention. Rubin “Hurricane” Carter, convicted of
murder, nine years ago, maintains his innocence, has no TV or radio, never leaves his cell
to Partici[:)ate in Prison activities, says he wants no oPiates, no distractions, notning that

lessens the single~mincleclness of his determination to be free. To be free.
Poetential

| wanted to write. | built up to it for clags. I was afraid I wasn’t able to. | tnougnt
about coming down with sometning. Magbe it was fear. Each new page, each new clag,
each new poem, is a kind of starting over. A man might write a readable and translucent,
not transparent, book, and some might say, “Heg, | could write as good as tnat,” and |
tnougnt, “Well, if you can, then do it.” That’s my dilemma, every c]ag. if 1 think 1 can do i,
then I should do it. rm using, the tools of my trade. It’s nignttime, and the Big Tnom[:)son
River of Imagination, sometimes called TV, is rushing t)g in the front 9arcl of my
consciousness. | have a ge”ow legal Pacl suPPorted ona largc black c]rawing book, als5-
cent Bic pen, and a nalt~[:>int of Daviess Countg Kentuckg Straight Bourbon Whiskeg. J
switched from Ten Hign, because it went over $1.50 a nalt~Pint, and if 'm going to drink
cheaP t)ourt)on, it damn well better be cheap.
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There’s somcthing bubbling beneath the surface. That's the great weight I Feel,
when I don’t write for a time. I think about what | might write, and all sorts of associations
associate themselves into all sorts of other things, to the Point where I'm carrging
around a suitcase of associations for Potential pages. (ljust wrote Poetentia/.) I watch
Linda Ronstadt, Formerlg a sensual cowgir‘, who sings barefoot. She’s on Cher's TV
show, and theg have her all dolled up in ringlets, chhqon, and gold pumps, her small
breasts teasinglg revealed and unteml:)ting. This is Big Time Entertainment.

| have a terrible Feeling the characters | describe don’t seem real. | worry that the
book of my life has onlg one character. Narcissus loves his Prettg face and his not so
Prettg face. This self-consciousness is couplecl with a reluctance to take the same
chances on other People, that is, being critical, Ioving, and conclusive. Trying to
describe the People I know feels like invasion. And foolish, besides.

That's Probablg whg ’'ma Poet, not a novelist. If all the characters in this book
were Fictitious, rd have no com[:)unctions about raking them over the coals or builc]ing
them into &emi~gocls. Most of the characters in my life aren’t fleshed out in rcalitg,
either. Theg’re real when 'm with them. In moments of thinking about them, it’s their
Place in my imagination that feels fleshed out. And thus it is that | am fleshed out bg
them. | Populate my sense memory with hundreds of intimacies, many of them
cles[:)cratelg curtailed.

| have made love to, ba”ed, puckecl, was intimate with, have l<r1ownJ SO many
women, in the last two years. I loved several of them, or so | thought, at the time. The
rest | needed to believe | Iovecl, and then | clisappearecl the next morning, or latcr, with
clum59 embarrassment and cliscourtesg, when | realized that | didn’t, or wouldn’t, love
them any other way. It's easy to be c]isappointcd. I need to brag to rngsehC about these
women, because I think it’s all I have to show for it. I believe in the instant intimacy of
lovemaldng, and 'm hurt when it’s over, in a few hours or a few years. And 'm amazed
when one of these women still talks to me, still desires me, or even wants to know me. |
went to the flea market with Bettg. The flea market is where she gets a lot of her
merchandise.

Jack and Rachel were in town, and we were having fun. I ran into two women |
know. One is an artist who lives in a loft in the Mission District. As Jack looked over
some books, sPreacl out under the screen at the Alameda Drive-In. I told her | wanted to

see her Placc. | was amazed to feel mgsehc not desiring her boc]9 or her Iove, but simplg
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wanting to know her a little better, and to see her loft-studio. | ran into another woman,
an actress name Carol Ann.

A year ago, | desired her, as | watched her dance nude as the Climax Girl in
Michael McClure’s new Plag at the Intersection Theatre, where 'm scheduled to do my
one-man show, this coming, October. | asked a friend, Alicia, who was Plaging her cello
as Part of the show to introduce me to her, and she invited me to her house. We ate
chicken, I made a pass at her, and I ran away. It was the same weekend | made a wee[:)ing
attem[:)t to get back with Sherrg, and | was crazed. Carol Ann got me stonecl, and my
sexual aPPrchensions catapultecl me into tgpical Paranoia. Stanc[ing in the blistering
heat of the Oakland sun, on tired Feet, she introduced me to her mother, a c]umpg,
kinc”g, sweet smiling laclg, visiting, from Ohio. As we talkecl, miles away from the Hattering
stage light of the theatre, | notice Carol Ann’s lined Facc, Protruding teeth, and her
sumPtuous breasts.

After bcing showcased as an actress in an avant-garcle comcclg musical, with her
nude Photo in Time Magazine, she’s now working in a bath and kitchen boutiquc on
Chestnut Street. She tells me to call her, and | say I will. 1 dor’t think | wi”, and that’s not
Furmg. There’s onlg one woman who might come close to being Heshed out in this storg,
if that’s as important as | seem to think it is, and that's Leah. | hope so, anyway. | hoPe I
allow it. She called from back home, and she says she’s been clelagecl with a setback of
sorts. No Fracture, but she’s still under the gun, at the temple, with her head aching.

“You don’t miss me, do you?” she says.

I didn't replg. It's true. | didn’t miss her.

“Whg dor’t you say something?” she says.

“We're clrhcting aPart,” I say “We don’t know each other very well. It's been a week
and two thousand miles.”

I do miss her. I miss her in ways that confuse me. | don’t long for her boclg. | never
have. | Pegged her as a wife tgpe, and | got lost. Begonc] that, there’s the oPening of the
Hlower that takes Place secretlg in my sPirit. I feel goocl with her. Is it just that's she’s
beautiful? And if 50, Is that bad? rm bold cnough to tell her I love her beautg, but can |
tell her 1 love her? Do 1 believe it7 Pve been footloose and Fancg Free, off and on, for the
last three years. Can | sto[:)? Do | want to sto[:)? Alrcaclg, since Leah, Pve been with two
other women. On toP of that, I have a blistered cock.

A doctor says herpes is sometimes caused bg nerves. I'm sure | have VD from

Mazie. I've had infections, twice in the last year. I'm convinced that it’s Punishment for
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Fucking any Possibilitg. And then, it goes away. There’s no leclger book in heaven, after
all.

And what about books? The on19 rea”g goocl shrink Pve ever known, Bill Sides,
told me, years ago, that the onlg thing he knew about Poets was that Poets love words. |
went into a Panic. Did 1 love words? If 1 didn’t, | couldn’t be a Poet. In the years that
Fo”owecl, | realized that not onlg did 1'love words, I loved sentences, Paragraphs, pages,
books, Ianguage, and I loved love. 1 clo, can, wi”, and must love. Love is the hardest thing,
and it’s the onlg thingl tru19 want to do.

| wonder about drinking. Is it the Price for letting loose my tongue, my love, and
the message of love on my tongue? | love my chilc]ren, and it’sjust as difficult to be with
them, as it is to not be with them. The last two clags are like the last two clags, rcPeatecl a
hundred times, over the last two years. My kids and 1 are shg and clum59 with each
other, on the first c]ag. 159 the end of the second clag, we are pather, son, and daughter,
close and in love. Then Gooc/byc. Driving them home, J say, “Now, this time, when I leave
your Place, I want you to come up to me and hug and kiss me and say gooclbge. No more
of this kicking me in the ass or not showing up as I leave. | want to say gooclbge, because

ove you, and I want you to do the same. OK, Rachel? OK, Jackson?

Babgj It Must Be Love

| was oclc”g anxious, imPatient, and clumsg, as | finished my Swanson Chicken
Dinner. Stuging the trash in the wastebasket, | caught the edge of the paper bag. It
caved in, and the aluminum trag, with three bones, the crust of mashed Potatoes, and
vegetablejuice, wouldn’t sliP into the bag, casilg. | became upset and angrg,jamming it,
and I backed off, nervouslg, as | tried to calmlg reacﬁust the simple maneuver.

Last night, as | Pickecl up two coffee cups in one hanc], to carry them to my clesk,
I thought,” We”, let’s see if I can sPi” this cogee,” sensing there was an awkwarc],
tentative balance between the cups. Thcg sliPPed against each othcr, and the coffee
sPi”ecl.

“Shit!” | said. | grabbecl away the books and papers whose eclges were clamp with
brown stains and wrinkles. 'm in the sort of mood that acquires accidents. While washing

clishes, I might break a glass and gash my Finger or cut mgsehc ona submcrgcc] knife.
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| think about baseball, the national Pastime. Pm reading A False SPr/hg bg Pat
Jordan. Pm drawn to it because it takes Place in my two hometowns, McCook, Nebraska,
and Moline, lllinois. And, it’s a goocl book.

Wa”dng down Eighth Avenue, true to my nickname, Talk It Over, | saicl, to no one
in Particular, “Baseball is a Power‘Ful way to watch People struggling Paimcullg,
succeeding g‘oriouslg, Fa”ing apart miserablg, quicklg and slowlg, c]ramatica”g, right in
front of your eyes, and that’s what makes it the national Pastime. America’s Pastime is
success and failure in all their glorg and ignominy.” Baseball is slow and inexorable. The
glor9 bog of last season goes bac], and he strugglcs, until Pitilcsslg, he’s driven from the
sPotlight. Denny Mclain wins thirtg games, and the next season, he’s in the minors,
clrinking too much, and losing. The magjc is delicate - Pitchers’ arms, batters’ eyes, and
runners’ knees - theg all £0. All these athletes dginggoung, each Plager defined in every
detail. Teams rise and fall, and each Plager is alone.

Football is the anonymous clash of forces. It has the same elements as baseba”,
but theg’re covered over. Basketball has the same elements, but theg’re speeclcc] up.
Basketball Plagers have dozens of oPPortunities for every single, excruciating death
that the baseball Plager 1Caces, but the luxurious time frame of baseball accentuates
each moment.

Like books? Like this book? Tito Fuentes goes to a voodoo doctor to cure his
aching back. 1 have to talk about what it is that aches in my life. 1 have to talk about
Leah. She’s back in town, with her head still aching, and she seems PU’C‘CH in the cheeks. I
took her home, and she went to bed. We talked about the meaning of the blow to her
head. | suggestecl it was no accident. We were in bed. She rose up,just as | bent down,
and CRACK! From my side, I kidded her that I was trying to get inside her skull. From her
side, | said it was curious that she hit me, and she’s the one who got hurt. Wejokcc]
about not wanting each other, about not missing each other, and then it changecl.

“l worried about you,” | said.

“Whg?” she asked.

“Because you weren’t here. I couldn’t see you. I mean, how you were cloing.”

“I told everyone about you.”

“m glad you're back.”

“It’s like | never left.”

| didn’t miss you. It was like you never left.”
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I Put my hands on her breasts. “You’re softer than I remember. | had you flat and
tough, in my mind.” At the cloor, I lifted up her sweater and gazed at her Prcttg breasts,
and I said, lovir\g the shallow deception, “I kept mgselmc pure for you.”

“Yeah, running around with other women while I was gone.”

| could swear she knew, but neither of us cared. She didrn’t know if she wanted a
bog]criencl, right now. He”, | dor’t want a girhcriencl, either. We’re PerFect for each other.
Babg, it must be love.

J I:orget the Antongm

In A False SPr/hg, Pat Jordan describes a Particularlg satisrging memory, when he
struck out a notorious fastball hitter, three times, one evening in the Quad-Cities,
(Davenport and Bettendorf, lowa, Rock Island and Moline, lllinois, acﬁoining towns that
bank the MississiPPi River). He did it on nothing but fastballs, so fast that the man fell
to one knee, trying to hit them.

“The sight of him on one knee was what I pitched for. I love such moments, even
more than a satisrging career. | know that, now. | had neither the Patience nor the vision
to develop those moments into a successful season, much less a satisrging career. M9
career was not an esthetica”g well-made movie with rising action, climax, and
denouement. It was a box strewn with unnumbered slides.”

ljumped up and down, “That’s my story!”

So this book goes: a box of pages, a page of incidents, a Paragraph of scattered
lines. Of course, there’s a difference. This book is being written in the present, and |
don’t want to deliberatelg organize any Particular time or ePisode. Jordan’s life may be
slides, but his book is a clean narrative. At best, my book allows moments to occur in
and of themselves, onlg as theg belong in the present past. Todag’s past.

| went to Bettg Henderson’s loft to get the taste of it, and I left with a nose full of
ancient dust. | ended up sneezing the breath of the building for hours. As often
haPPens with someone I haven’t seen for a long time, the a[:)ologia pro vita that follows
had me cxplaining this book as a dream, or as a book written in dream form. The
incidents of the clag, mingled with memories of %% years, mingled with what seems to
never char\ge, all the fears and ex[:)ectations. As any dream can teach, it also stirs up

and sPi”s out, without concern for will. Like a clrearnJ there’s a unitg to trust, regarc”ess
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of the absence of any aPParent unitg. | dream write, not like trance writing or automatic
writing, which seems to me as Pleasurable as making love on clrugs seems.

I stay up |ate, I don’t sleep, | cirink, I doze, | turn my attention to other things, I
decide to get up and not try so harci, I fall aslee[:), J sleeP like a roc|<, J ciream, | write.
Dreams are not magical voices that reach naunting|9 across the swamp of the
unconscious to instruct one’s life. Instead, and this is more romantic, our minds are
cioing what theg do best while Purelg clreaming, all the time, and I mean, all the time. If it
weren’t for the externa”g imPoseci details we have to l<eel:> in mind in order to survive, in
order to see the streetlignt and the traffic in the other lane, People could and would be
cireaming all the time.

’'m not Prol:)osing the avoidance of life. ’'m Proposing the incorporation and the
erjogment of evergtning at once. My intention is to cievelop this state of being. That
makes me an aPParent19 lazg person and a seeminglg directionless one. But, as in a
dream, where no image is without meaning, so in life, no exPerience is without meaning, it
my dreams have meaning and a marvelous|9 all-inclusive relatedness, then so does my
life.

I suppose I propose that death is waking up from the dream of life. | imagjne
sPenciing the afterlife clecipnering the meaning of this life dream, with about as much
success as | have with these absurci, engrossing, exciting, conicusing c]rearns, these
ePisocles of realitg, these orciinarg clags and nights.

A year ago, | decided to write down my dreams, every morning, for a year. | made
it from Januarg 1 to March 15.1 found out I could increase my caPacit9 to remernber,
sim[:)lg bg cloing it and bg wanting to do it. | got to the Point where | could remember
seven dream sequences from each nignt. It requirecl that I have no Pressing Plans in the
morning. Ang job that needs c]oing imPoses its wor|d19 necessitg. I began to sPenci
nearlg two hours every morning, writing my dreams. | began skiPPing ciags. I cielaged the
task for hours, sometimes until evening, Fina”g, | lost interest. There wasn’t any carry
over. | decided that dreams are but cireams, true, in and of themselves, but I was unable
to convert them to poems or stories. | had 150 pages of brieic, bizarre, and sometimes
violent narratives. A year iater, | think dreams are valuable as tne9 silentlg and secretl9
instruct and release us in our so-called conscious lives. We make an ethic of our
characteristics. 'm a dreamer. | drift oﬁc, at dinnertime, while my brother and mother call
my name.

“Steve. The butter. Pass the butter.”

103



“Ste[:)hcn, would you Please pass the creamed corn?”

“Stevel”

“Ste[:)hen.”

“STEE-VUNNN!

Fina”g, my father would say, “Steve, wake up and pass the butter.”

“Huh? What? Oh, OK. Sorry.”

“Where were you,” Mark might say.

“What could you Possiblg have been thinking about?” my mother would say,
Puzzlec], but without any real interest.

“Oh, I don’t know. Nothing, | guess.”

At Christmas, in *74, Mark described a situation for which he expectecl some
sgmpathg. He’s a talker a stammerer. A stammerer is an interrupted talker. He went out
for dinner and drinks with an attractive woman who worked the desk at the new YMCA.
After clinner, theg went into the bar and sat bg the Fireplace. Theg talked for a couple
of hours. At some Point, Mark was dcep into a reverie about his clags in San Francisco
as a musician in love with a waitress. The woman leaned over and interruptecl him. She
touched him on the arm and told him she was bored. He was outragecl.

“What did you exl:)ect her to do? You were in a reverie. You weren’t ta”dng to her,
you were listening to goursellc tell 3ourse|1c a storg.”

“She should have shut up and listened. She should have cnjoged the story orjust
tuned out.”

“But it was you who tuned her out.”

“No, I didn’t. She was free to listen.”

An uneasy silence Fo”owed, as a mutual friend agreecl with me, not with Mark, 1o}
he retaliated.

“What about all the times at the dinner table, when you drifted off into never-
never land? That's inexcusable.”

“No, it’s not. ’'m not bothcring anyone, and 'm not imPosing it on anyone else.”

“Yeah, we”, you won’t pass the salt.”

“Whg don’t you get it goursehc, if it's so damn imPortant? That wouldr’t be so
bad. There are social rules that aPPIH when you're with a date.”

But it was no gooc].

“The dinner table has rules, too.”
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Jetf thought I was wrong, too. It ended in a stalemate. Jeff thought we were both
crazy, but you could tell he loved it.

Pat Jordan describes a Plag in which his first baseman takes a throw from the
shortsto[:), and then, inexplicablg, the ball AroPs from his glove. He stares at the ball
with a look of nescience, Jordan says. After a brief triP to my favorite book, nescience
now replaces 310/7351’3 as the word that describes a state of mincl, or lack of minc], that
’m in, sometimes. When 1| worked for the lowa-lllinois Gas and Electric Compang, one
clag, Jerxy I:risbg sent me to the truck to get a crescent wrench. OK. Simple. | went to
the side of the truck, clroPPecl the bin door, and stared. Nescience. Nothing. Nada. |
knew that | knew what a crescent wrench was, but, for the life of me, | couldr’t remember
what it was. | went back to Frisbg, and I said, “What’s a crescent wrench?”

“Huh?” Frisbg was astounded. After a moment’s pause, during which his
susPicions were confirmed that all co”egc kids rea”g are stu[:)id, he said, “It’s the one
that’s shaped like a crescent, and it has CRESCENT written on it.”

“Oh, 363}1,” I said, and a truck is the thing with wheels and windows and an engine
and all the tools in the back.

When | was teaching school, my Firstjob, at RLS, The Robert Louis Stevenson
School for Eogs in Pebble Beach, Caligomia, | took a break, one clag, as my bogs
worked on a test. | strolled into the teachers’ lounge, a small room, across the oPen-air
Patio, next to the librarg. As I did, I came upon the librarian and an older teacher, one
Major Davis. The school was staffed bg retired militarg men and bg young, untrained
teachers like mgsel?. The librarian looked up.

“Ah, here’s Mr. Brooks, that bright, young English teacher. Let’s ask him.”

lgrirmecl I was in like Flgnn. There would be no inner-circle exclusion for me.

“We're having some trouble, here, Mr. Brooks, Perhal:)s you can hclP us out.
We're looking for the antongrn for indigcnous.” (Or some such word.)

I blanked. “What’s an antonym?” | said.

| knew what an antongm was. Ancl, as soon as theg told me, | had an answer, but it
was too late, the damage was done, it was gone, the slate wi[:)cc] clean. The brain goes
blank. Nescience. Sometimes. | have a lousg memory. My memory is not Photographic.
It's Photogcnic. Such wonderful Picturcs. | can’t develop them fast enough. | think it's
valuable to be so afflicted. 1t kcePs me in the Prescnt, alwags fresh to new cxperiences.

Even OICl cxpericnces S€em New.
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It makes me a lousg scholar. The Dean of the English Department at the
University of Connecticut asked me, generouslg, cluring my interview for gracluate
school, what books I was reading. I couldn’t remember one. Nescience. Later, on the
drive home, a long list came to mind. During my orals for my Masters Degree, | was asked
what | thought of Samuel Beckett as an examPIe of the Theatre of the Absurd. 1 had
absolutelg no idea. The meaning, of the word absurd escal:)ecl me. | hadjust finished
writing an absurdist Plag of my own. | do a terrhcicjob of becoming the question rather
than answering it.

if 1 have a goal in life, it’s this, from Pat Jordan’s book. He describes Whitlow
Wyatt, his old manager in the minor leagues, “He found his satisfaction in life’s minutest
details, which were hidden at the base of its most stuPenclous Pleasures. Pve often seen
this qualitg of Whitlow’s in older People whose lives, with age, are no longer filled with
stuPenclous Pleasures, and so theg c]evelop a more refined sensitivitg to life’s lesser
details, and, with greater age, even lesser ones, until Fina”g their satisfaction comes from
life itself and every detailis a Pleasure.”

At this time in my life, 1 look for five ePiPhanies a clag. Fora long time, it was one
that overwhelmed the clag. As things are going, it’s into the dozens, the hundreds, that
make the future of my aging even more Pleasurable to anticipate. It brings to mind
George C. Scott, who says, at the begirming of The Day of the Do4o/7in, that a dolphin’s
boclg IS SO ﬁnelg tuned, so sensitive, that the clolphin, who never stops swimming, who
never rests, lives in a state that can be described onlg as constant and total ecstasy. It
lives in a state of /ife—/ong constant total boa’y orgasm.

I'm fascinated with age, with the old. One of the characters for my show is going
to be an old guy. | have the sus[:)icion that senilitg might be an ecstatic state, brought on
voluntarilg. All the moments of ecstasy from ninet9 years of exPerience at one’s tongue
and Finger ti[:). And whg is it the menta”g retarded seem to be affected bg the same
characteristics, and who do so many of them seem so damned happg? Theg are
clescribecl, as theg eclge into their middle years, as being about seven or eight years olc],
menta”g. That's an external juc]gment. Short People, criPPIecl People uglg, crazy,
stuPic{, theg all end up ringing bells to the greater glorg of Gocl, lusting after love and
courage, like the rest of us.

m clrinking Sunng Brook Bourbon, smoking True Greens, nursing a head colc],
and watching the A’s at Kansas City. My neck is sore, as I roll it on the ec]ge of the three
Pi”ows, behind me. I wear a grimy MHS Basketball sweatshirt, as I lie on top of a blue
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and white bedspread, looking at mgselF in the closet door mirror, PU’CFH Facecl, stringtj
haired, with a gut like an ad for Hostess Twinkies, and a cigarette smoking itself on the
eclge of a clear glass ashtrag. Leah and 1 had a talk. We came to an undcrstancling. And
it's getting increasinglg more difficult for me to write about it. She called and waited for
me to tell her whg she called.

“You called to see i I'd say | was coming over.”

“We”, whg don’t you come over?”

“That's no good.”

“What do you want me to say?”

“Use the worclsJ /want...”

“OK, I'want, uh...lwant you to come over.”

“Great. I'll be there in twenty minutes.”

I got there, and we listened to the Warriors beat the shit out of the SuPersonics
and watched a movie about Wild Bill Hickok, at the same time.

“When you get around to saying you want to go to bed with me, gou’” enjog it
more than me saging that | want to, and you saging OK. There’s a big, wonderful
difference between having evergthing, being able to get angthing, Iiking some of it, and
rea”g wanting something. When you want it, especiang when you say you want it, it’s so
much better. 'm not going to stay, unless you want me to.”

“I decided clags ago. lwant you to stay.”

“Great. I've been Arinking wine, and it will take quite a woman to over come that.”

“rll do it.” And she did It was wonderful. 1 had what theg call ag/or/ous erection. It

was explosive. | Forget the antonym.
| Dreamt | Was a Woman

| dreamt | was a woman. | woke up, geeling like rd been busg all night. Leah sat on
the becl, Punching at me.

“That’s not very feminine,” I said.

“I told you. 'mnot feminine,” she said, smiling.

“You're trging to regain control, Pushing me around.”

“I never Push you around.”

“That’s true. Youjust Push atme.”

“You’re a big bear.”
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I dorn’t know what 'm doing with this woman. He”, I don’t care. She’s Per‘Fect. She
leaves me alone to enjog mgschc at home, inaway| Prmcer to having an audience. | can £0

getan audience, later, if | want.
The Dark Velvet Cavern

Pm watching Stephanie Powers on Petrocell, unjustlg im[:)risoned for the murder
of a cad who tore her dress. It uPset me, very, very deeplg, to see her treated so
unjustlg, because Ste[:)hanic reminds me of Lacy. What about women? One night in
SIocc’s, three 9ounggir|s from Sacramento, in town on a Iark, Pickecl me up. I took them
up the back stairs to the GARDEN OF EDEN to see my friend Marilgn, a sPlit—tooth
Poet~dancer, dance the Naked Dance of Love. | fell in fatuation with the Ja[:)anese
s’criPPer, on stage, as my hands roamed the bodies of all three girls. | love women. It
makes me feel ridiculous, but harc”g ever lecherous. | don’t want angthing from women
theg dor’t want to give. | want to give back what theg want to give me. The more 1 lie
back, the more theg want to. | end up on my back, a helpless clog, with my erection
Haggingthc air, like a coon-tail on a rubber antenna. What irony.

| remember Susie Sutter rcFusing to stoP wa”dng, or even turn to say he”o, when |
9e”ecl at her from my Tastee-Freez ice cream truck. | was sweating ProFuselg, in the 1]
clegrce, extremelg humicl, heat; inside the hotbox from which | clispensec] cooling
refreshment to insanelg obsessed children. Susie went blithelg on her way, oblivious to
my existence, and | remember the scenery, a miniature collie frolicking on the corner lot,
and a house on blocks, about to be moved.

Stephanie Powers shoots the cacl, in the Prosccutor’s Hashback, and runs out.
She stops bg the swimming, Pool, as Peoplc call her name, wearing a black dress and a
string of Pcarls. 'm suddenlg, once again, in love with Lacg. I miss her. | woke up in her
bcc], ina crummy rooming, house above Carol Doda’s nightclub after a lou59 night trging
to sleep, and I was so haPPg | was laughing.

“Jesus, | said, “I feel like rm slceping on a dead raccoon. This is the first Pi”ow I
ever slept on with internal organs.”

Lacy and I looked like a couple. Emilio Montanez said so. How can you argue with

a guy named Emilio Montanez, even if he’s a boring Poet, whose greatest love is

baseball?
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Leah said to me, “I'm not smart.” That hurt. “Jesus, | love smart women,” |
thought. Leah is blessed enough to be a smart-ass woman. It turned out that Stcphanie
is Plaging twins. And who is Lacy’s twin but the specter of escape from Leah, with whom
m getting in cleePer and cleeper, like a small bog in a cardboard box sinking in
quicksancl dreaming he’s an aquanaut exploring a Caribbean reef. This afternoon, |
warmed up for this Fantasg bg catching sight of the front page of the National
Observer, William Holden and Sfcphanic‘ Powers in Love. Much older than she is, he
says, “She’s beauthcul, and she’s brilliant.” 1 read that, and | want that woman. | want the
magjc woman, beautiful andbrilliant.

As it turns out, she killed the guy, after all. She was Pissecl when he tried to break
off their relationshil:). She came in, clisguisecl as her more Hambogant sister and goes
nuts when the guy enjogs the transformation. The guy gets suckered and dies. | trg to
wash away my fantasies about women in the showcr, but it won’t wash. It seems that |

erjog it when my cock disaPPcars down that dark velvet cavern.

The Curiosi’cg of Ideals

Pm in the Owl and Monkeg with a Pack of old Golcl’s, in honor of my father’s
emphgsema. The Old Dog writes a very straight letter about work and wcather, with
onlg one light remark, ca”ing me the Moline Mimic. My old PaPPQ. There are other men |
like as well as 1 like my father. I ran into two of them, 9esterclag. One is Peter Cohon,
who goes bg the name of Peter Cogote, and the other is Curt Mackeg. Norma”g, ’'m not
comPetitive, until I run into a man | consider an equal, and those are two. Others, like
Gustafson or Andrei Codrescu, have a Hazing beacon of brilliance | erjog but don’t
consider a cha”enge. Their light may be far greater than mine, and for that reason,
theg’re begoncl coml:)arison. Norma”g, angthing anyone wants to cloJ can c]o, and cloes,
is OK bg me. As Stan Rice said about comPuters writing, Poetrg, “The more the merrier.”

Once in a great while, | run into a guy who mixes it up and blossoms all over the
hillside. 1 consider that man a cha”cnge. I compete for respect - his, mine, and everyone
else’s. | went to co”egc with Peter, a big, handsome kid from New Jcrseg. I remember
great stories about him, most|9 a[:)ocrgphal. Coming across the Mexican border, at 17,
with a toke in his lungs and a kilo under the seat, he smiled all the way through the

fruitless search. Then,just as he was about to be set free into America, he |aughec].
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“Better not look under the seat,” he said. He won six months in the cruel and romantic
Mexican Pokeg.

After two years at co”ege, Tim Monroe said, “If Peter did evergthing he says he
clic], he’d be 72 years old.” And yet, he was so full of himsehc, he was bigger than himsehc,
he was biggcr than the rest of us, and because he was so full of IiFe, mostlg his own, he
was wonderful. A girl said to him, once, “Whg do you think so much of 9oursel1c?” And
Peter saicl, “You dor’t like me because I won’t fuck you.” What amazing, ga”. Peter was
an actor, writer, singer, Politician, the Prince of the beatniks, (the intellectuals) on the
strength of his talent and his energy. Not Particularlg exceptional at angthing, he was
exce[:)tional at being cxce[:)tional. Alwags on stage, he came to San Francisco and
became a Digger and an original member of the San Francisco Mime TrouPe.

In our senior year, he told me I was the on19 guy on campus he considered a true
rival, and then he warned me about Jcnng, my future wife. “she’ll like you for what you
can do, not for who you are.” That was OK with me. That was the onlg reason | could
imagine I liked mgsel?. As Peter Cogote is a ‘eacler, a chosen Figurehcacl, | am a loner. |
do as much as he does, but without the acclaim. Peter Cogote embraces his Public

ersona, and I admire him for that. chterclag, after ten years, | ran into him. His clcep
voice grabbed my ear as | Passed his vaguelg familiar form on my way to the Poetrg
reading at San Francisco State. | c{ropped my umbrella, like the dot thrown at the base
of an exclamation Point, “Peter,” | said, “Jesus Christ!”

We spoke brieﬂg in the crowded ha”wag. We exchangecl numbers for getting
together, and he gave me an envelo[:)e addressed to Peter Coyofe. | flinched. 1 thought
about a clownish little fellow, running around the city in striped underwear and a cape,
wearing a beanie and galoshes and ca”ing himself Peter Pussga’og.

Peter’s new name is hard to acccPt. At the same time, | wish 1 could make up and
use my own dramatic and romantic nom de Plume. Peter looked run-down. He still had
his voice, and he was still the leaning tower of interest in others that makes them shg. I
wrote my zi|:> code on the paper | gave him, and | felt foolish. At the same time, | felt wise
and mature, the Fceling I get around anyone I rea”g like and respect, whose presence
somehow lets me feel better about mgsel]c.

Peter is a legenclarg presence a lot of Peo[:)le resent, but he was not an athlete.
One sunny Grinnell SPr/hg Day, he refused to Participate in a softball game between
student leaders and Facultg members. | thought he could endear himself to those of us
who stood in awe of him, if he Plaged and struck out, or if he ran to first base and
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triPPec] over the bag. Bouncing around the stage, cluring the rehearsal for Modern
Dance Orchesis, | Farted, over and over, and I saw a Frienc”g welcome, and Forgiveness,
from my fellow male clanccrs, who had envied and resented me as the male lead. It's the
gi{:t and its shaclow, envy. We envy success and clespise genius, when we are young and
future failures and geniuses.

When Peter’s father died recentlg, he went back to New York and tried to run the
investment—counseling racket. He gave up and retired to a Vermont commune. |
remember that he can seem a clownish character. Sometimes, he wears his rogal robes
over raggecl underwear. He was rePorted to have a recorcling contract. But nothing
came of it. He Preclictecl that Bob Dglan, then little known, was a flash in the pan. At the
end of a paper he read in Craft of Fiction class, with the who’s who of campus literati in
attenclance, he concluded with a quote, out of context, from Alan Watts. It was the
single word, “Whg‘?” The Profcssor belittled him. Pm inclined to side with his bravado, but
also gloated to see the idols feet of clag, as he fumbled for some kind omcjusthcication.

| showed my own ersatz Fumbling mastery of the academic theatre. In Sheldon
Zitner’s Senior Shakespeare Class, the same student crowd was in court to Zitner’s
scathing wit and searing, aPProval. At slightlg more than five feet of delicious arrogance,
Zitner was a masterful teacher. He called a pop quiz on Hamlet. It was material | hadn’t
bothered to read. I was up all night, the Previous night, Painting one new master[:)iece
after another. As I sat scarming the papers of the Prcttg girls to my left and right, Linda
Pullam and Pam Evans, | rcsigncd mgselF to a blown c]uiz. Zitner sPottecl me, stepped to
the front of the Poc]ium, and as the class looked up, cluring the Paimcullg Pregnant
pause, said, “Mr. Brooks, are you taking this?”

Without Pausingto think of an answer, I said, “I'm taking it in stride.”

l looked around at my stunned classmates. Silence. No one laughed. Zitner didn’t
laugh either. Iwas in a pure rush of aclrenalin, my seventh heaven. On that clag, I Passcc]
the onlg test | cared about. | take Private Pleasure in Public. Odd People aPPreciatc me,
and each member of my audience is alone in his or her aPPreciation.

Peter Cogote takes Plcasure in being Public. He steps out ahead of People and
Pleases them, and he doesn’t embarrass them.

Grinnell hit a Pcak in 6%-64. Then | was at SF State with an especiang gooc] batch
of Pocts from 69-72. Now, | feel it Coming togcther again. The years 64-69 were sloppg,
miscrable, lost, angry, ecstatic, and insane, for me, for evergboclg. “Evergbodg’s an

artist,” the hiPPies said. “Evergboclg’s a bum,” the President said. ‘68 was worldwide
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turmoil in Ciwicago, Paris, Mexico City, My Lai. Do your own th/hgdestrogs all relativitg.
Noti'iirig IS gooci, because it’s all gooci. Noti'iing IS ba&, because it’s all bad.

if you’re different from the rest, and there’s no climate for difference, you
struggle to survive. There has to be a mixture where values are Prol:)oseci, cared about,
and Fougiit for. Difference needs support. Not mass support. SuPPort is the Possibilit9
of support in the air, from a skeptical audience, a discriminating audience, a rcceptive
audience, brougiﬂ: to the theatre of ideas bg the curiositg of ideals and a choosg
sexualit9 in the affairs of human kind.

Not everyone is worth Fucking. I ollowed a pretty girl, when I went into the generic
toiiet, in this un~gcneric coffee house, and 1 smelled her farts. Th69 were sweet and

acrid. We are what we eat. We 1Cart the gasses 01C our ciigestcd iives.

A Base-Stealin’ Girl

I got togeti'ier with Peter Cogotc, tonigiit, In Miz Brown’s Pancake House on
Chestnut, and now | feel sad. I don’t know how it i‘iapl:)cns. When I see old Friencis, or
when 'm with Peopie who let me feel real, it touches sometiiing. He turned out to be
more, not less, than | imagirieci or expectcci him to be. We talkecl, and it was gooci, easy,
serious, and sad. He said I looked calmer. He told me stories - sad stories. I broke away,
in the middle of one of them, to get some cigarettes. When | got back, he said, “No, this
story’s Prettg gooci. It’s not boring.”

He told me that when his wheeler-dealer Wall Street father died, it left his mother
in hock and out of |uci<, so he donned the costume and face of a businessman and
saivagccl Pin money for her retirement. He’s a famous unc]ergrounci person in San
Francisco. He has a rel:)utation, he’s back in town, and he’s himself, calmer, quieter,
wiser, and Miz Brown’s ciieeseburger was like looking through the wrong end of a
telescol:)e, the Perimeters graciuatecl down from bun to tomato to Pattg, a c]uarter ona
nickel on a penny. It makes me want to say a few words about bar life.

I have one rule in a bar, like 1 do for window washing and Painting bridges, “Don’t
look down.” It’s a Pit of suicidal loneliness down there, a tabletop of bag water, a Hoor
like the sidewalk at the base of the Empire State Builcling. At Churchill’s, before Miz
Brown’s, | overheard a line, “Marlene’s a base-stealin’ girl.” | was suPPoseci to, on the
off chance, sort of, if it works out, whg dorn’t |, magbe later, wait for Leah in Churchill’s,
after meeting with Peter. But she didn’t show up, so I walked down the block and
hoisted mgselic up the fire escape, Pu”eci the loose window open, climbed into her
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aPartmcnt, and watched Johnng Carson for a while. I looked at Photos of Jerrg and Kit
in Mexico, a few Photos of the afternoon with the swinging dentist in San Mateo, a
Picture of Leah hugging the dentist, one of me, Lisa, and Rachel under a tree. I looked
shaded and Perplcxec]. Rachel is holding my hand and holc]ing her own hand holcling
mine. There’s one Picturc of me and Leah staring in oPPosite directions, one of her
sitting vacant—egcc] on a childs swing, one of me in a Greek shirt, stancling
uncomFortaHg in the middle of a stranger’s 9arcl.

| left and went back to Churchill’s for coﬁcec, black, one sugar. | decided that if
the buses were running at that late hour, I would go home. Peter said he’s like a mon|<,
these c]ags. UP at 6AM, no drinking or smoking. | said | was reaclinga lot latelg, a terrific
substitute for running the bars, second coffee free. He mentioned his |ong~stancling
record offer. He said his San Francisco I:amilg Commune is Putting out a magazine. “f
one page costs $200, and we have to take a month to get that one page together, that’s
what we’ll do. I’s a gem.”

This morning, | was suPPosed to work for Bettg.

“swill, if 1 can,” I said.

| showed up, but she didn’t leave the keg. It’'s a Problem between bcing an
emplogee and being a friend who helPs out. “If you want an emplogee, you better hire
one,” | said, “I don’t want a job.” My moment-to-moment life has its coml:)lications and its
missed aPPointments. Pm back in Churchill’s.

‘I want to see you latcr,” Leah said. After now, in the Future, Friclag’s are best,
call me, if Pm not in, ’'mout. “Last ca”, folks. Last call.”

The bar is closing, and | need to walk home. Or climb back into Leah’s nest and
wait for her and the dentist to show up. Maintenant 3Jamais, mademoiselle. Ca va? One
little robin is sitting bg thejukebox, Iooking at the waitress, and Pointing to his ga[:)ing
mouth. Last cigarette.

“Closing time, folks. Gooclnight, cvergboclg.”

Homecourt Aclvantagc

I:amiglia Cribari Vino Rosso du Pranza, (another Fancg name for cheap wine),
The A’s vs. the Angels, and Phoebe Snow singing, “C’'mon, and let the good times roll.”
Mr. Foetry Man. Setting the stage. “Wine, music, action,” I say, to rngsehc. | read Stephen
Vincent’s Poetrg. Last night, J wasjealous. Toclag, I talked to Bettg. I watched the Rugbg
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Tournament. There, that’s all there is to it. Honesty, like art, is selective. Like the man
who had so much admiration for honestg, he saved it for s[:)ecial occasions. Like in a
poem or a novel? Like with a woman you love? Like with a gooc] friend, who took a
different roac], who shows up, acting like 9ourse|1c, shoulder to shoulder in the same
conclusions. Peter Coyote leaned into the conversation with such intensity that | felt two
oPtions. Either, fallinto his gaze (under his sPc”) or fall away (oﬂc the bandwagon) .

Edward R. Murrow glances abruptlg at the camera, like ﬂiPPing silverware out of
a drawer. He blinks, like cabinet drawers that ﬂg open and shut. He’s talking about
Senator Joseph McCarthg, and 1 have the sound down. Phoebe Snow sings,
“Sometimes, this face looks so Fuh~uh-unng.”

Peter said something about weakness revealed in a moment of trust. It’s a rule |
have with men friends. “I’ll reveal weakncss, if you will. Then, we’re friends.” It’s the test |
dor’t believe Curt understands. Paul does. So does Peter Coyote. 5o do Peter
E”ington and Jim Gustafson. 'm afraid to do the same with women. 1 do it, but 'm afraid
to do it. I think it's because theg’re so damned different. Women are weird. Are thcg
aliens or natives? Whg am | compe”ecl to mate with such weirdness as is called woman?
Bettg says I should never reveal angjealousg to Leah. If I can’t reveal mgsehc, what’s the
Point’? m afraid to lose Leah. Actua”g, J suspect alltamis Petulant when I dor’t get my
way.

| stood at the Gearg bus stoP for half an hour, until 2:20AM, when Leah drove
up. Her aPartmcnt is 1Ci1ct3 feet from the bus stoP. What a bum coincidence that the bus
didr’t come. 1| had wanted to nail a simple but direct statement to her door about
stancling me up in our vaguelg defined rendezvous, “Fuck gou.”

After leaving Churchi”’s, | walked down the block to her door. Searching for a
Piece of paper, lcaﬁng through a booklet left on her front step, | found a Picturc of a
small bog looking in a mirror with the cal:)tion, “Life is not alwags what you expect it to
be.” 1 riPPecl it out and left it as my message. Then, she showed up, before the bus
came. Damned luck. | aPProachecl her. When I saw the man with her and Kit, my heart
became a Frozen, rotted cantaloupe in my busted garbage disPosal throat. The guy left.
He went to his car. | aPProachecl the girls like a gutter ball aPProaching a seven/ten
sPIit.

“Ste[:)hen,” Kit said.

“Give me a ride home,” I said. 1 draggccl the door of the Firebird across the

cement, trying to shut it.
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“Don’t do that again,” Leah said.

“What?” | said. “lt’sjust acar cloor, Leah, remember?”

But it was more than that. It was a gesture, whose grating accusation Frightcncc]
me and satisfied me. We drove in silence. She accused me of acting like a kid, te”ing me
to spit it out.

“You should have left a note, | waited three hours.”

“You’re a big bog. I thought you could take care of 3ourse|1c. Go home. You'll feel
better, tomorrow. I'll call you.”

I went home to bed like a Boston Celtic who had blown his home court advantage.
J slept and had a fearful dream, in which 1 didn’t confront the demon. It was an awful
dream. | Forgot it. | got up and watched the Boston Celtics blow their home court
aclvantage. Thcn, at the rugbg tournament, this aFternoon, in Golden Gate Park with
Lcah, | was conscious of the number of great big, burlg, handsome, tarmccl, and well-
muscled men. | was afraid 1 couldn’t keeP Leah haPPiIH immune from such men. It
surPrised me to find out how much I wanted to be with her, howjealous | was, how afraid
I was of losing her, and how much 1 had invested in our bcing together. Peter asked me
how much I was wi”ing togiveina relationshi[:). We agreecl that we both demanded a lot.

The tclephonejust rang, | let it ring, four times. | Pickecl it up, like cle~Potting a
geranium to check the roots. “Hello,” 1 said. Silence. “Hello, hello, hello, hello.” Silence. 1
hung up-

Henry Fonda is clroPPing his breakfast on the Hoor, to make a Point about how
easy it is to clean it up. Pm afraid 'm makinga grave misstel:) in my life. One revelation of
wcakncss, and 'm done for. Th69 say cats on19 Fight cquals. if the two square oﬂc, and
one is weaker, the weaker one lies on his back, and the stronger cat Picks up the weaker
cat and hauls him to the border of the stronger cat’s territorg. That's male cats. And
analogies are like loaves of bread. In a few wceks, thcg’re molcl9 and hard. What about
love? | had what | thought was an absolutelg wonderful dag with Leah, a while back, and
she summed it up the next morning, saging, “ felt good about you gesterdag.”

“Is that all?” | screamed inside my sku”, the one with the serenelg Placicl face
attached to it. She went to a party of lawgcrs and she didn’t miss me a bit. She wanted
to meet some new People. Im all she has to do since she came to San Francisco. What if
she gets a good look around and the doctors and |awgers grow around her like weeds

with Prettg Howers?
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“We”, then,” I o#er, with bravaclo, “if she’s suscel:)tible to all that, then she’s not
the one for me.” “You’re the answer to all my clreams,” I told her in Vesuvio on the night
of the wonderful clag. “Now, get out of here.”

“You’re not getting rid of me that easy,” she said. She has stuck around. She has
Persistecl. But what if she stoPs Persisting? “Theg all stol:),” I say to mgsehc, with the
Finalitg of a commandment.

Peter saicl, “What can you do? f she’s good, you worshi[:) her.”

“I alwags backed off when it got good, begore,” I said. “Now, I’'m hanging arounc],
even when it’s not good. | guess that’s life. The hard part is hanging around when it is
goocl.”

A Reverential Silence

Harold Clurman, in his instead-o ~an—aufobfogralol7y, “All Pcople are Famous,”
recalls a concert of the brand-new, entirelg original, avant—garcle modern music in the
Paris of the Twenties, during which the audience hissed and booed. At poetry reaclings
in San Francisco in the Seventies, there’s a reverential silence. The most an objecting
audience might do is fall asleeP or leave. A few are bold cnough to walk out. Jim
Gustafson and | have a running contest to see who can honestlg and genuinelg walk out
on an objectionable reac]ing first. We walked out on Adrienne Rich, as she belabored her
Miserabf)e Womanhooc], which might make great Politics but lousg Poetrg, and we walked
out on W.S. Merwin, from oPPosite ends of the Iarge hall, coinciclenta”g, at the exact
same moment. (Less than a year after writing this, I had moving encounters with both
poets on Oahu, in Hawaii).

I once cold-read half a Merwin book to a high school class in Walnut Creek. After
25 minutes, | had an incredible, whirling headache. | stoPPed, mid-sentence, and said,
“Pve read this stuff, wanting to believe it's wonderful, but the innate stugg, airless,
oPPressiveness of this Poetrg has brought me to a coml:)lete stol:). | can’t read this
Poetrg angmore.” The class gave a great sigh like aPPIause. Theg were happg that their
own clispleasure had been recognizecl. Theg liked seeing a poet r&ject some other
Poet’s Poetrg, and theg said so.

Pm e”iptica”g ta”dng about Leah. It's been two dags since | got angry at her for
not meeting me. | feel Petulant and childish, a Pcttgjealousg, without foundation, an
egocentric demand that she be at my beck and call. Bettg thinks 1 should be coolJ lie
back, and gve the Ladies of the Sunset their due. Let the little girl ride. It might be that
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’m not up to the task of waiting out her education. I could be a teacher, if I could Figure
out what’s going on in my own life. 1 think she’s boPPing along in her Post—adolescence.
She shows flashes of the woman she will be, but when? Am | up to dealing with the
vagaries of her woman—girl s[:)lit’? It’s Fascinating, like watching a busload of naked
schoolgirls cut me off on a narrow mountain road. She and Kit get together, and it’s
giggle time. She and | have terrific talks about the aPParentlg Pcr?ect match we are and
about all the gooc] that might come of it. The next clag, she tells me I'm cute and she likes
me. | get uPset, and she tells me to go slecp it oﬁc, and magbe she’ll call me, if she can
remember my name. if rm so wonderful, I can hang out and be cool, and as Betty
advises, let her getwise to the truth, “Where’s Steve? I think I love him.”

Not That Kind of Warm

A man herds a crowd of People into a large Pool. At shoulder c]el:)th, he moves
with them, as theg Push left and right. He’s shooting them. Theg die, sink, scream. | stop
the shooting. | raise the dead. | get the People out of the water and into numbered rows
on the bank. Two leaders are standing on the water. ljumP to the surface of the water. |
walk to the right arm of the male leader and tell him 1 will warm him. He’s a metallic robot
made of tubes. He’s Frightenecl that Pll melt him. 1 say, “No, not that kind of warm.” He
holds up a hand like strikinga match. | say, “No, not that kind, either,” and | hug him, as
ifhe’s a Paraplegic.

In a second dream, I walk through narrow halls of students, Passing out chili from
a cat food can. My son comes bg, older and ta”cr, and | offer him some. Jenny tells me
not to gjve him such bad stuff. | see her inside a hovel with her bog]criencl in an air of
gloom.

In a third c]rearn, someone tells me to haul a shovelful of dirt through a tunnel to
the other side. | Pick up a large chunk of clag soil and | start through. I look at the
narrow gauge track. I can avoid the train if it comes through, orlcangeton the train. On
the other side of the turmel, I walk up toacrew shoveling dirt from an embankment. 1 ask
the crew leader about my dirt. He’s clisgusted bg the orders I'm carrging out. | say Pl
scatter what | have. | try, but it comes off in chunks. I run to the train to get back
through the tunnel. | get into a narrow Compartment. The woman driver is crac”ing a

criPPlecl child. 1n a moment, m in her arms, hugging and kissing her. She has her back to
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the direction we’re going, | steer the train. It’s like a busg highwag. “Are you clriving,” she
says. “Yes, | am,” | say but it’s distracting to have to drive.

In a fourth clream, 'min a room at the Robert Louis Stevenson School for Bogs.
A very Prettg young man s wearing a dress that makes his Heshg breasts seem feminine.
I wake from sleep, kissing a man in bed. We kiss so hard that, when we stoP, I say,
“You've done the Heecling.” In the mirror, | see a ga[:)ing virginal mouth and no blood. |
caress and kiss the man’s breasts, PU“ the cloth down from them, and | say, “Oh...theg
stoP here.” He’s very Prettg, but his face is deep slits of check, chin, liPs, and nose. |
think about reaching for his Penis, but it reminds me of my brother.

Pm in bed with my brother, and I turn to him, out of need, confused and
clisappointed. The Prettg man leaves the room and returns as a woman. He looks like
Linclsag Wagner, the Bionic Woman. | laugh and say, ‘I didn’t realize she was a woman,
but when she was clisguised as a man, | believed it, completelg.” (Mang years |ater, my

brother bcgan Ilvmg as a Cross-dresser.)
’'m Free Again

| sat in Leah’s apartment, as she and Kit watched TV. What was | cloing, seriouslg
watching Marcus Welbg, the storg of a man who was berserk in love with a woman who
had no desire to see him ever again? The guy followed hcr, he wouldr’t listen to her, he
Fina”g raPed her, and then he blasted himself and his white XKE into a Parking lot
stanchion. “Jesus, that’s me,” lthought.

Leah saic], on the Phone, earlier, that she liked me; that she cared about me, but
that she didn’t love me. “Then whg do you carry on about our future together?” “I don’t
know.” I don’t love Leah, either, but I want to, so | take several good signs, throw in my
expectations, throw out my dreaded Ionelincss, and take it for love.

“If that bus comes,” | told Betty, “I go home, I wise up, and 'm cool.”

“Oh, shit, Steve, you’re smarter than that. Who are you kidc]ing?”

“You mean I'd have brought this on, eventua”g, anyway?”

As | left Leah’s, I saicl, “Let’s have a c{ate, Thursclag.”

“‘OK.”

|| call you, Thursc]ag.”

“Thursclag?”

“Yeah.”
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“Well, we got tlwrouglw that,” she said.

“I lwoPe 50,” | saicl, “because I like you.”

Todag, | feel great. | got my senses bacl<, without having to Pusl1 mgsel]C over a
cliff. Lying in the rocks at the bottom of the clhcmc, I tell the helicopter rescue sc]uacl, “She
loved me and then she Pusl1ecl me over.” Wl1en, in Fact, J clraggecl her to the eclge and
then executed a Peﬁcect swan dive.

In a cleliglwhcullg Pleasant aFtermatlw, a little dessert from Gocl, | sat across the
table in the Owl and Monl<e9 from a Prett9 nurse P've seen in the grocery store. A couple
of weeks ago, | Passecl her on the street, when I was wall<ing with Marvin Katz, a doctor |
went to when I was cloing mgjuggling act of imagjnary maladies, two years ago. | told her
all that, and we chatted. She said she saw me around, too. 1 sat in quiet bliss, smiling.

“Are those Psgchosomatic, Psgchogenic tlwings ever cured?” she said.

“Theg go away when | lose interest in them. Tl1e9’re onl9 shadow illnesses, tl1e9
don’t have a life of their own, theg fade away.”

My hands seem esPeciallg sensitive this morning, | felt the launclrg before and
after the wasl1J and the cloth felt clean and goocl. J lbouglnt a new tablet from the Rexall,
and the cardboard bacldng Fe;t like cleeP velvet. 'm full of oPtions. | can do what | want. |
dor’t have to flesh out the glwst of love. Leah is real again. m real again.

if 1 dor’t have a girlfriencl, | console mgselﬁ “There are Plentg more fish on the
beach.” 1 told stan Rice, 9esterclag, that what alwags Puts me off about the nude beach
is the absence of eye contact. “Stan,” | said, “Eye-contact is the thrill of my life. What if 1

go to tlwe nude l)each and mal<e ege~contact.” Whole new lworizons await.
It is a Dance We Do

I have a Pain in my chest like an unthawed Banc]uet Chow Mein Dinner. On my 12th
l)irtlmlag, | had Pizza for the first time in my life, and |1 uPchuckecl it. In l1igl1 school, 1
craved McDonald’s cheeseburger, fries and a coke. In collegeJ I loved Porl< tenderloin
sanclwiclwes, lettuce and tomato, on a toasted bun. Now, it’s ham and quiche salad with
blue cheese at the Owl and Monl<e9.

Eating is a multi-level event. Like tal<ing a shit while reacling the horoscol:)e. Like
wall<ing down the street, unlike a Hollgwoocl set, with histories behind the false fronts.
Each clag is an imPromPtu scenario, with characters arriving from the wings, and this

theatre is a wonderful Place, with wings, ﬂies, Flats, Proscenium arches. A room has

119



furniture, closets, cloorwags and windows. F’eople have legs, arms, mouths, and gcnitals.
A tele[:)hone is like a long tube. Airplanes are rooms thrown into the s|<9 with a slow
motion descent. Electricitg isa whisl:)erecl secret in the walls.

When I was 26, | wrote, “Love is a dance we do. Love me. Love me. | cannot love.
Love is a dance we do.” My brain is like an attic, but when I stick it in the sand, it’s a
cellar. 1t grows bats and mushrooms. Kids Plag and hide in it. An adult, walking into it, is
hesitant. | seem to be more than I think | want to see. The dark isn’t so romantic, as an
adult. 1t doesn’t hide tigers. | wonder what | might find in my clark, but 1 won’t be
sur[:)rised. | was there when theg filled it up. Its full of my mementos.

“Jesus,” I think, “1 used to dance with the ladies like crazy.”

I must be gay. I must love men more than | do women. | must love mgsehc more than
I love men or women. I love whatever | think God is, above mgsehc, and 1 love rea”g good
Potato soup above evergthing. Whenever I’'m on the outs with the woman of my current
idealization, 1 think 1 must be a paggot. | left Leah and did a Faggot number all night.
Dorita has a gay friend and 1 said, “If he’s cute, Pl take care of him,” in my accurate-as-
hell g3y accent. Bcttg introduced me to Wi”, her cable car driver friend. She was all over
will. She told him rm the target of all her Friencls, and she can’t understand whg. I told
Wi”, “You'll have to stand in line.” 1 called F’aul, to see if | could come over for a visit. |
came in the door acting gay, “Is this where a certain Mister Paul lives? 'm looking for
some gentle People to share my sPirit with.”

J kePt it up- It made him nervous. | turned straight. “Paul, | love you. I:ucldng
women fuck me up. The men 1 love are safe and goo&. It feels good to love men.”

| felt like a voice of male liberation, a voice of my own liberation. | remember
women a few years ago saying that one of the first rewards of Women’s Liberation was
cliscovering other women. I'm cloing that with my men Friencls, those | care about, who
aren’t uncaring, mindless idiots, who are hurt bg life’s Pain and love when theg can, who
become my cxamplc and take me as an example, when 'm worth it, like my father and my
brothers. | don’t want to fuck men in their asses. I want to love them in their hearts and
souls.

“What cement we make of oursclves,” I think. And women hold hands and kiss
and hug, and even theg talk like bad soap operas about their lives. Stan Rice advises
that the FBI can be thwarted when we give them so many of our secrets, theg’re
overwhelmed. 1t's the fear of revelation that makes their spging Potent. (ljust wrote
Ioocfcnt)
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Come-Across Time

bum a cigarette and a ‘ight froma guy in the Owl and Monkeg and then leave his
company to return to my lone Position. | take out paper and pen, and now | feel like |1
have to write something to show I'm creative and notjust unsociable. There’s a poet
sitting across the room, Fingering his guitar against the recorded music in the
backgrouncl. It’s Sto”g Beardman, and the last time | say him he was cloing a glittering
Joe Cocker g(jration to the written word, Poetrg whose value or content | can’t recall
except with a lingering sense of discomfort, a Fceling Iikcjumping suclclenlg in the middle
of the sidewalk, when you remember co”iding with an old woman’s shopping cart. Skin-
scral:)ing poetry.

Leah baked a mean applc Pie. And she had a six-l:)ack of beer for my enjogment,
when | came over. | couldr’t believe it. | Pickcc] her up and hauled her onto a bed of
aPPreciation. Aﬁ:erwarc]s, as theg say in discrete litcraturc, I told her 1 had a secret. She
coaxed me. “I love 3ou,” J saicl, for the first time. “Y'm not in love with you anymore, and
now I'm free to love you.”

I repeatecl it, several ways. Whenever ’'m bowled over bg a comprehensive truth, I
want to cement it into my consciousness. But, as in life, the idea is not to love a Pemcect
or Pemcectible thing, but to love life. To love life is to love its contradictions and
conjunctions. For instance, | was at work in Betty’s store, when an attractive, light-
skinned, young black woman came in. “l’vejust been Paicl,” she said, “and I'm testing to
seeif 'mina buging mood.” She drifted around, &isappointecl to find she was not. She
settled on a stack of old Postcar&s and selected three of them. One was a 19%7 overview
of Market Street, in garish color. Another was a Photo of a Bakersfield Motel Fountain.
Another was a black and white Photo of a Black woman, sitting on the bank of a stream,
washing clothes from a large basket.

She wondered if the motel scene would be aPProPria’ce for someone in Alaska. At
the glass counter, under the warm bulb of the lam[:), we looked over the cards. There
was an ease and an attraction between us. It was very nice. It’s not c]hqicult, when a
counter seParates strangers, for them to be conversational rather eﬁcortlesslg.

She said, “I can’t decide whether this woman is Black or Indian. | guess she’s
Black.”

l looked at the card. “Yeah, I think she’s Black.”

The ca Ption read American Washer Woman.
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“It'’s a strange card,” she said.

“Polite racism,” I said.

“Yeah,” she laughcc]. We became uneasy. We smiled and said something about the
weather and she left.

“1596—596,” she said.

“Thankgou, bge.”

It wasn’t a /DCH[CCf occasion. ltjust was. The delicate embarrassment was good. I
felt the loss of the nicer Feeling that came bemcore, and the later Feeling wasn’t exactlg a
gain, but it occurred and it was good to feel it too. Seeing the ebb and flow of subtle
shifts in Feeling isa Poet’s bonus. Loving life makes life worth living.

Leah and | executed my c]el:)arture beauthcu”g last night. | could have stagecl if 1
wanted. | went. | aPologizecl to Bettg when | got back. she’s susPicious that the
courtshil:) between Leah and me suggests that one or the other isn’t serious and is
manipulating the other. I for one, was greatlg relieved to be home. God bless love, but
God save me from total romantic immersion. Leah said, “Pve only known you for a month
and a half. | barelg know you.” A month and a half! That's a comPlete relationshi[:) in
these times, when future shock comes with the room like a continental breakfast.

“Take me back to Tulsa, I’m too young to marry,” said Bob Wi”s, in 1938. When ’'m
in loveJ I Put the woman in a bottle. She and I know that’s no goocl. When I'm sensible,
when I'm happg, it seems I'll never Forget it, but when I lose it, | can’t imagjne how to getit
back. I resort to idealization, and the air gets thin and hard to breathe.

Har[:)cr and Row sent me a rejection for a book of poems | submitted to them.
Last night, | checked out Margarita’s old aPartment to see if | might want to rent it. She
told me it was available, but when | got there the bathroom was Freshlg Paintecl Pink, and
when I mentioned my kids and my stereo, Mr. C.L. Nichols scotched the deal.

| stood on the corner of Masonic and Gearyina howling wind for fifteen minutes,
waiting for a crowded Geary bus, and I felt terrific. I decided to change the title of the
rejectecl book and try again. | decided the a[:)artment wasn’t what | wanted. | thought the
People on the street were Fascinating. A guy gave me a ride and told me the buses are
on a tota“g undependable schedule. He said he knew a woman who seemed to know all
the drivers and she can sometimes get a ti[:) on when one might arrive. | said | couldn’t
imagjne what the guys on the corners, the suPervisors, could Possiblg have in their little
black books. 1 suspectecl theg believe there is a schedule hidden somewhere deep in the
cosmos and theg make gra[:)hs to discover what it might be. Theg make a mark every time
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a bus goes bg, and theg read the times, over and over, to themsclves, scratching their
heads under their official Muni caps, and theg mutter to themselves, “There has to be a
system here, somewhere.” The city is like a lined and crosshatched Palm.

“l see you have a long NJudah. That's very goocl. But your Market Street’s all
broken u[:).” I'wrote my Uncle Harry and asked him, in calculated business Phrasing, if he
could front me ten big ones - to get me on my feet and running, to grease the skids. The
part of the deal that gets me nervous is that, with ten big ones in my Pocket, I would have
absolutelg no excuse, whatsoever, to not do what I want to do. It's come across time,
and that feels wonderful.

Tough Cookies

“Thrill has been imProvec].” A beautiful blond in an off-the-shoulder tigcr-Print
dress is Plaging backgammon on the carPet, as a muted trumpet Plags in the
backgrouncl. ’'m watching soap operas. Curt asked me, “What are you cloing with your
soap o[:)era?”

“Nothing,” I replied.

“You should do something with it,” he said.

Mg horoscope says, “Charles Lindbergh was an Aquarius who didr’t fear Hging.
Neither should you, my friend. This week, you zero in on an idea that makes your sPirit
soar. Before takeoﬁc, howevcr, make sure your seat belt is fastened.” Olga gjves gooc]
horosco[:)es, enthusiastic and homeg. Carroll Righter alwags recommends that | consult
with higher-u[:)s and bigwigs, to take care of financial matters in the morning, and relax
with friends at night. One weekend 1 had these two horoscopcs: This coming week you
will be kncc-c/ccp n muc/, and The coming week you shouldn’t rest on your Jaurels.
Consec]uentlg, J contemplated resting on my laurels while stancling knee—decp in mud.
Ah, the future, the Plaggrouncl of the dissatisfied.

What about Passion? Paul recommends it and warns that civilitg crumbles in its
wake. But Paul didnt use those words. I did. I don’t remember what Paul said. He
showed me a storg Tom Cuson wrote, that Tom feels is revealing of himsehc, but, to a
greater clegree, Paul is the one exposec] in the story, not to mention Mindg. Tom tells
Paul’s story of Mindg’s abortion. It wrenches Paul to hear it read. Tom’s story is made
from Paul’s words, stolen from a barroom conversation, with words and concerns that

Paul disclaims. He doesn’t resent the abortion being discussed, but he resents having
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his part of it characterized without com[:)lexitg. Paul, ttwrougn Tom, is said to think this is
a miserable world to bringa child into. Missing in the misery Tom writes about, is the love
and the Passion Paul and Mincig felt to have a cnilci, and the recognition that tneg rnignt
want the child of their Passion.

A woman on Mike Douglas says, “To abort a babg is not to terminate a
pregnancy but to birth a dead babg.” Paul’s misery is to feel some kind of death. To
come togettier in a moment of Passion, to see that Passion reveal the need for love and
the caPacit9 for love, to see the Passion aborted aiong with the tetus, to see that love is
a form of PassionJ even when it’s different from what’s called Passion. still, this isn't
Paul tan<ing. It's me ta”<ing. It's my Perspective. Paul says he’s eager to read what I'm
writing, “Evergbocig will be interested to see how you see tnernJ tnrougn your clouded
mirror.”

| aborted a marriage, and my marriage died. 1 dreamt about a lecture hall and a
Protessor who loses control of his students. Two students were c]iscussing a Point of
nistorg. Peter Cogote, with his handsome moustache and resonant voice, made a point
of the brief cnronologg of a conce[:)t. Jenny, cielicatelg and melodicallg, claimed it
occurred thousands of years ago. | was embarrassed t)g her inaccuracg. It was a long
time ago, but not that long. I loved her. | wasjeaious of Peter and Jenng. Mg teeth fell
out. The teacher couldn’t regain Contro|J as the debate spread. I removed all my teeth.
Tneg came out In my hand. 1 couldn’t hold them. lgatnereci them like Prettg stones from
the Hoor of an elevator with the door open and the progress stoPPec]. I irnagineci thad a
new set of glistening dentures, ma|<ing me more attractive than before.

Todag I want to reveal how Pettg | am. But | don’t have any anecdotes. It’s silent
anger, bitterness. | react to small hurts I think | sutter, with suPPresseci anger. Leahand |
sat on the sota, down the Peninsula, at Jenng’s. A stic|<, three feet long, used to prop
the Patio door against intruders, lies on the back of the couch. | griPPeci it, and |
nodded it, unseen, toward Leah’s nead, tancgingl mignt, I coulcl, smash her s|<u”, and
rid rngseiiC of the inciignities she t\eaPs on me, indignities that are more irnagineci than
real.

She’s 21, she vaci“ates, she wants out, she wants to be free of my oPPressive
demands. 'm remincled, once again, to pay attention to others and anticiPate their
comPlexitg, instead of reveling in my own. | think my Private wisdom is valuable, and that

it's begonci anyone else’s wi”ingness tojoin in my celebration of it.
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When 1 broke up with Vicki Benzer, my senior year of nign school, | comPosed a
letter of loving advice and evaluation, that | handed ner, one morning, near her locker in
the bustling corridor. The letter included the advice that she get better Fitting
brassieres. In the last year, she had slimmed c]own, and her cotton bras were crumPlcc].
Under the cashmere sweaters that were the fashion of the c]ag, the crinkled cotton
didn’t look gooc]. As | strolled the halls, in the crush of students, a few hours later, Vicki
aPProacned me. | saw her coming, and lgrinnecl broac”g and gcncrouslg, content in my
sgmpatnetic unclerstancling, in the magnanimity of my ongoing love. She came toward me
with her rignt arm drawn back, and in a swing like APo”o’s chariot crossing the neavens,
landed a hagmaker slap across the entire left side of my face. I reeled back, absolutelg
stunned. A Pool of delignt and wonder sprcad in the hall outside the librarg, where
wisdom resides. My foolish cnagrin was gjgantic, like a blusning Pink HPPO in the
na”wag.

When | broke up with Sneny, | wrote her a letter. In the letter, trying to be Poetic
when I was not, | referred to her “pitiful” breasts. Later, | cnangecl it to “pitied” breasts,
but it was no goocl. I tried to care about hcr, when | was onlg being analgtical and self-
congratulatorg. Her breasts were sma”, and the nipples were encircled bg twin
sunbursts of scars. She was Pregnant at 16, and her boclg, twelve years later, carried the
scars of her pregnancy. She delivered the babg, a girl, ina Private home in Virgjnia. The
girl, unknown to her was bg then twelve and lived somewhere she didn’t know. Sneny
didn’t have stretch marks but cleeP scars. When | caressed her breasts, my Fingertips
ripplcd across the scars. She was raked and gougc& bg her exPerience. There wasn’t
any creamy Fantasg available in flawless skin, or the transcendent flesh of golclen globes
that 1 think are so desirable. Snerrg was a tougn cookie. She made me feel like a foolish
idolater. | didn’t take care of her. I fucked other women, and I avoided ner, until | was

drunk and desperate, and she held me in her arms and did not Pitfj me.

The Onanist and the Masochist

The Owl and the Monkeg. The Onanist and the Masochist. 1 have become
sometning of a freeloader. | scroungecl up 47 cents out of Pockets and the bottom of
drawers for a cup of coffee and two reFi”s, and | bummed three cigarettes, in the course
of drinking the coffee. | said nothing to Leah in two hours, while clriving my kids home.

When we got back to my Place, J said, “You want to come uP?”

125



“No, I'm kind of tired.”

“Thanks for helping me get the kids home.”

“Sure, see you around.”

“Bye.”

That was the mood. All the way back, J thought about Leah’s inadequacies and
my faults. As we reached the split in the Freewag - Fell Street to my housc, or Franklin to
hers, she took Franklin. All of a sudden, | thought we were going to her housc, and my
love for herjumpecl bg clcgrees. “Wait a minute,” | thought, “I love her when 1 think she
wants me. Steve, you want total acce[:)tance, or you want out.” Actua”g, she didn’t know
any other way to get me home. I want total unconditional lovc, and when | get angthing
close to i, I go nuts. Then I beat on it, until it cracks, and 1 g0 nuts. This is all ridiculous

and stul:)ic].
Phrasemaker

“I'm a mediocre Poet,” | think. Then, “Pm not so bad.” As Ste[:)hen Vincent said,
“It sounds like country and western music.” 'm a Phrasemaker. I have a good ear. I think |
dor’t go deep enough in my Poetry. I hint at clepths that others sense. Robert 15[9 wrote
back, after I sent him some poems, suggesting that, yes, theg did lea[:), but the Ieaps
weren’t cleep enough. I suggest to mgselF that my recent leaPs are greater, but that
Poetrg may not be my greatest release. “I do not and cannot, leaP on paper, the way J
can, on stage.” | know there’s a Place I can go, on stage, that’s a Place of magjc. I'm a
genius on stage, because I'm taken completelg out of mgselF bg an exPerience that feels
like what genius must be.

In the middle of a wild Partg at Mark Linenthal’s house, in a room full of
egocentric poets, in a sudden, magical moment, | became a Chicano, driving my Chevg in
Phoenix, and Kiel Stein, from Tucson, 9e”ed, I know him! 1 know that guy?” And then,
just as suclclcnlg, | became a Texas Fathcr, in his unclerwear, on his front Porch, holc]ing
a beer, talking to his teenage son. | reached down to lift my beer can from the 1qoorJ near
my chair, and he entered my awareness. HIS hand Pickecl up the beer. | watched it
haPPen. | felt the character take over. I moved in and out of him. He moved in and out of
me. | stol:)[:)ecl, at one Point in the fathers cliatribe, tearful and obscene, accusatorg and
Pathetic, and I said to the Peo[:)le sitting next to me, in the hot, sweaty, Vibrating center
of the room, | don’t know what’s haPPening. This is incredible.” And then | clroPPec]
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back into the character. When it was over, | was exhausted. | withdrew to a back room
and sat, mindless staring at a ting TV, ProPPed on a table loaded down with books. |
realized someone was sitting next to me in the dark. I had sat down next to Mouse, Stan
and Ann Rice’s leukemic little girl, Michelle. She was a translucent angel, brougnt toit bg
the disease. I identified with her, in some odd way. | was empty of mind and emotion, and
[ felt Peacmcul and oclc”9 sPiritual.

Im afraid that if | put togetner two hours of losing mgsehc, like that nignt, I may be
lost. | imagjne the way out of that total exhaustion is to have a scril:)t and to Practice the
charactcrs, but what takes me to such heignts is the fear of the unl<nownJ the faith of
the becoming, to trust the being that takes over. It’s almost religious. Itisn’t applause or
attention | seek but the Place in front of People, that asks their attention and gives them
absolutelg what theg want. It’s a Feelingl don’t getin writing,

When 'm on stage, c]oing what I can c]o, everyone cares about what occurs. On
stage, | feel like | go to the mountaintol:), and everyone wants to know what it looks like
from up there. I become the sPirit,  love the sPirit, and tneg love the sl:)irit. I dont get the
same Feeling in my poems. | dorn’t get the fceling of the other end of it, the Feeling of the
comPletecl circle of Pchormcr, Pencormance, and audience acting as one. Curt suggests
| take those moments as moments onlg and let them occur whenever tneg occur. But |

want more. I’'m determined to isolate tne dramatic moment and open it up.

Two Bizarre Faculties

I have two bizarre faculties. | can assume a Posture like a mannequin that’s cerilg
devoid of numanitg. My eyes go blank, my boclg becomes clisjointecl, | become immobile.
It drove my ex-wife to say, “StoP it!” It must be a fearful sight to see someone you care
about emptg of life. And, | can fall down. I fall down so well, it looks like 1 fall down.
That’s because | clon’tjust look like 1 fall down; | actua”9 fall down. That’s the trick. The
onlg way to fall down and not look like you’re Faking it is to NOT fake it. | think about
going to the thrift store, getting a suit, a tie, and stanc]ing in the Park, wearing a sign,
holclinga featherona string,

Knock Me Over With a Feather! 10 Cents
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if 1 take a hundred Fa”s, | make ten bucks. At 25 cents a Fa”, | get rich. And
bruised. I need a soft Patch of grass and knee Pads. It's a sim[:)le thing. J stancl, J Fa”, |
get back up- J stancl, J Fa”, I get back up- All dag long. Kids can knock me over for a dime
a shot. Great for the humilitg and great for the ego. Harold Clurman says of himsehc, “I
have an enormous ego, suPcrseclccl onlg bg my humilitg"’ Knock me over with a feather.
Especia”g afeather of my own c]evising.

It reminds me how good I feel, right Now, toclag. Without illness or injurg, it isn’t
bad. Then I remember the sore sPot on my cock from Fucking Margarita. She said |
should see a doctor. “My Penis is too sensitive,” | think. At the very moment | felt her
juices g0 drg, on the left wall of her vagjna, | was abraded, scraped raw. My cock is no

longer a Pha”us. It's who | am.
Five White Male Poets

“Put a Tic-Tac in your mouth and get a BANG out of Iige,” I'sang, as we came out
of the recital hall and walked to Minclg’s Plain, gray SAAD with Paul and his new
roommates, Jane and Luci. We went to a music/dance recital in the Mission District.
Jane and Luci were Portraying singing, clancing birds in a golclen oldie, avant~garcle
musical Piece, a rcPrise from the Thirties. Jane showed herself to be an actress in the
role of a nightingale, as Luci acted the clown as an ostrich. | got caught up in the show
and left my gym bag under the seat, and I had to run back for it.

It was a great night. I liked soaking up the ambience. We got to watch the
narrator, Scott Beach, a local celebritg, clisl:)lag his ProFessionalism. A year ago Sherrg
worked in a recorcling studio, and she said Scott Beach could do a single reading and it
was a take. He wore a dark suit and a conservative bow tie. Paul taPPed my arm and
Pointecl at Beach’s Eskimo boots. He had a large, oval stone around his neck. At one
Point in the show, the tape ran out on the engjneer who was seated u[:ncront. He signalcc]
Beach, who Paused, reincorporated a line, did some loose revising, from earlier material,
the tape was started, the man signalecl his aPPreciation and admiration, and Beach was
back on track without clroPPing a beat.

At intermission, a Charming ancient roué aPProachcd Mincl9 in the courtgarc],
demanding that she must be in the theatre because she was blessed with such a strildng
face. Minclg was confused. “Whg dor’t Peo[:)le say things like that when 'm Feeling

goocl?” she asked, rhetorica”g. The second half of the evening’s Presentation was a
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Piano recital bg Claus Bancule, Plaging his discordant pre-war (WWID) tunes. He did a
selection of American folk ballads in the same stgle, including a stirring rendition of Erie
Canal. He talked about Charles Dickens’ disaPPointment in the three-mile-an-hour
pace of the barge mule teams. I looked around the audience of well-dressed and Polite
culture lovers. The evening was magnhcicentlg amateurish. The singer with Bancule was a
young Black guy, wearing a white dinnerjacket, inches too big at every Point of its cut,
who sang with obvious skill and Plcasure.

During the rousing and generous aPPlausc, he reached for Bancule, and thcg
greeted each other in the jog of the moment. The old guy couldn’t quite hear the
sPoken comPliment. “Me, or 9ou?” he said, shglg, under the aPPlause. At the curtain
call, the old composer did a littlejig in gentle mockerg of the dancers. The leader of the
dance group was a ta”, Portuguese guy, whose hair was a tribute to 56|1C~5t91ing Aclom,
as was his Pchormance.

The o[:)cning dance Piece, that Bancule was also responsiblc for, was like a class
assignment. Ten dancers Plaged ten birds on trial for their icliosgncrasies, in the
Parliament of Fowls. It was a si”g, witty, Charming narrative, interruptcc] bg the dancers
in bird suits, Aoing their best to use their limited tools in ProoF of the unremarkable.
Most of the eager young actors grinnecl throughout their Per‘Formance, c]csPite
whatever their animal was rePuted to possess as character.

“It reminds me of the chariot race from Ben Hur,” | said to Paul. Theg went round
and round and round, one odd bird after another. We giggled and Pokecl each other like
mischievous bogs, sitting down front at a church service. The night was cool and the
room was aglow. It was the kind of show that might have been tremenc]ouslg enjogable at
the Bauhaus in 1928.

Earlier in the clag, | attended a poetry reacling at San Francisco State, cluring
which Ste[:)hen Rodefer cut to shreds the hero worshi[:) of the older generation of
Poets, inclucling Robert Creeleg, Garg Sngder, and Robert Duncan. He took a few swift
whacks at Stcphen Vincent, as well. Tamara O’Brian, sitting next to me, covered her
eyes in amazement. | leaned to her and saicl, “It must be the end of an era.” She noclclec],
woeFu”g, “Rea”g.”

After the rcading, Beau and | sat in the Tennessee Grill on Taraval and agreec]
that it’s time for A White Male Poet Resurgence of SC/I[-RCSPCCI’: “Let’s duml:) the old
heroes, and geton with business,” he said. Beau said that small presses in the Midwest

are claml:)ing an embargo on White Poets writing American Indian Poetrg. it you tell a
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While male Poet he’s a White Male Poet, he recoils in disgust at the heinous accusation.
Beau recounted a gathering of Poets at which he used the inclusive we, when he was
talking about White poetry. Teleo Barnesjumpecl up and said, inc]ignantlg, “What cl’ga
mean we?” Beau looked around at the gatherecl Poets. Evergone in the room was White.
It seems there are no White Poets, anymore. Larrg Felson says sometimes he thinks of
himself as Jewish, but never as a White Male. What a sad story. Ten years ago, to be a
Woman Poet meant you kissed the Powc]ered ass of the Ladies’ Home Journal. Soon
aFter, to be a Woman Poet was to SPCEBI( to and from the best kind of awareness.

It's time to be a liberated white male poet. Sundag night, at Ste[:)hen’s, | was

surPrised to hear him sPeak of himself as a reasonab{g sensitive man. “Shit, Stephen,
you're a very sensitive man.” Hilton sPoke the mood of the room, when he declared,
“Who cares?” Larrg suggestecl he might have three poems that someone might be
interested in, Possiblg, magbc. Beau suggested we use the criterion, “Is it a gooc]
Poem?” not “will angboclg read it?”
Stephen’s original title for our book was Five Disturbed Men. | saw what he meant. Beau
theorized that Stcl:)hen wants these meetings to be an exPeriencc that could Procluce, in
himsehc, something of value. He seems to be in a Place of low esteem. Stephcn believes
that hanging out with the r{g/ﬁ concerns might make his responses aa’cquatc to a more
va//datlhg cf/7nicfty in this ever Changhg world, if you catch my drift.

Rodefer’s reacling had me wanting to write Pochy again. He read with confidence
in himself and his work. That felt incredible. Stcphen Vincent, Hilton, and Larry wonder
who our audience might be, when Raclicals, Women, Gags, Blacks, Chicanos, and Third
World Pocts, for example, all have built-in audiences. | saicl, “What about the White male
auc]ience, you know, that mass of corncusecl, imPotent, disturbed People noboclg else
wants to talk to?”

Larrg was uPset. He thought I was suggesting we Plag to the old power structure
of poetry, which still is the continuing power structure. | remember thinking that poetry,
of all things, surelg couldr’t have any Politics in it. Wrong again, country bog. The talk
turned to the rumor that Kathleen Fraser is being replacecl bg Ron Roberts at the
Poetr9 Center at SI State, therebg Perpetuating the old stranglehold on the
bureaucracg. “Let them install their deadwood,” 1 said