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Foreword






A question put to me quite often is, Why do your out-of-print books cost so much? Well, they cost so much because thats what booksellers can get for them from collectors.


I want to read your early poems but


I dont even have some of my early books. Most of them were stolen by people I drank with. When Id go to the bathroom, they did their shit. It only reinforced my general opinion of humanity. And caused me to drink with fewer people.


At first, I made efforts to replace these books, and did, but when they were stolen all over again I stopped the replacement process and more and more drank alone.


Anyhow, what follows are what we consider to be the best of the early poems. Some are taken from the first few books; others were not in books but have been taken from obscure magazines of long ago.


The early poems are more lyrical than where I am at now. I like these poems but I disagree with some who claim, Bukowskis early work was much better. Some have made these claims in critical reviews, others in parlors of gossip.


Now the reader can make his own judgment, first hand.


In my present poetry, I go at matters more directly, land on them and then get out. I dont believe that my early methods and my late methods are either inferior or superior to one another. They are different, thats all.


Yet, re-reading these, there remains a certain fondness for that time. Coming in from the factory or warehouse, tired enough, there seemed little use for the night except to eat, sleep and then return to the menial job. But there was the typewriter waiting for me in those many old rooms with torn shades and worn rugs, the tub and toilet down the hall, and the feeling in the air of all the losers who had preceded me. Sometimes the typewriter was there when the job wasnt and the food wasnt and the rent wasnt. Sometimes the typer was in hock. Sometimes there was only the park bench. But at the best of times there was the small room and the machine and the bottle. The sound of the keys, on and on, and shouts: HEY! KNOCK IT OFF, FOR CHRISTS SAKE! WERE WORKING PEOPLE HERE AND WEVE GOT TO GET UP IN THE MORNING! With broomsticks knocking on the floor, pounding coming from the ceiling, I would work in a last few lines.


I was not Hamsun eating his own flesh in order to continue writing but I had a fair amount of travail. The poems were sent out as written on first impulse, no line or word changes. I never revised or retyped. To eliminate an error, I would simply go over it thus: #########, and go on with the line. One magazine editor printed a group of my poems with all the ########s intact.


At any rate, here are many of the poems from that wondrous and crazy time, from those distant hours. The room steamed with smoke, dizzied with fumes, we gambled. I hope they work for you. And if they dont, well, #### ## ###.


Charles Bukowski
San Pedro, 10-31-87















22,000 Dollars in 3 Months






night has come like something crawling


up the bannister, sticking out its tongue


of fire, and I remember the


missionaries up to their knees in muck


retreating across the beautiful blue river


and the machine gun slugs flicking spots of


fountain and Jones drunk on the shore


saying shit shit these Indians


whered they get the fire power?


and I went in to see Maria


and she said, do you think theyll attack,


do you think theyll come across the river?


afraid to die? I asked her, and she said


who isnt?


and I went to the medicine cabinet


and poured a tall glassful, and I said


weve made 22,000 dollars in 3 months building roads


for Jones and you have to die a little


to make it that fastDo you think the communists


started this? she asked, do you think its the communists?


and I said, will you stop being a neurotic bitch.


these small countries rise because they are getting


their pockets filled from both sidesand she


looked at me with that beautiful schoolgirl idiocy


and she walked out, it was getting dark but I let her go,


youve got to know when to let a woman go if you want to
 keep her,


and if you dont want to keep her you let her go anyhow,


so its always a process of letting go, one way or the other,


so I sat there and put the drink down and made another


and I thought, whoever thought an engineering course at Old Miss


would bring you where the lamps swing slowly


in the green of some far night?


and Jones came in with his arm around her blue waist


and she had been drinking too, and I walked up and said,



man and wife? and that made her angry for if a woman cant


get you by the nuts and squeeze, shes done,


and I poured another tall one, and


I said, you 2 may not realize it


but were not going to get out of here alive.





we drank the rest of the night.


you could hear, if you were real still,


the water coming down between the god trees,


and the roads we had built


you could hear animals crossing them


and the Indians, savage fools with some savage cross to bear.


and finally there was the last look in the mirror


as the drunken lovers hugged


and I walked out and lifted a piece of straw


from the roof of the hut


then snapped the lighter, and I


watched the flames crawl, like hungry mice


up the thin brown stalks, it was slow but it was


real, and then not real, something like an opera,


and then I walked down toward the machine gun sounds,


the same river, and the moon looked across at me


and in the path I saw a small snake, just a small one,


looked like a rattler, but it couldnt be a rattler,


and it was scared seeing me, and I grabbed it behind the neck


before it could coil and I held it then


its little body curled around my wrist


like a finger of love and all the trees looked with eyes


and I put my mouth to its mouth


and love was lightning and remembrance,


dead communists, dead fascists, dead democrats, dead gods and


back in what was left of the hut Jones


had his dead black arm around her dead blue waist.














On Seeing an Old Civil War Painting with My Love






I




the cannoneer is dead,


and all the troops;





the conceited drummer boy


dumber than the tombs


lies in a net of red;





and under leaves, bugs twitch antennae


deciding which way to move


under the cool umbrella of decay;





the wind rills down like thin water


and searches under clothing,


sifting and sorry;





clothing anchored with heavy bones


in noonday sleep


like men gone down on ladders, resting;





yet an hour ago


tree-shadow and man-shadow


showed their outline against the sun





yet now, not a man amongst them


can single out the reason


that moved them down toward nothing;





and I think mostly of some woman far off


arranging important jars on some second shelf


and humming a dry, sun-lit tune.





II




outside, the quick storm turns the night slowly


backwards


and sends it shifting to old shores,


and everywhere are bonesrib bones and light,


and grass, grass leaning left;


and we hump our backs against the wet like living things,


and this one with me now


holds my yearning like a packet


slips it into her purse with her powders and potions


pulls up a sheer stocking, chatters, touches her hair:


its raining, oh damn it all, its raining!


and on the battlefield the rocks are wet and cool,


the fine grains of rock glint moon-fire,


and she curses under a small green hat


like a crown


and walks like a gawky marionette


into the strings of rain.















What to Do with Contributors Copies?








(Dear Sir: Although we realize it is


insufficient payment for your poems,


you will receive 4 contributors copies,


which we will mail directly to you or to


anyone you wish.Note from the Editor.)





well, ya better mail one to M.S. or shell prob.


put her pisser in the oven, she thinks she is hot


stuff, and mabe she is, I sure as hell wdt


know


then there is C.W. who does not answer his mail


but is very busy teaching young boys how to write


and I know he is going places, and since he is,


ya better mail m one


then theres my old aunt in


Palm Springs nothing but money and I have


everything but moneytalent, a good singing voice,


a left hook deep to the gutsend her a copy,


she hung up on me, last time I phoned her drunk,


giving evidence of need, she hung up


on me


then theres this girl in Sacramento who


writes me these little lettersvery depressed


bitch, mixed and beaten like some waffle, making


gentle intellectual overtures which I ignore,


but send her a magazine


in lieu of a hot poker.





that makes 4?


I hope to send you some more poems


soon because I figure that


people who print my poems are a little


mad, but thats all right. I am also


that way. anyhow



I hope


meanwhile


you do not fold up


before


I


do.


c.b.
















Brave Bull








I did not know


that the Mexicans


did this:


the bull


had been brave


and now


they dragged him


dead


around the ring


by his


tail,


a brave bull


dead,


but not just another bull,


this was a special


bull,


and to me


a special


lesson


and although Brahms


stole his First from Beethovens


9th.


and although


the bull


was dead


his head and his horns and


his insides dead,


he had been better than


Brahms,


as good as


Beethoven,


and



as we walked out


the sound and meaning


of him


kept crawling up my arms


and although people bumped me and


stepped on my toes


the bull burned within me


my candle of


jesus,


dragged by his tail


he had nothing to do


having done it all,


and through the long tunnels and minatory glances,


the elbows and feet and eyes, I prayed for California,


and the dead bull


in man


and in me,


and I clasped my hands


deep within my


pockets, seized darkness,


and moved on.
















Its Not Who Lived Here








but who died here;


and its not when


but how;


its not


the known great


but the great who died unknown;


its not


the history


of countries


but the lives of men.





fables are dreams,


not lies,


and


truth changes


as


men change,


and when truth becomes stable


men


will


become dead


and





the insect


and the fire and


the flood


will become


truth.
















O, We Are the Outcasts








ah, christ, what a CREW:


more


poetry, always more


POETRY.





if it doesnt come, coax it out with a


laxative. get your name in LIGHTS,


get it up there in


8 x 11 mimeo.





keep it coming like a miracle.





ah christ, writers are the most sickening


of all the louts!


yellow-toothed, slump-shouldered,


gutless, flea-bitten and


obviousin tinker-toy rooms


with their flabby hearts


they tell us


whats wrong with the world


as if we didnt know that a cops club


can crack the head


and that war is a dirtier game than


marriage


or down in a basement bar


hiding from a wife who doesnt appreciate him


and children he doesnt


want


he tells us that his heart is drowning in


vomit. hell, all our hearts are drowning in vomit,


in pork salt, in bad verse, in soggy


love.


but he thinks hes alone and


he thinks hes special and he thinks hes Rimbaud



and he thinks hes


Pound.





and death! how about death? did you know


that we all have to die? even Keats died, even


Milton!


and D. ThomasTHEY KILLED HIM, of course.


Thomas didnt want all those free drinks


all that free pussy


theyFORCED IT ON HIM


when they should have left him alone so he could


write write WRITE!





poets.





and theres another


type. Ive met them at their country


places (dont ask me what I was doing there because


I dont know).





they were born with money and


they dont have to dirty their hands in


slaughterhouses or washing


dishes in grease joints or


driving cabs or pimping or selling pot.





this gives them time to understand


Life.





they walk in with their cocktail glass


held about heart high


and when they drink they just


sip.





you are drinking green beer which you


brought with you


because you have found out through the years


that rich bastards are tight



they use 5 cent stamps instead of airmail


they promise to have all sorts of goodies ready


upon your arrival


from gallons of whiskey to


50 cent cigars. but its never


there.


and they HIDE their women from you


their wives, x-wives, daughters, maids, so forth,


because theyve read your poems and


figure all you want to do is fuck everybody and


everything. which once might have been


true but is no longer quite


true.





and


he WRITES TOO.


POETRY, of


course. everybody


writes


poetry.





he has plenty of time and a


postoffice box in town


and he drives there 3 or 4 times a day


looking and hoping for accepted


poems.





he thinks that poverty is a weakness of the


soul.





he thinks your mind is ill because you are


drunk all the time and have to work in a


factory 10 or 12 hours a


night.





he brings his wife in, a beauty, stolen from a


poorer rich


man.



he lets you gaze for 30 seconds


then hustles her


out. she has been crying for some


reason.





youve got 3 or 4 days to linger in the


guesthouse he says,


come on over to dinner


sometime.


but he doesnt say when or


where. and then you find that you are not even


IN HIS HOUSE.





you are in


ONE of his houses but


his house is somewhere


else


you dont know


where.





he even has x-wives in some of his


houses.





his main concern is to keep his x-wives away from


you. he doesnt want to give up a


damn thing. and you cant blame him:


his x-wives are all young, stolen, kept,


talented, well-dressed, schooled, with


varying French-German accents.





and!: they


WRITE POETRY TOO. or


PAINT. or


fuck.





but his big problem is to get down to that mail


box in town to get back his


rejected poems



and to keep his eye on all the other mail boxes


in all his other


houses.





meanwhile, the starving Indians


sell beads and baskets in the streets of the small desert


town.





the Indians are not allowed in his houses


not so much because they are a fuck-threat


but because they are


dirty and


ignorant. dirty? I look down at my shirt


with the beerstain on the front.


ignorant? I light a 6 cent cigar and


forget about


it.





he or they or somebody was supposed to meet me at


the


train station.





of course, they werent


there. Well be there to meet the great


Poet!





well, I looked around and didnt see any


great poet. besides it was 7 a.m. and


40 degrees. those things


happen. the trouble was there were no


bars open. nothing open. not even a


jail.





hes a poet.


hes also a doctor, a head-shrinker.


no blood involved that


way. he wont tell me whether I am crazy or


notI dont have the


money.



he walks out with his cocktail glass


disappears for 2 hours, 3 hours,


then suddenly comes walking back in


unannounced


with the same cocktail glass


to make sure I havent gotten hold of


something more precious than


Life itself.





my cheap green beer is killing


me. he shows heart (hurrah) and


gives me a little pill that stops my


gagging.


but nothing decent to


drink.





hed bought a small 6 pack


for my arrival but that was gone in an


hour and 15


minutes.





Ill buy you barrels of beer, he had


said.





I used his phone (one of his phones)


to get deliveries of beer and


cheap whiskey. the town was ten miles away,


downhill. I peeled my poor dollars from my poor


roll. and the boy needed a tip, of


course.





the way it was shaping up I could see that I was


hardly Dylan Thomas yet, not even


Robert Creeley. certainly Creeley wouldnt have


had beerstains on his


shirt.



anyhow, when I finally got hold of one of his


x-wives I was too drunk to


make it.





scared too. sure, I imagined him peering


through the window


he didnt want to give up a damn thing


and


leveling the luger while I was


working


while The March to the Gallows was playing over


the Muzak


and shooting me in the ass first and


my poor brain


later.





an intruder, I could hear him telling them,


ravishing one of my helpless x-wives.





I see him published in some of the magazines


now. not very good stuff.





a poem about me


too: the Polack.





the Polack whines too much. the Polack whines about his


country, other countries, all countries, the Polack


works overtime in a factory like a fool, among other


fools with pre-drained spirits.


the Polack drinks seas of green beer


full of acid. the Polack has an ulcerated


hemorrhoid. the Polack picks on fags


fragile fags. the Polack hates his


wife, hates his daughter. his daughter will become


an alcoholic, a prostitute. the Polack has an


obese burned out wife. the Polack has a


spastic gut. the Polack has a


rectal brain.



thank you, Doctor (and poet). any charge for


this? I know I still owe you for the


pill.





Your poem is not too good


but at least I got your starch up.


most of your stuff is about as lively as a


wet and deflated


beachball. but it is your round, youve won a round.


going to invite me out this


Summer? I might scrape up


trainfare. got an Indian friend whod like to meet


you and yours. he swears hes got the biggest


pecker in the state of California.





and guess what?


he writes


POETRY


too!
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