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This book is dedicated to the hundreds of people in the Bay Area who dropped the countless twenty-dollar bills I collected from the gutters and sidewalks of San Francisco, Oakland and Berkeley. Without that supplement to my income, it would have been hard to pay my bills and live in style.
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Everything you will ever need has been paid for.

Enough publicity to last several lifetimes has been arranged

by public relations firms in all dimensions and on every plane.

Everything you've ever written has been published

and is being circulated on your behalf to all sentient beings.

All aspects of fame, respect, validation and legitimacy

have conferred upon you throughout every society for all of time.

All charitable institutions have been endowed with unlimited

funds in your name, and so your service to the gods is complete.

It's vacation time, time to do some heavy slumming.

You have already had sex with several billion beings,

so there will be no chasing after love and no more groveling.

I'm saying it's time to really chill out in a deep, deep way.

All of your sins, big and small, have been erased from history.

There are simply no more obligations left for you to carry out.

You've already traveled to every planet in every solar system

and inspected every form of plant and animal life.  You have read

and mastered all theological and philosophical texts. And you get

an "A" in every subject ever contemplated.  Put on your sneakers;

it's time to start drifting.  You could go to Paris, Berlin, Vienna,

London, Amsterdam or Brussels; but San Francisco pretty much

contains the essence of it all.  You'll start in the Lake District

and sort of complacently trudge down Sacramento Street toward

Pacific Heights.  At the apex of the journey, at two in the morning,

you'll see the Bay, dark, silent, sporting the lights of a few

distant ships from far-away lands.  Above it all, low clouds

will slide by quickly and paint themselves in one million

shades of gray and white.  The muggers and the murderers

will all avoid you, since they already sense your karma and see

that there's no drama to be had in accosting you, since you won't

care about what they'd take or even if you'd remain in this world,

since all worlds are just fractal likenesses of all other worlds

just like all romances are elaborate fractal likenesses

of all other romances.  The police will not try to menace you,

since for you a jail is as good as a penthouse, and anyway

you would bore them with your placid compliance and easy

manner.  Serious people in high-end clothing at high-end clubs

with high-end cars will barely glance at you, since you've toured

their houses, driven their vehicles and met their lovers and found

nothing out of the ordinary or remarkable about them. Then you’ll

traipse down into North Beach and eat and drink anything you want,

since money will just be laying on the ground for you to use.

Using a triple-espresso purchase as a pretext, you'll occupy

a small table and simply stare in a languid, intoxicated way

at cops, revelers, diners, alcoholics, gangsters, desperate

religious people, hustling businessmen and ambitious prostitutes

of all genders and sexual orientations.  You will breathe thickly

and slowly, pulling oxygen heavily into your thriving lungs.

This is the break you have been waiting for, the big moment.

You fully vanish without the world noticing.  The maze-like

planet freely seethes, writhes, excretes, spins, whirls and buzzes.

There is not a single item out of place, not a grain of dust

out of order.  You cannot add or remove a single thing from

this world.  This is what I mean by heavy, heavy slumming. 

Mel C. Thompson, 9-3-2009, Concord.
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These borders are always porous:

Afghanistan and Pakistan,

Mexico and The United States,

The line that divides two hearts.

Patriotism, loyalty, the implications

Of cards and roses and Kisses —

None of them holds up under fire.

A simple index turns downward

And countries and lovers break

Apart.  An oath is only broken

When the witness knows he's lying.

I can never really lie to you because

I cannot conceal a truth I do not know.

Where will I go — where will you go —

When the stakes are insanity, insolvency?

I'm by nature a Roman polytheist.

The Universe is dispersed into many

Forces.  God, now a plurality, cannot

Always save us on His own.  He may

Need a quorum.  I can't find a foothold.

Surrealism, detachment, emptiness —

It's all Post Traumatic Stress Disorder.

The border between you and me — it is

Porous, like your eyes, your fair skin.

Mel C. Thompson, Concord, 7-14-2009.
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From the philosophical, sociological and psychological

ashes they have arisen again, like a virus almost killed

that mutates just before extinction and blooms,

flowering into an ever-expansive, more potently pungent

life form that nothing can ever kill off.  Hence, I announce

the sacred reemergence of the Beatnik Playboys of the Spirit.

We know better than to take sex literally now.  Sex is now

merely a sub-category of religious ecstasy.  Fornication

is itself a minor school of poetry.  We made love to you

without so much as a hand shake.  We have married you,

divorced you and fathered your children without ever learning

your last name.  It makes no difference how we look now,

whether or not we have teeth or whether our ragged clothes

are half falling off of our misshapen bodies.  We are madly

in love and making love to dozens of women in our minds,

feeling that love hotly within our own breasts, and nurturing

that ache, cultivating that burning sensation and dousing

the whole thing with healthy doses of Southern Comfort.

As we contemplate the dance of Shiva

and his sperm impregnating the Universe,

we are satisfied with this pain-bliss-agony-orgy

going on within us at this moment and in every moment.

Enough of this worldly drudgery, the gathering of phone numbers,

the arranging of actual meetings and the ponderous burden

of making passes and attempting to seduce.  The new,

true playboy falls in love, pretends nothing at all

has transpired, and falls before his pen-altar-notebook-

shrine and pours it all out in an ink libation stronger

than the Soma wine-sedative-stimulant offering.

It's okay if a kiss, or a hug, or even a sex act,

just happens to arise out of the blessed communion

of the earth-body-chemical-skin continuum, but that

is just one of the many optional manifestations of

Uma-Parvati / Kali-Devi / Sita-Radha.  The Beatnik

Playboys of The Spirit see love created, growing

and dying in endless cycles of profanity-passion.

Even as you walk the streets, you are surrounded by them.

They operate in secret, never courting you. They've loved you

and left you, and you never even knew you had an affair.

Mel C. Thompson, Concord, 6-11-2009.
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Please don't be so bitter about us.

The truth was overrated.  We fooled

you for your own good.  Think of how

wretched you would have been if

the Cosmos had played it's hand

from the very beginning.  No, no.

Every positive preacher knows reality

is the most poisonous thing.  So what

if love was never real?  You don't know

just how cumbersome and dangerous

real love can be.  You're lucky we only

toyed with you.  Besides, we couldn't

tell you romance was hopeless while

your hormones were still raging.  We

let you down, bit by bit, the classy way.

Don't go throwing away your love letters,

tearing up photos and erasing emails.

Just admit you had a great time.  Yes,

they were all liars and thieves and posers,

but they knew how to party, and you needed

to party.  Your relationships lasted far too long,

even the short ones.  Trust us.  You played

every card in the deck.  They were all jokers.

We, your illusions, loved you more than anyone.

Mel C. Thompson, Concord, 8-15-2009.
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