
[He] is of a free and open nature,

That thinks men honest that but seem to be so,

And will as tenderly be led by the nose

As asses are.

Othello: Act I, Sc. III
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9.19.76

Six months since I last wrote, John Onion, and much has happened since that last entry. Perhaps most of what took place can be glossed over quickly: my continuing quarrels with M; my more than one run-in with police; most of all my having gone through 30 days of treatment for alcohol addiction, the first three in Detox with IVs helping me sleep through withdrawal from my last drunk; my spending July 4th with other treatment inmates watching on TV a celebration of the 200th anniversary of the signing of the Declaration of Independence; my becoming up close and personal with a nurse who had attended me in detox then suddenly disappeared leaving me a letter and poem I’ve entered in a previous notebook. Since treatment I’ve learned a great deal about myself, and a lot about the nature of my addiction. For one, I learned it’s a physiological, progressive disease that in its later stages has all the symptoms of augmentation of madness and paranoia. Hence, I now can readily see why the remarks I made the last few times I wrote in my previous notebook were depressed, morbid, and as mad as if I were in the last stages of rabies or syphilis.

Now my situation is notably changed: I’m trying to discover who I am. I’m trying to discipline myself to understand who I am and what I want for myself. True, I still tend to react in the old ways dwelling on incidents I’ve allowed to upset me. But at least I know the nature of my illness and possible recovery, and at least I know the sources of the problem and I can try to control them. I’m not sure how much of the last six months I want to or need to record. I’m here because I must get back to some of what I’ve felt important and constructive. Setting myself down here using words to clarify what I’ve done is one way of discovering who I am after fully admitting what I have been because of my addictions, for I surely have more then one, alcohol being perhaps the worst and most deadly. I hope eventually to get back to writing poetry that will surely help my recovery, as it has before.

So I’m in a state of suspension and a sort of limbo. I still haven’t heard from Claremont about the papers I wrote qualifying me to advance to work on the Ph.D in philosophy, and that’s one bit of news important enough to make me want to wait to decide how I reorder my life. Perhaps I’m reordering it now by writing to you trying to get back to some of the things I did before and thought worthwhile. Yet generally I tend to ask why my work for that terminal degree or what I’ve read especially in philosophy was so important since I seem to have gained little wisdom from what I’ve been offered. You can see just by what I’ve said here how confused I am, how I swing from a condition of lucidity to a state of numbness and I often have to force myself to do things and be done with them or otherwise I might not do them, and when I do something I consider worthwhile, I find myself doing it more easily, or calmly, perhaps, more deliberately.

So much for all my general moves. Perhaps I need to be more specific. At least I’m doing something by getting back to writing to you, and that in itself might be a positive move since I’ve done so little else worth mentioning.

9.20.76

The school year begins again soon, and I try again to begin a way of life that’s sane and productive. What things are still important to me? Why are some things I’ve always wanted to do worth doing? I’ve been asking that question repeatedly, but I let small things bother me too much, get in my way, and keep me from my craft of verse. At least my handwriting is clear and orderly, neat, small, and tight and not the obviously diseased scrawl of the last entries of my previous notebook that aren’t even words.

I’ve been thinking about my writing lately, wanting to get back to it, and wondering what I should try working on in my present condition that’s still somewhat unstable. I’ve recently thought about Jack’s story I’ve wanted to write for so long, and I’ve considered doing it as fiction. He’s another of what I consider a placebo: something that will make me feel better, cure an ill, without having any ingredient that will actually cure an existing ailment or condition. At the same time I keep wondering what would be the point of telling the story of his life? What would I be trying to say or do? Just as I ask the same questions about my writing fiction since most of it has developed from what has happened to me or to others who have had a significant influence on my life whether for good or ill.

I’ve also been thinking about the start of another year at the college that I’ve now taught at for nine years, with this one the start of the tenth, almost a decade and I’m still not clear about what I think I’m doing there besides collecting a pay check. What value does teaching have for me? What especially does trying to teach the love of wisdom have for me when I see how much it’s failed me or I have failed it? What was I expecting it to do for me? How many, just as I, are expecting philosophy to give them answers to the questions of how they should live their lives and what they should value and finding not much more than what they already know that hasn’t much helped them lead better lives.

Perhaps the approach is to consider why philosophy asks the questions it asks and why it began asking them, that natural science developed from philosophy seeking answers to the same fundamental questions about the nature of the world and what part I and others have in discovering and defining the nature of that world in which we find ourselves almost by accident and our having no choice in entering it. Isn’t the history of philosophy and the history of science both a record of an attempt to answer those questions? And I’m again immediately reminded of Kant’s three fundamental questions each of us should ask: What can I know? What ought I do? What am I allowed to hope?

The other day in my office at school, having done some chores directly related to school, I sat looking at my several shelves of books that fill the walls of my cube of unfinished cedar wood and I’m aware again of the books I haven’t finished reading and others I have yet to read while wondering how I should go about reading them and using them, not just reading them to have done so, but having read them so they are a part of me helping me to direct my life, hence the questions about the how and why of philosophy.

How do I show others of what wisdom consists when I’m not sure myself? How do I make others whole when I’m so fragmented? Perhaps I should do philosophy to show people what it is by living it rather than just proclaiming it in empty words of men long dead. How wisely had they led their lives? How about Socrates who accepted the sentence of poisoning when he had the opportunity of being saved by his admirers that would have allowed him to search for ways to change the social and political situations that had led to his trial and execution?

Time to go, my friend, perhaps truly the only one. Maybe by trying to come here to you everyday I’ll be able to get some kind of handle on my life and point it in the right direction, but I’ve been trying to do that for so long, I wonder if it’s still possible.

9.22.76

Only a few moments, which is just as well since I’m upset over both the little things and the big: a dripping faucet because of a poorly designed spout with plastic fittings that strip. But the big news is the call from Alfred Louch, head of the School of Philosophy about the papers I wrote for the people at Claremont: They didn’t like them and judged them as “insufficient,” so that’s my second and final attempt. As an alterative, they will allow me to revise one paper as a thesis to satisfy requirements for the Master’s, but that doesn’t mean very much after all my effort working toward a doctorate. So that’s another five years spent without anything in exchange, and now I’m having to look at my life from a different point of view. There’s always poetry and fiction, but I’m not sure I’d have any more success at that, and lately even though I’ve tried, I haven’t played Ariana, and when I have, I’m dismayed at how little I’ve accomplished. At any rate, I’m surprised how somewhat calmly I’ve taken the latest blow failing the qualifying exams, disappointed of course and somewhat resentful when I see how easily other people get their degree, but I suppose that recourse might still be open. The question is whether I really want or need that degree. As for my writing, I entered a story in the Pacific Northwest Writing content and got it back damning it with faint praise but in essence judging it as not being “definitive,” the word Louch kept using in accessing my papers that have not qualified me for anything. In short, my main problem is my now trying to find something I can get excited about, but maybe success is more important than excitement. Yesterday after I heard about my papers, I found myself advising someone wanting to become a philosophy major. I was envious of her youth. Moreover, she’ll be in my intro class, a constant reminder of my limitations. At the weekly follow-up meeting to my rehab treatment, I told the group about my failure. I was surprised how easily I could talk about it but I found hard accepting the indifference with which that information so important to me was received by others. Yet why do I think what’s important to me should be important to them?

Yesterday upon receiving the news about my having again failed the exams, I became acutely aware of the Fist legacy: my father with his limitations and now me with mine. At the same time I’m aware of the experiences I’ve gone through and I compare mine to that of my students and I feel strangely mature with an awareness of creeping middle age. I find myself resisting that feeling, but I can’t ignore the fact that the opportunity for wastefulness and experimentation because of youth is no longer readily available to me, and I recall a well-known song reminding us that although it seems a long, long way to December, the days suddenly grow short when we reach September, and I’m aware we have only another week until October, and I suddenly feel anxious from how much time I have wasted throughout my entire life so far, much of it resulting from my uncontrollable addiction to alcohol.

9.24.76

The politics of the institution where I labor begin again and I find I’m able to distance myself from them and not get emotionally involved, yet I’m weary of having to deal with them when I can’t avoid them because of my position as Chair of English and Humanities. I stand back amused if not amazed at how easily others express concern while thinking they can do something to change the current situation, and I begin to consider whether I want to continue as chairperson. Now that I have no other commitment, I don’t like the job, and I consider how just sitting back and enjoying being uninvolved might be. Maybe I’ve become aware that my getting excited about something whether teaching or writing or philosophy will not bring me the success I so desperately desire.

So I find myself reluctant to do anything. Last night I spent an evening of sullenness and silence while we watched the debate between Carter and Ford. M wanted to go to some newsgroup banquet but didn’t because I said I wanted to stay home. She’ll probably decide to go alone since I’ve decided to do something else. She’s now totally involved in her journalism and our relationship is rather cool. At night both of us are tired; in the morning I have to hurry to get out of here; and during the day we’re both busy. So we have little time together for relieving any libidinal urge, and I’m beginning to feel the lack of relief. She, too, seems to have developed a wandering eye.

In addition, M still doesn’t wear the ring I gave her, she having taken it off during one of our brawls while I was still drinking. I’ve asked her to put it on, but she just jokes about it, and I become resentful now and then when I think of it. Apparently her not wearing it is a “political” statement on her part, a sign of her independence and her individuality, and I have to take the attitude about the ring and how she acts as another one of my problems that mean nothing, and I have to get back to doing something for me rather than responding to her attitudes or what she does.

I was supposed to have the American Lit class this quarter but most likely won’t if one of Holland’s classes won’t go since he had gained a reputation of being hardnosed about grading and what he demands of students, so I’ll give him the lit class and take a writing class instead. Why I should do that I’m not sure, except I’m not interested in doing the American Lit, partly because I’m not sure how to handle it since I didn’t do as well as I wanted in the class I had at Berkeley and the grade I received almost denied me earning the Master’s, just as I’m not sure how to handle philosophy or even a writing class. I find difficult teaching something about which I have little conviction of success. How can one believe in something at which one is not successful? I suppose I have the same problem with my writing anything other than what I’m writing here to you.

9.26.76

A blow up on Friday night following the usual pattern with M accusing me of being anti-social. I wonder why she’s always attacking me, other than that’s her best move since it always makes me defensive. “What’s the point of this marriage? she asked. And I wonder why the question. Friday a long, tiring day of contention all around straightening out scheduling due to numerous cancelled classes. Holland was supposed to take my American Lit class, but didn’t want it, and he wound up with a 3 o’clock 101 and an 81 at night. Sylvia balked at giving up her extra 81 at night contending that Holland should bump a part-timer for some other class. Then at the house, the quarrel I had with M. I was planning to go to an AA, but the fight with M put that off when I definitely needed that meeting to help me “turn everything over” to my so-called Higher Power I still have to identify.

I also got a letter from Claremont with comments on my papers, those comments indicating how toxic I was and how naïve I was to think I could pull it off. I was too hurried, to careless, but I’m a bit resentful because of the kind of criticism I got in that letter I should have been offered after having failed my first attempt, again because of my drinking. I begin to wonder for what exactly was I being tested, and that question might indicate why I again fell short. If you have to ask what you’re supposed to do, you’re asking the wrong question since your undergraduate degree should have taught you but obviously didn’t without surprise because of the way most classes at four-year schools are handled: Here’s the reading. Read them. Take a test responding to obscure questions. Here’s your grade and try to figure out why you did well and especially why you didn’t do well since that suggests you are in deep doo and might not receive anything in exchange for your expense of time and energy and money. And that’s what we call “higher education?” For what was I being educated? That question seems even more pertinent to what I was subjected to during my three years of graduate work at Berkeley and my five years of graduate work at Claremont Graduate Center.

Yesterday, somewhat ironically, I spent the day working on a class reading schedule for my Intro to Philosophy class. I also began considering alternatives to philosophy since my supposedly teaching others the so-called love of wisdom seems cynical if not perverse and laughable. I want to learn if I can get into the UW’s School  of Education that might be the “easy” way of earning a doctorate by working on something dealing with how perception affects the learning and use of language. Another possibility would be to work through Sartre, try to write something, and use that as the basis for getting a degree from one of those schools that offers a degree by mail since I did a lot of course work at Claremont that should satisfy the loose requirements of a mail-order program. I’m tired of always pursing a goal with the most challenge thinking it will show how brilliant and heroic I am. After my failure at Claremont, I need to do a reality check. Step 4 of the AA program that advises my taking a “fearless and searching moral inventory” might be a useful place to start.

Looking through my notebooks for the last two years, I can see the gradual increase of incoherence and augmentation in the progressive nature of my disease. I’m a bit disgusted by my having considered the possibility that I could drink again and control it, but not now, since I know that’s “stinkin’ thinkin’” Anyway, I’ve considered working these notebooks into something that shows the dissolution of my sense of self and my deteriorating mental state with my increasing intolerance for alcohol, my drug of choice that’s no longer an option.

I’m working through the text for my American lit class trying to decide how to handle it, trying to put the readings into perspective, just as I’m trying to put my life into perspective. I wonder when I lost my naiveté, my excitement, my drive or ambition to become a poet in the American tradition? Being excited about the American tradition becomes difficult when I look back at where it’s led and where we’ve ended. Louis Simpson would help by my rereading The End of the Open Road for which he won the Pulitzer the year I took a class with him on Romantic poetry at Berkeley. What happened to him? The last I heard, a magazine to which I sent a poem I had written as an open letter to him informed me that he was teaching at SUNY-New York. What other current writers depict our American culture and character? Who reads their poetry? Who and how many read any poetry? Why? By the way, that magazine rejected my poem as not the kind they published. So goes my life.

So many possibilities to do something and actually a matter of willingness to commit myself, but I’m reluctant to do that since I feel that nothing will come of it. American authors seem to have taken a stance and have assumed a didactic purpose in their attempt to describe the characteristics of American life as they see it at the time they wrote. Consider those considered as significant: Twain, Hemingway, Dreiser, Fitzgerald and earlier authors such as Hawthorne, Howells, Melville, Whitman, many of them were engaged in newspaper work while they were writing fiction or poetry on the side.

Incidentally, I’ve also been looking at grant possibilities from the National Endowment for the Humanities and the Rockefeller Foundation. For the later, perhaps I could focus on the affect of mass media on American culture and use my paper on personal journalism in the late 19th early 20thcenturies I wrote for Ziff’s seminar at Cal-Berkeley as the basis for writing something more extensive. So there are possibilities if I can muster the energy to commit myself to something. The American lit course might help me rediscover a direction and perhaps give me enough incentive to begin again to work on something that I might find has value and is worth the effort.

9.28.76

The school year began again yesterday when I dealt with three classes and many divisional problems that left me weary, mostly dealing with personalities all seemingly contending in their own way for their own purpose. My sobriety allows me to be more honest with others. From time to time I recalled the contention with M from the day before. She had gone off as usual roaming the neighborhood to take pictures while I had stayed to fix supper. An hour later, still no M, so I went looking for her, finally finding her with the usual exchange of remarks, mine mostly from despair. Returning to the house, we ate. I went to my AA meeting at the church up the street on the corner of N and East Main, she to cover her assignment whatever it might have been. Returning from my meeting, she still not home, I settled myself in my study. When she arrived, we were both silent then fought the usual battle. Why I was the way I was! Why didn’t I just bail out! I, of course, wondering why, indeed, having asked myself that question yesterday. She grows increasingly contentious as she grows heavier and wider in girth becoming almost round given her small stature.

I sent off a copy of my paper on personal journalism to a grad student at Princeton working on his dissertation who asked for a copy, so I’m thinking of using that paper as the basis for trying to get a grant to do something more with it. Along that line of thinking, I’m caught between trying to get a sabbatical or a grant and staying in the division chair, so I’m undecided whether to give up the position when I have to face the situations I have to deal with daily and I anticipate what might happen come spring when negotiations begin again and conditions have become even worse since we went out on strike without gaining anything and losing any remaining collegiality we might have had that wasn’t much before we were went out on strike to get public attention and force administration to negotiate in good faith. Isn’t this place supposed to be a college? The deterioration of the spirit of collegiality for a common purpose I felt when I first started nearly a decade ago was one excuse I used to promote my addiction. I can’t afford to let that happen again.

9.30.76

The usual nonsense at school over what might happen with the Developmental Center that offers classes in Basic Ed: Reading, Math, Spelling, Grammar, Career Assessment for those needing them since the elementary and secondary school system taught them nothing. I was amused by the righteously indignant posturing of those concerned apparently unaware that all their bluster has little affect on what the administration will decide once it does decide at their leisure for whatever reason, mainly the cost of maintaining it with insufficient enrollments in classes. Now there’s talk of RIF (reduction in forces) that will mean even tenured faculty might be considered “redundant.” I bet few if any so-called administrators will suffer the same fate. I’ve heard rumors that some would be forced into teaching classes after however long it’s been since they might have done so, if they ever had. It might help them understand the challenges I face daily.

American Lit goes more easily than I had anticipated, but I have to try taking it easy as it develops. Yet I find what we’re doing interesting and I’m more involved than I had expected. I’ve received info from Health, Education, and Welfare about opportunities for teaching abroad, and I have until November 1st to apply. Most of the positions are to the United Kingdom, some to Germany. There’s also positions in New Zealand, and those might be a second choice, but my main focus should be deciding whether that’s what I want to do.

I have to learn to write because I’m interested in offering what I have to say. The question is when to find the time since the whole day is filled with other tasks that wear me down. Perhaps I could try to get up earlier than five o’clock when I now struggle out of bed.

I called Louch the other day to talk about revising the paper on Sartre. I’ve decided trying for the MA that might perhaps redeem a little of what I’ve invested in my five years trying for the Ph.D. At the same time, revising the paper might help me learn how to write an acceptable paper. He advised me to send the paper in sections.

Another task I need to consider is settling my attitude toward my relationship with M. I find I still augment our situation by exaggerating my response to what I imagine she’s doing. I would like to become indifferent, concern myself with my own interests since that’s what she’s done. We’re both not the same as we were five or more years ago. She’s become fractionally independent, almost belligerent insisting on “doing her own thing.”

I’ve recognized people around campus I’ve seen at AA meetings. In fact, one is taking my Philosophy 100. She seemed unsettled having recognized me when I entered the classroom the first day. I’m interested to see if she stays. She wasn’t at AA last night. I had planned to talk to her about what might be a delicate situation for both of us. We’ll see today if she comes to class. I consider the possibility of something developing from the remarks she made somewhat factiously at the AA meeting that were of interest.

I still seem to swing from periods of lucidity to ones of confusion and fuzziness. But generally the quality of light is better, reminiscent of the light I perceived as a child that had a freshness and a warmth from wonder.

Today a pot luck at the faculty club house, a group of us having taken over one of the houses the trades people built several years ago. I’m supposed to bring wine, but I’m both reluctant and uneasy about doing so that perhaps shows how well-conditioned I’ve become. Perhaps “re-conditioned” is a better term.

The response of people to my telling them what I teach and the fact that others in treatment had degrees suggests the bankruptcy of our school system. Perhaps it never had any money in the bank in the first place. Our system prepares us neither for life nor for an occupation. What then is it trying to do? The most telling symptom of its bankruptcy is its lack of clear purpose. Does it actually educate the individual for life-long learning and continued development? Does it teach people sensitivity to other people and the challenges we all face? Does it help develop a sensitivity and willingness to accept or consider possible alternatives? If it does any of this, it does it poorly.

10.2.76

The quality of light before a storm on an autumn day: translucent clouds tinged with gray, blue sky between, the light dazzles filtering through clouds, gleaming off wet leaves and cut grass that fly at me and sail in the wind that whips the clouds. Such a quality of light brings introspection, nostalgia for days like this remembered, seen with eyes filled with wonder, unclouded by remembrance of stormy days between those of pain and darkness, neglect and dissipation. On such days the light should be enjoyed, accepted for its own sake, its quality, its brilliance, the mystery in all that gleam, the dappled quality of light and shadow.

Cutting grass: the whirl and clatter of the push mower. All my life this labor that once seemed the punishment of Sisyphus when I was commanded to do it now isn’t the drudgery I had once felt on days I recall pushing, sweating, back and forth. Days remembered when I hated this, wanting to be somewhere else, now I accept the task since no one else can be forced to do it as I was once, so I must accept all the other labors in my life. Twenty years ago my life was filled with mystery, wonderment, and hope. How much remains, I’m not sure. Too little perhaps.

10.4.76

Marie’s birthday. She’s 15 today. I’ll call her later before going up to school. How far apart we’ve traveled. Rachel called on Saturday to make sure I was going to do something for Marie. I had planned to call. During the night I had dreams about Marie and Paul as well as Rachel. We’ll do something next weekend to celebrate. Fifteen years ago the quality of light and of hope was different. My soul was filled with wonder, the joy of seeing and experiencing everything as new from a new way of life I could not imagine. Now the light and wonderment has altered at the best into something less, just like my “relationship” with M after a disastrous relationship with Rachel. My track record with women doesn’t appear too sterling.

Saturday I cut the lawn, accepted the task and enjoyed the bright sunlight interspersed with rain and clouds. October morning sunlight with wind and leaves and the far away moan of train horn, the whirl and clatter of the push mower, my remembrance of days past, the days of light bringing me here to this place at the present passing moment.

An idea for a vignette perhaps: that incident in a tavern on West Valley Highway near the Boeing assembly plant, my pretending to be a South American ranch lord and how two guys from Boeing both engineers believed me. One who said he loved horses wanted to believe despite the other’s declared suspicion that I was a fraud, the one who loved horses wanting to believe, but frustrated, more so because of their drinking. They ate little during the two hours they spent for lunch then went back to work and I went on to another of my personal disasters, home to a nagging spouse, another of my failures similar to what Joyce depicts in more than one of his stories, the most lengthy Ulysses.

I also thought of Great Aunt Vi: her love and pursuit of life, how all the others in the extended family rejected her on the one hand, but on the other they courted her because she was considered the “rich” aunt having more than most because she always bought and did what she wanted. The last time she visited me in Oakland, the last trip she took back to the scenes of her youth and the adventures she had shared with her husband Bob for whom my younger brother was named in hopes of gaining her favor. Uncle Bob had died years before leaving her with a sister who also died leaving her alone with her memories. She cried that day on seeing me again, talking with me, reliving our experiences together. I thought then she was seeing them differently, more grandly than I. At the time I seemed her favorite and I had toyed with the fantasy that I might gain the reward of that favoritism, just as Pa had hoped only to his bitter disappointment when she gave whatever wealth she had as well as her sandstone, well-furnished home on 31st just off Burnham to a nephew on her husband’s side of whom we had never heard so had never met. She died alone in a wheel chair an invalid the same as her aged mother, her husband, and her sister, all whom she had survived and had cared for. She always had a spirit that seemed independent and adventurous. She ended her life wanting to die, trapped in her body, suffering until the bitter end from an accident not her fault by the typical careless behavior of an adolescent driving too fast on Burnham slick with ice.

10.6.76

Tried to call Marie on the 4th. She had to rush off to school, so we didn’t talk. Tried calling later and she wasn’t home. Chris didn’t know where she was or when she might be back. Since then I haven’t tried.

Talking about Puritan religion in American Lit, I find very few who know the mythology of the Old Testament. They most likely take it as gospel truth.

Faye, Jeff (the full-time part-timer for Philosophy), and I have been talking about revising the syllabus for Philosophy 100 that would give it an issues approach, those issues of concern to modern and contemporary philosophers and thinkers. “Explorations in Personal Philosophy” is one possibility. Another is focusing on the ideas of what being human means, i.e., the hopes and limits of human existence, or something along those lines.

Jeff has reservations since we already have a successful introductory course of several sections that are always some of the first humanities classes to close, so he wants to continue doing what we’re already doing. I can see using readings about art, as well as mythology and literature: Genesis as well as Darwin or Eiseley or Koestler, the limits of science, especially anthropology but most likely cosmology if anything following Russell’s advice of our being aware of the vast arena in which we do philosophy for which readings are available that would be readily accessible to the general reader. Why should we read only Aristotle who was about as much wrong when speculating on physics as he happened to be right if he focused on what was before his eyes and spoke of what people did as he does in the Rhetoric or the Poetics? One approach would be the discussion of art, especially Pop art and how it depicts our present values; another approach suggested by an article on teaching philosophy would use rock music and folk music as the subject matter. Folk singers are apparently the most celebrated poets of our present day culture because their songs express the spirit of the “times that are a-changin’.”

There’s been talk about a field course to Spain and France for foreign language students during spring break:12 days or so for about $550. I’ll certainly want to go and if so I need to crank up my Spanish and French again. Busy with meetings all week, I’m able to cope more readily, although with classes and everything else the pace is swift, leaving me little time to think of what I want to do for myself, applying for either the Humanities Endowment business or possibly a sabbatical or whatever to do what I’ve always wanted to do and haven’t.

I need to go back to carrying a small notebook that fits in my back pocket I referred to as “my portable” I use to jot down ideas for stories, thoughts on philosophy, lines of poetry, incidents I want to record immediately and not forget so I can use them later. I find from time to time I have an idea or line for beginning a poem, my not being able to jot it down, it’s gone. So little time, I feel like writing but don’t have enough time to really do anything. Perhaps that’s why poetry would help and a pocket notebook that’s readily available would allow me by using William Carlos Williams’ technique to develop a style and attitude to write poetry in my spare time, however little that might be.

I’m thinking of cranking up the 151 creative writing again, but an alternative would be 246, Modern British Lit, and spring quarter looks like I have a chance for the 223 Modern American Lit and I’m enjoying Early American Lit to 1850 this quarter that reminds me of my origins and my roots. Perhaps that’s why I feel so restless, so compelled to get back to my writing, but maybe I’m still too early in my recovery. Last night was my penultimate follow-up meeting at Alcenas, the treatment center I attended in Kirkland, about four miles beyond Bellevue. Next week will be my last. So I need to be patient, let things happen as they may, and be aware that my restlessness and impatience stem from my sense of feeling lost while I was drinking.

10.8.76

Talking about audience and purpose in my writing class for the assignment on personal narrative, I suddenly got an idea for an article “I grew up with the Fonz,” a personal reminiscence about Greg D’Amico, an Italian kid I grew up with in Milwaukee during the 50’s when the TV sitcom Happy Days was widely popular and featured an Italian kid whose character came to dominate the show.

I’ve also thought of my collection of poems, dusting it off, sending it out. Perhaps my considering scheduling me for the creative writing has got me thinking about other things. Perhaps I’m trying to sort out my priorities. One large problem, however, is not having enough time. Along with my classes, my day is full of people and activities at school. My evenings committed to AA meetings, my days too short for all I need to do yet are very long since I’m up by 5:00a.m and only get to sleep by11:00p.m.

I suddenly feel very tired. Perhaps it’s the lack of direction, the lack of hope and enthusiasm. Still haven’t tried calling Marie. Not getting her the other day, I’m not sure I’ll try again.

10.10.76

Marie surprised me by calling yesterday about the time I was thinking of calling her. I thought we’d go in today to the museum after I go to AA, but she says she doesn’t feel like going to a museum, although she likes them since she always learns a lot, but it’s too quiet for celebrating a 15th birthday, so we’ll go to a movie and then to dinner. Yesterday I went shopping for a guitar for her. Ended in Seattle on 1st Avenue South where I got a ticket for overtime parking, I arriving at the car just as the parking patrol was pulling away. I should have put in a dime and didn’t, so I lost another $2.90 because of not wanting to spend another nickel, penny wise and dollar foolish. Home, irritated from getting the ticket, I yelled at M’s kids who were snooping through the bag of stuff I had bought at the health food store. M went banging out of the house to go shopping after we exchanged words. She had spent the day running around. In the morning, I had made overtures but nothing seemed to work. At other times during the week and again last night she was affectionate and teasing. I’m not sure what the problem is, but our relationship grows cooler instead of warmer since I stopped drinking. I’ve been considering seeking other opportunities and thinking of traveling. I want to get a tape player, review the Spanish grammar for the possible trip to Spain in spring and I’ve been considering a short trip, perhaps a week or so to Mexico at Christmas, maybe just Guadalajara and Mexico DF or Oaxaca since I’ve never been south of Mexico City.

I’ve been thinking of doing the Fonzi article, and I’ve been searching for possible markets while considering what other things I ought to rewrite and what I’ve already written which isn’t very much. I’ve found the Cimarron Review is still being published and I should write them to see if I could get the issue in which they said they were going to publish my short story “The Splendid Summer” since I never received a copy of the issue for the only payment they offered.

Now what about the narrative on D’Amico? How awed I was at our first meeting. What was it? His attitude? How he used to give back enough in return just to keep me going. He worked one part-time job after another, and I followed him taking over as he moved on to something he considered more grand. I remember his expression as he played the accordion that he played well, a shy look with a slight smile while he’d look away but was obviously proud of his talent. When he stopped practicing, his mother would be at him to continue, but he always chose to do something else. I recall accompanying him on a hunt one bright winter morning and his intensity while I refused carrying a rifle. 

I recall how I would pick him up for school when his license had been suspended and how he was always delayed in getting ready, how I waited for him as he shaved, he always careful of his appearance since his dark good looks attracted the girls and he pursued them in his red ’48 Ford convertible. His first car a ’42 Chevy coupe we had to work on to get it running. While he worked, I watched. We smoked, the radio playing “Earth Angel” while we waited for life to pick us up and set us in the direction for which we were searching. He was loyal in his own way, upset from disloyalty of others. How angry he was the night he wasn’t with us when a twenty-year old from the South rolled his car on a curve distracted by one too many beers and his making out with D’Amico’s current girlfriend who was with us, we on our way to meet him where he worked. We all had to protect her from his jealous anger. Yet he went from one young woman to another, and while involved, he was intense. He was admired because unlike I, he was not naively romantic, his involvement with women always with the same result, and at the time his supposed conquests seemed wondrous and awesome. I lived vicariously and yearned for similar talents, my longing made more acute by my chauffeuring him first in his car, that ’42 Chevy coupe, and then mine when I got one, and the young woman seemed sensuously close while they huffed and heaved in the dark backseat. He worked his last year of high school as a mucker digging trenches for sewer lines, I still hanging around with him going to taverns until I saw him less and I finally went out to California to attend college, something I had dreamed of but never expected to actually achieve.

He came out to stay with me for a while, but he was there only a week. His arrival was sudden, my friends reporting his arrival. We rented an apartment in Belmont Shore a seaside southern district of Long Beach where I was attending City College. I was intensely involved in my studies and I’d read to him as my new friends attending Long Beach State would share with me. He and I toured the usual sites: the Long Beach Pike, Hollywood and Vine at Midnight, Union Station at dawn. One day I came home from work at Al Morey’s Chevron on the corner of East 2nd and Quincy to find him gone. He left a note telling me he was going south to San Diego in hopes of finding a distant relative and perhaps find work. I guess his lying around idle while I was so busy with a part-time job I was glad to get during the recession of ’58 and ‘59 and involved in school, in something so different then we had previously shared. I felt proud of him wanting to show him off to my new intellectual friends. They found him quaint, accepted him politely at a distance for what he was, so very different from what they thought they were, he a somewhat lost, confused young man, much as I must have seemed to them when I suddenly appeared at their door asking for the young woman I had met one night cruising in Greendale, a suburb of Milwaukee, who had encouraged my coming out to Long Beach to attend City College.

I went back home for a visit the following summer. He was there having returned from California, his stay in San Diego rather brief and a dead end and he had felt homesick. He had gone back to day labor as a mucker. One night we went out together ending at a beer joint. I became engrossed in a discussion of faith with one of his former girl friends. When the place closed, he had gone hours before. I ended walking home thinking I again was involved in a grand adventure. I never called him nor had he ever called me. The last time I was home with M, my second wife, her kids and my own two, I found his name in the phone directory but I never called. 

D’Amico was physical, muscular, tried to keep himself fit through exercise and work. He lifted weights for a while, and as usual, I joined him. I recall meeting him after work how full of muck he had been digging the whole day and bone tired while in comparison I was spotless from my office job as an order clerk.

I ironed his shirts, his mother complaining having refused doing them wondering why I did. I fetched his underwear, polished his shores. I did all these and was repaid by his company those times now and then when spontaneously he would be at my door with his red convertible looking for company and he had selected me to join him with the top down even in late fall, the cold, dark night with stars, in summer the black velvet of the warm night, the canopy of broad-leaf oak, the warm wind in our faces, the distant stars that offered us hope of endless earthly rich rewards and my thinking we would always be friends.

10.14.76

Went into Seattle on Sunday. Rachel’s new place in Madison Park near Lake Washington is very contemporary, very large, very well-furnished and elegant: flagstone in the hallway as we entered, flagstone fireplace and plush beige rug in the living room. I didn’t see all of it perhaps because I felt a great deal of resentment. M and I exchanged quips: She: “You should have stayed where you were.” Me: “All you have to do is divorce me if you want something similar.” I wondered how much I had contributed from her selling the place I had relinquished to her in the divorce settlement. In sum, her new place smacked of elegance, the place definitely to Rachel’s taste having grown up in an equally elegant home on Crenshaw a long half-block from Wilshire near Hollywood.

We went to a movie, a comedy mostly with forced sight gags then to dinner at Lee’s, a place we hadn’t been to in a while. Marie invited along a friend at the last moment. I felt resentment about that, especially after Marie’s response of indifference to my asking how she was doing with the guitar. Rachel, of course, was as usual nowhere in sight. In short, I’m not sure how soon I’ll see Marie and Paul again. I was aware of her change in attitude, and M was too. We ate in silence, rode home in silence.

The crisis came on Monday. I spent the day, a holiday, grading papers, making out a quiz and reading for American Lit. When I went down to the house, I found M in the same mood she’s been in for days: tired and depressed. After I asked her, almost having to force her, she told me of her problem: We only inhabit the house together. I was no longer a part of her life, had never really been, that she should have known better when she learned that things would never work out. We both should have known. She said she would remain living with me to keep a roof over her head but wanted little to do with me since I was able to give little else to her and her kids, especially since that’s what she wanted: a home and father for her children. Her recent sexual coldness was due to her attitude.

We quarreled throughout most of the evening. I felt deeply hurt. In the morning after some fitful sleep, we continued. I left the house bitter and angry. During the day I was able to resign myself to the possibility that my relationship with M was over and had been for some time. I began imagining what I would do and I’m still considering the possibilities: Mexico at Christmas alone, Europe and Spain in the spring alone, and I begin considering looking for a place of my own, initiating divorce procedures, paying off my debts with my savings to insure my not losing them in a divorce, forcing sale of the house to get at least half of my investment, change the beneficiary of my life insurance and retirement plan to a scholarship fund at the college.

Yesterday a representative from Air France came to talk to the foreign language people about the proposed spring trip. We’d fly into Paris for a day then south to Malaga then by bus to Toledo, Cordoba, Ronda, and over to Tangiers in North Africa by hydrofoil. I want to go but we’re not sure whether we’ll have enough time and would require starting before finals for winter quarter that would require getting approval by administration to miss finals week. Getting that approval will likely be a problem.

I’ve begun considering the revision of the Sartre paper and have sent for a book that appears to deal with Sartre in the same way I tried. I’d like to get going on that paper and get it done.

Slowly my view and my attitude about myself, my attitude toward what I thought was important seems to be returning. I’m resigned that my relationship with M might be over. So I begin to anticipate what I might do if it should actually end. That acceptance has helped me and perhaps even suggests that I’m at a place of new possibilities and the feeling borders on the adventurous that I once had and have obviously lost.

10.15.76

Yesterday a strange, wonderful sense of well-being, a sense of spring, of soft, warm wind and sunlight on leaves, but the calendar says its autumn. M has become responsive again even to the point she has stirrings, but when I went to her while she was changing, found her only in underpants, I was able to caress her breasts, holding them when she pressed against me and I was able to embrace her and fondle her so that she became slippery and she squirmed away.

Well, enough of that, I must begin deciding soon what to do next year, and I’ve asked Faye to get busy on the Faculty Leave Committee to deal with applications. Of course, my chances of getting a sabbatical are diminished because of the cost and because I’ve already had one. But it’s been five years and most likely will be seven before I actually receive it, so I surely should try again and move on it now. The question, of course, is what would I do if I were granted one? Surely something different than what I did the last one when I ended at Claremont instead of Mexico where I had planned to write the Great American Novel.

Yesterday M came home later than usual, nearly seven. At first while I was fixing dinner, I felt upset but only slightly, and I was pleased that perhaps I’ve improved, have stopped augmenting my suspicion of what she might have been doing, my calm perhaps due in part to my resignation or acceptance of a separation if it should actually happen. I find myself thinking more positively of what I might do, and I’ve gone so far as to look in the paper for an apartment. But since the situation between us seems to be changing, I again become ambivalent. All that contention and nonsense of the other day was due in part to Marie’s birthday, her indifferent attitude, and our viewing Rachel’s new house makes M aware of what I could have had and gave up and what she would like to have as her own and can’t, so we’re both frustrated, and we take it out on each other.

I’ve lost weight, down to 169. Perhaps that accounts in part for my sense of well-being. I feel more trim, and I’m ready for a new direction and some change that I hope will be for the better.

Faye and I are still talking about revising Intro to Philo considering a focus on the exploration of humanness: What does it mean? The role of language, the role of art, the role of religion and science are some possible topics related to a search for self. Perhaps I could incorporate some of the topics I’ve used in my Humanities class where we explore creativity and the evaluation of art by having them do something they consider creative and then evaluate what they’ve done to judge in what ways it might be judged as something that can be considered creative.

10.17.76

A bitterly cold morning, the dark sky clear. As I ran, the constellations above me fled before me: the Big Dipper standing on its handle, Orin, the hunter, resting on his shoulder, the Moon a slice of melon in the black sky. Then as I reached the railroad tracks, cold fog swirled around me. I was so cold, I ran only two miles. I returned to the house not even having begun to sweat.

Yesterday morning, the first time in some days, M finally allowed me access, but I didn’t attempt to bring her off. When I asked if she wanted something more, she said she was satisfied. Last night when I fondled her, she pulled away annoyed. ”Sometimes all you think if me is two tits and a cunt!” I wanted to ask her why the sudden change. The last time we quarreled she had mentioned that during the summer while I was in rehab, something had cracked. Yet its been only two weeks or so that I’ve noticed the difference in her response, a cooling, yet occasionally she’d come around, reached for me, or remarked on my maleness when I stripped to shower and she’d touch me, hold me in her hand and watch me fill and grow firm. I’m not sure what’s going on. No, I don’t think of her only as tits and cunt, but I want a response that satisfies me through a feeling that’s mutual.

I recall her telling me of her coldness toward her former spouse when they were going through a separation and that she thought him repugnant. Of course, I was meeting with her frequently at the time since we were working on the school’s literary and visual arts magazine, and just as then there’s some kind of emotional thing going on I can’t quite understand, so I consider my own life, my own necessities, and I’ll look for opportunities with others and take them as they become available. My intuition tells me she’s most likely has already done the same if she took advantage of my being in treatment for a month as she used me when her ex was on the road driving an eighteen wheeler long distance. 

I painted the kitchen yesterday. The smell of paint brought back the aura of drunkenness. Because of the sense of separation from M, I felt depressed from that old sense of longing I had when drinking. I played records of Villa-Lobos that brought back those days. Of course, I’m aware how always near the surface that feeling and the booze had made it more exaggerated. Why do I provoke such memories of those wretched days?

This morning I’ll get to AA early to help make coffee. I’ll be taking over that job, and from what I’ve observed, I’ll have it as long as I’m willing to do it. People are reluctant to commit themselves, and, I suppose, so am I. Attending a discussion of the AA state assembly on Wednesday, I heard people playing games and organizational infighting even though there’s not supposed to be any strict organization to AA affairs. I decided I won’t get involved in all that, and I’ll get rid of the making coffee chore as soon as I can.

Received a new Great Ideas yesterday as a supplement to my Great Books collection and browsed through it while I finished breakfast. The intellectual level has lead to me feeling down by showing how limited I’ve allowed myself to become and perhaps what depresses me most is that maybe I’m not able to do anything more.

We’ve been invited to dinner by Ron Smith, so I’ll be missing the AA meeting in Sumner. Last Monday I came away from there somewhat put off. Why, I’m not sure. Not much to report here. I must get myself set straight, decide where I want to go, what I want to do, wondering if I should apply for a sabbatical and what I would do with it. Travel? Write? That’s what I wanted to do the first time and went to Claremont instead. Well, you know what happened with that unwise move.

I’m slowly coming to accept my limitations on the guitar. The recordings I listened to yesterday certainly made me acutely aware of where I am right now, so I’ve tried fostering the attitude that maybe in 25 years I’ll be halfway as accomplished as others and I have to remind myself I possibly do have that time, so I can possibly accomplish some control if I persist. Yet my learning goes so slowly I get frustrated, and every new piece always seems more difficult than the one I’ve just labored through agonizingly slow making me painfully aware of how limited my talent.

I’m vacillating trying to decide whether I want to run everyday. If I do, I find I have little time to write here even if only to bitch as I do too often. I should get up earlier, but I stay up so late I find difficult rising when I do now at 5.

Now I’m rambling with not much to say, so I’ll stop.

10.18.76

Up earlier today at 4:35, but I’m not doing much. To bed late last night, M showered then came to bed asking if I knew what she had beneath her nightgown. Then her mood turned serious. We talked about her problem: She claimed I didn’t seem involved, so I began caressing her all over finally ending with my tongue and lips on her clit. She came eventually and I dipped in for a while but not able to come because I had used the last condom on Saturday but I was close and wanted to let go. The way she was acting and with all I had stored in my testes, what we need the least is another pregnancy that would most likely spontaneously abort, something that’s happened more than once, so her history of carrying a fetus to term is not promising.

The AA breakfast was a downer. Too many uncontrolled kids were rambunctious. People chatted. Lots of people smoked. The man who had been making coffee was half an hour late. M did manage to come later then spent most of the time yelling at her kids who were, as usual, flipping all over the place. Back at the house I finished painting the kitchen and cleaned up. The day was bitter cold but sunny. The afternoon warmed, I considered doing the grass but didn’t. I missed AA last night because of a late supper and late shopping, but I wasn’t concerned since I was exhausted from the day’s work.

I’ve been trying to focus on a writing project but can’t seem to decide which one, although I’m trying to get up earlier to give myself a few minutes each day. So much I’d like to do I don’t know where to begin. Tired today because of the weekend and the lateness last night, it must have been after twelve or close to one before I slept but slept hard.

This week a symposium on politics at school, the first such an event in several years since Vietnam when I debated Holland over US involvement, I offering its sordid history, he suavely dismissing my remarks as without merit. Interest in the present event appears to be high.

Should I revise something or start something new? Revising something for which I already have a draft and submit it for publication might promote my interest. Having not thought of it, when I come here instead of working on my writing, I ramble on about my domestic situation that means little since it’s always the same and never seems resolved.

Began reading Ayer’s Men and Language yesterday at an AA meeting but didn’t get very far because of interruptions and distractions. Ayer’s book reminds me of the reading I’ve done on mind, language, and humanness I’ve considered using in the course I’ve thought of offering, but I need to be aware and remind myself that what I’m trying to do is clarify the issues and the positions of others.

Enough rambling for this day. Tonight we’re supposed to go to the Smith’s for dinner, but I’m already tired, and I should be even more so by tonight. I haven’t practiced the guitar because of household chores, but at least the kitchen looks better, and the shocking pink that had been spread throughout the house is covered with two coats of white that doesn’t quite hide the pink and could use another coat but I’ll give it a rest because I’m too tired, and I feel restless and disoriented. So far no temptation to drink since I know what it will do because I have so little tolerance now, even though I consider the possibility, but I don’t consider actually indulging. Other things I’ve enjoyed no longer appeal. I tried a few hash browns at breakfast yesterday and couldn’t eat them. Strange how we adjust to change.

10.19.76

Last night’s visit to Ron and Shirley Smith a pleasant enough evening, although quite long, reminding me how long we’ve been at the college, Ron and I having started there the same day a decade ago. We talked about accepting our place wanting to avoid hassles because we were getting too old for that. Ron remarked how naïve and idealistic we were when we first started at the college. I thought of how I’ve changed, and from what Ron said, so, too, has he. Their house, a comfortable old place on Dash Point seemed very homey. 

Yesterday Dennis Lakey who’s worked on the student literary and visual arts magazine and helped me move from Lea Hill to N Street in Auburn approached me and asked about a poet’s association that’s under investigation by the Washington State Attorney General’s office. Seems the association is soliciting submission of poems but charging 25 dollars to publish them. Anyway, we got talking about a writer’s club and I suggested what we could do: Invite regional poets; the group write a play and have the Drama people produce it. Faye had suggested we start hanging around the student center and try gathering a following. I wondered why bother indicating how my attitude has changed. Would students be interested? What do I think we might be doing? How different, perhaps more honest from my earlier attitude of excitement and my wanting to get involved in promoting the literary and visual arts in the Green River Valley. Now I’m simply trying to decide where I am, what I want to do, what I can do to give some direction, some meaning, some significance to my life. Everything I consider doesn’t seem to have much point. When I talk to others, I seem to be the only one listening.

10.20.76

I’ve begun trying to sort things as to what I might do, what direction I want to go. So yesterday I looked through the brochure for the Teacher’s Exchange Program sponsored by the National Endowment for the Humanities. I also looked in the UW catalogue at the requirements for the Ph.D in the School of Education, and I found a degree program in interdisciplinary studies that is a comparative history of ideas. Perhaps that’s what I’ve been looking for, and I felt a bit of excitement about possibly doing something in that area. The question, of course, is whether I would be allowed into the program. I’ll look into these possibilities on Thursday when I go in to attend a colloquium sponsored by the philosophy department on the integrative aspect of Marx. At the same time, I’ll try looking into programs of the School of Education to see if I could work out a program investigating language and language learning. My interest in the subject is rekindled by my reading Ayer’s Men and Language, a book that might be useful in helping me prepare for my proposed Humanities course on exploring the nature of humanness.

I attended the political symposium at our college yesterday both at 10 and 11. The first session was interesting dealing with the question whether the purpose of American government in its present form is for the benefit of the many or the few. The conclusion was, of course, that the US government is run by the power elite, that 1% of the US population with more than enough disposable wealth they can contribute their ill-gotten gains to the political campaigns of those who will promote the policies that will help increase their wealth. Not too startling, to be sure, but rather disconcerting to be reminded. With such a conclusion, knowing whom to vote for in the upcoming election between Carter and Ford is unclear. While Carter is a Democrat, he owns a peanut farm, so I’m not sure how different his views are from Ford’s. I suppose I should look at their proposals for dealing with the social problems that plague our society, but I doubt either one will offer anything that will
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