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Ok

Joe tossing off them bitter dregs dregs from some injun mug

injun mug of bitter cowboy coffee, seeing that freeside

that freeside from rusty ramblin Ford.

Ok

That Joe kept him his boots on,them well worn leather boots

them well worn boots ah genuine cowhide leather

Walk'em dry, Joe, walk'em dry

you fuck off.

Righteous moss, Joe honey, right on you jiveass fuck off

told him they hung two niggers from off a water tower spout just outside naha, naha, okinawa, nineteen sixtyfive goddamn right he kept him his boots on.


They were away raising dust raising cain peering intent through the trees strung thin,


peering intent, bellies just as empty as the day is ...


They were away through the trees two lane blacktop gunning that rusty ford yellow light

when NEON:




HAHRVEYS HAMBURGAH HAVEN Meat So Good Too Eat



Harve stone dead for twenty odd years with nought but that NEON sign just said EAT which them pesky critters from outa the woods et up mostly like the sumbitches could read leaving only Zelda and her little brother, Sammy, snotty nose and all, three booths, four stools, and one scarred table cause just too dang hard to git good help these days, ya see that, so what'll it be, boys, fame or fortune?

So what goes on yer burgers? asked Joe. 

Grease, came Zelda's reply

Grease? Grease and?

So what am I, ya think, the frickin book of knowledge? came Zelda's repost, replying.

So rambling again sitting up tight and sitting up straight straight down double yellow lines, old number 7 straight sacked rambling down that freeside two lane blacktop cut through doug firs two yards wid,e endless lines and exit signs ...


JERUSALEM 9 MILES



So Joe now riding on bourbon and despair dreamed of better days

those better days, those better days in Brighton, sunny Brighton by the sea

with the summer sun never setting on the British Empire the summer sun at evening,

a lonely strand and some strange cockney spoon pusher man, 'ave a snort, he says,

cheap at arf da price.

(word gets around, see, scratched on barracks latrines, auf deutsch, and word o mouth from bedraggled queens, en francais, see)

With the ancients on parade, the old folks who occupied slender threads of time and every room but his, his a reproach, and that night at the old folks fandango, geriatrics doing a tango, a less sensitive fella than our Joe wouldn't took offense when they tossed him from the fete farfelu for telling tales the ancients disbelieved: the twilight on the beach beneath a haloed moon footprinting down the shore, the sloping sandy shore, the startled mrs C out sneakin a fag, the woman dressed rococo, hello, he says, impertinence, she screams, go piss up a rope, some gothic scene, no bt she'd read the advertisement, the four by six in the Switzers' catalogue just there next to the Connemara brooch, there that gizmodangling from her thin wan lips that inhalent purifier made in Hong Kong ...

(but that's getting behind our tale to the time when our hero was somewhat disabled, diddled, in fact, by what he had self-diagnosed as a dose of the clap, the virulent bull clap)

Lullabies wafting o're the chalk cliffs played by the Scarborough orchestra on the BBC lofting o're the waves to soothe the madness of the Queens while lovers shop and save at Switzers Grafton and Wicklow, Dublin Ire Telephone 776821 twelve lines no waiting call now no wait ... I'm I'm I'm an old woman, she says, frail, so so so frail, shrunken paps gothic horror

(eh, some pity for the old gal, huh kid, jeez louise)

Was that perhaps Larry the Leprechaun returning my roach? OK

Joe pulled from his pocket a small ball of gouda, red gouda cheese.

The afternoon in the WC at the end of the long narrow mildewed hall hotfooting to relieve the bowels of ...

(Our hero suffers all the jungle maladies: amoebic dysentery, ulcers, malaria, and a variety of shrapnel afflictions.)

Bursting upon the stately, the princely, Mr F massaging his genitals O! what the bloody hell is heard what the hey, out, out, out, he cries out out out while wetting all over the floor is it any wonder the linoleum lifts while some string quartet plays minuets in the parlour and the princess drools down the front of her little lace smock, Mozart must be varicosities throb as he screams write the management I will might as well stay at abloody bed and sod it OUT!

Poor Joe, his bowels have spotted his shorts. No matter. He's opted for small balls of red gouda cheese. Is it any wonder the shiftless harlot disrobes so languidly?

And every morning at breakfast fighting the toast and marmalade with ill-fitting false fronts and tender gums plaqued and plagued with gingivitis, pills at hand one, two three, four whilst our hero sits shoveling the eggs and rashers, tomahtos and potahtos, like a man to the hanging tree at dawn.

Sipping straight sacked old number 7, rambling down the two lane in that rusty hulk of Ford mesmerized, seventy odd miles an hour rattling valves and spewing smoke hurtling once again through time's space without the space of time.

OK

Just Joe. Tossing off them bitter dregs

02/1969; 08/1973
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1


... and at the corner cafe

i ordered ambrosia and zucchini waiting for the apocalypse

waiting waiting waiting

until old clootie with her cat shuffled across the pavers tap tap tapping

bringing the dusk the evening dim the dark

and i passed another day with my eyes closed


2


... and old clootie sighs and sends penny postcards

from her opium den down the alley inviting me to come

and smoke

with her narrow eyed friends and then go build a railroad

through the mountains of the moon tracking through the foothills

tracking over the plains tracking

but i ...

i cannot afford commitment cannot risk tranquility

and so make no sign


March 1970 (1978) San Francisco
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the joke poem
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ego te absolover: gestayer


i bleeved you knot i pleede you so what was it, dear

i did knot know

know it so so all too implossible

know knot what kneads you be a whoa in mean is what i jest

do know know


why


did you knot no me more or so sure

i wood du less stone no morse

but blewed no most



a thamigone shoute i go


it kneeds be know

gargotuany kneeds wree know kneeds do

gargotumall



today


i bleeve for rue

insite

outsite wood be morse stone phrops

phrops knot

mishe mishe insite now mishe mishe te timmer so cum two you glide

amittle moinster cloping bout

insite my heard cum too mightstar gargantually



as


the hawk sits gently nigh



January 1971 Eugene
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