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		Imitation of the Tape

		Composition … by Jackie Duluoz … 6-B

		‘Now up yonder in Suskahooty,’ said Dead Eye Dick – no, I exaggerate, his name was Black Dan – ‘up yonder in Saskahoty,’ said Dead Eye Dick Black Dan, ‘we used to catch suckers every day on Main Street down by the bank, you know the one with the red bricks, that I was standin in front of when – but you introduced (ain’t that right?) me to them two suckers from Edmonton or somethin – yeh, that’s right (just when you said that you reminded me – ‘This was in Muscadoodle, Wyo., many years ago, had a circus there, was makin the line from around Ogallala, Nebraska, clear to the Willamette Valley – my old lady got sawdust on her dress in Ohio that year – shucks and god-damn, I’m gonna go to Charleston, West Virginia Saturday night, or jump in the river, one.’

		But no, wait in here, don’t you know I’m serious? you think I’m? – damn you, you made, you make, the most, m – I guess – but now wait a minute, till I I – but no I’ll jump on in, I meant to say, w – about whatever – well, I swear, I swow – whar’s home just like that little character with Barney Google or that used to be Barney Google the hillbilly, the little bald guy with the jug always yellin ‘Lowizie whar do you put my – corncorb pireper?’ or (English almost wasn’t it?) – hee hee hee – what? No, I wandered that time, on peyotl which is total I’ll tell all. Baby won’t you laff? – I had to stop and th – it really is almost impossible to go on w – and yet so deciduously silent or something, my dear says the British Noble like James Mason at the moon, but now I forgot what he’d say and go on with my p – so stoned in Boston the time I had my suit pressed in a little
			tailor shop on Beacon Hill before I went to my – nor can I ever forget the young fellow with me – Ladies and Gentlemen, move aside please, let me introduce, ascertain and try to keep accumulating – meet the one and only Roger Buttock, descended from the Buttock Bank Indians. Too, there was a movie house (what? house?) around the (wah? corner?) of the Strand Theater not to be confused with hair strand, in my dreams: this perfect little B- or C-movie full of Sunday afternoon children – a dream! See? Never no hassles there, (they had a toilet. I go down to it in the dream and hang around and drink rotgut when I get too old to enjoy the picture), nothing no hassles, I love my sweet dreams, they sustain me, I see – I see – what! Wake up to reality my boy! Howk? Signed, for today, for now – no we’ll continued right along the monologo.

		The newspaper lengthens, but ever without true dimensions within the lyre, the gyre, the – oh – the – the – oh – well, grier. (Laughter). Wait a – how they skirl the edges of Endeemion! O brassuges! Oh peyotl total bongoola, Oh mogul rogal portals! Mawrdegras; fine too … with an s but never … (pause) … jungled … (dared); first, voodoo, written by Bud Powell and Miles Davis; well and so I said to him ‘Hey sweetiepie lay off my old cunt’ and the cop was off duty, standing in the door, with a hard-on! Reading that little twenty-five-cent pocketbook ‘Marihuana’ – ‘Sally you old (Nova Scotian whore) tuffle!’ Then high on tea I came to the Indian plateau and drew a deep breath, and made the following introductory speech (to the voice of Yma Sumac?)

		
				Definite depth

				Cattishness

				Sitting on a stool

				Loves to sing

				A woman, a woman

				Handy hands

				Fainting Desdemona of the Andes

				Twirling Barrett from Wimpole street

				Her musicians say Motherfucka, fuck-a

		

		‘Eee! ee!’ she says – even editors of great publishing houses listen – ‘oompaca-a-g –’

		Growl! I didn’t know the jungle was so (man this is a r – of, why, ah, in the Cathedrals of Europe I used to weep and wail for sight of such – ah – such fine and wondrous metadinal finure; if they call th – I’m – you’ve got to be serious, I feel – I hear – calls on horizons to which I can never reply because it is completely impossible for me to go that far without a Safari. But I’d love a Safari in Mexico, or in Peru, or Chile, or Ecuador, or all the headwaiters of the Orinoco where only several weeks ago a party pitched camp, in the area of the Quarhica and Quarahambo tribes – but here’s our B-movie again. All my B-movies, all our B-movies, taught us what we know now about paranoia and crazy suspicion. Yet would you throw away a good B-movie? – get high on T, and go and see them mope and murp and muckle in a mad dream? Now I want to lie among the salmon plasters of the Plateau
			Monastaire, the monastery among the muskat and the showering Judean maguey madrubber, cactu spiritu; with Hugh Herbert.

		In Africa with the eye fixed on straight (they’re trying to scare us, the Indians are trying to scare us, I love the Indian, I am an Indian, my mother has Iroquois blood and I have not fathered a Cherokee, nor a Sioux – nor an Omaha short, sad, ting-haired and squat in the rainy dusts of Nebraska, of Shelton, Nebraska where the railroad eats up a watertower as it smashes by for or from Chicago. But, ah, not to get hungup, man, now you’re to listen to me now, and let me tell the story – see? – right – of the Omaha I’d ever, or Woo! – interestinger tales about the – and then there was the Kwakiutl (teach ’em how to spell! codutl will save the world! codutl will save the world!).

		This movie house of mine in the dream has got a golden light to it though it is deeply shaded brown, or misty gray too inside, with thousands not hundreds but all squeezed together children in three diggin the perfect cowboy B-movie which is not shown in Technicolor but dream golden (incidentally some of the Mornings of those Sundays I have definitely spent riding the freighters of a spectral little Canadian choo-choo railroad which however in one dream suddenly became so vast that it took me to great tremendous distances, in Siberia for instance, where on a gray month I paddled up the Obi, yes the very Obi itself, in a canoe, or small boat, with my mother, deeper and deeper into the pounding drums of the North Pole behind the ass of Siberia and the Salt Mines); but dream golden with silver arras of mist; across the street (I’m not kidding) is a coalpile with blue diamonds in its dust but this is only noticeable at night:
			Listen if we’re all going to be serious – but now I’ve already lost my seriousness, or that particular one that came there, since the time you said, boo, too, or did you say boo? if at all, anyway – but stop yelling my name over the air! Bunch of sweating phonies! Oh the sins of America! O poor deal! O Depressions! O wanton – O soft fields of Virginia when they crossed the river on a May night, news of junctions ahead, signs that a farmer’s barn would soon win a name to rank it with the turrible name of Waterloo! O weep not Chekhovs! Oh boy with the dewy musket, in a doorway, or a flaptent, or under a tree by the hanging carcass – O soldier bugler, soldier lad, SOLDIER BOY of sadness – (and over by the courthouse Grant lets out a fart heard around the works, the earthworks). O redoubts! O rebops! O mighty name of A. P. Hill! Oh Oxford scholars – O merders of Paris and murgers of stock!! O murkers! – A. P. Hill, tell you more
			about – A. P. Hill soon as the U. P. News comes on and the results of the Eleventh Race at Arlington Park purse five thousand million dollars, Bloom let the soap melt in his backpocket he was so hot. I used to be a sports reporter (on the Kwakiutl Herald in Winnepunk,) on the Lowelltown Sun, up in the musk country, the French-Canadians come mushing down from Canado to visit relatives and for several days there’s nothing but laughing and scratching on Moody Street – joyous clear cries in the – what? Roy Eldridge? – Roy Eldridge was playing with a band when I sold candy in the theater – or is – was – playing – and do you know how far that goes back?’

		‘No, how far does go back that hype?’

		‘As far back as a faroff horse, don’t ever let that horse catch you, he’s got a shroud that rider.’

		‘Oh now you’re just trying to scare me you dear fool – shrouds? a rider? didn’t we gently kick him off our plateau with Phillip?’

		‘Oh no; Rendrovar, they shoved his glittering body down into the ice; seven masked men and a cabinet in which a clock ticks to its own mahogany echo, undampened by human hands, awake, alive, by its virtue of engines – ah, being a machine – it has won the ability to live and tick by itself till the spring runs out and can Shelley be far behind, with this damned generation not doing anything but waiting for spring, summer, and fall to come.’

		‘Oh Mowdelaire! He leaned and glanced, balcony – say, why did I say balcony? Hand me that bloody handkerchief, I guess I done gone to meet the (in Washington, DC the young hipsters who run the White Tower late at night and freefeed their subterranean flipped chicks have no conception whatever of the dignity which we are supposed to employ in the contemplation of Abraham Lincoln or even plain Abraham) gone to meet the Nay-z-eye, the neigh-zye, the Na-zi menace by myself, in the everywhere I go, gigolo bop to my furlined boots upon which I wear a pearl necklace like Billie Holiday and her dog (Nobody Digs My Dog Like I Dig My Dog) (This movie house –) Saying, “This movie house” is obviously a camp, isn’t it?’

		In the morning the campfire girls ate the ashes of the night before in their breakfast bacon.

		Of course we can’t possibly conceive of running your weekend but could you possibly leave the machine under my tree or I’ll flip my wig. LADY GODIVA. (clad) They knocked me out on a stone of hemp the other – AT THIS POINT IN HIS DREAM DULUOZ WOKE UP and recall – though admitting the blue blur of that – Duluoz woke, recalled that he hadn’t seen his father for the longest of times and that possibly he must be dead just as real as death. ‘Well then,’ he thought, leaning on the boxcar down the edges of which ran the stain of his sperm, ‘if I’m to be bateyed in the night for no other reason’ – or in whichever way he must, then, have phrased his thoughts, being nineteen ears or years (not corn) old and … Well, you see, I hung myself up. Duluoz …

		On the North Atlantic Ocean at dawn, in the month of October, the gray light turns bright fog white and shines whitely on the wet decks of great irondecked vessels groaning to the fro fray. (Meade should have lost an arm at Antietam, the ditty batath; look at all the boys kid under his command, the bloody genius! ‘… enlightened by the vollied glare,’ as Herman Hankering Melville says, or sez, (Hey Millie!) (this, just then, see, an imitation of my father’s column, written, my ah, father writing a column called Ferd or Ez or Ed or something where the humble little guy takes his wife to the movies every (opening) Thursday night to see (oops) the show and to comment about it, picture first, for it was a movie column, and then (oh um) … the seven acts of Hespasi, Vaudeville, when fellows with the leftover white paint of clowns on their necks used to cut through redbrick alleys with that one white or
			brownish light illuminating the gravelly entrance, with, as in cartoons, sad sleepy 3 A.M. (oh it’s three o’clock in the morning) houses, or apartment houses, with the cats on the backfences where a tree in Brooklyn dearold grows, and the front part, where, somehow as in a Kafka sweet nightmare, a great clock telling the time is installed: as if, now listen I know I’m – where, I say, and as if some landlord so beneficent as in feudal times had installed a giant clock for his tenants to tell time by when they come home drunk with Moon Mullins at all hours and wrap themselves around rubber lampposts with X’s in their eyes or X’s for their eyes.) (But X’s will save the world!) Here, not, who, now these people (I am not incoherent) but the matter at hand, harrumph:

		The headline reads (as follows) Arrumph, Kaff!

		PEYOTL IS TOTAL Essay on Cody Pomeray



		
			Part I Beyond Cody There are
only Thieves, the Sins of
America be Damned.
HAVE YOU EVER KICKED
A REEFER?

			Ball Hits Fence
in Middle Board. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

			(what I used to do, throw a rubber ball, after supper, at a board in the broken window of the neighbor barn and when I hit it flush in the middle it was a strike, when I barely missed and it hit the protrudent shelf and flew off into the air, it was a hit, a fly ball, which sometimes I caught to make the put out; thus being pitcher and outfield, center fielder, really, plumb at the same time.

			  For this memory I didn’t have to go back to dear old Compton my hometown; Jack L. Duluoz, Compton, Calif. (LOCAL BOY INDICTED FOR FORGERY)

		

		But it’s still quite essential to follow:

		Extra News! Billoboard running over, oh Billboard

		Running over, O Billboard, Oh Gilgo, O

		Walking one Time ’Cross

		the City of Providence (where they used to cut the turkey’s head off)

		
			PROVIDENCE AWAITS THY SENSES FOR ’TIS WITHOUT SAID PROVIDENCE WE DIE

			Then three balls not unlike the balls of a – an old jewish without a capital W pawnballer, ballpawner, so fat and thick on balls he oozes munificence – but I dawdle, to go on –

		

		Fags anonymous especially me and the lit
ones (this does not mean
literary, it means lit
with a match)

		It’s so cold in Suskahooty that you can’t see across the river; northern Canada, y’know; (I spied a young lady in yon, yon, yon)

		
			WmRnHearst didn’t have as m –



			Nobody digs my dog like I my dog dig

			But of course I don’t have to go through all that, we’ll t – when we’re bloody well finished or shall I wait for the early morning fog when equestriennes clad only in skin fighting tideropes … I have seen the rp, the proud ladies of the Hore Show, Horse Show, I have seen, but I have seen, typing is a goof

			FRANK GOFF WAS THE NAME OF THE CATCHER FOR THE PHILADELPHIA PONTIACS. YOU’VE GOT TO MAKE UP YOUR GODDAMN MIND IF YOU WANT TO GOOF OR DON’T WANT TO GOOF OR WANT TO STAY ON ONE LEVEL KICK OR GOOF AND KICK ALONG MISSPELLING AND

		

		I had conceived of Art Rodrigue in this fashion; Art Rodrigue the first baseman for the Philadelphia Pontiacs; but don’t explain any further; he was just like Al Robert, but Portuguese of course and so invested with that particular raw power they showed on sundrowsed porches of mid Moody afternoon, sometimes with guitars with which they imitated American and Western kicks but were really, as only Saroyan knows, hung on, or hung behind, their own great homeland kicks. Same with the Canadians … the guitar for them was a sign of – but wait, I was on the Portuguese, and Art Rodrigue; for some reason too, this Art Rodrigue was to be exactly, to look exactly, infinitely perfectly like Al Robert, the same big tanned seriousness, like the last firstbaseman I saw, the last ballgame I saw, so beat am I, was a Class D league game down in Kinston, North Carolina and where, true to God by Gawrsh, like I say, the first baseman,
			H. W. Mercer, was tall and tanned and morose and serious and mooning for Hollywood, that is, to eventually become a movie actor, like say, Gene Bearden of the ideal minor league ballplayers of the movies and even of Ring Anderson by Gawrsh, you know, Ring Anderson, who wrote the Magnificent Andersons. Well by God, Art Rodrigue was going to look exactly like Skippy Al Robert; and so, especially because he wore this light cream and orange uniform of the Pontiacs his dark face particularly glowed on the green and dazzling playing-field of afternoon when men squint to see the wheat and the day. At night, I had no doubts as I lay in my bed, Art Rodrigue and other ball players throughout the league, imaginary as it was, went out and spent evenings with naked and willing women; I could even see Art Rodrigue sitting facing a naked Armenian girl sitting on a Cape Cod settee with a book and great perfect breasts standing regardant and soft, not regardant like lions, nor soft
			jelly, no Katzenjammer Kids or Animal Crackers or Zoo Parades, but firm and powerful; and so on; Art Rodrigue, who in drowsy afternoons when the clouds over Massachusetts floated past the upper panes of my window where I could see through the side of the curtain, and knew, as I say, that I had some immortal cloudy destiny somewhere behind and forwards of me still to deal with and yet a destiny so soft and fleecy, i.e., like the clouds, that I had nothing to do but notice them and turn away to further and dustier endeavors of the present and of the events of the living world. The inestimable Latinness of my Art Rodrigue, and of the Pontiac baseball team in general (crayoned in orange, position by position, on an ordinary card, slightly glossy, from the father’s office, the printing office, see) and the Latinness even of my Summer League, as it were a tennis-and-knickers-Barnstable Cape Cod league coolness, I made this ah, now I’m talking, this
			summer league called … well damn, I forgot the name, just as I forgot the exact number of tin cans in the small dump in back of the Rockingham race track the gray misty day Mike and me found a ripe tomato growing among the empty whiskey bottles and ate it raw without salt and without benefit of the Pope’s advice about salt; but (and as the races were run off to roars we couldn’t see); the names of the teams in the summerleague were Tydol, Gulf, Texaco (not Texcoco, I wasn’t with the Indian yet); Peyotl, no, not Peyotl, another gas, to be sure not an offbrand gas, or grass, any more than I would sell you any bad shit or Shell you one; names (before J. C.) which were so soft and orange and yielding to my couch, to my kicks, I lay there, twelve, high on the colors of the imaginary uniforms of imaginary baseball teams on cards; and hungup too and more vitally than ever now, the color of the great silks of great proud socialite stables, like C. V.
			Whitney ‘Light Blue and Brown’ (who but C. V. Whitney, Cornelius Vanderbilt Whitney, would dig the greatness of Light Blue and Brown, shirt is blue, hat brown, indistinguishable through field glasses on flowery bright afternoons) (in those days, between races, they played records and of course to make it racetrack-cool they played what were then fairly oldish or sentimental records, Rudy Vallee ‘A Pretty Girl …’, like we play Sinatra now we who swooned over him on the road, in the street, out in back of the Beverly Hills Alpine cocktail lounge where the faint strains of Artie Shaw’s clarinet seep out to knock up a young painter hurrying from one easel to another thinking of peyotl and color); hungup I was too, on the greatest of the great silks of the American turf, the colors of the owner of Omaha, winner of the 1935 Kentucky Derby, Woodward, red polkadots on white silks; although you might think the Cream and Cerise of MY daydream stable
			would, ahem, surpass that; hungup on the Harold Paine Whitney silks, which I remember had a stripe of black in a faint borscht silk field, wow, with regardant 1066’s from Oakland called Norman.

		But the league, when it transpired in the afternoon, had a life of its own; at night it no longer occupied my (me), it was the thing for next afternoon; at night, I was hungup on the great darkness beyond the street lamp out in the dirtroad front of the house, which was under the greatest hugest tree in the world, it had a SWish to it you could hear clear to Sacramento, Calif. and I ain’t talking about Compton, either; for you know I’d never abandon my old hometown Lowell when telling what I know about noble trees. Afternoon or evening, that tree had ’em all beat. Why, I remember the night Mr Hoorair from across the street got mad at little Pinky-Winky whose name don’t remember but he did something wrong, I’ll say, he was my slave, he groveled at my feet in my kitchen as I sat there with my Operator 5’s and Secret Agent X-9 cartoons (although by then that phase, of drawing Secret Agent X-9 in
			particular – I think my last and most unsuccessful and quick to die cartoon conception and Hero was a guy called ‘Pecker’ – like decline of a civilization – think of that); but I remember that kid being given hell, leaning on the fence, under the tree, while the man gives him the finger and gives him hell, for something, as the great tree swishes over them in the high mysterious breeze of evening. Did I dig evening? is that a question to ask? I slept on the porch, I had covers on the swinging swing; the boughs of the great tree did all the creaking for me; and soft the voices of the winds came from over the grasses of Dracut Tiger Field now cooing to the wild sound of crickets and maybe even the wild sound of a seatspring lurching in lovers-lane backseat of a car parked beneath homeplate pine, and dew; the wind came across that, laden with news of upper woods and places where farmers like Robert Frost slammed barndoors in the early morning and made a sound that
			would echo clear across two or three properties and subsidiary forests and small rivers, brooks really, running brooks with small rapids, that however in sullen Marches could swell and flood and terrify the wood, I mean, till you expect to see corpses go nudging up to the hump that was once the base of a summer diving board; wherewith, and sooth, in fine, I have dreamed of these woods and those floods and of great symbolic voyages as profound as the Odyssey of a brakeman that begins with a call to deadhead over to so and so and he has to provide, but – and it was Cody I was coming to, then, but as reference and maybe fillup; Africa was never longer than some of the treklands I suffered in the Pine Brook country of my dreams; so came the sweet night wind from those waters, and from the field, and mossed and hugened into movement the great groaning, tossing tree, so martyred, so longfaced a tree that I was not surprised but only apprised of normal laws of
			doom when it toppled like a matchstick in a fury-fury hurricane, October, 1938, the month and almost the week, if not definitely the week, of Thomas Wolfe’s death.

		That afternoon began, in fact, the hurricane afternoon, clearly enough with the sudden riptide pace of thin, snaveled clouds across the glary pale above; to add to all that horror, of clouds racing so fast too that you didn’t quite believe it and looked twice like at a comedian in a B-movie, a double take; so sinister an afternoon and introductory disaster that on the way home, in the grayness of Aiken Street near the dump, a telephone pole had caught on fire and the engines were lined up putting out the fire with their hoses; engines and men that within an hour or two would suddenly be alerted as everybody and the authorities in a simultaneous amazement would realize that a fullscale hurricane was upon this northern manufacturing town in New England. To this day, in the wild and virginal woods near Athol, and in the West, in the Berkshires, in the dismalest swamps east of Hartford or west of Worcester, or northeast of
			Springfield, or outside raw, gloomy Fitchburg of the crags and wild pine, great tree trunks lie bent on the ground as a result of that Hurricane of 1938 … just drive at night, hitch-hike at night outside Billerica, Mass. and let that old B & M brakeman who goes to St Margaret’s church in the Highlands of Lowell on Sunday morning tell about the havoc he saw then and still sees signs of in the forest as on the trains he plies his living back and forth in the darkness and coal-smoke of the night. I knew a guy like that, Cudfield, but to get back, though, to the gray and bleak tragedy of that burning telephone pole I’ll never know why it looked so foreboding to me or how I could have felt the impending fury and horror (well it was horror to some, those who lost property and even those without property who don’t understand why God sends terrible storms on people, don’t gloat on sea walls in the winter or ride bicycles to Switzerland from a spinning plate of anchovies (Humph); but enough, let us sleep now, let us ascertain, in the morning, if there is a way of abstracting the interesting paragraphs of material in all this running consciousness stream that can be used as the progressing lightning chapters of a great essay about the wonders of the world as it continually flashes up in retrospect; as, for example, this night I ran cold water into a glass at the sink while everybody was high and immediately was reminded completely and perfectly of the cool exact waters of Pine Brook on a summer afternoon.

		Mike’s brother was so strange that when he was locked in the attic one time he scratched on the door to be let out. He was Roland, well dressed and incapable of finishing a thought without a smile; thin, small Roland with his dark curly hair and sharp-cheeked smile. Trouble in the family centered around them because they were deadly enemies. Mike hated his guts and tried to admire him while Roland, far from caring, was at the same time completely suffering and unable to rest. Mike was a merchant seaman.

		The family was on to them. Jane … or Crazy Jane, as Roland called her … was amused but enlightened. ‘Oh well, as far as my brothers are concerned I’ve never had any really, but I can say, if you like, what perfect idiots!’ She knew more about their problems than anyone. On the other hand, another sister knew nothing about their problem but took it upon herself to assume the responsibility for it: this was

		I used to be so cool with my books and records at night in my college room; one Sunday afternoon, too, I saw a boy and a girl in love walking hand in hand across the campus, he up on a wall, she on the pavement, tripping in the rippling airs of afternoon and swash bells from the Cathedrals of Morningside Heights. ‘I say,’ I’d say on the esplanade along the Hudson River, Riverside Drive, ‘how about a light, sir?’ and the gentleman in the bowler hat by God would give me a light. I read the Sunday comics one afternoon on a Riverside Drive parkbench; it was pleasant, it was an early moment of mine in New York when reading the funnies on a bench was synonymous, like an idea, with baby carriages and maids and mothers. I’ve since learned that they’ll hide machine guns in baby carriages – who put suspicion in – what was the name of that bum who stole the housewife’s
			steaming pie from her kitchen winder-sill? In American, the idea of going to college is just like the idea of prosperity is just around the corner, it was supposed to solve something or everything or something because all you had to do was larn what they taught and then everything else was going to be handled; instead of that, and just like prosperity that was never around the corner but a couple miles at least (and false prosperity – ) going to college by acquainting me with all the mad elements of life, such as the sensibilities, books, arts, histories of madness, and fashions, has not only made it impossible for me to learn simple tricks of how to earn a living but has deprived me of my one-time innocent belief in my own thoughts that used to make me handle my own destiny. So now I sit and stew in a sophistication which has taken hold of me just exactly like a disease and makes me lie around like a bum all day long and stay up all night goofing with myself. I had
			thought, in, and before college, that to be a writer was like being, of course, the Emile Zola of the film they made about him with Paul Muni shouting angrily in the streets at the dumb and stupid masses, as if he knew everything and they didn’t know a damn thing; instead of that I wonder what working people think of me when they hear my typewriter clacking in the middle of the night or what they think I’m up to when I take walks at 2 A.M. in outlying suburban neighborhoods – the truth is I haven’t a single thing to wr – feel foolish … How I wish I could grow corn tomorrow morning! How I wish I had enough patience to go and meet Farmer Brown in two hours from now, 5 A.M., and go learn early morning farming matters from him, and sober, too; and not high on tea, either. Instead of that I give myself tremendous headaches and I am also less paid than a Mexican in New Mexico, and at least the Mexican in New Mexico has the
			right to get angry and to feel truly righteous in his heart. If I went for righteousness at the face of God on what grounds could I make such a claim? – where plant my stick? What’s happened to our society or our arrangement of living and trading with one another that without the feeling of righteousness you shrivel away like a pru – I feel so damned small and sick, I walk into a bar not feeling right any more, I used to walk in a bar with a swagger, that’s what bars are for, if not swagger outright I just mean walking in without paying attention to anything but what you’re doing with your friends and with your own thoughts; now, it seems we all walk into bars with fear and suspicion and for that reason I haven’t been to a bar for a long time because only just now I’ve arrived in a strange city and don’t know anyone really. I feel as though everything used to be alright; and now everything is automatically –
			bad. I even look back on 1950, a year when I sm – when I was getting a certain kind of virgin kick on T – stowing away random thoughts, even short phrases, or single crazy words like ‘Blood’ or ‘Wow’ so that I couldn’t forget them when it came around time to – with bumkick denials of what at that time then I thought were undoubted truths. I’ve made everything bad myself by forgetting to order that coal for the winter; by God we can’t use wood in the city streets, we can’t patch up the window with cardboard, the price of candles is going up! You can’t even go and buy seven caramels for a penny even though some of them used to have something that was like rocks in them, one in a thousand … in fact much more than the old naturalistic fishheads and bananas in a bowl. (Two thoughts rushed to the fore but I have to push them back, one concerned my aunt’s livingroom in Lynn, Mass., when I used to see such a
			brown and dull red painting of fruit and fish or grapes or fowl, that’s it, not fish, fowl, in the gloom of lace curtains and beads, while in the corner there hung suspended also my uncle’s sword which for years I thought he had wielded in some Boer War or Spanish War or something though I couldn’t find it in my history and knew of course it had nothing to do with the Word War I there were no such swords in that war, only to find it had been handed to him on a velvet pillow by some Fezzed society of the pre-Twenties eras when the Masons and the Lions were on the roar just starting to make a big Kiwanis about everything … that poor uncle, too, who commited suicide; and whose chief fame in my little mind previous to that lay in the fact that he was such a champion ice cream eater, sundaes and sodas and splits and all, that members of the family used to trail him to count the number of times. Those first visions of the world seen from a college
			window, in the safety of that, which were so melancholy yet at the same time so fine and so cool that you go to sleep on them with a smile so to speak (I go to sleep on present anxieties with a nervous smile) must have been more comforting than the ones I have now because I am now so frightened and feel so strange about everything. If it was a matter of hitch-hiking – the comfortable and beautiful darkness of a good old (evil) college campus, where lights burn so softly and goldenly at evening, especially in winter dusks, when the air is so clear the bells of novena rap out with a keen and pristine clang that socks across the air like ice and you pause a-snifflin before some Englishified little window full of books or Brooks Brothers shirts that you don’t even have to buy, just look at. In those days I must have been happy, to have such memories of it now, to be able in fact even to save one memory out of it, that it wasn’t buried like all my
			happy moments of now are buried the moment they spring up, so that I don’t remember a thing the next day and am only ready to face new sorrows. In those days I must have been a regular student wandering in thought among the shops and windows, like in Poe or Melville. In fact, yes by God I was; I worked as a waiter in a basement Bohemian restaurant with candles on oilcloths in Greenwich Village and got high with the dishwasher in the kitchen on tea, talk and dancing, the dancing he did himself, he was an African primitive dancer, his hands were long as nails, he was a colored maniac; I’d muse on him as I wended my way snowward. Not soon after that, though, I’ll bet I began to look around. The sins of America are precisely that the streets … are empty where their houses are, there’s no sense of neighborhood anymore, a neighborhood quarter or a neighborhood freeforall fight between two streets of young husbands is no longer possible except I
			think in Dagwood Bumstead and he ain’t for real, he couldn’t – beyond this old honesty there can only be thieves. What is it now, that a well-dressed man who is a plumber in the Plumber’s Union by day, and a beat-dressed man who is a retired barber meet on the street and think of each other wrong, as the law, or panhandler, or some such cubbyhole identification, worse than that, things like homosexual, or dopefiend, or dope pusher, or mugger, or even Communist and look away from each other’s eyes with great tense movements of their neck muscles at the moment when their eyes are about to meet in the normal way that eyes meet on the street, and sometimes with their arm muscles all tense too from the feeling that there might have been contact, which arises from the vague abstract mental suspicion that there’s going to be a sudden fistfight or assault with deadly weapon intent, followed by the same old excuses when the moment of
			meeting is past and both parties realize it was just two fears meeting on the street, not two sacrifices, really, to coin a ph – or explain it that way. Looking at a man in the eye is now queer. Why else should you be looking a m. in the e. If you want to find out if he’s going to cheat you, go ask his psychiatrist, he’s got all the records available.

		Sunday Night

		
			Dear Evelyn –

			Guess what’s going on while I’m writing this – ‘The Hour of Charm’ – this has been a beautiful winter day with bright sun, no wind and the thermometer up to 20 d, better than the 5 d of last night. We’ve been comfortable though and nothing has gone wrong.

			We finally did get a night at home last week after all but it took a sprained ankle to do it. Thursday night we went to the Arts Club musical program and as we came out mama turned her ankle so we had to cancel one appearance – … I’m making her a chest out of those two walnut doors she brought from Ravenswood … We are planning a Christmas at home and probably by ourselves –

			
				… Ever, Pop (Cody’s wife’s father)
			

		

		Galloway rolls on. On summer nights when a boy decides to stay up late sitting on the porch he hears rising from the valley of the river … but I always say, like I did say originally, Galloway rolls on, you can’t help it, and then I was to say, now, hep, don’t run away, don’t move, to say, yes, to say On summer nights when a boy and I meant to say a little kid decides to stay up late or halfway gets the chance to do so from his parents who are sternly intent on sleep as a health measure as well as necessary, ahem, (driving my car through the Saturday afternoon sunny streets of Los Angeles ever blessed week has finally made a man of me,) why, that river, that rollin old river, why, that Roanoke, that roanokin river, that … decides to stay to stay up late sitting on the porch he hears rising from the valley of the river, well that’s really from the hole of the river, or the valley hole, the
			river bed, bed of the valley, from the valley bed the great big hush of dark waters no I meant to say waters, of waters plain and simple, that is like the sound of darkness to anybody who ever was raised and lived in galloway massuchusetts and so on, the hassle … being, you have to think of words at the same time that maybe you have to think of actions, like say, the actions of the damned and dead cemeteries … to coin, but the old ladies of Galloway can tell you, and the voices of the old ladies of Galloway are somehow commingled in this hush of the river of the night, that ‘old eternal’ hush, old spontaneous eternal hush, saying, and in noble great tones, I have no tones, apparently no mind, just twit, tweet, what a day this might have been. Napoleon might have fallen lot to my pillar of glass with its cargo of golden piss falling out of Billy’s broken eardrum … why they, he, Doc Holliday shot off the tips
			of Billy’s ears, and all the day’s woes piling up on Drumm Street in regular riptide intervals, like say the dead are laid out in the suburbs row by row, and I came from a land, where they let the children cry, that’s a pooty good land, valued at ten shares an acre, if you can’t boogie, but, and trying to return, origin – yes, yes, I’m (saying, the voices in the Greek tragedian night of Lowell are saying, ‘O go back home, go back home …’). But actually it’s been so long since I’ve heard the sound of the Merrimack River washing over rocks in the middle of a soft summer’s night that I can’t make poesies out of it, or if I did, wouldn’t they, are they not, false? Pure and simple, all you got to do is make your statement, and here is mine: ‘For Claude the river was the … the little Merrimack in Missouri … the playpen, lot lost a wife, lot lost a wife, lot lost wives or wives
			lost lots, if not lot lost lots salt.’ That should make the greatest difference in the world, etc. I really want to go back to North Carolina and watch that dew shudder on the morning corn. On Saturday nights I want to have a mosquito bite my neck while I take down a swig of Old Crow in the flickering lights of a fishfry, with pretty drawlin girls in well-tailored suits stretching their slender legs in such a way in the firelight that you can almost see, as Hubbard always did say, their, that is, ‘clear to their cunts,’ to quote him; but really, I saw one woman in Carolina she was a beauty, engaged to a Marine I guess, hugging looking at rings in trolleys, no, bus, the bus ran through the leafy night among old white houses that ain’t a stonesthrow from crumbly log icehouses now converted to tractor storages, a most beautiful complete rounded perfect woman; one like that in the South, where, when you hear the guitars of the hill
			country in scratching far-off Smoky Mountain or Georgia stations etc. and the bugs are asleep in the cornfield at night – there’s a moon as bright as a bucket of ice, there’s a cobweb across the old sand road and I can hear the doe-dove coo from the night-fog tabernacle of the owl. I want to stretch a pretty girl with soft lips who maybe usherettes on Sundays at a B-movie on Main Street, or whichever street that is, over a sandy old lousy bed in a fishing shack along the brown sluggish old Neuse River, and lay her.

		Why when

		  I was down in

		    New Orleans that year I came across the damnedest old boy. He reminded of a man I knew in Washington, DC in 1942, in the spring, when I went down there to work on a construction job – the Pentagon Building in Arlington, Virginia, scene of the unknown soldier; in the afternoon I used to look up from the dusty shimmering haze of the big job-scene (it was like about as if we were building the new Gethsemane) and see the pillars and portals of Robert E. Lee’s mansion, and say to myself ‘I finally got to the South.’ And a year later, from the window of the hospital in Bethesda, Maryland, seeing a little dirt road winding off into the gray woods, towards West Virginia, I’d say ‘And now I’ve got to explore that old gray road that goes out West.’ New Orleans, that man, I tell you, a hot town, a fine town course you can starve there like everywhere else; and a good man, his
			name was – I forget, but, forgit, but he was once Governor of the State of Florida believe it or not and shaved with me under the hot tropical ceiling fans of old palmtree Nola with its rumbling big river that’s been rolling ever since the environ’s of Butte picking mud as it came down and now’s as big and mad as the last day of the Flood. New Orleans, where Sherwood Anderson and William Faulkner drank bad shit together and staggered in the Vieux Carre, and where people like Truman Capote cut along like undersea monsters on the streets, with Tennessee Williams – I know New Orleans only half well, though, and can’t really say, except, as I say, I knew this damn old boy who came from down there, name was Bull Hubbard, Big Bull Hubbard from Ruston, Luzeeanna, and here’s how and when I met him and what happened afterwards. First sight I had of Washington’s old redbrick I guess you might say Georgian houses one sunny
			hot afternoon in May after I took a rest off a long trip by bus from New York and Boston, I thought, in the waking minute of the dream of life and all that, that I really was in New Orleans and New Orleans has never looked prettier since, because after all Washington IS the gateway to the South. The time has come for every single one American male to go out and be a pimp. This I added on in the spirit of the thing. And of course what I really mean is, the woman has got – the women have got up such an upper hand that there’s no other alternative to salvation. Let all the young women be whores, the old women ladies … who like to do it still. Just like in France, like in Henry Miller’s mad dreams – In New Orleans all you got to do is sit on the levee and play with your balls, let your hand dangle over your balls as though you didn’t care and finally you won’t. We’ll all be like we were on the dump long ago; or like the guy you
			knew when you were little who used to slap all the asses of the women, including your mother, at a party and laugh like mad. That guy has disappeared from the American scene; without him we’ll all – why did I ever tell you about how a Mississippi River or Red River flood can flood a golf course and undermine tees? and make men in white knickers weep? and remind them that mud is where they came from? and that people are still living in mud all over the country, and liking it? like W. C. Fields living on a riverboat in 1950 that’s now become so old and weather-curled that it’s just left sitting in the bare St Louis waterfront in the hot sun of afternoons when the only people on the cobbled shore are nogood nigger boys who played hooky from Progressive School or the old hermit of the river smelling drift stick probably from Fargo, North Dakota. Why, boy, my beard grows longer and to think of it. Why, but I saw, and say, now, to mention, I won’t fall
			apart NOTJUSTNOW! – eeeeeeek! eek eeek! I should, I mean I s – mean I used to write Eek and Shit all over my college days … on gray November afternoons … sittin … room … cutting … Contemporary Civilization. I had nothing but disrespect for my perfessor, I did. Later on, when Mark Van Doren made me realize professors could be real interesting. I nevertheless spent most of my time dreaming on what he must be like in real reality instead of listening to what he was saying. The one big thing, though, I do remember him saying, is, ‘A perfect friend you always meet every two or three years, accidentally, and you can’t stop talking with him; and when he leaves for another two, three years, you don’t feel sad at all; when you meet him again, it happens again. He is your perfect friend.’ This must have been Van Doren himself. They give that man banquets, his alumni students do, and cry, all
			sarcastic professional men, too. He looked up from a paper I had written and said ‘Giggling Lings?’ to make sure I did say ‘Giggling’ before the Chinese name ‘Lings’ and that was the only question he asked. Can you wonder that men love him? I don’t know who this guy is, I just came across him – while this man tended his farm in spare hours, or that is, did a few chores among the flowers, and dreamed, my father sat at a linotype machine puffing a cigar and spitting in a spittoon into which occasionally also pieces of hot lead would fall, smoking. The difference in their class … styles of accomplishment. (I was going to say that I was sorry etc … it would sizzle in the spit … a linotype (machine used to save madness from wild scripts).) All this … They tried to drag me back in the pit of darkness but they failed. I’m talking about all the people, all the monsters that exist in this world.
			You can’t teach this old maestro a different tune.

		The caveman had the right to kill his wife and child and move on to another woman; of course it also meant moving on to other men, to git the woman from, to fight with rock clubs; but the Master Impostor in this week’s Life (this is what you hear in New York all the time, this week’s Life, last week’s Time, their concepts are all brought up … well, that was pretty neat I must say) – ah, but, ahem, kaff kaff, Major Hoople coughing in the wilderness I mean by that, he’s standing by the parrot cage with its wild crimson parakeet and coughing while the bird, from its tangly bushes, yaks at him and tries to beak his eyes out; his fez is on stormy waters, it’s about to fall to the bright linoleum, he and the bird are spending an afternoon together waiting for the missus to get home, on the sun porch, I forget the old name they had it, among pillows, gloss, and
			beads … he walked away swaggering and lumbering, all hairy, all wild in the scraggly morning mists of Upper Neanderthola, southwest country, they didn’t have fences of course but monolithic Robert Frost New England stonewalls; ahem, and then, swaggering, spitting blood, he hurried, across the brush, the harsh twigs and rose thorns snapping at his skin, making it bleed, of course, I added, it also meant moving on to the other men – the question is, did they fight or had they just an agreement, in order to protect their own interests as members of the organic race, otherwise men wouldn’t have survived; yes, they must have arranged systems of shuffling and shuttlin wives, like through a master male agency, almost a union, where you waited in line and kept your eyes peeled on that Reindeer Man board with its buffalo signs for who’s the next cunt coming to, and will she fill the bill; all hurly burlying in cave doorways with massive
			stoneclubs in their hands because there was nobody decadent enough at that time to flunk at the door checking firearms just because the boss proposed it might be a good idea and of course didn’t have the guts to do it himself so got a flunk to do it, but a flunk with a will, like certain flunks that throw out Ernest Hummingbird from Greenwich Village parties and instead of flattening them across the wall, which he can very well do and easily do, he, Ernie, with a bottle of gin and bananas, goes off laughing in the night. But now that swagger, descendant of the caveman who made his wife a gore, and added fillips of the child in it, Fillip Gore, is softened by the same man taking a powder from a dull party and a party from which also he can’t leave without creating a scene and creating a scene is only possible at carnivals and Zanzibars, really, say, for instance, you can get high as you want in the balcony of a burlesk show with your hat on the pack, I mean the
			back of your head, a whiskey bottle in your right hand, a cigarette in mouth, preferably cornsilk really, and yr cok in yr left hand. – you can do that and get real high, or you can smoke marijuana and float down a small Indian river that leads to the Mississippi by a series of subsidiary creeks and rivers, on a raft this is, with a good stove, maybe, a supply of meat already cooked wrapped securely in a good big sack that you can open and slice into every night, some coffee, preferably some Nescafé or Bordens, and a part in the middle of the raft where the wood is so thick and so wetty that you can always plant your campfire there over some sand that you carry on edge of the raft, or really, that is up aft with the galley and the rest of the leavins, the woiks, the home quarters, the heart, the soft of the safari, the place where you light the candle and drink black coffee and smoke your pipeful of marijuana, without deep drags but justpuffing and passing
			it through your nose, just like with Prince Albert, only real great shit, but you can get this marijuana pipe tobacco regularly because you grow it along the river and harvest it no matter what country you happen to be in at the moment when you need it; and you go floating down that little Indiana, river, further and further down into stranger, lighter, greener ever expanding adventures that must and do ultimately take you to a flat marsh by the sea, great ears of sea corn along a waving grass veldt, scents of something, smoke of a city, something mad and wild and far far gone from the tangled viney place where you started when the dream began, or also, I tried to write this at eleven it was called ‘Mike Explores the Merrimack,’ but now wait, I’m not supposed to enter into this but I guess I might as well, now the thing that we’re gonna talk about now is not limited to anything really specific and generally antecephilic, that word I looked up in Web
			– but making – it’s just like Hemingway says, in the swamp the fishing would be more tragic. My Mike started in the swamp the fishing would be more tragic. My Mike started in the swamp of the river Merrimack somewhere, this was the river along by the – but wait a minute, ladies and gentlemen, are we still supposed to communicate? did any of you ever make a speech on Union Square? have you loved my shoe box, my black box, my great black cunt, and Jesus Christ and the great black cunt, have you ever seen Jesus Christ, as I have, standing next to a nigger naked woman with a black cunt, a big black cunt, and Jesus Christ is standing on top of the hill with the wind blowing through his eyebrows and is surveying a rooster about two miles away that happens just at that moment to be perched on a fence not unlike Farmer Brown’s fence except it is a Judean fence in the long ago of the earth, and Jesus Christ is saying ‘Yon rooster crowing …’ preparatory
			to that night’s dark (that nighted and dark fitful) and fitful woe-adventures when they plant bleeding thorns on his head, and drag him spitting blood around, and push him, and cajole him, and mill about him in awful sorrow, thousands of men and women in dank robes wailing, o woe, o woe, and fires are burning someplace up ahead and out of the crowd jumps this lady with a clean handkerchief or scarf and Jesus mops his face with it, like say W. C. Fields suddenly borrowing a handkerchief from a stranger at the Worlds Fair in Chicago some ten, twenty years ago, thirty years, whatever and on the clean rag is left the imprint of his face, including blood features, and the woman runs away not believing it and staring at the rag and bundles it up under her arm like a flag and runs but once in the dark (and now the great thunderstorm and earthquake is forming) she unravels it to see if all the colors, the blood and features ran off into another, but no the
			face of Jesus is still neatly imprinted on that rag and stares back at her phosphorescent and frightening and crazy in the night and she creams, screams, doesn’t know what to do with it, drops it on the ground, kneels before it, wishes her husband was there to help her carry it home, or to pick it up himself, like a piece of dead meat, and the husband is nowhere around, and the visage of Him so meek and morrowfull, stares from its stance in the desert dirt, idly upjaw thrust as when he descended it to his face, but now the rag on a hillock makes a lean – and she, the woman, finally running off ten yards, returning wavering, leaning, swaying, like Whitman’s wives in Long Island, then she sobs and with a gesture just like an Indian woman in Peru bending to pick up a little she just dropped from her shawl while busy cutting up a fruit, she, Magdalene, or whatever her goddamn excuse me lord name was, picked it up off the dark dark ground already beginning to shudder
			and roll from the earthquakes of Golgotha, and ran home through narrow Algerian streets, past pimps and dope addicts, to her home.

		I don’t think I know much about this here Ravenswood of the woman with the silk scarf … You see, though you might have it in your mouth you can never save it there; so don’t hide your money in your mouth. Is that what I meant to say? It reminded me, excuse it please, of a movie I saw with Alan Ladd, ‘Blue Something Or Other,’ flame, or fame, or scame, or shame, or Mame, (Mama), an old lawyer with his frazzled jowls fixed on his stick and spotted bear hands, cirrhotic, if I believe rightly, but in the Alan Ladd I had started to expo(und) (ose), the radio was blaring in the bright LA morning of the motel when the landlady cut up with her mop ’n’ skirts and saw the dead body of the night before on the floor – says I, ‘The dead body of the night before on the floor.’ My father was Popeye, he smoked his pipe by the docks where the paper moon rose and
			‘remember, please, hip, signals, 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, remember, if, pardon, if if, you, will, or not, or whichever, simple enough, the good lawyer (you’ll improve) (shouldn’t have played with that percocicle) “with the passing of parochial time” “refuse the error” “upturn the eras” “call out the natural guard” “hip hope hype mope” “the nazi youth” “the thing is” “solved” “you merely” “give off” “a little” “british” “snuff” “at” “SNUFFY SMITH! that’s his name!”’

		SR. Ahem (Coughing in the church)

		ALTAR BOY. Tedoom te dieum

		SR. Mono-lo-o-go-lo – (fading away like a song across the vasty pews)

		ALTAR BOY. Kiria (snaps the smokepot)

		SR. (himself coughing) (in a low tone) – eh weyondon, il faut saccotez dans un moment comme ca? Arrête … parlez … tu sais, bien tu sais, mon vieux, a tarra ecri un let si tu larra lasse faire la pauvetit maudite comme quelle eta belle et tabarnac shi shpa capable faire ca dans l’derriere et fre mon the priest talked to himself in a secret and intonallish and intonatitativeyene monotonesky la music la musique la belle mais arrête donc il faut arrêtez un moment? and so on with himself

		ALTAR BOY. Ekara-doo-rioom?

		SR. (creaking in a joint) Paradoorium, etabooriumbum, bumboom bum, etara, metaradelaramarea, cest impossible de setangler je veus dire se desetangletai ben mudout coung on thwiey shehe long ague she jeiipeout, echrie and, Francie pare idl thsomc e failt tna dh elEndlgn, but emeie the ejeu –

		(Speaking from the deck of a steamboat through a funnel, W. C. FIELDS, It seems to me …)

		Shifting locks, ADERIANDE. (cool on the purple iron butt of a Civil War Horse in the middle of Annapolis Navy) Cefrantus! By mires, and anon the, but you have to get real high before you can blow any kind of a program, man, so listen to me there’s nothin better in this big t – woops, now the typewriter’s gone, it’s thickening tremendously, Allen Swenson and Christopher and all that, well I swow I don’t understand this matter in the slightest least, although I just was about to say I must say this thing is going to get us down unless we do something about it immediately don’t you think, unless you’d rather I didn’t bother at all, or else, if you wish, and I won’t hold it against you the least minute, now really I won’t, I wouldn’t fan your father, would I now my dear old Sally would I fan your feather, now I don’t think it’s
			necessary to repeat fan your feather, again, that is, I can see from up here Olympianly that the jeiipeout is working again and so therefore you may resume your regular exlax.

		Not that I would object, (spoke up the big woodsman who now, with snouts of iron around his snot comes tripping gaily to kill us, ENVER by name) how now, yea, not that I would object.

		MAN ON SOAPBOX IN UNION SQUARE. Now wait a minute ladies and genmean today I went into a stoh on Union Square street over dere on Fourteenth Street and I bought a hotdog mit sauerkrauten and had some softies ice cream on a cone and drank a cococunt Coke all for a nickel and a kick me a dime, move back there buddy, keep the kids out of this, here’s what I’m gonna do, now wait a minute podnerrrrrrrr …

		GARY COOPER attendant to TOM MIX (the languid grape and I have kissed in the mix, the flaming grape), who sits shaving from a coffee cup: I say Tom, do you – not that I’d had mentioned it before if you hadn’t, ah, seen that from the very first, you, ah, ahem, of course, no, but, ah, as, or in case – you know, here’s what it is, now I – listen to me, I, listen to me, now listen to me, now listen to me, I can certainly damn fuckingwell tell you, I was there, was you there M-a-a-a?

		OWLHORN MOUNTAIN SKI INSTRUCTOR. (in multilapeled multilateral colored mooseskin harveststacksack, with pendant boins, or boigns, as properly spelled, and moody rubies in his hyar): By sooth and foreskin.

		REEL TWO. Charlie Chaplin twinkling in an early morning dew, by a garden wall, just as big Two-Time Butch is about to heave a pail of cold water over the wall.

		MOLDY MARIE. She was an usherette at the Rialto Theater, Lowell, Mass., she used to mop up the ladies’ room after we gangbanged her daughter Filthy Mary in there all night, why you could go to the theater any afternoon and get a handjob just by asking the usher at the door ‘Where’s Filthy Mary?’ and he’d say ‘Oh she’s sittin in the backseat with Gartside there getting a blow job up or something –’

		 ‘You mean a handjob? You don’t think Filthy Mary would try a blowjob in the afternoon?’

		‘Sure, why in the hell not, what’s wrong with a blowjob in the afternoon – you think I got seven jaws for nothin?’

		That’s what I heard him say, and I went down to the front row to see the movie a minute before checking back on the activities of our one and only, our perfect girl, Filthy Mary; and from the front row I of course (and now when I was a very little boy I think my first picture, in other words the first movie I ever saw, I think was a Tom Mix movie with him, white hatted and in fact so snowy in it that in the general rain of that muddy movie screen california he glowed like a glowworm, and synonymous to all that seeing him all leaping across rainy shacks on a robe and landing on maniacs in the dark … I was afraid to stick my hand out in the dark until I was twenty-nine years old, oh I’d say twenty-nine years and such, not thirty, if not thirty, or lotsa thirty, well that’s a lotsa lots, but I’d venture to guess, at the most, or less, twenty-nine years and ten months and twenty-nine days,
			that’s how old I am today, or maybe just a day or more later than that, but later gater, I’m cuttin a caper, and hear me daddy, waitin for you all day long while I slave over my hot stove till you get home from work, fum work you motherfucker and give me a great big fuck against the stove and I throw up my old dress for you anywhere daddy over in back of the barn ennytime you say daddy, or you come in back behind the haystack tonight at eleven or seben o’clock and I fix you up fine, daddy, I pump you dry and fuck the ass off you, what’s the matter with you, I fuck you all the time, daddy, whyfor you don’t come and fuck lil old me, I ain’t afraid of the dark, I teach you how t’fear the dark, down here in New Orleans we got all kinds voodoos, and hoodoos, and hoodsoodoodoos, too, but we ain’tsa worried about that ’cause my daddy tell my daddy what the Lord said last night, and the ladies convene and forfirm it, and we all
			go and make it across the young blue light of the fine dimensions aof the ehekdie kdhdke ashout, thbut and eyou kdht thekkk, there was no real interruption there or anything but the pour pour pure mechanical faculties and fear, natural, of making noise, amen.

		 ‘When I was in the dark that roach pipe was stolen from my hand.’ ‘Then why did you ask the question to yourself? What are you up to, Charley?’

		‘I can’t do anything till I figure out how I could have lost that thing in the dark, I distinctly remember leaving this chair with it in my hand, but now I see by lamplight that it’s not on the couch, nor in the vicinity of the chair, so where, whyar, wheair, wheayerheheheoeoeoeo can it be? (Imitating Milton Berle.) On the vaudeville stage stood two little comedians; in the front row sat a blond; look at ’er, said the first comic; I’m ’avin her now, I’m ’avin ’er now, that is it, with the britishaccent, I have it, yes, that’s right, go ahead and forget what you were saying, if you can’t remember, crack, go ahead, head, creak, crack, crack your head, head; go crack your head in a crack; go crack your head in a craggy rack; go crack your head in the bone yard rack; go crack your head in the wild blue rack; ah ha, go and crack in your heed; go keep, find your
			head, crack it, it is found, now listen, kiddies, go crack your head I say in the mailhouse rack, oh yes, zoom, go crack your head in the hailstorm black, the maelstrom sack; go crack, go crack, the shroudy stranger is my brother, he’s the one who reached out his black hand in the dark and stole my roach pipe.

		Go crack your head in the heady dark; go find yourself another Monroe Starr to sit by swimmingpools with, ten years after he’s dead; go crack your head on a mountain top, go find the blonds with the smelly old cunts just like Cody always says gar bless his old little ole hide that rin the thar rhide whoops whelap crack dhkeyr whoops aht the maggie and jiggs are running third and fourth but there are indications that other things will soon aoccur by whih lookout she’s coming back again where all liable to get killed around dhere and di fyou don’t wash out an dkwhekek dhowowh but now I lost it again who wdra ahlow hdjo w drat it that I should have lost out again like happy old Yeaths now I saw one thing about yea y old Yeats and I say that he is a great man because he learned how to write oatutomatically at the behest of little (gragahest?) ghosts just like james mason wants it but I say and the only thing is
			you’ve got to explain yourself clearly or not at all.

		So they sell corn in dusty side streets; the paisans sink in the purple ground, the sun is the color of wine, the goats whine, the bellies fatten, the kern and the herd and the isle in the reeds and the paddies of day, all recline, in kind; and eventide is come upon old Mexico. Far across the valley they’re blowin up the last of the hell’s volcanoes through a hole in the ground so big I ain’t never even had the nerve to go and look, but I will soon as I round up a return safari; but I’m saying (move back, it’s not raining under the marquee here, damn, Curtis Street is cold and gray in the winter!) boom O crash, (inside throughts, then, I mean thoughts, boom O and all that, those were but by God I had a voice then, I won’t hang up you, go on, well, he said, I just thought, like the little blubbery gubbery guy in the movies with the goopy lip and bald head and wet eyes know him?
			now think hard Americans of my generation! ahem, eek! Danny Kaye winds up in the – dash it all, I made a dash, I wanted to surprise the – booopy, goopym ain thksheye ehere eyd but I had nothing to do with it, so they sell corn in dusty side streets, sure that was a legitimate kick, why dint you guys let me go on talking then we wouldna got all hungup like this fornothin, crise, you guys think theres nothin to do around here but get yourself cunted left and right by wise guys. Listen, I’m no shittin – I know what you’re thinkin, in fact, thought about it a whole lots of times but I know it’ll only bore you – before we harken back – that you guys can
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