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EDITORS NOTE




Like volume 2 of the Bukowski correspondence, Living on Luck: Selected Letters 1960s-1970s, this selection begins with some newly available letters which properly belong by date in its precursor volume. The vast majority of the letters included, however, date from the 1980s and 1990s.

The letters I was in a position to select from are by no means all that Bukowski wrotejust those which have become available in library special collections, which have been kindly furnished by their recipients, or which survive in carbon or photocopies kept by Bukowski himself. Many additional letters were doubtless written which may well turn up in time.

When Bukowski acquired his Macintosh IIsi as a Christmas gift from his wife in 1990his delight in it, despite its frustrations, is well conveyed in some of the letters that followhe found it easy to keep copies of outgoing mail, and, knowing that his correspondence was of value to collectors and libraries and that it would be eventually published, at least in part, he made a habit of sending duplicate printouts of his letters to his publisher John Martin (not always fully identifying the recipients, who were often simply private readers). These conditions explain a certain disproportion in the temporal distribution of the samples in the pages that follow. Moreover, the ease of entering with a few keystrokes not only the date but also the time of writing explains the occurrence of a time in the date line.

The most frequent correspondents, on the evidence of these letters, are a sympathetic and supportive editor, William Packard of the New York Quarterly andas one might expecthis main publisher, John Martin. Next in frequency are letters to another congenial editor, Jon Cone, and to a fellow poet, Gerald Locklin.

I have selected roughly half of the material available to me. Long explanations of his betting methods occur several times and are only sampled here. Detailed responses to specific poems by some of his correspondents are likewise omitted, since without the text being discussed they would be hard to follow. A very few personal complaints that might give unnecessary offense to living persons have also been omitted, but literary judgments have not been softened. Bukowski often expressed his willingness to stand by what he had written.

Date formats have been standardized, except for a few instances preserved to give the flavor of Bukowskis occasionally imaginative ways of dating his letters.

Salutations (generally a simple Hello) have been omitted, with rare exceptions, as have closings, again with occasional exceptions retained to give the flavor. Bukowskis characteristic closings are hold, sure, uh huh, andto John Martin alwaysyour boy.

All underlinings, block capitals, etc. for emphasis have been regularized to italics, except when they occur to add additional emphasis after previous underlining. In such cases we use small caps.

The editorial [sic] is added chiefly in places where a reader might otherwise suspect a typographical error. Occasional brief explanatory notes or corrections are similarly in italics between square brackets. Insignificant spelling errors have been silently corrected, but some slips have been preserved when they seem to convey a flavor of Bukowskis impromptu composition.










1978




[To William Packard]
 July 16, 1978

Back from Germany. West to a racetrack there and a couple of castles. Racetrack had no toteboard. My whole method of play revolves around the toteboard. The castles were cheaper. The last issue of the NYQ was the best#21. People are getting to write more and more like I do.

Packed them in at the hall at Hamburg, 1200 with 300 turned away. Drank 2 bottles of wine and sang it to them. My German editor told me no writer of books had drawn such a crowd since the fellow who had written the book Mein Kamph (spell?). Newspaper and television interviews. Saw myself as tv newscastAmerican writer arrivesI wave off questions, snarl answers, look mean and hungover, hair in eyes, looked authentic somehow.

Anyhow, Im back here where its quiet and Mailer and Capote and Vidol (spell?). Working on a book about the trip. Some guy took 3,000 photos. Im not sure I can do it but have begun to beat the ribbon, first 25 pages done. May go to Paris in September for the French boys. May not. May turn into a complete shit. May not.

Thats it. 96 degrees here. Sitting in my shorts. Have fixed these poems for your eyes for better or worse. 96 degrees here. Smoking Sher Bidis from Jabalpur, India and caressing the good German white wine, Bernkastel Reisling (spell? O, I cant), Brooks too Broad for Leaping, you know1





Bukowskis daughter was 14 years old in 1978.



[To Marina Bukowski]
 September 6, 1978

Hello Marina:

Happy birthday.

Enclosed an m.o. Get yourself something. You know best. There has been a great deal to do around here, writing and otherwise. Leaving for Europe on the 16th, will be back in 3 weeks plus. Meanwhile, Ive got to learn to speak French, haha, and German, haha. Will probably not get to see you until I get back.

I hope going back to school is not too tedious for you. I never liked it.

o.k.




[To William Packard]
 December 31, 1978 10 p.m.

I am sitting in this place in San Pedro, strapped with mortgage payments because my tax accountant says its a good thing. Look, man, I told him, you dont understand writers. This thing is going to kill me. Ive got this old desk here and I can step out on this balcony and see the harbor lights. Much trouble herefell into the fireplace drunk the other night, really got scalded and tore a few muscle sheaths. My girlfriend put cat medicine on my side2 trips to Europe this year. last one I am sitting in Paris and my French editor says, you want to go see Sartre? No, I tell him. I got up and got shit-ass drunk on national French tv before 50 million Frenchmen. I am having Henry Miller luck in Europe; well, not Henry Miller luck, say one-quarter Henry Miller lucknovel, Women, finally out. trying to do a screenplay to be directed by Barbet Schroeder, writing short stories for Hustler, trying to change my luck at the racetrack. I like San Pedro, the blacks, Mexicans, whites, all mix without much trouble or tensionso far. I mean, since Ive been here. Europe is clean and quick and a dollar there buys about what a quarter does here. The whores of Paris lovely, lovelyIve got to do another 15 years of good, hard writinglets see: 58 and 15 equalswell, best not to think about thatMet a guy at the track the other day. Man, he said, we sure miss you down at the post office! you were really funny, man! the funny he was talking about were those sounds I was making from the crossGot your card. Packard, I dont know where the fuck your love isO.k.

p.s.I guess youve moved by now and this will be intercepted by a batch of Porto Rican pimps. O.k., theyll like it. I do too.














1979




To William Packard]
 June ten 1 nine 7 nine

[* * *] took some mushrooms earlier that I paid $25 for, hardly anything. Thomas Hardy. Thomas Mann. You know, you can have most of the Tommies. And a lot of the Edgars too. You know somebody I think of now and then: Knut Hamsun. he ground it out, fat novels and thin, mostly fat, and when the fat ones hold up, thats the real score. I never read anything of his that he failed at. there are men who are simply fucking landscapeslike Sibelius. I got my new 1979 MGM[sic] and on the way to the track I often slip in a little Sibelius and listen to him over the front and back speakers, sun roof open, I get ready for the tote board, I play the horses like most men play chess and I usually win, it helps the writing and it helps the appetite and its nice to have decent pocket money so Linda Lee and I can eat at Mussos and stock up on good German riesling, yes. (Havemeyer 1977 Berich Bernkastel.)

in the mornings, hungover, I lay with my ass up to the sun in a big yard full of fruit trees and berries and I let the others worry about my soul. thats their job; my job is to get along with my 17 private and personal gods and so far we are all voting for the same thing, though what it is we are not too sure of. [* * *]





[To William Packard]
 July ending, one97nine

Heres a few more and the plan is now to go into prose a bit; I slide back and forth between those two prosties, prose und poem, I dont know why more people dont give themselves relief like that.

Lucked it again, passed up reading poetry with 21 American poets, 21 Italians, in some town over there. I mean, when you get at least 42 poets reading, somebody is going to get sick, and they did (the audience, I mean). One long time famous American poet began his chanting and got vegetables in the face when he wasnt quite ready to eat them. Im told the others fared as badly. Here in America the poet simply gets away with reading too much bad and contrived shit and the audience is used to swallowing it. Its about time somebody told these that the game is up. The sad thing is that most (but not all) poets who gain some fame begin with some bombast, originality, guts, then quickly accept their role, become teachers, leaders, lookers into mirrors. I dont understand why they dont understand that to remain alive is more difficult than to be alive in the first place.

wait. Im out of wine. have to so downstairs. aint that something? I have a stairway to go down. And I never forget it, each time. stairway. I am doing it, going down it, good luck, refrigerator there, open it, chilled gong-high glory in bottle, bravo, but just a moment of it, anything can happen. now waitIm back, I get letters from the young. some say Ive saved their lives. its not so. if it were, I wouldnt be interestedhow do you do it? they ask. what can I do? what did you do? I basket the letters. I cant help them because I dont know.

what I did, what I do wouldnt help them. I still need help. I am as confused as I was when it began. nothing has been solved.

my woman is good, she is a good one but I tell her, you must go talk to your friends. she says, is it another woman? and I tell her, no. but women need to be set free into space now and then or theyll claw you to death. they dont mean to. but they do.

we are all too precious. we are all too terribly precious. and we are all looking for the hero (or the heroine) and there just arent any. I like a cat asleep upon the rug. Thats best. If you can have a cat and you can have a rug. thats best. and one more drink.




[To William Packard]
 October 25, 1979

Back from Canada. Vancouver. Hall held 500. 680 drunks showed up. We played classical music over the speakers. I had a bit to drink in the afternoon, then came out and threw it at them. I drank 3 bottles of red wine during the reading. You know, if I cant be entertained Im not going to entertain them.

I fooled them again. Party afterwards, more booze. I danced, kept falling down. I make an excellent fool; in the days of the kings I never would have been unemployed.

I dont remember much. But I got the money. 1000 plus air and expenses. Linda says they got me back to the hotel and into the elevator and I demanded another bottle. After they left I staggered about the room, finally fell and cracked my head open against the radiator. Great gash in skull. Blood everywhere. It looked like a murder sex orgy had been in that room. Linda cleaned it up in the morning. Nice town, Vancouver. I still cant comb my hair. But great part happening now. Picking at this long scab. Really living. Poems enclosed.




[To William Packard]
 November 27, 1979

Well, we all approach the dreaded season. Ive been climbing up this Christmas-Happy New Year cross for some time now, and it doesnt get any better. One New Years I just went to bed and cut the lights and pulled up the covers and stayed there, phone off the hook and not drinking. It was my happiest New Year.

Won 9 races in a row the other day, thats 9 firsts, and thats some going you know, none of them favorites, On some days there is total control, you drive the freeways better, you do everything better. Then the other days arrive when you even fear the check-out girl in the supermarket.

Too many nights now with movie people who talk about camera angles, and producer directors who go to baseball games with Jack Nicholson, kissing his ass, trying to get him to act in their movies when they should really be kissing the ass of his agent. Rich girls laying on the backs of sofas with nothing to do. All very dangerous and swampland territory. I suppose they must be better people than I make them but I can only see that they drink from morning to night, sleep four in a bed, are always on the telephone or preparing food. Its good to get back here with my two cats and Linda Lee and to turn on the radio and drink the petite sirah and inhale the quiet walls.

seasons gratings,













1980




[To John Martin]
 June 14, 1980

There have been too many visitors and now Linda tells me that mother is coming soon. I am curious as to why people visit each other when there is hardly time to do the singular and necessary things, and one of the most necessary things is to do all the shit and trivial things to keep the gross and mindless forces from murdering you, and the other necessary thing to do is to do absolutely nothing, glorious spaces away from all thingsits kind of an easy breathing and if you dont get that no matter what else you do nothing can take form. But people dont seem to need this last. They need togetherness, this legendary humanity of triviality; they need to sit in chairs and chatter away the hours. I feel uncomfortable doing this; I feel like a turd doing this; I feel violated; worse than this, I feel bad. And I know that the only way to shake them is to act like a prick. So, most of the time I am ingested and the visitors leave fulfilled. Where do they get all this time to wallow about in and to piss away? To me, each minute is a guarantee against loss; Ive had hours, years murdered working for other men for their benefit. Dont these have this background? Has it always been a welfare, roll-down the hill blind yawn? I mean, whats there to say in a room together? Whats there to do? So they want to go somewhere. They are interested in things. We go. What a burning of garbage. I dont need movies, jazz clubs, fish shows. How can you be a writer? one of my women once asked me, youre not interested in anything.

Why must I like what they like? Does this make me inhuman? And if I am inhuman why must they try to humanize me? Where are my rights? Must I always act like a prick in order to obtain them (my rights)? Every now and then when one of them overencroaches (thats a beautiful word) Ive had to say enough and they always leave wounded as if the guilt were mine, as if there were something that I lacked. I never knock on doors. What do they want with me? And each one that is gotten rid of is replaced by another. The world is full of the lonely and the lonely are full of poison. I have never been lonely. One of the finest things for me in all my life has been to close a door and to be in a room without anybody else about.

After this long string of visitors I actually became illchills, fever, my legs weakened, I could hardly walk. it was them, too much of them. I was sick for a god damned week. Im not trying to act like a precious and delicate soul, John. One of my X-Women got it bestStellashe drank scotch through her nostrils and could smoke up a room with her Pall Malls in 30 minutes but she knew something, she said, Dont people realize youre a fucking recluse?

Thats one of the best things I like about our relationship: you leave me alone and I leave you alone and we do what we have to do. I regret very much that I bothered you while Linda was on her night-run trip. This was non-professional and weak; the next time there is trouble I will concur with the inside of my own dome. You were helpful then, thanks, but in the future it will not be needed. Things go in waves, fall up and down, but then we get past that and into our own clear. Thats good, that way. But if Barbara ever starts swinging from the vines, feel free to call. I owe you one, and I have this vast backlog from the chamber of horrors that might make you laugh when you need to laugh. o.k.

Henry Miller. I didnt feel much when he went because Ive been expecting it. What I liked is that when he was going he went to paint and what Ive seen of his things are very good, warm, hot color. Not many lives like his. In his writing, he did the thing like that, when nobody else was going it, doing it. He cracked the hard black walnut. I always had trouble reading him because he would leave off into this Star-Trek contemplation sperm-jizz babble but it made the good parts better when you finally got to them, but frankly, I usually gave up most of the time. Lawrence was different, he was solid all the way through but Miller was more modern, less artsy, until he got into his Star-Trek babbling. I think a problem Miller caused (and its not his fault) is that when he hustled and pushed his stuff (early) he has made others think that thats the way it is done, so now we have these battalions of semi-writers knocking on doors and hustling and proclaiming their genius because they have been undiscovered and that the very fact of non-discovery makes them sure of their genius because the world is not ready for them yet.

For most of them the world will never be ready; they dont know how to write, they are simply not touched by the grace of the word or the way. Not those I have met or read. I hope there are others. We need them. Its pretty fallow, around. But even like those who come around with their guitars, Ive found that the least talented scream the loudest, are the most abusive and the most self-assured. Theyve slept on my couches and puked on my rugs and drank my drinks and they have told me, continuously, of their greatness. Im not a publisher of songs or poems or novels and/or short stories. The battlefield has an address; to beg of friends or girlfriends or others is masturbation against the sky. Yes, Im drinking very much wine tonight and I guess Im dizzied with the visitors. Writers, please save me from the writers; the conversation of the Alvarado street whores was much more interesting, and more original.

Dont worry about the novel.1 Let me do that. If it comes, it comes. I have a feeling that it will. Next thing I need is an outline so I wont write it and then find back in chapter 9 I left out a scene that was the best of them all. Besides, by cracking [sic] out poems in between, it tightens the skin of the work to come. I made a mistake in letting it out that I am possibly into novel #4. Theres this one fellow I am affiliated with on another score and when he phones the first thing he asks is, How is the novel coming? You know, this novel is not a task, it is not something to be done. Its between me and me, and thats simple enough.

Henry Miller. A damn good soul. He liked Cline like I like Cline. Like I told Neeli Cherry, the secret is in the line. And I meant one line at a time. Lines containing factories and a shoe on its side next to a beercan in a hotel room. Everything is there, it flashes back and forth. They are not going to beat us, not even the graves. The joke is ours; we pass through in high style; theres nothing that they can do with us.





Joe Stapen in 1980 was, in his own words, a recently divorced psychiatrist in Denver who enjoyed poetry but came late to Bukowski.



[To Joe Stapen]
 December 28, 1980

[* * *] I went to a madhouse once, as visitor, and remember walking about the grounds laughing with my girlfriend, we couldnt stop, I think it was because we sensed that we could be crazy, especially me. I cant describe the moodit was just joyous being crazy and not being bothered about it, and I picked a flower and held it high in the air and waved to people and we couldnt stop laughing, waving and laughing as the faces stared back sedately. But getting inside, seeing the patients, it got strange, dark-hued, it got flat, it seemed stale, drab and senseless. The boys and girls were comfortable, just like blocks of wood. Nobody was flying over the cuckoos nest, they were sitting in it. Of course, maybe the violent ward was more entertaining. I didnt try for it. Then I met one of my readers there. In a way, thats better than being in the New York Public library.

I get many of my letters from people in madhouses and jails and some from strange people out of them. What they say, mainly, is that I have given them a reason for going on: Since you are so fucked-up, Bukowski, and still around, there is a chance for me. But I dont write to save people; I dislike most of them. I feel best when I am totally alone. Ive tried to answer most of my letters, especially from people in the madhouses but I found that an answer just brings another letter, a longer one and a stranger one. And more and more letters come and there just isnt time to answer them, not with the racetrack and the drinking and fights with the woman and then just writing itself, for me, for money and for me.

Like, I dont know what to say to you. I put the words down and I forget them. Somebody once asked me what my theory of life was and I said, Dont try. That fits the writing too. I dont try, I just type, and if I say any more than that, Im trying.

Like right now Im drinking this Concannon petite sirah, vintage 1976 and listening to classical music on the radio and Ive got this capitalistic silly itch to shape a poem or something like that.

I wish you luck with your people and luck with yourself. Nothing, of course, has never fit right and the truly contented man is the insane one. Therell never be an out for us. Just endure if possible. Sometimes I watch my cat sleeping night and day and this teaches me more than all the books and all the past. Other times it doesnt help. Meanwhile, theres some wine, and the itch.













1981




[To Louise Webb]
 January 9, 1981

I know you think Im a son of a bitch for not keeping closer touch, but you know how that happensgive a man a touch of fame and hes too busy watching his own ass in the mirror to remember the real beginnings.

You probably still have your emphasemia (spell?) but I always figured New Orleans was luckier for you than any other place. Whenever I saw you there I figured you belonged there rather than the other places. Jons been gone a long time but both of us know what good things he did for both of us. [* * *]

With me, its about the same. Still drinking, typing and playing the horses. I live in a big house now. Its not paid for but I live in it. First time Ive ever had all this space. A good place to die, I guess. Finally living with a woman who isnt a whore. Shes religious but most women are. Not much I can do about that. Its her business.

My lucks good in that most of my fame is in Europe. Over there I cant walk the streets. Here its good. I can live a normal life. Especially in San Pedro. Old harbor town full of working people, Mexicans, Blacks, Yugos. My neighbors dont bother me. I have 3 cats and much ground out front. I grew some stuff last yearnow its all weeds. Got to get it cleared out. This house is screwed up. Had a handy man here, did his own plumbing and wiring. Got to pay somebody to straighten things out. Got to keep writing for the plumbing, the wiring and the mortgage. Really not that. It still feels mad and clean to sit down in front of this thing

You ever come west, do visit us. phone [* * *]. We have an extra bedroom and we drink good wine. Linda knows about you. Weve got one copy of Crucifix and one copy of It Catches left. We show them to people when they come by and they marvel at the artistry of the bookwork, as they should. [* * *]




[To Louise Webb]
 January 20, 1981

Well, I dont have an agentnot in the U.S. and I dont know of any. It would be great if you could get Four Steps done into a movie but, my god, its difficult. I wrote a screenplay, Barfly, a good year or so ago and the director who wants to do it knows many people personallyproducers and the worksbut no luck, and I think its a good screenplay. I wish I could help you but I dont know anybody.

Yes, I got cooled by W.C. [Corrington] some time back, a long time back. I was broke and asked him if he might send me the letters I had written him for some archives a university wanted for [* * *]. I told him that he had written me that whenever I wanted the letters I could have them. He said he never recalled writing a letter like that. He told me to send him that letter and he would mail the letters back to me. I sent the letter. (I should have xeroxed it). Nothing. Silence. Well, you know

About the movie peoplesometimes a guy will buy an option for the rights to a work, say for a year. They will pay almost nothing for the option and then try to re-sell the work to somebody else for a profit. I shouldnt call these types movie people, they are more like the suckerfish of the universe. Be careful of them, they will glad talk you and get your hopes up for nothing. But often if they have a good work for cheap, they cant get rid of it because they are so personally obnoxious. Im not saying your fellow is one of these, only that he might be. [* * *]




[To John Martin]
 February 4, 1981

Thanks for the rundown on the books. Its nice to see my children doing so well. Its especially strange and lucky that the old books are still moving too. Im not partial to any of them, old or new. I like them all.

I got myself depressed on the novel when I told you I was going to re-write the whole thing. I cant do that, its too much like working for the post office. What I will do is to rewrite certain portions I didnt like or that read without verve. Then if you want to publish it you can go over it then for syntax and get a bit of the grammar and spelling but dont make it too smooth. If there is anything good about my writing it is the roughness, the quality of not being literary. But its good of you to straighten out the few kinks that might just be too sloppy. My thanks, plenty.

Ive done a few drawings for the proposed new book of poesy1 but ran out of paints. I use the little tubes. Next time I go to Standard Brands Im going to load up.

Ive been a little low down lately. I can write poems no matter how I feel, good or bad. But to write prose, I cant feel bad and its better if I feel pretty good. Things will lift soon, Im sure.





[To John Martin]
 April 16, 1981

The Linda situation will probably go into a continuance. If not, I can scramble eggs with the best of them,

Pity the poor writer, he not only attracts madwomen, he not only destroys his liver with drinking, he also has no Union (except in Hollywood) and few working rights and/or benefits. Stuck with his sickness for the word and usually having contempt for the business world he is left with nothing but to trust the others, and leaning on that, he is usually taken.

Your $250 bimonthly check which would break down into 6000 a year would probably make me eligible for food stamps. This doesnt so much reflect my ability as a writer as it does Black Sparrows limited distribution. B.S. may print books as rare as diamonds and gain a literary reputation but not many people are buying diamonds these day, percentagewise. You probably make more on selling my works overseas (the right to publish), selling paperback rights and other similar rights, plus your cut of overseas sales than you do on paying me B.S. royalties. You cant miss.

Why an author derives no payment on the publication rights of his own creations (and other related rights) has always seemed unfair to me. This has been caused by writers being writers and not businessmen, and all the editors tell them is, This is the way it has always been. Then the dear little writers, as their talents dwindle, as most talents must, watch their royalties dwindle likewise, and since royalties are all they have (had) upon some distant tabulation from some distant place, they become more than bitter, end up in mental and charity wards or as suicides.

It has always been the popular concept for the writer to starve, go mad, suffer, suicide. I think its time for the editors and publishers to starve, suffer, go mad and suicide. I think its time the writers got fat guts and drank champagne for breakfast. I think its time for the writers to sleep with the golden girls of kindness.

They wont, of course, they are too interested in getting the god damned word down as the world breaks down their last door. I am too. I hate this haggling. Id rather be at Del Mar watching them break out of the gate, with the lady sunning herself at the beach and the wine getting chilled in the motel room, and the portable typer under the bed. I dont like to haggle. The publishers drove Cline mad, pissed H. Miller off. There are, were, countless others. We never get our dues but if we only got half of them wed feel fine. One of Perkins editors may have rearranged Thomas Wolfe but Wolfe was there to begin with. What is often called the writers self-pity is only his tabulation of society whose honor is milk thin. Sour milk thin.

By the way, when I phone you now and then when theres a jam here, its not that I expect advice or solace, its only an old habit gotten out of working the factories and the p.o. and all the other places, a subconscious calling in sick, meaning I wont be able to work for a while. It seems ingrained. Its a mistake. A good man is best when he works out of jams alone. 0-and-two doesnt mean crap. You can crack the next one over the wall. Im back at the plate.




[To Al Fogel]
 April 22, 1981

Hardly anybody makes it at the trackbesides the plus 15% take other things conspirehorses in trouble, fuckers fail to break out of gate, jock is drunk or having trouble with his whore, all the dismal x-factors that can break the best of horse-playing souls and minds in half.

Ive gotten hot, Ive averaged a string of $100 days just betting ten win on one horse each race and Ive gone along like that for 3 or 4 weeks in a row and then, bingo, it doesnt hold, Ill lose $15 or Ill win $15 or the day will come when Ill only cash one ticket.

And that 30 minute wait between races can make anybody sick in the headsurrounded by dullards talking out loud about nothing they dont know. These lonely-hearts gather at racetracks because nobody can stand them anywhere else. [* * *]

I guess I go to the track because its like getting in the ring and slugging it out with some son of a bitch. Something is learned but Im not exactly sure what it is. I guess it beats growing a patch of gladiolus. Maybe. And to go to a track on a Saturday, Sunday, holiday, opening or closing day just shows how close to suicide all of us are.





Gerald Locklin is a college teacher and a prolific author of books of poetry from small presses.



[To Gerald Locklin]
 Augy two, 1981

Hello Lock:

Youve got to know, every time I come over those bridges to Long Beach and Im with Linda Lee (were on a part-time basis: she needs to expand) I start in:

Hey, maybe were gonna see Locklin, maybe hes standing in front of some bar.

You gonna start that again?

Maybe when we go to the Glider Inn well see him sitting at some table drinking beer with some whore.

Im sure we will, says L.L.

I stick my head out the window and yell: Hey, Lock!

I like San Pedro. Its a good place to hide, close to Hollywood Park, Los Alamitos. Youre not going to find a bevy of poets sipping espresso anywhere along Pacific and/or Gaffey. There are some drawbacks: not a decent eating place in town and the liquor stores often close at 9:30 p.m. But since I buy by the case and have 3 or 4 bottles hidden around, Im always all right. Theres a sense of relaxation and easiness around here that you dont find in too many places. I like it.

The films, yes, mainly the Ferreri (spell?) Id like to see. Gazzara can act and hes got good eyes. Well seeIve met any number of movie people, mainly through Barbet Schroeder, cameramen, directors. mostly the European crowd, who I think get film down closer to where actuality is, except now and then they come on with some so called avant-garde stuff which I remember seeing some 40 years ago in the Art Movies in New York CityOn the Godard subtitles: I cant speak French and I was surprised that he gave me credit. What happened is that a Frenchman translated the script into English and then I took the English script and Americanized that. But, on the other hand, Godard used one of my poems for a movie scene and I dont get credit for that, except one night we were drinking and he handed me this batch of francs, so that is cash, not credit, o.k.

There have been some cameras around looking at me and Im not exactly sure what this has to do with creation, except that they are poking at what is left of the Chinaski soul. Its not good stuff but when I get drunk enough I dont mind. Then I can talk, then I can say things. But too much exposure is death, so I knock off a good 50% of it, and soon may stop it all. Recently turned down $2,000 to give a poetry reading because my gut is turning from this hanging from a limb and being poked at. You put a piece of paper in the machine and you type something on it. Thats the essence; all the other crap is the bleed, and when they bleed you long enough and you sit down to that sheet of paper and nothing comes out, the old yea-sayers will be the first to leave. So its best to leave them first and to get back to the mechanics of doing. Horses, booze and the typer. Anything that gets in the way of that is deathly, including women, and especially including women. The longer I manage to stay away from women the better I feel. Last night at the quarter horses Im on the 2nd deck when I see this redhead with the ass and tits that I used to know, all that red hair in long fire, I see her walking up to a betting window alone. I run downstairs and bet the remainder of the night on the first floor. No more: that sticky web of madness is for the more hardy.

Besides, she was not a nice person.

Wormie [Wormwood Review]? Well, to me its the only lit mag. I mean, when I get a copy I can go right to the crapper and read it while Im shitting and I can jump into the tub or into bed and read it. I dont have any trouble with most of the poems and when Im finished I want more. I cant say that about any other mag. When I read them I get a headache, I get sleepy, I cant turn the pages, I cant believe the stuff they get off with, 19th century posing as the poet, stuff that is so terrible that it is unbelievable, its like a joke that doesnt work, again and again, and they keep telling it over and over. Malone has the editors eye, thats all there is to itThe New York Quarterly had a great format, and about 40 percent on the poems but they are in the process of folding even though they tell me its not true. All I know is that its been a couple of years since theyve come out and that theyre sitting on 25 or 30 of my accepted poems, but Ill live, Ill write some more.

New York City? I could only last 3 months there. Its a hard place to be without money and when you dont know the territory and you dont have a trade. That was 1944 or 1945, so maybe its a nice place now, only Im not going to try it.

Politics? Politics are just like women: get into them seriously and youre going to come out looking like an earthworm stepped on by a longshoremans boot.

Well, Ive got an American Express card, a Visa and a BMW but I still write, and writing has always been a pleasure to me, a non-work item, its as easy as drinking so I usually do them both together. I hear from other writers how hard it is to write and if it were that god damned hard for me Id try something different. I had my longest writers block last month7 days, and most of it was caused by people getting in between me and the machine. Martin of Black Sparrow told me, Ive got so many of your poems on backlog that if you died today I could bring out 5 or 6 more books and all of them would be good. Of course, hes a fan. Maybe only 3 of them would be good.

Ive turned down several free trips to Italy, France, Spain. Thats just more interviews, Gerald. Im about on Ham On Rye (novel) which means its just about done. Then a bit of rewrite and then the 2 year wait for publication. Thats all right. It was just 1970 that I quit the post office, and its been a good fast glorious bang bang bang, and if I die right now I will have known that it was a real good cheap thrill.

There might be some new good writers around. I hope so. But I no longer read books. I read the newspaper, the race results, boxing matches. Ive got on tv, pretty bad. I look forward to the Hearns-Leonard fight. Notice Ive reversed the order of the names and also look for the fight to end that way. Duran was just a fat man. When Hearns hits Leonard, L. is going to get swatted by a lean thin man with a mules hoof at the end of his glove. Leonards got guts though and style. Whoever wins is really going to have to earn it.

rivers of good wine to you,




[To Gerald Locklin]
 Augie what 8? 1891 [August 8, 1981]

Well, you know, the ladies, when they start asking for air I give it to them. I am one of these strange fuckers who finds great pleasure in being alone. I also find pleasure the other way. So, which ever way it goes, Im functional.

Ive really liked some of your poems where you have taken this problem by the horns, er tits, and with humor, style and couragehave put it where it is. Neither of us hate women. We just dont like to be bluffed out of a poker game[* * *]




[To Joe Stapen]
 Augie, what? ate, 1981

Well, now you can stand up in that class and holler Bukowski but it isnt going to do any good. The fix is in. The poetry fix is centuries old, thats why the form is practically lifeless.

I was invited up there1 for a two week stretch to do something or other to the students or for the students. One of the lady teacher poets, from New York, I believe wrote me and invited me up.

I wrote her back thanks but that I couldnt do that sort of thing.

Then I got a letter from Ginsberg inviting me up. I sent back the same message.

Joe, you know when I dont come up when a woman calls Im not going to come up when something else calls.

Ive seen it happen again and again. Somebody starts writing poetry, they get some renown and they end up teaching others how to write poetry. They begin by railing against society and then end up on the same power trip.

How can I tell anybody how to write? Most of the time when I sit down at this machine I dont know what the fucks coming out. And to bring poetry to people, to try to show them what it is, thats not needed. If the poetry is good enough and strong enough they are going to find it. The fry cook at your local cafe is going to be talking to the dishwasher about it.

We dont need poetry writing seminars, we need poetry writers; we dont need discussions, we need a few people hacking it out, typing, getting it down. And we need less snobbery and less poetry gang-factions.

p.s.the Italians hot for my bod word now. mucho sales on translations over there. Marco Ferreri (spell) has finished directing full length movie, Tales of Ordinary Madness, Ben Gazzara acts as Chinaski. They shot some scenes in Venice, Calif. I got drunk with Ferreri and Gazzara, good fellows both.

but this is of the past, its done, its the fourth novel now, Ham On Rye. Ought to be finished in a couple of weeks. Then Im going down to join the San Diego zoo.













1982





Mike Gold edited Smoke Signals from New York from 1980 to 1982.


[To Mike Gold]
 [1982]

Im pretty burned out right now, just off the flu, in from the track, opening the first bottle of wine. Yes, just got new Smoke Signals, looks dashing and lively. Ill give it a go, bit by bit. Like to read while crapping, bathing or in bed. Note the bit on d.a. levy. We had a correspondence going, he ran a little book of mine, a long poem, The Genius of the Crowd, printed on envelopes as pages. He told me, Theyll read this and still wont understand what youre saying. Those Cleveland cops were squeezing him, for no reason at all. I never met him, but I feel his suicide came too early, maybe not for him but for a few others. His writing was just beginning to evolve. In those days most of the littles were fairly structured and snobbish. When Blazek and d.a. came along with their mimeos it gave a few of us some working room, and I dont know whether we wrote more letters or more poems or more critical articles (ranters really). Sometimes the poems and the letters crossed into one work. It was all right, we played it loose, and it was as exciting a time as I can rememberfactory workers and bums playing with the word. I even put out 3 issues of a mag myself.1 I tried to make my rejects as gentle as possible but some of the responses I got from these were pretty rife and ripe. And shitty. One fairly famous lady poet of that time wrote back after a reject: How can you reject me? What the hell do you know about writing, Bukowski? Where have you been published? Youre nothing but a drunk and a lecher! Well, I was butThen she went on to list her total publications, books and mags and all the places she had read at.

She had no style, cousin, and I felt that her writing showed it.

I could never see how being an oft-published poet could give that person a feeling of being elite. The poets are among the lowest of the breedsoutside their form. And often in it too. For instance, I am a lot more in awe of a plumber than a poet. The plumber can really do me something useful and not get the fat head about it. Also, 9 times out of ten hes a better person to drink with too.




[To Louise Webb]
 January 27, 1982

Its been a long time since the old days. Remember the bathtub used up for space for book pages? And cool Jon and excitable Lou, and me sucking on beer.

I hope its going o.k. for you. I always think of New Orleans and you as one.

Im drinking about as much as ever but I seem to feel all right most of the time. No feeling in my left thumb and my liver is probably gone, dont want to think about it. As long as I can sit here and type, thats enough. I am still with Linda Lee and the 3 cats, Butch, Piranna (spell?) and the Manx. The Manx came to the door almost dead one day. We took him in, fattened him up, then a friend came by drunk and ran him over with his car. I saw it. The cat just stared at me as it was happening. We took him to the vet. X-rays. Hes not a Manx at all. Vet says somebody cut off his tail. Also hes been shot, pellet still lodged and he was run over, once beforemend of backbone in x-rays Hes also cross-eyed. Said hed probably never walk again. Now hes running, tongue hanging out, cross-eyed. Hes a tough crazy.

Is Corrington governor of Louisiana yet? After he went to Hollywood I never heard from him again. Speaking of which, I got drunk with Marco Ferrie (spell?) and Ben Gazzara. Ben is acting in Tales of Ordinary Madness directed by Marco. Taken from some of my short stories. But theres something I dont trust about celluloid. I guess its an old superstition but I get the idea, still, that it kills people. Marco Ferrari, though, seemed a natural and ordinary guy, kind of like a dock worker. He seems to have retained his humanity.

San Pedro is a great little town. The blacks and the whites and the Mexicans seem to mix all right with very little trouble. at least, I havent seen any of it like up in L.A.

You seem unhappy with your job. I know its hell to work for somebody else, it seems senseless and endless. I worked until I was 50, that was eleven years ago. I just decided to let it all go on the writing, I was going to go crazy or suicide the other way anyhow. I got lucky. I wish to hell you could get lucky or maybe feel better.

luck and love,




[To Gerald Locklin]
 March 14, 1982

[* * *]The novel, Ham on Rye should be out in the summer, says big John. That means Fall?1 You ever read about my upbringing youll know why Ive been all these decades trying to straighten the kinks out, and am still working on it. The book begins with the first thing I remember seeing in life and ends around where Pearl Harbor was bombed. (By the way, it looks like Japan is winning the war)

When you consider Fante wrote Bunker Hill dictating it to his wife while he was blind and amputated, youve got to know hes circled his field. Went to see him at the hospital recently and he looked pretty bad. Hed just come out of internal hemhorrhaging (Ive done that too but cant spell it either). Anyhow, there he was talking about his next novel.

I tried to put into his ear that he should write about what had happened to him regarding his own personal and terrible
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