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splash








the illusion is that you are simply


reading this poem.


the reality is that this is


more than a


poem.


this is a beggars knife.


this is a tulip.


this is a soldier marching


through Madrid.


this is you on your


death bed.


this is Li Po laughing


underground.


this is not a god-damned


poem.


this is a horse asleep.


a butterfly in


your brain.


this is the devils


circus.


you are not reading this


on a page.


the page is reading


you.


feel it?


its like a cobra.


its a hungry eagle


circling the room.






this is not a poem.


poems are dull,







they make you


sleep.






these words force you


to a new


madness.






you have been blessed,


you have been pushed


into a


blinding area of


light.






the elephant dreams


with you


now.


the curve of space


bends and


laughs.






you can die now.


you can die now as


people were meant to


die:


great,


victorious,


hearing the music,


being the music,


roaring,


roaring,


roaring.















the women








my uncle Ben was interested in the


ladies


and many a time he would drive up


in his Model-A,


get out and come in with his new


lady.


theyd sit on the couch and chatter


away,


then my Uncle Ben would follow


my father into another


room.






come on, Henry, hed say to my


father,


let me have a couple of bucks






youre nothing but a bum, my


father would answer, get yourself


a job!






Henry, Im trying!


Ive been to 6 places already


today!






you havent, you just want


money for that whore!






the going rate in those days


was two dollars.







listen, dear brother, Im


hungry!






youre hungry to go to bed


with that whore!


where do you find them


all?






shhhshes a lady, an


actress!






get her out of my house!


we dont allow those kinds


of women in here!






Henry, just two bucks






get her out of here before


I throw her out of


here!






my uncle would walk back into


the other room.






come on, Clara, lets go






they would leave the house


together


and we would hear the


Model-A starting up and


driving off.






my mother would run about


opening all the windows


and doors.







she stinks!


that cheap perfume, that


awful cheap perfume!






were going to have to


fumigate this place!


my father would scream.






it would be the same


scene over and over


again,


in a few days or a week


the Model-A would pull


up and in would walk


my uncle Ben with


another woman.






come on, Henry, just


two bucks!






I never saw my


uncle Ben get his two


bucks


but he tried again and


again.






those women are so


ugly, my mother would


say.






I dont know where he


finds them, my father


would say, and I dont


know where he gets the


gas for his car!







they would sit down


then and a great gloom


would fall over them


for the remainder of


the day.


they would stop talking


and just sit there,


there would be nothing


else to do


but just sit there


thinking how terrible it


had been


that woman actually


daring to enter their


lives,


to leave her smell,


and the remembrance


of


her laughter.














the monkey








one summer Saturday afternoon


during the depression


an organ grinder came into the


neighborhood.


he stopped on each


block


and played his organ


and while he played


the monkey did a little


dance.


it was an awkward dance.


the monkey was on a leash


which sometimes hindered


his movements.


but as we watched


it did a little somersault


or stuck its tongue out


at us.


it was dressed in a vest


and pants and had a


little hat strapped to its


head.






when the music stopped


the man gave it a tin


cup


and the monkey went


from person to


person


holding out its


cup.







we children gave it


pennies


but some of the adults


gave it nickels,


dimes and


quarters.


then the man would


take the cup and


empty it of the


money.






the man was fat,


needed a


shave


and wore a red


Sultans hat


badly faded by


the sun.






the man and the


monkey went from


house to


house.


we followed him.


the monkey had


tiny dark


unhappy


eyes.






then they got to


my fathers


house and stood in


the driveway.


the man began to


play his organ


and the monkey







danced.






the door was


flung open and my


father rushed


out.






whats all the god-damned


noise?






he stood angrily next to the


man.






that ape is probably


diseased!


if he shits on my lawn


you clean it


up!






hes got a rubber


diaper on,


said the man,


continuing to


play the


organ.






thats unnatural!


howd you like to


wear


rubber


diapers?






theyd look better


on you,


the man said,


continuing to play







the organ


as the monkey


pirouetted,


then did a


flip.






what did you


say? my father


asked.






you heard me,


said the


man.






why dont you


get a decent job


and put that stinking


animal in the


zoo? my father


screamed.






the loud screaming


upset the monkey


and he leaped on


top of the


organ.


he had fang-like


yellow teeth


his lips curled back


and he bit the


organ grinder


on the hand,


hard,


grabbed the tin


cup, leaped to the


cement and began







wildly circling with


it.






the man was bleeding


badly.


he took out a handkerchief


and wrapped it around


his hand.


the blood soaked


through.


the monkey took the


cup and hurled it


into the


street.






the man sighed


heavily.


then carrying the


organ


and dragging the


monkey


he walked out


into the street and


picked up the


cup.






you stay out of this


neighborhood!


my father


yelled.






this is a free


country, I can go


anywhere!


the man yelled


back.







yeah?


get your ass out of


here or Im going to


kick it


out!






you and whose


army? the organ


grinder


asked.






my army! I


served in World War


One!


where were


you?






the monkey was


straining at the


end of his


leash, pulling


against it,


he was


choking.






the man picked


it up, kissed it,


put it on his


shoulder.






youve upset


my monkey,


he said.






be glad thats


all,







said my


father.






the organ grinder


walked off


with the monkey


on his


shoulder.






my father walked


back into the


house,


slamming the


door.






we watched


the man and the


monkey.


they reached


the end of


the block.


then they turned


the corner and


were


gone.






we all just stood


there.


nobody said


anything.






then somebody


said, well, the


monkeys gone,


lets do something


else.







what?






I dont know






there were five of


us.


we turned and


began walking


down the


sidewalk, the


other


way.






something would


turn


up.














Whistler








she said, all of a sudden


someone arrived.


he was called just


Edgar


he was a post-Impressionist


painter,


dressed all in black.


it was stunning.


he was wearing a black


hat with a large


brim.


he was wearing a


rather high collar and a


lavaliere, the kind


that only artists


wear.


and he had a black


cape, was dressed


like Whistler.






he was probably in his


60s


but he was a most


handsome man.


he was bringing a huge


bouquetctait  la mode


des violettes de Palmes


the violets from Palma


which are pale violets,


and he cut a


fantastic figure.







when everybody left


I said to my grandmother,


Who was that man?


and she said, Ah,


he is an


Artist.






when my grandmother said


that,


she meant Ah,


mais oui, ctait une artiste!






and I answered right away,


Ah, moi aussi.






oh, Jesus or somebody


help us, help us, help


us,


save us from


these,


the centuries have


reeked with them.


no wonder the animals


are what we consort


with,


no wonder we sleep


away the


nights.














the pleasures of the damned








the pleasures of the damned


are limited to brief moments


of happiness:


like the eyes in the look of a dog,


like a square of wax,


like a fire taking the city hall,


the county,


the continent,


like fire taking the hair


of maidens and monsters;


and hawks buzzing in peach trees,


the sea running between their claws,


Time


drunk and damp,


everything burning,


everything wet,


everything fine.














those marvelous lunches








when I was in grammar school


my parents were


poor


and in my lunch bag there was


only a peanut butter sandwich.






Richardson didnt have a


lunch bag,


he had a lunch pail with


compartments, a


thermos full of


chocolate milk.


he had ham sandwiches,


sliced beef sandwiches,


apples, bananas, a


pickle and a large bag of


potato chips.






I sat next to Richardson


as we ate.


his potato chips looked


so good


large and crisp as the


sun blazed upon


them.






you want some potato


chips? he would


ask.


and each day


I would eat some.



as I went to school each


day


my thoughts


were on Richardsons


lunch, and especially


those chips.






each morning as we


studied in class


I thought about


lunch time.


and sitting next to


Richardson.






Richardson was the


sissy and the other


boys looked down


on me


for eating with


him


but I


didnt care.


it was the potato


chips, I couldnt


help myself.






you want some


potato chips, Henry?


he would


ask.






yes.






the other boys got


after me


when Richardson



wasnt


around.






hey, whos your


sissy friend?


you one


too?






I didnt like that


but the potato


chips were more


important.






after a while


nobody spoke to


me.






sometimes I ate


one of Richardsons


apples


or I got half a


pickle.






I was always


hungry.


Richardson was


fat,


he had a big


belly


and fleshy


thighs.


he was the only


friend I had in


grammar


school.


we seldom spoke



to each


other.


we just sat


together at


lunch time.






I walked home with


him after school


and often some of


the boys would


follow us.






they


would gather around


Richardson,


gang up on him,


push him around,


knock him


down


again and


again.






after they were


finished


I would go


pick up his lunch


pail,


which was


spilled on its


side


with the lid


open.






I would place the


thermos back


inside,



close the


lid.






then I would


carry the pail as


I walked Richardson


back to his


house.






we never spoke.






as we got to his door


I would hand him


the lunch


pail.






then the door would


close and he would


be gone.






I was the only friend


he had.






sissies live a hard


life.














panties








hell, I dont know how old I was,


maybe 7,


and Lila lived next door to me,


she was, maybe 6, and one day


she was standing in her yard


and she looked at me


and lifted her dress and showed


me her panties.


something about it looked good


to me and I stared


and then she let her dress


fall back down and she walked


off.


Lila, I yelled, come back!


she didnt.


but thereafter


every day when she


saw me


she would lift her dress and


show me her panties.


they were a nice clean white


and fitted snugly.


then she would let her dress


fall back down and walk off


again.






one day I was in the back


yard and 3 kids


I had never seen before


came running in


and started swinging their



fists at me.


I surprised myself, I


fought back well, in


fact I gave 2 of them


bloody noses and they


ran off.


but the bigger kid


remained and we


kept fighting.


he began to slowly


wear me down.


he backed me up against


the fence


and I was catching


3 punches to each


one I threw.


his hands were much


larger than mine


and he was very


strong.


then there was a


dull thump.


somebody had hit


him over the


head with something,


a large bottle.


it was Lila.


she hit him


again


and he ran from the


yard


yowling and holding


his head.






thanks, Lila, I said,


show me your



panties.






no, she said.






she walked


back to her house


and went inside.






I saw her many times


after that in her


yard.


Id ask her,


show me your


panties, Lila.


but she always


said, no.






then her family


sold their house and


moved away.






I never quite


understood what it all


meant


and still


dont.














the dead flowers of myself








bulls strut in pinwheel glory,


rockets stun the sky,


but I dont know


quite what to make


of the dead flowers


of myself,


whether to dump them


out of the bowl


or


press them between


these blank pages


and go on;


well, all grief comes down


to hard death


and weeping finally ends.


thank the god


who made


it.














me against the world








when I was a kid


one of the questions asked was,


would you rather eat a bucket of shit


or drink a bucket of piss?


I thought that was easy.


thats easy, I said, Ill take the


piss.


maybe well make you do both,


they told me.


I was the new kid in the


neighborhood.


oh yeah, I said.


yeah! they said.


there were 4 of them.


yeah, I said, you and whose


army?


we wont need no army, the


biggest one said.


I slammed my fist into his


stomach.


then all 5 of us were down on


the ground fighting.


they got in each others way


but there were still too many


of them.


I broke free and started


running.


sissy! sissy! they yelled.


going home to mama?


I kept running.


they were right.







I ran all the way to my house,


up the driveway and onto the


porch and into the


house


where my father was beating


my mother.


she was screaming.


things were broken on the floor.


I charged my father and started swinging.


I reached up but he was too tall,


all I could hit were his


legs.


then there was a flash of red and


purple and green


and I was on the floor.


you little prick! my father said,


you stay out of this!


dont you hit my boy! my mother


screamed.


but I felt good because my father


was no longer hitting my


mother.


to make sure, I got up and charged


him again, swinging.


there was another flash of colors


and I was on the floor


again.


when I got up again


my father was sitting in one chair


and my mother was sitting in


another chair


and they both just sat there


looking at me.


I walked down the hall and into


my bedroom and sat on the


bed.







I listened to make sure there


werent any more sounds of


beating or screaming


out there.


there werent.


then I didnt know what to


do.


it wasnt any good outside


and it wasnt any good


inside.


so I just sat there.


then I saw a spider making a web


in the window.


I found a match, walked over,


lit it and burned the spider.


then I felt better.


much better.














the snails








my mother stood at the


window


watching my father


in the back


yard.


he was bent over in the


flower garden,


very still, very


intense.






whats he doing out


there? my mother


asked me.






I dont know.






look, he hasnt moved,


hes like a


statue!






yes.






Im going to see what


hes doing!






I watched her walk out


into the yard,


she walked up very


quietly


behind him.



then she screamed.






she came running


into the house,


screaming,


my god, my god,


my god!






whats wrong?


I asked.






Whats wrong?


Whats wrong?


He was watching


two snails doing it


to each other!






she screamed a long


and horrible scream.


the tears were rolling


down her face.






my father walked in.


oh, shut up!


he said.






Why did you do


that?


Why did you watch?






I told you to shut up!






I walked out of the room


and into the


bedroom and closed the


door.







I could still hear them


screaming,


it went on and on.


then there was the sound


of


breaking glass,


then the slamming of a


door.






I walked out into the front


room.


my mother was sitting on


the couch,


the tears were still running


down her face.






she looked at me.


why did he do that?


my god, why did he do


that?






I dont know, I told


her.






then I turned and


walked back to the


bedroom.














again








now the territory is taken,


the sacrificial lambs have been slain,


as history is scratched again on the sallow walls,


as the bankers scurry to survive,


as the young girls paint their hungry lips,


as the dogs sleep in temporary peace,


as the shadow gets ready to fall,


as the oceans gobble the poisons of man,


as heaven and hell dance in the anteroom,


its begin again and go again,


its bake the apple,


buy the car,


mow the lawn,


pay the tax,


hang the toilet paper,


clip the nails,


listen to the crickets,


blow up the balloons,


drink the orange juice,


forget the past,


pass the mustard,


pull down the shades,


take the pills,


check the air in the tires,


lace on the gloves,


the bell is ringing,


the pearl is in the oyster,


the rain falls


as the shadow gets ready to fall again.














the World War One movies








were best, the aviators drank at the bar


every night, fighting over the one or two blondes,


and it was gallant because in the dawn they


might die going after those Fokkers with their


Spads, so they lined up along that bar


and slugged them down.






we kids loved those movies, the men werent


like our fathers, those men laughed and fought


and loved slinky blondes in long tight dresses.






each dawn was glorious, theyd go to their Spads,


pulling on their goggles, a quick wave of the hand and


a long white scarf flowing out behind them. They


grinned and flew off into the blue.






and then came the Germans high above the


clouds.


theyd spot the Spads, the leader would give the


signal and theyd dive downward with a roar,


coming down through the clouds, their machine guns


spitting fire,


and the Spads would see them


but not before one of the planes would be hit


and roar down in flamesusually


the guy with the sense of humor, the guy who


had made everybody laugh at the bar


there hed go, his hands rising in the


flames, then oil splashing his goggles, hed


wiggle trying to free himself to parachute to safety


but it was always too late







youd see the Spad crash into a hill


exploding in a mass of flame.






the dogfight was a real spectacle, the hero


would have a Fokker on his tail, have to pull


an Immelman to get him off.


then hed be on the other guys tail


and the bullets would rip through


the German, his mouth would open, a


spurt of blood and his plane would head


toward the earth with a WHINING roar.






the dogfights were exciting and lasted a


long time but the Germans always lost


and one or two of their remaining planes


would limp off and that would be it.






then the Spads would begin their


journey back to the airfield.


this was always very dramatic because


one or two of them would be shot up,


crippled, being nursed back, often


the pilot hit by 3 or 4 bullets but


determined to bring the plane back


in and land it safely.






the ground crew would be


waiting and they would count the Spads


as they came in: one, two6, 7,


8but there had been ten


the ground crew would be


badly shaken.


the crippled planes would come in first,


followed by the


others.



it was a very sad time.






but that night the remaining pilots would


be back at the bar with the slinky blondes,


even the aviators who had been shot were


there.


they had their arms in slings, their heads


bandaged but they were drinking and


making the slinky blondes


laugh.






outside the movie theaters they displayed


parts of a Spad, a huge wing, a


propeller, and at night there was a


searchlight probing the skies, you could


see it for miles.






all we boys loved those World War One


movies


and we built our own balsa wood


model airplanes, Spads and


Fokkers.


most kits cost 25 cents


which was a lot of money in the


1930s but somehow


every kid had his own


plane.






we were in a hurry to grow


up.


we all wanted to be


fighter pilots,


we wanted those slinky


blondes, we wanted to lean


against that bar and gulp


down a straight whiskey



like nothing had


happened.






we had dogfights with our


model planes and they


sometimes developed into


fist fights.


we fought until we were


bloody and


torn.


we fought for our


honor






while


our fathers watched us


and


yawned.














to hell and back in a buggy carriage






that was one of the popular sayings, I didnt know
   what it




meant, standing on a corner in the mid-thirties


with a cigarette dangling from my mouth like the


tough guys in the movies, scoring for some beer


was the big thing and once in a while


some whiskey but there was no money anywhere


for fathers or sons or anybody and we were all


bluffing, tough, nothing else to be, we stood


around flexing our muscles, getting down to the


beach now and then but the young girls ran with


the rich guys with cars (even in bad times


there were rich guys), kids driving canary yellow


convertibles, pulling up to corners, opening doors,


laughing, I could kick any of that ass but it meant


nothing to the girls, they were off with those richies,


their hair flying in the wind, it was a crappy time


for us, standing there on the street corners, our


cigarettes dangling, nothing to be tough about,


nothing near enough to fight and hating our


fathers who sat in chairs or read newspapers


all day, they couldnt find work, their guts hanging


out and their lives hanging outdried, dead, useless.






dinners of beans and canned meats, still we


grew, inching out of our old clothes, leaving our


homes late at night to stand under street lamps or


sit on park benches sucking at wine, beer, gin,


talking, smoking, going to hell and back in a


buggy carriage.







we were tough with nothing to be tough about,


we were the depression kids


and we swore wed never be like our fathers


or our fathers fathers.


wed break through the crap and the


fakery.






we knew something.


we knew something, sitting in the dark,


drinking and smoking.


it was all a matter of which one of us


got there first.






the ends of our cigarettes glowing in the


dark.


as perfect as we could get.


the laughter like knives cutting the


stupid air.






Los Angeles 1935.
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