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To Those Who Filled the Bullet Holes With Candy

Our minds are spun sugar
Sweet synapses between neurons of rock candy 
Glassed metropolises where thoughts sleep 
Until called to by first magnitude 
The priest puts Necco wafers on our eyes 
When we die

We sleep with teddy bears
In our granny gowns
We are oh so oh so warm
And excited and betrayed
And busy crossing spaces
Between spaces to count another way

Peace to all the pintpots
Those of us who live in
Bottles of honey wine
Who call for someone to let us out
Of the houses we call jail

Ohe'devii-is the dead spit of another
Who would go to the execution of a fly
We are all too busy knitting sugar
Biting the bullet, bullying the honey
With our teddy bears, without our teddy bears
Fury and the devil are only dreams
We are neither youth nor age
But only as it were
An after dinner mint
An after dinner buzz
An after dinner cuddle

Sweet prison of space
We shall love each other
In the language of flies
Caught in a bottle as big as the world
Found guilty of the petty buzz
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BLACK HAIR IN THE EGGS 
—a lovesong, for Bill Sorenson

Blackness, blackness he said 
blackness and bitter grease 
burnt bitter black grease 
hey guys, want fries 
bitter burnt black fries.

We read together
Boots That Smell and other poems
black poems that smell
bitter
bitter black boots 
that smell 
like poems.

Grease 
in the eggs
black grease and bitter eggs 
black eggs and bitter boots 
smell like burnt fries 
in the bitter black poems.
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Finally The Secrets

This is the silence that settles 
after you've survived the disaster 
of one day leading to the next.

It cannot be any quieter.
The dishes have been washed
The grapes were picked when they were heavy
There are no fears left in the cupboards
only some dead bees, trapped behind the screen from summer.

Finally the secrets are telling themselves:
"I am breathing again," says the floor as I’sweep it 
I can sleep now," say my letters when I answer them, "I 

your voice," says the silence, after enduring 
so many evenings in which nobody comes home.

want



If you walk long enough, the rain turns green.
If you walk long enough, the rain won't stop.
If you walk long enough, it will rain forever.

It comes down and splashes on the cement underneath. 
It rolls off the marble statues— 

touches their smooth eyes— 
wears the world down to the smooth shape 
it really is.

Glistening brilliant colors—
reflection of the headlights and streetlamps— 
tinged with green.

One might think it would bleach out the countryside. 
One's never seen real rain then.
The Indian paintbrushes are amazing red beneath the 

translucent light; 
the ashes deepest green; 
and the fields saffron gold.

It soaks your dark jeans.
As you ride your bicycle through the streets 
there is a kinship between you and every 
other poet out.
You link arms and stop for a soda;
You both want a table outside.

The rain-lit street reveals
vendors with apples and cinnamon; 
gray umbrellas, black umbrellas; 
mascara eyes streaming make-up down 

Mediterranean faces;
heavy-thighed dykes bowed over paperbacks by 

George Sand;
lovers pulling each other around the 

trees and over the curb.
Shaking hands with your companion, you exchange 
addresses and part 
to continue with your walking.

The water reaches up to your ankles now.
You pull on your bicycle and take the road leading '

out of town;
but you'll be back before you know.
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1

People
gordian knots 
shimmering picture puzzles 
always changing 
faces moving 
twisting insides of 
souls reflected
in a carnival house of mirrors.

A rock
hit the mirror
and ripples
into a lake
into waves
a storm rose
and broke the souls
and died.

The moon rose 
and formed a path 
quiet sparkling 
and the door
reflected twixt the eyes 
of two.
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Robert sitting on a bench
In the courtyard
a stack of books next to him
hands in the pockets of his raincoat
he looks straight ahead,
looks at the ground
an intellectual deep in thought
an old wino lost in another park
the wind is blowing cold
dropping leaves from the apple tree.

Moonlit mist shrouds fields 

heavy with droplets of dew, 

Silver in the night.
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Excerpt from talk given by Mr. O'Grady on:
Courage and Sadness

Now let me turn from viewing courage in the perspective of the 
suffering of wounds in the sense of trauma (the ancient Greek word 
for wound), to courage seen in the perspective of the undramatic 
heavy sadness that pervades so much of our lives. I have in mind 
Thomas Aquinas' definition of the virtue of perseverance, understood 
as a part of the virtue of courage. Perseverance is "a habit of 
the mind whereby a man stands steadfastly, lest he be moved from 
what is virtuous by the assault of sadness." Accordingly, I shall 
talk a little about courage in relation to discouragement, the 
experience of being disheartened. I shall do this with reference 
to Don Quixote as Cervantes presents him, and Prospero and Miranda 
as Shakespeare presents them in The Tempest.

Don Quixote seems to me to be the right hero for a world in 
which many of the most important truths are of such a sort that 
now you see them, now you don't. Courage is what you need when 
you're not seeing them.

Don Quixote has preat contempt for the demand all of us are 
tempted to make, the demand that I should not be required to risk 
myself for the sake of any truth that is not evident to me in a 
constant way. Only truths—for example, the truth of mathematical 
propositions—which are of such a sort that whenever I want to I 
can bring them before my eyes and have my assent compelled by their 
indisputable evidence, can be the proper basis for action—so 
runs the argument against which Quixote does battle.

But what of those moments, which happen when they happen, 
which cannot be summoned or conjured, in which the world convinc
ingly appears as a place in which brave and courteous deeds can be 
dared and have a chance—needless to say, not the certainty—of 
succeeding, in which the vision of a beautiful lady can inspire 
the desire to become worthy of her praise? What of these moments 
indeed? say the evil enchanters, whose power in the world is very 
great, according to Quixote? The enchanters say: We can render 
these moments perfectly ambiguous. First, we will not allow you 
many of them—most of the time the world will have a very different 
look for you, so that your task will be to be faithful, in the midst 
of the greatest ambiguity, weariness and distraction, to the 
remembered moments in which the world was visible as a place in 
which chivalry is not ridiculous. But this fidelity is the hardest 
thing in the world—not only are you unable to make yourself see 
the world now as it appeared then, not only does the remembered 
moment lack the rower to transfigure the dullness of the present 
world in any immediate way, but the remembered moment may lack the
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power even to hold its own, stand its ground. After all, maybe 
the vision itself was sheer delusion. Or maybe everything has 
been transformed, enhanced, exaggerated in memory. Are you sure 
you remember exactly how the world looked when it seemed' a possible 
place for your dreams? To contend against such doubts, and the 
weariness they bring, and the dull sadness that grows out of that, 
human beings need, according to Quixote, the greatest and most 
resourceful courage. And I think we can acquire, from the example 
of Don Quixote, as well as from other sources, some of the resource
fulness and versatility that is required for doing battle against 
evil enchanters.

Finally, let me speak briefly of Prospero and Miranda, father 
and daughter, in Shakespeare's Tempest. The action of the play takes 
place on an island, and it is not quite clear how the island is 
related to the mainland on which we seem most of the time to live.
But the Tempest seems true to me, and very important. I don't know 
whether the external way in which I shall have to speak of what 
happens in the play will be of any use at all. But I shall try.

Because of a strange conspiracy of circumstances—chiefly 
an apparent storm and an apparent shipwreck—Prospero has come to 
have power over men who 12 years earlier committed great injustice 
against him. By various artful and magical devices he creates an 
order in which each person whom the tempest has brought to the island 
has his proper place. There are several incurably wicked characters, 
for whom no change of heart, no repentance is possible—they are 
brought to vivid and effective awareness that they are subject to 
hipher powers, that they cannot work their unchangeably wicked 
wills with impunity. There is another character—Alonso—‘who is 
capable of change of heart, who repents and, full of contrition, 
hopes for forgiveness. And forgiveness is somehow granted. But 
the ultimate context of the play is not the world of sin and repent
ance, and of forgiveness as the highest object of human hope. That 
world would be the ultimate context if the Fall were the beginning. 
But it is not. The deep-down indestructible goodness of the creation 
is the beginning—God looked upon all he had created, and behold, 
it was very -^ood. And so, to be truthful, Prospero must lead this 
company of sinners, impenitent and penitent alike (Prospero himself, 
as well as Alonso, being a penitent sinner) to see his daughter 
Miranda, whose name means 'she who is to be wondered at, admired, 
astonished by.' Miranda is a young woman of 15, whose goodness, 
in boldness and in shyness, we have seen throughout the play.
Prospero leads the company to the shelter in which she is playing 
chess with the young man she is to marry. And then the unveiling 
of Miranda, her revelation, takes place—the company of sinners can

12



and must see the ultimate context in which their own sinfulness— 
penitent of impenitent—has come to be. That context is the 
inexhaustibly fresh, deep-down beauty of the creation.

But something even more important takes place. Miranda 
herself, who has seen only two human beings before now, looks 
upon this all-too-human company and says that she beholds a brave 
new world. Her father says, '"Tis new to thee". Prospero does 
not mean that Miranda is naive or inexperienced and will soon learn 
that things are very different from how they appear to her. Some
thing wholly different is happening here. Not only is the original 
goodness of the creation overwhelmingly visible, compellingly 
visible to all, in Miranda herself; that original goodness is still 
visible in the persons of the penitent, and even the impenitent, 
sinners upon whom Miranda gazes. Prospero not only looks upon 
Miranda, but also follows her gaze. He cannot see what she sees.
But he knows that what she sees is there to be seen, is true. And 
he knows that he himself could, not merely know, not merely assent 
to intellectually, but immediately see this truth,if he were as 
good as Miranda is. But he is not. And he isntt because he has 
somehow chosen not to be.

This is the final sort o-P sadness I meant to point to—not the 
kind that comes from living in a world in which the most important 
truths are of such a sort that now you see them, now you don't— 
but the kind that comes from not being able to see at all in any 
sort of immediate way, but merely to assent in one's thinking, 
distantly; combined with the awareness that one would have been 
capable of seeing, if only one had been better—but one had not 
wanted that badly enouoh.

To live with the first kind of sadness, it does seem to me 
that the human virtue of perseverance, as part of the virtue of 
courage, is required. But as for the second kind of sadness, I 
am not sure whether there is any virtue that is effective against 
it. At the end of The Tempest the last play Shakespeare wrote, 
Prospero says, "My ending is despair, unless I be relieved by prayer."



A POEM

(fir by wind 
twisted)

jet from flamebitten 
oak encases light, 
soft
windsigh

(unvoiced sigh) 
lie I here 
enveloped.

caress of 
sighing breeze 
soothing seas

screech in branches clashing 
sparks cry echo of tumbled 
stones collapse down cliff

-face

your arms

To Keats

As when you first gazed into Homer's verse,
And Chapman unlocked those glorious words 
Of brave deeds, long journeys, and bloodied swords 
In dense simile and description terse;
Or as the hawk when from hunger averse 
To any sight but that of smaller birds.
Eagerly scans the skies, then swoops t'wards 
Its prey with bright talons flashing their curse;
So did I, when with fascinated look 
I paged through your lines of sweet panged delight. 
And wondered with quaking emotions shobk 
On your classic words of calming affright.
Then finally smothered with that bliss, took 
Your poems and read, and read through the night.
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A Baconian Monologue

Observe that lad in tattered cloak 
Whom now the pelting spate doth soak. 
Appeareth he not the scholar type 
As through the rain he runneth with pipe 
And weighty tomes piled 'neath his arm?
But do not let this sight disarm 
You; often have I long conversed 
With him on postulations nursed 
By sophomoric minds whose thought 
Was by archaic volumes wrought 
From obsolescent theory. Nay,

His mind is as the ashen clay 
Which lieth on grave opuscules.
The tyrant blindness maketh rules 
By which men such as our young friend 
Will guide their thoughts, yet apprehend 
No insight new. For knoweth he 
What forces move the galaxy.
Or why a plant doth tilt its stalk 
To catch the light? Hath learned talk 
Explained the pull of gravity?
Nay, sir; yet slaves of pedantry 

Believe themselves the guides of men 
And, wielding a lofty pen.
Put forth a set of moral laws 
For all to heed, yet fail to pause 
And speculate how they can hold 
The key to truth, but leave untold 
The great arcanum of Creation.
For verily this revelation 
Would soon illuminate the truth 
And edify mankind, forsooth!
Yet scholars such as our damp friend 
Quite scorn attempts to comprehend 
The working of God's earthly dream;
So such as I know disesteem.

And lo! our friend a chill hath caught; 
It seemeth his books avail him not.



SAP

A red-breasted nuthatch 
flutters through morning sun 
on my front porch and I laugh— 
last night in my dream I rode a sorrel 
mare to visit the vague old woman in town.
She offered me cake and coffee, so I 
tied the mare to her living room lamp.

The other day I drove 
gravel roads on Fairfield Bench 
to see old woodcutters in the wheat fields.
Two Norwegian brothers, they knew winter 
ruled the mountains where their father died.
Grizzly bears were almost human, 
too strong to ever shoot.

Three heavy palominos 
kick and spin in the new mud 
of a March day. Their bodies glow like sunlit 
cottonwoods against the far banks of deep blue cloud. 
Those golden willows that swing their branches 
over stubble are the bare arms 
of a woman you love.
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Van Gogh would have liked 
this church, the way it rises 

stark and lonely from the fields. 
Tall old grass by the roadside bends 

with a yellow hiss, black calves contend 
for air beneath their feet, 

and starlings flock the sky.

Here farms are square, and wheat 
fields stripe this bench. Driving east 
I found the edge where coulees break 

The land in cutback and slough. Abandoned 
houses rot content, gray as dust set free.

Ice breaks out, and horse herds 
water in the sun.

A coil of hair
can catch the light, but ordered 

silos only hold some heavy grain, 
secure and dull. Geese honk north in flight.

Spring tramps in wet, to break all 
squares in green and leave them 

fetlock deep in mud.
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Invective on Someone or Other

And I have read the newest poems:
True lines which bend and weave the heart, 

The pattering refrain of sense,
The Absolute becoming Art.

The Nouveau Poet reaps salvation 
Insisting on his splendid dross:
His sentiment is his oblation. 

Obliquity his gathered loss.
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Death
Kind promise
Captures this heart
Like a silkened lover
Enormous black tongue runs lengthwise
Over raw fibres of submissive essence
Another anxious soul is swallowed beyond time
Silent enticer who drifts over reality
Shares the beauty of nothingness
Bleeding minds are caressed
Here is understanding
Sweet eraser
Sleep.



An afterthought, a hidden meaning,
Real purple mountains linger 
As the ebbs of sunset 
Hang closer, the earth.
Softest, palest hues, laced between 
Celestial brilliance, golden syrup. 
Untainted remarks on the fullness of a 
The beauty in a life.
And eyes that smile.
Hills ring of age, of hope, of family; 
And how my moments used to mesh 
With the moments of another.
When will ends not matter and 
Eyes,that smile be the truth?



I

For the Fool

"It's the jester! Look! Jester!"
"Oh, tell us a joke, jester!" Play us a prank!"
"Juggle your oranges for us!" The ladies rush to the 

lone harlequin. A bubble rises up in each female's heart; 
the jester's their friend. He's simple and sweet and wonder
fully witty. He's not like a man at all. He's quiet, he 
listens to the ladies, and he plays with them. The other 
men are too busy—off hunting or attending to matters of 
state.

"Oh jester, jester—sing us a song!" They all sit round, 
and he sings a song about a mystic highway and mighty king 
that tried to ride down it. When he finishes, the ladies 
clap their hands with delight.

"Oh jester! Jester!" Next they bring a sheet of broad
cloth and toss the quiet jester high in the air. He keeps 
a straight and silent face as he describes circles and flips 
against the fair sky. The women squeal with happiness.

Behind them the trees loom deep and green. Down the hill 
the thick forest takes over. The dancing ladies and the fool 
are just a bright speck against the hillside. Beyond the 
wild meadows roll. And then the sea, and the silence resumes 
its own.
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Terry,

you came down to the water on a warm fall afternoon. I 
sat on the dock, back bent, fingers tracing the familiar diamond 
pattern of the net and my gaze, freed by the grace of hand gained 
by endless repetition, followed the tide's course down to the 
harbor mouth.

The first thing I saw of you were those damn carpenter's boots 
and fatigue pants, then came the inevitable question: "Anybody 
need a deck hand around here?" Head still down I patiently explained 
that there wasn't any such word; on the west coast we who worked 
on the back deck were called "boat pullers". I looked up and saw 
your head placed carefully under a caricature of a fisherman's 
hat that combined to ridiculous effect with the pants; I laughed, 
and shuttled the needle through the mesh once more.

Then the first surprise, you laughed too as you saw the 
nature of your appearance reflected in my eyes. I marked that 
this pilgrim had at least a sense of humor. When you lent a hand 
to chuck the finished trap up to the top of the stack I decided 
you were worth at least the time of day. Bumming a cigarette, I 
spoke of how the season's prospects lay for the fleet, how to 
recognize a good captain and how to avoid the man—killers. But 
still I would not recommend you to my skipper or any other, as 
many good men prove worthless at sea, and I would not have you shame 
me. The next few days you all but lived on the dock in search for 
a berth, and word of your persistence got around. When the 
"Agnes II" needed a man, her skipper deigned to give you a chance.
It was make or break, and I wondered at the outcome as your new 
vessel rushed you down the bay to your first day at sea, her stacks 
pouring dark diesel smoke. Fourteen hours saw you back under the 
pier in soaking boots and bleeding from various clumsy wounds, yet 
still willing. I shared your smile from high above, and helped 
the fish buyer to unload the day's catch.

Now a year later I remember those moments shared in whisky 
after the hard day's run, as we marvelled over the intricacies of 
the craft and the mystery of the oceans. You,drawn in admiration 
of my manner sought to imitate the ease of my hand and purpose of 
mind that I seemed to you to embody. I worried silently for you 
should the dream fade when you came to know the other side, the 
fears and toil that had creased my brow deeply at the age of twenty.

Some weeks into that season, I was on the crabber "WASP", 
tending the deck as we ran down the coast, heading in to the harbor
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mouth. As we approached the shallows the ground swell loomed over 
the boat and made us quite wary of the foaming jetty. I lashed 
down traps and crates in busy anticipation of the run across the 
treacherous bar. Then the "Agnes" lay alongside, and the two 
skippers consulted while we all watched and waited for the calm 
that would let us bring the boats in to safety. Then a shout 
"Hold on!" and I looked up to see a set of four giant waves lumber
ing down on us. The engines screamed as the skippers tried to 
hold the boats stern to, backing through the crests. We came 
through whole, and surging forward rode the back of the last monster 
into the harbor. The boats foamed at the bows like a pair of 
charging horses. I caught your eye over on the other deck and we 
howled out our joy, fear left far back in the churning wake. So 
you came to know terror, and it did not break you.

Friend, my guard came down, and no longer in my arrogance did 
I hold you off as a farmer gone to sea, and we began to know one 
another.

The season went on...
On New Year's morning I went down to the water to start the 

year fishing, as in years before. I reeled under the weight of 
the long loud night. A heavy fog lay over all the bayshore so 
that I had t'o ride half out of my old truck, eyes trying to pierce 
the dark wet mist. Coming down the dock I first heard the eerie 
cries and saw the Coast Guards' yellow light sweeping the surface. 
Then I saw your truck parked at the edge of the dock, too close, and 
the driver's door open over the water. You too came down to work 
drunk, but fell into the swift cold water, leaving us.

In a daze I watched the boats cruise dead slow, lights wandering 
and thought, "God let this be a lie."

In despair, yet hoping still for grace, we went to sea that day. 
Perhaps it didn't happen, and Terry would crawl out from some place 
he'd been sleeping one off, and we would laugh the terrible weight 
off our guts and go have a round.

One day came and went, and another, and still the truck remained 
unclaimed. The weird unreality began to take on the more absolute 
aspect of death. A thousand times my thoughts began, "If only..." 
as I looked for a way to grasp reason and rid myself of the pain, 
and the ghost...to remake somehow the awful thing right. My eye 
would play tricks and show in every shadow and indefinite form my 
friend walking towards me, 'til I would turn, and nothing would be.

Terry came back to us on the ebb tide four weeks later, un
recognizable but for a pair of carpenter's boots, tightly laced.
A sober man might have been able to get them off and swim, but I



don't know...
The body provided an anchor from fear to fact somehow, and 

I left part of the awful sorrow behind. But in the crest of the 
breaking wave I still see his face, and I fancy I hear him sing 
out once more.

Your Poem

When I found you sitting in my garden of evening 
I wanted to hold your hands holding 
Wrap the world of your quiet busy love 
Where fingers' habits weave.
Patiently mend without the thread of words
Distances death, age, loss and even gain bring
Hide it in my own fingers' net
A fabric too beautiful to be seen
Touch and contain it as a cup
Owns and does not own the water within it
I did not let my fingers speak
Kept them in my lap, silent witnesses
Instead to the spinning spilling
Wordless work of evening the warp
Of days lived together
Fluid shuttle of love touching love
Needed no evening garden for evening
No hands to hold its holding
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Termite wings sift down 
Dry ghost tears

Stick to the sweat-soaked bed 
Wet with chills 

The night grinds on endlessly 
Stars turn in slow agony - 

Speed of a dull knife 
There is no air

Enticed by the emptiness 
A black dog screams 

Eaten by the ink 
To stop breathing is

easier than you think 
I would wring out the sheets but for 

The nightmares the pool would draw 
Slow sticky footsteps 
Transparent lizards 
Blue dead eyes and 

Visible bones 
He sleeps beside me 

Shivering and speaks
"I used to ride my bike that way.. 

His smile twists and slithers off 
The night is a luna moth

With her feelers in my mouth 
She is breathing and has little hairs 

Vampires of fur 
This night will follow me 

On unoiled hinges
Tracking me down with bloodshot eyes 

As long as'I breathe - 
When I get tired of living 

Behind tinned lovers 
I'll let it catch me, and

The fever will eat me, and 
They'll all laugh at the empty clothes 

That it took three of me to fill.
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New Street Lights

"Let there be light."

My solace used to be a nighttime walk 
around the neighborhood in which I lived, 
seeing the cool, soft—light 
beaty of familiar yards and houses, 
the care, and elements cf disarray, 
portrait of my neighbor.

Now, yellow sodium fire 
glares, turning all 
to yellow, grey, and black, 
a monochrome, 
bright and unfriendly.

My own street
looks like a prison yard at night, 
the beauty and the darkness 
driven out by harsh, bright, 
sodium vapor consciousness.

The monstrous fear of night's unknown remains.

And so night's beauty and 
night's darkness separate, 
the beauty to find
a deeper, darker recess in the heart, 
the darkness,
more a monster for the separation, 
to seek
a deeper, darker cavern
subterranean,
nontheless to drive us
in our unacknowledged madness.
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Beauty bound in 

flesh found.

(Is) a lance long 

as light learned, 

and aggravated abcess

on memory.



Step lightly, gravity's angel
Dancing into the white flow. 'jla ;
See the little balloon float? .
It's red, but I love you.
The space is yours.

Just as the morning blade of grass knows 
that dew means something new.
So you will always know.
But the longest day meets the shortest night.
And a graceful movement of the arm is eternity.

NOAH

What was it brought you to the maiden's tent?

"Ecstasy of the grape, residual
Clear life, the happy circumstance of soil
Which draws the human mind to gradual
Belief, the flashing spade, the vintner's toil."

When did you know that this belief was yours?

"Drunk with the possibility of change 
I knew the grape, its flesh, and heard above 
The absent wings of the departed dove.
Their feathering intimacy fecund, but strange."

Ah,
So you released the bird, and gained its love!
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The Potato Story

Byron Randall lived on a hill in Tomales, Marin County.
His house sat right on the San Andreas fault as it ran out to 
sea at Tomales Bay. There was even a crack in Byron's fireplace 
to show where the fault had come in from the southeast. Byron 
lived out back in a converted chicken coop. He was a painter and 
had turned his house into a museum. All throughout the house he 
had distributed old workman's tools, plows, scythes, pitchforks, 
and paintings. His paintings were of workmen in the fields, 
women and children picking fruit in the orchards, and hunchbacked 
old men carrying heavy loads. Byron must have thought of himself 
as the last true communist. After all, he had lived in Paris with 
the other artists of his day and he still wore an old French beret 
and talked about T.S.Eliot.

Although Byron lived outside in the converted chicken coop, 
he came inside the main house occasionally to use the kitchen.
It was a wonderful kitchen - two or three times the size of other 
kitchens. Hanging from the ceiling were hundreds of potato mashers. 
Not a one was like any other. There were green ones, red ones, 
long ones, and plain ones. On the walls were a couple of Byron's 
paintings...of potatoes... on blue backgrounds. Underneath one of 
the paintings was a sign,

"Potatoo, man's best friend."

Every Saturday and Sunday Byron drove off in his '39 Ford 
pickup to visit all the Flea Markets in the nearby counties. 
Sometimes he returned late in the day grinning and chuckling over 
a new potato masher. Sometimes he returned empty-handed and sad. 
Once I went with him. "Here, Byron! Here!" I called, "I found 
one!" He looked at it a moment, pressed his lips together, and 
shook his head. "No," he said, "I already have one like this." 
Finally I asked him why - "Why all the potato mashers? Why 
potatoes? What do they mean?" "Well," he said, "during World 
War 11, I was a cook in the Merchant Marine. For four years I did 
nothing, day and night, but mash potatoes."



A short poem composed after observing people --
They spend their lives collecting small bits of

green paper with pictures of other people on them

And Skinner thought pigeons were dumb.
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THE DESERT OF TIME

, a stalwart son of the Prophet, finding himself beset 
by doubts and confusions, left his family's city home and retreated to 
a small village situated on the edge of the great desert. His villa, 
small but comfortable, boasted a stable with a few good horses.Hassan's 
favorite was a small, eager little mare called Nourah. Each day, in 
the cool of the morning and again when the heat of the day had abated, 
he would ride out on the desert and let Nourah have her head. She 
would race through the camel thorn and dune sane, reveling in the company 
of the big white Saluki running at her side. Often in great leaps they 
would bound to the top of a dune where man, horse and dog would gaze 
out across the desert to the horizon broken by the outline of jebel and 
dune.

Slowly a need rose to Hassan's consciousness to ride out into the 
desert a long, long way. A need to find a guide out there somewhere 
that would show the way to serenity and peace of mind. Consequently, 
he began to spend the hot afternoons sitting in the shade with the old 
men of the village and listening respectfully to their conversations. 
Eventually he was able to bring the talk around to the desert by asking 
if men dwelt there and if so what they did.

"Yes", said an old man, "the Bedouin, as you know, have always 
dwelt in the desert, but as I suppose you mean others, there is a holy 
man who dwells in the oasis called Ain Dar. He has been there for as 
long as I can remember, so long, in fact, that his name has been forgot
ten. Also, along the trail that leads to Ain Dar, at certain times of 
the year, one may find the tents of the wanderers called the Weavers 
pitched by a well near an old ruin of some long-forgotten village. Trav
elers to Ain Dar who wish to visit the holy man and so gain merit are 
welcome to stop at their black tents and refresh themselves with a cup 
of goat's milk and find a little water for their mounts. In the cool 
season, the ride is long but pleasant. But now that the strong heat of 
summer is upon us, it is an arduous day's journey, requiring the rider 
to carry a good supply of water and provisions.

The old man drew a map on the ground and explained the landmarks 
that must be noted by the traveler. To miss a landmark and fail to 
turn in the right direction means death. Without jebel, ruin, or road, 
and if the traveler lacks knowledge of the stars, he will wander until 
the end of time.

Hassan took careful notes. He became determined to journey to Ain 
Dar and seek knowledge from the holy man. Thus it was that early one 
morning while the chill of dawn was still in the air, Hassan mounted 
Nourah and leading a donkey well-laden with goat-skin water bags and 
provisions, he set out into the desert. Far in the distance he could 
make out his first landmark, the great jebel called Jebel Tariqah
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sketched black against the faint light of very early morning, towering 
over the horizon. Entertained by the whistles, calls, and songs of 
desert birds feeding in the cool of the day, Hassan rode along, cheer
fully holding the excited Nourah to a walk that would accommodate the 
little donkey on its lead rope, shambling along behind.

Early morning fled, and as the sun rose, its power intensified.
The desert began to shimmer. Patches of camel thorn appeared. Jebel 
Tariqah, as Hassan made his way towards it, changed its shape continually 
each time he lifted his eyes toward it. A unicorn, a castle from by
gone days, a ship, a great monster crouched to spring, formed, dissolved 
and reformed as the increasingly harsh light struck the jebel's faceted 
slopes. Hassan rode on keeping the huge shape always before him. An 
hour remained before the noon prayer when Hassan finally arrived at the 
foot of Jebel Tariqah. Looking at the harsh grey and black gravel on 
its rocky flanks he felt disillusioned and disappointed. "It looked so 
noble and mysterious from far away", he muttered to himself as he guided 
Nourah to the left and picked up the trail of an ancient road, a path 
that had been followed for centuries by the nomadic Bedouin tribesmen. 
This was the trail he would follow to its end in the oasis of Ain Dar.

Nourah's excitement had long since abated in the terrible heat 
and now she plodded bravely along, her head drooping a little, her 
ears only occasionally twitching to catch some sound in the awful still
ness. Hassan stopped thinking. His being emptied itself out and became 
an atom of crystal, moving slowly and painfully through the great crysal 
sphere of the universe; the atom reflecting the blue and gold of the 
greater body. Mare and donkey walked on. Hassan was an emptiness; 
unaware of his body's needs, unaware that the time for prayer had passed. 
Dimly, some part of him responded to the broken walls of the old ruin 
offering shade and rest and watched as the man and his beasts drifted 
by. Soon the black tents of the Weavers appeared on the left and 
reason whispered,"Stop and rest". Hassan's will, imprisoned in its 
crystal sphere, did not hear and on and on he rode, down the old trail 
through the great desert.

At last a rough outcrop of rock rose up before the pair of travel
ers, jutting almost perpendicular to the desert floor, and offering 
a patch of shade. Into this shade, Nourah, of her own accord, moved 
and when she had reached the deepest part she stopped. The sudden 
change of temperature shocked Hassan back to the everyday world. Start
led, he sat quite still in the saddle and looked around him trying to 
recall his purpose and reason for being in that place. Memory returned 
and he hastily dismounted and stripped Nourah and her companion of their 
gear, rubbed them down and drew water from the goat-skin bags. Only 
then did he recall the missed prayers and prostrated himself before his
God.



Hassan awoke well refreshed by his sleep in the shade of the 
rocks and seeing that Nourah and the donkey were rested, he replaced 
his pack and the water on the donkey's back and mounting Nourah rode 
out again along the desert trail. The heat abated slowly as the after
noon waned and Nourah walked sturdily along until at last Hassan caught 
a glimpse of a green much softer than that of camel thorn. Soon 
snorts of eager anticipation from his animals told him that they had 
caught the scent of moisture. The day had ended when he rode into the 
cool green oasis of Ain Bar. In the semi-light he quickly made his 
camp and, knowing that his animals would not stray from the luxury of 
the oasis into the inhospitable desert, he stripped them of all their 
gear and left them to roam freely and graze and drink to their hearts' 
content.

Desert bred, Hassan had seen many an oasis, but this one surprised 
him, In the dim light he could see no outpour from a well-defined 
spring, but instead, the water oozed gently out of many small cracks in 
the earth. It covered a goodly area which, over the years, had turned 
into a gentle, grass covered marsh; a green jewel set in the golden 
desert. With relief he noted the abundance of rich fodder. The 
presence of tamarisk, date palm and oleander spoke of welcome shade from 
the heat of the sun.

As he set up camp and prepared for the evening prayer he kept 
watching and hoping that the holy man would appear. The stillness 
remained unbroken except for the busy twitter of birds and the movement 
of Nourah and the donkey as they grazed. The long ride and the heat had 
left him lethargic so after prayers and a simple meal he stretched out 
and slept soundly through the soft, cool night.

Life-long habit awakened him at the appointed hour for the morning 
prayer. Carefully and meticulously he performed the rituals, not 
forgetful of the neglected prayer of yesterday. Satisfied that he had 
amended for his forgetfulness as best he could, he wandered off in search 
of the holy man. "How could he remain unseen in such a small place?", 
Hassan wondered, as he cast about looking for the old man's dwelling.
At last his eye was caught by one of the desert's everpresent outcrops 
of rough rock along the edge of the oasis. The hand of some primordial 
giant had crushed and tumbled it into a disorderly pile of boulders and 
sand. "Can there be a cave there?" thought Hassan as he walked over to 
investigate the area, straining to see if this darker area or that was 
in fact the entrance to a cave. Suddenly it appeared directly in front 
of him; a gap of ample proportions to allow a man standing erect to 
pass freely through, into the cave beyond. His gaze, wandering from 
the cave to the surrounding rock, fell upon a pitiful sight. The 
corpse of the holy man, dried and mummified in the desert air, sat 
upright in an angle between two adjoining rocks and stared back at him
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through empty eye sockets. Hassan leaped backwards in shock and 
then stopped and looked wildly around him. "I'll pack and leave 
right now," he thought, but something held him rooted to the spot.
As he stood there in a sort of paralysis, a power rose from deep 
within him and clearly and strongly delivered its message,"Take 
up the body and bury it according to the dictates of Islam."

Hassan steeled himself and walked forward to enter the cave.
In a dim corner he found a neat stack of tent-dividers, probably 
offerings to the holy man from passing Bedouin, he thought. Taking 
the best, he returned to the body and bowing down again towards 
Mecca he said a ritual prayer for the dead. When he had finished, 
a feeling as sweet as honey flowed through him and from it he 
found the strength to gently and lovingly wrap the old remains 
securely in the tent-divider shroud. In the swiftly increasing 
heat he set about preparing the burial place. From the jagged 
rocks strewn about the area he made a neat oblong bed, piling the 
stones high around the edges. With fine, clean sand he covered 
the bottom and on the sand he respectfully laid the body. This 
too he covered with another thick layer of sand and over that he 
piled a great mound of rocks. He worked until no light was left, 
stopping only for prayer, and finally, no longer able to see, he 
stumbled back to camp and fell deeply asleep.

Habit again awakened him with the first light on his second 
day in the oasis. Stiff and sore he dragged himself to the water 
for the morning rituals. A deep inner excitement forced him to 
make his aching body respond to his commands and to return again 
to the cairn he had built with awful labor on the previous day. 
Cross-legged, he sat before it, feeling empty and drained of emotion. 
His mind became as still and calm as the oasis air. At last he 
arose, returned to his camp, and slept through the long, hot day. 
Finally a little breeze stirred, cooled by its passage over the 
water. It blew gently across Hassan's face and awakened him.
Rising from his camp bed, he realized that he had not eaten for 
a long time and made a good meal from his supplies. Nourah and 
the donkey came back into his memory and he hastened to find them. 
Contentedly, they were grazing in their lush green pasture. Nourah 
neighed with joy at the sight of her master and nuzzled his cheek. 
Satisfied that all was well with them, he returned to his camp for 
the evening prayer.

After he had prostrated himself towards Mecca he felt much at 
peace and strolled through the evening back to the cairn. Once 
again he sat cross-legged in the sand before it. As the last ligh 
faded and the first deep blackness fell over the land, Hassan again
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felt a deep power move within him and heard in his mind a question, 
"What was your purpose?" it asked, "in journeying through the great 
desert in the heat of this season to reach this particular place?"

Hassan sat still in wonderment and gazed sightlessly into the 
pitch-black night. Suddenly, like a small and terrified child,lost 
in a great and frenzied crowd, found at last by his anxious mother, 
he burst out in tears and found himself pouring forth from his heart 
all the hurt, confusion, and bewilderment that had been accumulating 
there since the day that the imam had held him high in the air and 
his father had shouted in his ear,"There is no God but God, and 
Mohammed is his Prophet." Held in the velvet arms of the deep, 
black night, he let his sorrow overwhelm him. Bitterly he wept for 
himself and for all mankind. Before his mind passed the horrors of 
war, the vicious nature of men, the crippling cruelty of the veil 
of Islam, stunted and deformed children with swollen bellies and 
running sores passed by his inner eye until exhausted from the 
venting of his great sorrow he fell backward in the sand and lay 
staring out into the night.

In the midst of the blackness, reflecting the blackness that 
lay over his soul, a tiny point of light shone out, and then another, 
and another, until the entire inverted bowl of the sky was gloriously 
alight with twinkling stars. The moon appeared; a fine golden 
crescent nestled in a crown of stars. Hassan lay quietly, purged 
of grief. Somewhere near—or was it far away—a little melody 
came drifting through his tired mind and in that half world between 
wakefulness and sleep he heard a gentle voice singing:

My love is with a caravan 
Traveling the desert of time.
From past, present and future.
Weaving a shape divine.

My love is a faithful needle 
~ ■ Plying the desert of life;

Its kaleidoscoping colors 
Of joy, sorrow, and strife.

Now mirrored is the unicorn;
Now rises the fierce beast.
Forming, dissolving, reforming 
In the desert's terrible heat.

5-' ■ '■ 'V' ^ i' ■i •' My love is a delicate color 
In the warp and woof of time; 
A slender cord of color 
In the mystery of His design.
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The gentle voice drifted away—Hassan slept.
The morning light poured over the sky and wakened him to the 

third day. By the cairn of the holy man he sat in quiet meditat
ion, watching the depths of his being, forgetful of impressions 
stamped on his soul by the external world. The sweet power of love 
he had experienced as he had stood looking down on the dried, 
discarded body of the holy man, flowed through him again and became 
the light he would follow to his journey's ending and beyond.

Long before the sun rose on the fourth day, Hassan, mounted on 
Nourah and leading the little donkey, rode away from the oasis.
An hour before the noon prayer, the black tents of the Weavers 
loomed before him. He turned from the road and guided Nourah in 
their direction. The expected shout, warning the people of the 
approach of a stranger, broke through the hot, heavy air. A 
moment of silence and then the boys of the camp came streaming from 
between the tents, followed by the men at a more dignified pace.
As they approached each other Hassan smiled at the delight in the 
flashing dark eyes that came, he knew, from the pleasure such people 
take in offering hospitality to the stranger. He dismounted and 
with great courtesy repeated the age-old ritual of asking for sus
tenance and protection. Gravely, an old man offered the ancient 
reply and invited Hassan to feel at home among them. Then all 
gathered around him to lead him to the tents. Nourah was praised 
extravagantly for her great beauty. With eyes modestly lowered, 
she gently nibbled at offerings of sweet, sticky dates. In a cool 
shady place, both animals were relieved of their burdens and given 
a drink of water from the old well. The animals cared for, the men 
retired to the shade for prayer, rest and talk. Hassan reclined 
comfortably and listened while the nomads spoke of the desert. They 
told him of their ancestors who, in the far distant past, had been 
taught by a prophet the pattern of the stars and how, by staying 
within the pattern, they could roam throughout the desert without 
losing their way. "However," said an elder,"if any one of us should 
roma outside the pattern of the stars he would never be able to find 
his way back 1o ocr tents again. A man who leaves his own pattern 
spends his life searching for a way home. Our law and custom decrees 
that such a one must receive great respect from us as it is God's 
will that there be searchers and through them the Will of the Most 
High is made known to us."

Hassan, in his turn, related the events cf the village and spoke 
•of the people, many of whom were known to the nomads who offered 
their weaving of the long silky hair of the desert goat in exchange 
for tools and rice. The afternoon passed quickly with talk and with

■'4s
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the never-ending pouring of coffee well laced with the stimulating 
cardamom seeds. When he dared delay no longer, Hassan arose and
prepared to resume his journey.

It was late in the afternoon before he left the company of 
the dark nomads. The light was almost spent when he reached Jebel 
Tariqah and turning away from it, started off across the remaining 
expanse of desert that stretched between him and his village.
Night was rapidly falling. He began to wonder if he should stop 
where he was and wait for the morning light. Just as these thoughts 
crossed his mind, far in the distance, a tiny point of light 
shone out, and then another, and another, as the lamps in the 
little village came to life. And so, the little lights, lit by 
humble people in a poor village on the edge of the great desert, 
guided Hassan home.

THE END

I can see your romance 

quite (k)night 

stream beneath my eyelids 

secret sun

how or where to put you? 

my life will ever come 

un-done

— for joel
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TWO MOONS

The night is a satin cloak
pulled over the daytime landscape
black, liquid, opaque
Ideas take form without taking shape
do you remember the curve of the thoughtless face?
or has time made the mind's eye blind?

(Necropoli of America bring you...)
ic'k'k’k’kie’k'k’kif'k'k'k'k’krk'kie’kr/c’k’k'k’kie'k'krk'kicit'k’k’kic

I

I've walked quite a way

Short steps to conquer the miles 
shortened steps that slip 
and in slipping
cover more distance than is their due

The light is bright here 
so bright—
it brings forth from shadows 
the subtle detail
that is the space between the lines of a poem 
the objects in this room are so well-illumined 
they make their presence known through image 
and when the darkness comes 
so dark—
they cease to exist

The light is more intense 
than is its due 
it makes the images harsh 
glaringly and inescapably real 
so real
and how is one to deal with the stark imageric symbolism 
that can't be controlled? 
if I don't like the novel 
can I change it?
I've already read it
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The colors are more vivid 
than is their due
dancing orange and soothing green 
I dance until I drop 
and am soothed
until tender meat falls from the bone 

under its own weight 
honey becomes vinegar 
the flies won't come to eat it 
and the moon ascends, far away 
smiling to greet it 
(the radio drones,
"Oh, please, stay by me, Diana") 
the vinegar
will pass away in the stare of the moon 
(she hunts, you know)

II

The silent horizon 
quiet dawn
clouds of noiseless grey, immeasurable 

Rusty, tin-roofed sheds
and the soundless graves amidst the grazing
soundless cattle
And where
is Guinevere?
the brown hair in waves
about her shoulderblades
gentle nose and curved cheek
her dappled mount unreigned
eyes bespeak a well without bottom

She spoke to me 
and was gone
once upon a time in snowy steppes
her broken sword reforged anew
And where
is Guinevere?
the brown hair in waves
is dust in a sepulchre
oak trees unforgetting
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The deer have eyes to burn us 
—softly

setting us on our way 
the doe is killed 
the fawn is far away

The old farmer screamed
as she bent her weight behind the spear
she left him there unburied
she left him there unburdened

And where
is unmitigated fear?
clouds of noiseless grey, immeasurable

I'll send you penny postcards
'drenched in fluids
clear and scarlet
harlot you may be
but your lake is a true sea
live for a while in forests
called forth not of their own accord

She stood over me in triumph 
I was prone in dirt
her laugh, long and clear, while I screamed with fear 
she castrated me and left 
her laugh, long and clear

And where 
is Guinevere?
eyes bespeak a well without bottom

WIND

"Sometimes I wish I could just turn it off."
—A woman in Dove Creek, Colorado

Wind has blown inside my bones, 
drifted snow behind my spine, 
it will not go. Give me fog-bound 
cities of a summer lake, but do not 
leave me here in ice and stone 
for the bone-picker wind 
to flay me with its knife.
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Here the closest thing 
to flesh was wood or withered 
grass, but since the fire came, 
swept the valley and the cliffs, 
there's nothing here that talks 
except the ash-choked stream, 
freezing by my barren hut.

If the scorched gray stones 
released their fossil shells,
I'd hear the ocean pounding shore.
No spoken word of mine can break stone 
or stop wind, and anyway 
the nearest ocean I can recall 
is alkali and east of here.

I knew spells that gave me gold 
and kept the hoarding fire-drakes 
at bay. Now wind has clouded sky.
Magic words fall short and mumbled 
from my tongue. I yelled curses at that 
laughing wind. It just threw them back 
and made my teeth erode.

I eat my mush and count
my coins, the coffee weak and gritty
on my gums. Demons of snow ride down
the canyon, their hollow voices shrieking,
"Spring will never come. We'll starve you
ragged through the chinks, plow your
faded eyes beneath the ice."

In ancient dreams of mine
the leaves were green, the half moon
shone through fleeting clouds. But now wind
has found my sleep, I dream empty bodies
in a house that has no doors.
I awake from my bones 
and wail in the wind.
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Agapito and Nikkis

This farmer does not farm anymore 
He cares for his old farm animals 
His wife can't hear 
Still they talk

On the front porch 
She shares her dinner 
long green beans and potatoes 
with the cats

Inside the house are
icons, pictures of the children
and grandchildren who live in faraway Athens
Swept everyday, white—washed on Sundays
it is immaculate - and cool and dark at mid-day
in July

They give gifts: always ’ j
brown eggs, in August figs, I
September grapes, in October snails.
Up close Agapito moves the 
tight skin of his face
in a dry kiss, "Goot nite, Goot morning,"
Words left over from an old war.
Nikkis pulls up her dress
to shovi the place where the pain is lodged
She winces and her whiskers move, "Over there “
I want to be," she says, pointing wistfully
to the necropolis I

He can't farm anymore Jj
His body is fused in the shape of an L
She can't hear anymore and
her limbs twist with arthritis
They spend their days tending

Yesterday Agapito was up in the fig tree 
shaking out and collecting the last of the figs 
When he works outside, Nikkis brings him water 
before he knows he's thirsty
She reads his lips, and they talk -S

47



Sonnet

The wonderment! flowing as a flood from rivers great, 
The almost cruel delight of autumn's air!
A friend for which the patient hours wait,
The sudden loosing of a once-important care.
The love that from a life shall never part!
A passing winter and a momentary year,
The surreptitious touching of another's heart.
The heated shedding of a love-incited tear,
A certain star to guide an evening walk.
The enmity of oldest friends when it is gone.
The sleepy hearing of an uneventful talk,
A breath! A spirit! An arm to cry upon!

The living of our lives: the fate of all humanity.
Except a poet, loving more his muse. Eternity,
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No Man

How can I explain the emotions to you? 
My books are home 
My words are now my own 
I am me
I am parts of others
Driftwood on a shore
Left from various wrecks and storms
I have yet to put it all
Together
In an order
On my beach
And you arrive on my isle 
And ask what is this?
And that piece? What are you 
making and why? Why order?
I am not now clear.
I wake on the beach each day 
And work about as best I can 
For working and best each day 
Are the patterns of the driftwood 
I have left
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A Certain Distance
Brian and the Soul Toys

(This interview is reprinted from Impact, the quarterly program 
guide for radio station KXTC. KXTC is a small student-run station 
sponsored by a private college in upstate New York.)

Rock and roll was born of media and technology. In the 
nineteen fifties, when the prices of records and radios and record 
players started to fall sharply, record companies found a young 
market for the new electrically amplified rhythm and blues. The 
kids had money and they spent it on music. They started bands, they 
sang doo-wop harmonies in every high school hall and bathroom in 
the country. Some got contracts and cut records, continuing the 
cycle.

As various factors changed over the years - political, 
economic, technological, anything that affects the way people think 
and express themselves - so did rock music, adapting itself to the 
imperatives of the times. Something in the present time may make 
a suicide pace the most appropriate and creative form of expression. 
Brian Crow; You bastard. We have not signed a suicide pact.
Impact: What is it if not a suicide pact?
Brian Crow: I'm not sure if I like talking about this. We have 
found in our selves some other world, one deep drunken sensibility, 
impossible to hold on to...and we all have this in some way, we know 
it. We're just not willing to give it up. I mean it, and this 
probably entails self-destruction. I try not to think about that 
part too much.
Impact: What is this 'other world'?
Brian Crow: For me, it's pictures in my head, fragments of culture, 
certain emotions and modes...I can be walking down a street, see 
the side of an apartment building, half-opened windows on a street 
when I am lost in some city at night, see suddenly all the actions 
and styles implied by the aspect of the glass, the building material, 
hell.. I can't explain it. You have to understand that these are 
things that can't be explained, if you could get them down in words 
it wouldn't be the same anymore. It just hits you in the guts and 

and soul, you see and smell it. You meet it through incoherence, 
through surprise and novelty and longing.
Impact: These are the things you try to capture in your music.
Brian Crow: Yes.
Impact: How?
Brian Crow: We live in that world as much as we can and then we
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just all play. I can’t describe the point between the things we do 
to invoke this feeling, this state of grace we achieve, between 
that and the actual music. It just pours out of us, the settings 
on the amplifiers, the sound and the beat...it's spooky, almost. 
Impact: Well, what you do to invoke the other world?
Brian Crow: We started out with drugs, perversions. These are 
the most obvious ways of leaving behind a pedestrian consciousness, 
right? We did a lot of drugs and I, at least, really overdid 
the debauchery. But after a while it becomes predictable and a 
little slavish, a little too earthy.
Impact: Sordid?
BC: No, sordidity is fine, it's...liberating, in a way. But
excess, you know, indulgence in sex and drugs and booze is sort 
of limiting. I want that same feeling, lost, high, drunk...but 
more spiritual, the pictures still clear and forceful, solid, but 
stranger and higher. I think the closest we came to a culmination, 
a...consummation of this sensibility...

It had been snowing, we all woke up at my house real late in 
the morning or afternoon, I don't know. Somewhere in the week, I 
really couldn't tell you. And I made breakfast for everybody, they 
were still in bed. We sat around for a while playing records, it 
got later, we just lay in the blankets as it started getting darker 
out and played with our food, you know...I think that's when we 
decided to pull all the stops, we were going to live in the other 
world no matter what the cost. We had been drinking too, we were 
all pretty high and light, sort of brilliant with that gray rolling 
light from my windows. We built a fire, I don't know. It stretched 
on for hours.

We finally drove into some town nearby that night, a college 
town. We were really smashed. We sat there hiding in the bushes, 
in the snow, it was hysterical...

Finally some jock came walking by, all by himself. We 
dragged him into the bushes and beat the shit out of him and ran 
around the campus, completely out of our heads, it was... I don t 
know. That was the best. It was as if this Paris wind had blown 
into our souls, streaming over the lands and ocean and carrying 
all the streets and cars and webs of suburbs with it. It was 
colored french books for kids, glossy and modern, and secret under
ground clubs decadent in some warehouse, the yellow light and vests 
and unkempt hair...everywhere we looked, it echoed on forever, these 
very simple mundane things we were seeing for the first time. We 
hid in a culvert for a while. There were small niches where the 
students had stuck candles, maybe twenty years ago, old stumps and
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spiders and graffiti. I saw everything. Tibetan villages with 
prayer wheels and parchment temple balconies, and Inca cities in 
the red mud, the lights disappearing into fog and sea at an empty 
port cafe at four or three in the morning. Steel school stairs 
and twisted lockers, reinforced skylights, pale sickly green light
on the prisoners, the students. Times, places, certain buildings_
do you see what I mean? A striking quality. A glassy token of this 
sprawling culture. The word 'infinite' sounds so empty, but it's 
not that, it's involved and complicated to the point of suffocation 
with all these details and pillows and houses and notes, towns, 
shops, ways of dressing and drawing, careers and colors...

This is very frustrating. I hate trying to generalize any
thing important, it just kills it. I even hate using words like 
that.
Impact: Okay, how does all this translate into music? Things like,
what kind of music do you play, and how do you get these feelings 
across?
BC: Well, the style of music sort of takes off on its own. We try 
to get a feeling out of a style - instead of thinking, "This is 
gospel or blues" we'll try to play a truck stop diner before dawn 
on an empty highway in Texas. And we'll be playing something that 
looks to me like cities in the rain, white steps, abstract water 
colors in pink and gray and blue, and that seems pretty jazzy. We 
just paint these strong images as much as we can.

...a lot of times I'll find our music very monotonous. I don't 
mean in such a bad way, like boring or anything. It's just - I'll 
suddenly realize that I've been playing the same riff over and over 
and over again all the way through a song, this same sort of strange 
line repeated against all the chord changes. It works, sometimes 
that works. Sometimes it's just that droning repetition that opens 
the doors to the worlds, the corridors, crickets, Swedish cinemas, 
four color ghetto rock and roll fantasy...

Sometimes it's just that we've achieved the quality we want 
and we stay there for awhile, in a sort of state of grace. Even
tually physical discomfort or boredom sets in or we decide to quit 
or we just drive into town to get coffee at Pete's. It's like this. 
The music is only a means to a certain end; we want music without 
connection or style, constantly changing context so that the meaning 
rings out clear as hexagrams or corn stalks or zen poetry. TV's 
very fragile and always changing, fleeting, and if we can follow it 
for a while with music we try to maintain what we have. Most of us 
you could probably not call refined musicians. But god damn, what 
we play sounds so good sometimes...

53



Impact: Now, the only way our listeners know you at all is that
you sent the station a tape this spring and we play it all the 
time. Why haven't you ever released any real records? Why don't 
you play concerts? Are you afraid you'll have to compromise 
what you're doing?
BC: Nah, it's not even that, though that's probably true. I
think we're all kind of afraid of becoming self-conscious about 
playing, like working out songs, rehearsing, all of that.
Impact: You never rehearse.
BC: Oh, of course not. Never. For who? We absolutely only play
for ourselves, it's a ritual between the three or four or five of 
us or whoever's around. It's not geared towards an audience and 
no, I don't think that's self-indulgent. People hear the tape we 
sent to KXTC and some people have heard the concerts we played.
It's much better that way, it's more spontaneous, more exciting 
than the anticlimax of rock success and Lps and chromed-out record 
stores.
Impact: What was going on when you made that tap^, and why did you 
send it to KXTC?
BC: That's actually kind of interesting. At that time a few of
us were just living in our studio, playing marathon, not even talk
ing or eating, just boozing it up and being decadent and making 
lots of noise. We were all really grouchy, irritable, but very 
high, very touchy...GodJ I think it comes through in the music, 
all the visions. And it sounds sort of punky, because we were all 
being a little sleazy then, but I think we were very lucid and 
technically playing quite well. Ricky, our drummer, had a tape 
deck hooked up to the mixing board,and he sort of shoved a cassette 
in there when everyone was out smoking or pissing in the hall or 
something. Our studio is underground, and the whole thing is lit 
with red light, the halls are jammed with cartons of paper and 
empty bottles and crap, the doors are all open...it's very conducive 
to psychosis. Anyway, that's how the tape was made, and when we 
had it we listened to it now and then and went,"Oh God, this is 
it, I think we're getting there" and sort of put it away.

1 always liked KXTC because it's so obscure. You play this 
music you'd never hear anywhere else, you're going 'God, what is 
this stuff, it's so strange and neat' and you never hear it again. 
It's scary, in a way, all these billions of tiny local bands and new 
styles, amateur punk magazines, it really gives you that lost 
urban feeling. ■ I figured we'd fit in with your format. So that's 
why we sent the tape in.
Impact: What about your concerts?
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BC: What about them? They were fun, I thought they were great.
We only did it three or four times. Three times. Twice it was on 
impulse and the third time we had to get a permit to play in a 
public park. We didn't tell anyone, we just played our music on this 
crazy stage, and people would pass by and want to see what the 
crowd was all about, and just sit there...uhhh...going, 'What is 
this? Who are these people?' I like that effect, we get a certain 
distance, a new context.
Impact: Is the band working on any projects now?
BC: Oh yes, oh yes. You can say that everything we do is part of 
this same objective, this enterprise...my gang is dedicated to 
disseminating that certain feeling. The house we all live in, the 
co-op, that's even part of it, we're trying to create a world built 
around that image. So besides our obscure music, the tapes and 
unannounced street gigs and all, we do things like...we put out 
elaborate bootleg albums, our own stuff and other people's. Have 
you seen these around in the record stores?
Impact: Yeah, I bought that strange red bootleg of yours just a 
while ago...
BC: Well most people think these are illicit records, which is 
the whole idea. You get a neat feeling from finding this album in 
a store, you don't know where it came from or if you'll ever find it 
again, it's a shock. And we do a good job, we put in bizarre photo— 
eraph booklets, additions, it comes out as a kind of toy. And 
then just anything - I mean, making up kids' games and songs and 
spreading them through the playgrounds. Someone has to make them up. 
Or popular oracles, tarot decks. We're opening up a place this 
spring called the Center for Unusual Youth, it'll be a place for 
kids to hang out and do homework after school. Or go do strange 
things on winter nights. Any kind of different kids, the gifted or 
crazed or precocious or gay kids.

There's also a porno magazine in the works, something that 
will look intensely sleazy and have all this neat bizarre stuff 
inside. Transmit the feeling through that cool cheap tawdry quality. 
And we've been talking about working with urban renovation programs, 
see if we can't build up an insane narrow street in some slum.
Impact: But everything you do is to transmit these feelings.
BC: Yes. Right. To feel the things first and then transmit it.
Impact: Well where did these feelings come from?
BC: I don't know, probably some goddamn trauma when we were kids.
I remember this room, in that hot crowded memory of like four years 

old, my father came back from a trip and gave me and my sister pencils 
with little Chinese dolls on top. He said he got them from Chinatown,
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and I thought he meant China. And my sister was about two years 
older than me, she'd sing me songs before we went to sleep, about 
a place called dreamland. It was so neat...you could fly, or have 
a horse, and drink soda all the time, in this small green cat 
world with bridges and a toy sun. But I think she ruined me for 
life, singing to me on summer nights, with lights burning down 
the street and out to town, and sputniks above us in the sky and all.
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From my first sonnet sequence.

A fruitless pen doth lie within this hand 
And wasted ink it spills upon this page,
For I have tried to this black pen command 
To illustrate with perfect truth a lover's rage,
While knowing that the task would kill a muse 
If ever once a daring muse did try.
And this strange fact doth give my mind abuse 
To know the truth of my ability.
Or is it that the muses still withhold
The words to make descriptions breathe and live?
So earthly souls would not seek books to hold.
But seek the one described with love to give.

So I shall not be caring for perfection'd rhyme. 
But seek within my love a greater height to climb.
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A Tuesday Morning Song for Read Aloud Fun!

Rain brings summer green on in droves 
Autumn branching - leaves brown red lost 
Sunrise purple (no mountain majesty)
Carried so high, bright cast stone eye 
On the storm wind - ^ high 
Blues clear through, changing odor 
Thunder clears the air - clean green.
No room for the undivided span - 
Intense concentration given thought 
Brought home by visions of energy.
Synergistic volumes of space, terrified 
Too close to go further - mother?
Seeking perfection walking in the rain.
Losing to no one, and gaining the Earth.
In a single breath, leaving it behind - 
Not coming down from another place.
Just seeing a human answer in the eyes 
Of another - too easy to miss, losing the luster 
The bright tangent of light reflected 
So easily caught (between the lines)
Radiant, Mystifying, lasts a second, and back 
To the Earth home of gods lost at sea.
In search of a perfect man, a perfect answer - 
Not to be found in this age - only humans 
Complete with humanity; not sacred 
Holy water rites for the few within 
Cold rain for the rest of man.
Shall we begin another age of man.
Without war, only dignity, a touch of passion - 
WE give ourselves only to ourselves 
No other lords to fire down with lightning: 
Thunderbolts of Greece visit the unwary
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In the strangest of places - almost Oriental
Illusions among the allusions - more fun
Carried away by the spirit of the day
Forgotten in the crush is the hat -
That floats on air, without the use of toxic gases
Only its inherent hatness. amazing!
Are we brought forth to this world without clothing? 
Carried out naked on biers of ice 
Not a worry or care left to have.
Do dead angels really cry?
(Only in their sleep sometimes)
I awaken refreshed, so high
Carried away in the rain - liquid energy
Uncrystallized alkaloid of the funeral bed.
Which melted on the pyre
Drop by drop into the ocean
Salted ashes float in uncried tears
Carried in on a swell, crushed on the sand.
Released by a small child's footstep 
Searching for uncrushed Kelp - without help.
Another bubble burst - beginnings;
Carried to their emotional conclusion 
Beget the future deep within: spontaneous 
Combustion of joy in a very small place - 
Within my soul; the force of the explosion 
Carrying away the last vestige of hope 
For a logical conclusion to the day.
Another Dawn survived, brought to life by 
MAGICAL MEANS!!!
Warrior tribes take delight in cutting 
Remarks to the audience (aside)
Their own throats - ask me to understand?



We live for laughter...so nourishing
To the fabric of the soul
Warps and Wefts absorbing all that...
Good sound anc clean water...
with incredible grace (for inanimate objects)
That contain the secret of life within.
Those woolly little strands sticking out,
Forever unchanging, never forgotten.
Like that railroadman's face long ago 
Another world ago...a separate time of love 
So high
Laughter of sunlight, laughter of hailstones
Laughter of water, dry tears rolling leaves
Backwards up the trees — they do not seem to care
Except in rain bringing summer green
Autumn leaves brown red flying
away in laughter - to the stars
Sunlight dropping from the branches
Inhaling potential energy, dropping
Down further than sea level
(swimming with fishes? leaves?)
Gathering in the harvest full
Growth realized without prior knowledge
Of the cost of freedom...rather inexpensive,
I would think - laughter comes free - 
The only sound freedom makes 
(The rest is all rhetoric)
A single covalent bond loosens 
bringing it all back...grey day...
Happy day of laughter, wet joyful daylight.
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Swing your arms in violent dusk 
Poor kids by the highway lake 
Sun vanishes behind the gray 
Deserted shack sprayed with paint

'■'I.'-

We are different, you and I 
A brilliant tension - fair and dark 
Hard and sleek, old and young 
In the dark beneath the freeway's tongue

Shall we sit on cars, climb blighted trees 
In the flat expanse of this twilit park 
Smash windows of colonial homes 
On certain anxious cricket streets t

Swing your arms, my ghetto darling 
Dressed in garish thrift shop clothes 
Sing gospel, now rhythm and blues 
Just like the radio. It will be night soon.

The field behind the railroad tracks 
The lonely echo-shell of sky 
Neglected yard, the cheap cafe 
Neon, weeds, hand-painted sign

Lights go on across the river.

Come on.





Out of all this dissipation - a time will come; 
when the crying will end, peace will be found. 
Lifetime of desire encapsulated in a moment; 
released by the sparks in her hair - 
through the sound barrier in total silence 
I walk slowly, breathing in the beauty;
I speak quietly, waiting for her response, 
listen to the rain, gentle on the fields, 
feel the gentle curve of her body against mine. 
The wind blows off the sea 
a new storm bringing news - of captivity 
burning the bonds of elastic time,
I stretch for a reason to remain, find none - 
the next time we meet, life will change; 
she will soar for the coast as a bird —
I shall walk:
gently with the breeze, wandering 
with infinite emotion, 
incredible devotion,
I shall walk to the sea.
On the long white strand we wandered, 
days and nights indefinite, filled with joy. 
Floating out on the tide I felt her 
dreaming of nights unsung in any tale.
As she lay dreaming on the sand,
I picked her up, and was carried
to the edge of the Dawn.
energy retained/mobility regained
To wander the earth in search of the acrobat -
who knows all the tricks by heart.
To learn the secret lost with the americans 
spirit regained/life sustained
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Fingers on a Table
'd-:.

The year is spread out before us 
Unfolded map
We divide this time into sections 
Like parting hair 
Like all of our partings 
Knuckles whiten at this distance 
Afternoons grow fat.

«

Out of the math of borders and great events 
your letters come.
Inside the cool white envelopes thin 
tunes hum. The maps hibernate in the
glove compartment. It's wrong, we say, to wish
for time to go the way scenery slips past, the way 
our possibilities go by like headlights at dusk - 
Something dim against something dimming.
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Letter from Exile: to Lucius Annaeus Seneca in Rome: from 
somewhere on the cool Olympian slopes.

My dear Friend:
Our lives are momentary flashes in the sweeping tide of 

history. Forced by circumstances we have parted. In a different, 
and in many ways new world, beginning a new life, adaptino to local 
custom but never forgetting sweet memories of the homeland, we long 
for Rome in our thoughts. It is with sadness that I have to tell 
you, there is no hope that I shall be able to attend the traditional 
Games in Rome. I know that you and a few others close to my heart 
are sincerely sorry that things have come to this but nobody can 
change what has happened: with my every intellectual and moral 
measure I set my face against the changes and could not sing the 
praises of the new Caesar of the new Imperium.

We have chosen. All of us have deeply cared about the fate
of our City. You who have stayed - in outward compromise, trying to 
serve the City in difficult and threatening circumstances - you 
know, as we all implicitly believe, that Nero's rule will come to 
an end; dictators and barbarians do not last forever, a free and 
fearless Rome will live again. Order, law and truth will signify 
the beauty, the fame and the love of Rome in the world. Forced 
celebrations amidst flags and portraits of false leaders will end.
A new youth, a different youth will march along the Appian Way in 
white tunics, a youth that will perhaps not remember us and our 
sacrifices. What do a few decades of exile, wars, fire, adventures 
and revolutif^ns of illiterates matter to history?

Everything comes to pass.
Even the songs we so fervently sang on the slopes of Janiculum 

hill, even the loves—the momentary enchantment and searing fire 
of which still shudders through our memories. Everything comes to 
pass. I am not afraid of death: only perhaps of the untruths that 
might after my death besmirch my name. I believe and pr'-'fess that 
everyone who has fled only in ■•■rder to lead a fearless life is sober 
in self-torture. There is no compromise in life. Whoever says this 
lies. Or, and you my dear Lucius know best, how many tl.ere are 
who will do anything, throw away anything and sacrifice others so as 
to advance, to be near enough to kiss the hands of the new rulers.
You and many others who have chosen to stay in the shadow of heroism, 
to say "no” to tyranny silently, or aloud, risking your lives - 
what sacrifice! Let me tell you my old friend; one can only be 
truly happy in Rome. The sun sparkles on the blades of the glad
iator's swords, the women's ivory cheeks lightly blushed with rouge.
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The stars slowly appear over the hills, the wind of early spring 
softly flies over the Forum and the groves.

Do you remember? We were returning from a chariot-race. The 
wind brought snatches of song from the distance. The young 
actors of Cornelius' academy premiered a new stage play. Soft 
music wafted over from the banks of the Tiber. We sat on the 
terrace of your house under the cypresses, discussing what is most 
important in life: inner freedom, the search for truth, or peace 
of conscience, and here we leapt high in our argument. Should we 
serve Caesar and through him the Imperium even in spite of our 
conscience? You said you are old enough to have seen a lot and 
tried to argue that the ideal of freedom and national aims are 
different in different eras. You believed that the path you follow 
is for the populus and not for its rulers. It was late. The stars 
shone overhead.

It is two years ago since I left Rome, but the day on which I 
stole out of the City like a thief seems as if it were yesterday. 
Burrus the commander of the imperial guard remained a thinking 
human being in spite of being a soldier. Once he even recited 
Juvenal's poetry at a banquet—Juvenal, who did not enjoy Nero's 
favour and we know why. Well, it was Burrus who let me know that 
the time had come to take sides. Caesar was recruiting followers 
and indifference would no longer satisfy him. Without many words 
we saw in each other's eyes that we understood. I should come clean 
or flee. Half-men do not satisfy dictators. I had hardly arrived 
in Pompei when I heard that all my worldly possessions had been 
confiscated and that I had been banished from Rome. Would they 
arrest me, would they ignore me, if I went back? The Secret Service 
is completely occupied with the victims cf numerous uncovered cons
piracies. Perhaps my name is forgotten by now. Burrus is no 
longer alive. Lucanus sent a short poem by messenger the other day 
and implied that my life here is in far greater security than his, 
who sits in council with Nero daily. As if he felt the wind of 
tragedy...

Perhaps I have mentioned already that a few months ago I 
started writing down my thoughts from exile. Not my old life, not 
Rome with its million beauties and temptations. I want a memoir 
devoted to the thoughts that have crystallised in me in the course 
of the past two years. In the sight of Athens' white stone buildings, 
in the magic atmosphere of the Olympian sports, as an eye-witness 
of past glory I relive the wonderful world of Plato, Aristotle,
Epicur, Herakleitos, Socrates, and Aristippos. In the enchantment 
of a new view of the world, in shattering realism, I quote Rome to
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myself. Will posterity revere your works and the works of 
Lucanus, Flavius, Vergil and Tibullus in the way that the great 
works of Greek literature remain the well-spring of all culture?
In front of me in the near distance the blue waters of the bay of 
Corinth wave their shimmering caress to me. Behind me the snow 
covered heights of Olympus say farewell to the setting sun.

In my exile I become detached from time. There are no high 
days and holidays, meetings, or anyone to force me to celebrate, 
smile or weep. I enjoy the infinity of time; deadlines, limits 
and kerbs are unknown. I am my own master in loneliness, immeas
urable loneliness. Everything is relative. Opposite me the end
less sea, golden clouds lit by the setting sun: peace- fragrant, 
silent and soothing peace. I am trying, but cannot forget, the 
world. Rome is great and powerful, my life is irrevocably tied 
to it, it filters my view of present and past. My view of the 
rigorously stepping legions sent to their deaths, the peace, the 
peace of Rome. The pleasure of millions, the torture of millions. 
The theory of "Panem et Circenses", the tension of circuses, the 
enchantment of games that attract and repulse, the bloodthirsty 
madness of the crowds...

We have chosen when we had to. Our lives are heroic in their 
own ways. Yours for what you do, mine for having chosen loneliness, 
away from the magic circle, living in silence and waiting.

This is all I wanted to tell you. Beloved Friend, I have to 
say good-bye!

Rome will live because Rome means liberty. Even in the yoke 
of dictators, even when you and I and many others will long be 
dead.

Take good care of yourself my beloved friend, Seneca, may 
the gods bless you and guard your every step --
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Mount Fugi
delightful in Summer 
As an ocean of flowers 

(at her foot) r* • *

Japanese Haiku with Translation
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