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Footnote to Howl

Holy! Holy! Holy! Holy! Holy! Holy! Holy! Holy! Hol y!
Holy! Holy! Holy! Holy! Holy! Holy!
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The world is holy! The soul is holy! The skin islyio
The nose is holy! The tongue and cock and hand
and asshole holy!

Everything is holy! everybody's holy! everywhere is
holy! everyday is in eternity! Everyman's an
angel!

The bum's as holy as the seraphim! the madman is
holy as you my soul are holy!

The typewriter is holy the poem is holy the voise i
holy the hearers are holy the ecstasy is holy!

Holy Peter holy Allen holy Solomon holy Lucien holy
Kerouac holy Huncke holy Burroughs holy Cas-
sady holy the unknown buggered and suffering
beggars holy the hideous human angels!

Holy my mother in the insane asylum! Holy the cocks
of the grandfathers of Kansas!

Holy the groaning saxophone! Holy the bop
apocalypse! Holy the jazzbands marijuana
hipsters peace & junk & drums!

Holy the solitudes of skyscrapers and pavements} Ho
the cafeterias filled with the millions! Hollge
mysterious rivers of tears under the streets!

Holy the lone juggernaut! Holy the vast lamb of the
middle class! Holy the crazy shepherds of ltebe
ion! Who digs Los Angeles IS Los Angeles!

Holy New York Holy San Francisco Holy Peoria &
Seattle Holy Paris Holy Tangiers Holy Moscow
Holy Istanbul!

Holy time in eternity holy eternity in time holyeh
clocks in space holy the fourth dimension holy
the fifth International holy the Angel in Malb!

Holy the sea holy the desert holy the railroad hibéy
locomotive holy the visions holy the hallucina
tions holy the miracles holy the eyeball hiblg
abyss!

Holy forgiveness! mercy! charity! faith! Holy! Ours
bodies! suffering! magnanimity!

Holy the supernatural extra brilliant intelligent
kindness of the soul!
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America
America I've given you all and now I'm nothing.

America two dollars and twentyseven cents January
17, 1956.
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| can't stand my own mind.

America when will we end the human war?

Go fuck yourself with your atom bomb.

| don't feel good don't bother me.

| won't write my poem till I'm in my right mind.

America when will you be angelic?

When will you take off your clothes?

When will you look at yourself through the grave?

When will you be worthy of your million Trotskyit@s

America why are your libraries full of tears?

America when will you send your eggs to India?

I'm sick of your insane demands.

When can | go into the supermarket and buy what |
need with my good looks?

America after all it is you and | who are perfeot n
the next world.

Your machinery is too much for me.

You made me want to be a saint.

There must be some other way to settle this argtimen

Burroughs is in Tangiers | don't think he'll coneck
it's sinister.

Are you being sinister or is this some form of picad
joke?

I'm trying to come to the point.

| refuse to give up my obsession.

America stop pushing | know what I'm doing.

America the plum blossoms are falling.

| haven't read the newspapers for months, everyday
somebody goes on trial for murder.

America | feel sentimental about the Wobblies.

America | used to be a communist when | was a kid
I'm not sorry.

| smoke marijuana every chance | get.

| sitin my house for days on end and stare atdkes
in the closet.

When | go to Chinatown | get drunk and never gt la

My mind is made up there's going to be trouble.

You should have seen me reading Marx.

My psychoanalyst thinks I'm perfectly right.

| won't say the Lord's Prayer.

| have mystical visions and cosmic vibrations.

America | still haven't told you what you did to tle
Max after he came over from Russia.

I'm addressing you.

Are you going to let your emotional life be run by
Time Magazine?

I'm obsessed by Time Magazine.
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| read it every week.

Its cover stares at me every time | slink pastcthraer
candystore.

| read it in the basement of the Berkeley Publiarary.

It's always telling me about responsibility. Busise
men are serious. Movie producers are sgriou
Everybody's serious but me.

It occurs to me that | am America.

| am talking to myself again.

Asia is rising against me.

| haven't got a chinaman's chance.

I'd better consider my national resources.

My national resources consist of two joints of
marijuana millions of genitals an unpubdible
private literature that goes 1400 milehaar
and twenty-five-thousand mental instituion

| say nothing about my prisons nor the millions of
underprivileged who live in my flowerpots
under the light of five hundred suns.

| have abolished the whorehouses of France, Tangier
Is the next to go.

My ambition is to be President despite the fact tha
I'm a Catholic.

America how can | write a holy litany in your silly
mood?

| will continue like Henry Ford my strophes are as
individual as his automobiles more so tteey’
all different sexes.

America | will sell you strophes $2500 apiece $500
down on your old strophe

America free Tom Mooney

America save the Spanish Loyalists

America Sacco & Vanzetti must not die

America | am the Scottsboro boys.

America when | was seven momma took me to Com-
munist Cell meetings they sold us garbamzos
handful per ticket a ticket costs a nicked the
speeches were free everybody was angalic an
sentimental about the workers it was akise
cere you have no idea what a good thing the
party was in 1835 Scott Nearing was a grand
old man a real mensch Mother Bloor made me
cry | once saw Israel Amter plain. Everybod
must have been a spy.

America you don't really want to go to war.

America it's them bad Russians.

Them Russians them Russians and them Chinamen.
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And them Russians.

The Russia wants to eat us alive. The Russia'spowe

mad. She wants to take our cars from out ou
garages.

Her wants to grab Chicago. Her needs a Redders'
DigestHer wants our auto plants in Siberia.
Him big bureaucracy running our fillingsta-
tions.

That no good. Ugh. Him make Indians learn read.
Him need big black niggers. Hah. Her mage u
all work sixteen hours a day. Help.

America this is quite serious.

America this is the impression | get from lookimg i
the television set.

America is this correct?

I'd better get right down to the job.

It's true | don't want to join the Army or turn hats
In precision parts factories, I'm nearsgghénd
psychopathic anyway.

America I'm putting my queer shoulder to the wheel.
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Those Two

That tree said
| don't like that white car under me,
it smells gasoline
That other tree next to it said
O you're always complaining
you're a neurotic
you can see by the way you're bent over.
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Please Master

Please master can | touch your cheeck
please master can | kneel at your feet
please master can | loosen your blue pants
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please master can | gaze at your golden hairey bell

please master can | have your thighs bare to my eye

please master can | take off my clothes below ybair

please master can | can | kiss your ankles and soul

please master can | touch lips to your hard musaikess thigh

please master can | lay my ear pressed to yourastiom

please master can | wrap my arms around your \aisge

please master can | lick your groin gurled withriglsoft fur

please master can | touch my tongue to your roslycs

please master may | pass my face to your balls,

please master order me down on the floor,

please master tell me to lick your thick shaft

please master put your rough hands on my bald kkurly

please master press my mouth to your prick-heart

please master press my face into your belly, pelstowly strong thumbed

till your dumb hardness fills my throat to the base

till | swallow and taste your delicate flesh-hoiggrbarrel veined Please

Mater push my shoulders away and stare in my &yesake me bend over
the table

please master grab my thighs and lift my ass to waust

please master your hand's rough stroke on my neakpalm down to my
backside

please master push me, my feet on chairs, till olg feels the breath of
your spit and your thumb stroke

please master make my say Please Master Fuck melease

Master grease my balls and hairmouth with sweeglraes

please master stroke your shaft with white creams

please master touch your cock head to my wrinkédfdrele

please master push it in gently, your elbows enpedpound my breast

your arms passing down to my belly, my penis yaickow/ your fingers

please master shove it in me a little, a littl&ttke,

please master sink your droor thing down my behind

& please master make me wiggle my rear to eat eptitk trunk

till my asshalfs cuddle your thighs, my back bergr

till I'm alone sticking out, your sword stuck thimbg in me

please master pull out and slowly roll onto thetdoot

please master lunge it again, and withdraw the tip

please please master fuck me again with your gielase fuck me Please

Master drive down till it hurts me the softness the

Softness please master make love to my ass, goetbacenter, & fuck me
for good like a girl,

tenderly clasp me please master | take me to thee,

& drive in my belly your selfsame sweet heat-rood

you fingered in solitude Denver or Brooklyn or feckin a maiden in Paris
carlots

please master drive me thy vehicle, body of loveody sweat fuck

body of tenderness, Give me your dogh fuck faster

please master make me go moan on the table
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Go moan O please master do fuck me like that

in your rhythm thrill-plunge & pull-back-bounce &ph down

till I loosen my asshole a dog on the table yelpiritl terror delight to be
loved

Please master call me a dog, an ass beast, ashelas

& fuck me more violent, my eyes hid with your palrsind my skull

& plunge down in a brutal hard lash thru soft digit

& throb thru five seconds to spurt out your semeath

over & over, bamming it in while | cry out your narhdo love you

please Master.
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Father Death Blues (Don’'t Grow Old, Part V)

Hey Father Death, I'm flying home

Hey poor man, you're all alone

30

(//0Z@F

* 0 @F [#
9 # "
* | EL

*5 | 1/ *# % #8)2 '

x+' S )F PE#
R# k [ %V
% @3%* 50].



Hey old daddy, | know where I'm going

Father Death, Don't cry any more
Mama's there, underneath the floor
Brother Death, please mind the store

Old Aunty Death Don't hide your bones
Old Uncle Death | hear your groans
O Sister Death how sweet your moans

O Children Deaths go breathe your breaths
Sobbing breasts'll ease your Deaths
Pain is gone, tears take the rest

Genius Death your art is done
Lover Death your body's gone
Father Death I'm coming home

Guru Death your words are true
Teacher Death | do thank you
For inspiring me to sing this Blues

Buddha Death, | wake with you
Dharma Death, your mind is new
Sangha Death, we'll work it through

Suffering is what was born
Ignorance made me forlorn
Tearful truths | cannot scorn
Father Breath once more farewell

Birth you gave was no thing ill
My heart is still, as time will tell.

/0
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An Eastern Ballad

| speak of love that comes to mind:
The moon is faithful, although blind;

She moves in thought she cannot speak.

Perfect care has made her bleak.

| never dreamed the sea so deep,
The earth so dark; so long my sleep,
| have become another child.

| wake to see the world go wild.

32

V% 0Z % c'%VT (
ysS #", @ + (
Y5 #W# B ' <+

Y 7 #  %8T |/

@D ( #N r TO. .k O
@ %H&Db "* @(/0. O
Y (2S % JR/
Y2% %V'  # *5R /D2



@+’

*T$% ;" *V * R*7 % ,
® % 9 4 02 *7 #% 2R8/ (17 "&
/ 2 J+ (# D /@D +9
OD# % JS5
@ % ; %IE#)I<|:]l  *7$2% 9
@D% !/ <&9 E# D/@Dn Q 2]t
V * D/@B &98 % (55 E
D % EXNTQ#
0-8 &@V% N9 P<5E e/
@ S:#( /D%%8# 7 0S8
% @D% 0 9 (  %9[# *)
@ c¢ ( %+ E bD % E
D% 5 w" 46 @D% ; wWo# !/
102 /*7T #% ) (5 9 3
@ 7$2 CY%-# #(
u o®S9(S7 /*7TB 0" Q K229 J
D#0O% < 9! A& P:
.20 2@ OV [/ (1
Y /7 U 7 8

R8N9 %52 /57B@#9 %V R802 R8 O 3 %8 @( R#Q 3i1

Y %#)V

33



Homework

If I were doing my Laundry I'd wash my dirty Iran
I'd throw in my United States, and pour on the Ww8oap,
scrub up Africa, put all the birds and elapis back in
the jungle,
I'd wash the Amazon river and clean the oily C&riGulf of Mexico,
Rub that smog off the North Pole, wipe up all tigepnes in Alaska,
Rub a dub dub for Rocky Flats and Los Alamos, Fthsi sparkly
Cesium out of Love Canal
Rinse down the Acid Rain over the Parthenon & Sphbrain the Sludge
out of the Mediterranean basin & make itrazagain,
Put some blueing back into the sky over the Ribregch the little
Clouds so snow return white as snow,
Cleanse the Hudson Thames & Neckar, Drain the Sutlsf Lake Erie
Then I'd throw big Asia in one giant Load & waslH the blood &
Agent Orange,
Dump the whole mess of Russia and China in thegerinsqueeze out
the tattletail Gray of U.S. Central Amerigamiice state,
& put the planet in the drier & let it si) 2ninutes or an
Aeon till it came out clean
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Refrain

The air is dark, the night is sad,

| lie sleepless and | groan.

Nobody cares when a man goes mad:
He is sorry, God is glad.

Shadow changes into bone.

Every shadow has a name;
When | think of mine | moan,
| hear rumors of such fame.
Not for pride, but only shame,
Shadow changes into bone.

When | blush | weep for joy,

And laughter drops from me like a stone:
The aging laughter of the boy

To see the ageless dead so coy.
Shadow changes into bone.
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A Desolation

Now mind is clear
as a cloudless sky.
Time then to make a
home in wilderness.

What have | done but
wander with my eyes
in the trees? So |

will build: wife,
family, and seek

for neighbors.

Or |
perish of lonesomeness
or want of food or
lightning or the bear
(must tame the hart
and wear the bear).

And maybe make an image
of my wandering, a little
image—shrine by the
roadside to signify

to traveler that | live

here in the wilderness
awake and at home.

38

Xl) €

% A —)
+$ (2
00 V#
JS5 D %, #
D %, #

Y (9



39

NK $ 'J -10

D 0 %7.00VT @ 0 %?7.
7$<2 | 0 1].
(V<# ~% 05"0 % VT jik
*5% J1 *YV% # &' b0

VD 0 %70@VT @ 0 %7.

D 0 %7.0@VT@ 0 %7.
O 7+ PE# %7% /!
@# (9
(0 T 7#6%/!

D 0%7@ VT@ 0 %7.

D 0 %7. @VT @D 0 %7.
y D & %S5
{7+ ME/ @7E ME/ !"
Y D5 %72+

Y 0 %7. @rVT @D 0 %7.



A Western Ballad

When | died, love, when | died
my heart was broken in your care;
| never suffered love so fair

as now | suffer and abide

when | died, love, when | died.

When | died, love, when | died

| wearied in an endless maze

that men have walked for centuries,
as endless as the gate was wide
when | died, love, when | died.

When | died, love, when | died
there was a war in the upper air:
all that happens, happens there;
there was an angel by my side
when | died, love, when | died.
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Cosmopolitan Greetings

To Struga Festival Golden Wreath Laureates
& International Bards 1986

Stand up against governments, against God.
Stay irresponsible.

Say only what we know & imagine.
Absolutes are coercion.

Change is absolute.

Ordinary mind includes eternal perceptions.
Observe what's vivid.

Notice what you notice.

Catch yourself thinking.

Vividness is self-selecting.

If we don't show anyone, we're free to write anyghi
Remember the future.

Advise only yourself.

Don't drink yourself to death.

Two molecules clanking against each other requiresbserver to become
scientific data.

The measuring instrument determines the appeardribe phenomenal
world after Einstein.

The universe is subjective.
Walt Whitman celebrated Person.
We Are an observer, measuring instrument, eyeesuldperson.

Universe is person.
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Inside skull vast as outside skull.

Mind is outer space.

"Each on his bed spoke to himself alone, makingownd."
First thought, best thought.

Mind is shapely, Art is shapely.

Maximum information, minimum number of syllables.
Syntax condensed, sound is solid.

Intense fragments of spoken idiom, best.
Consonants around vowels make sense.

Savor vowels, appreciate consonants.

Subject is known by what she sees.

Others can measure their vision by what we see.

Candor ends paranoia.
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Song

The weight of the world
is love.

Under the burden
of solitude,

under the burden
of dissatisfaction

the weight,
the weight we carry
is love.

Who can deny?
In dreams
it touches
the body,
in thought
constructs
a miracle,
in imagination
anguishes
till born
in human--
looks out of the heart
burning with purity--
for the burden of life
is love,

but we carry the weight
wearily,

and so must rest

in the arms of love
at last,

must rest in the arms
of love.

No rest
without love,
no sleep
without dreams
of love--
be mad or chill
obsessed with angels
or machines,
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the final wish

is love
--cannot be bitter,

cannot deny,
cannot withhold

if denied:

the weight is too heavy

--must give
for no return
as thought
is given
in solitude
in all the excellence
of its excess.

The warm bodies
shine together
in the darkness,
the hand moves
to the center
of the flesh,
the skin trembles
in happiness
and the soul comes
joyful to the eye--

yes, yes,
that's what
| wanted,
| always wanted,
| always wanted,
to return
to the body
where | was born.
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When the Light Appear

You'll bare your bones you'll grow you'll pray yibonly know
When the light appears, boy, when the light appears
You'll sing & you'll love you'll praise blue heaveabove
When the light appears, boy, when the light appears
You'll whimper & you'll cry you'll get yourself skcand sigh
You'll sleep & you'll dream you'll only know whaby mean
When the light appears, boy, when the light appears
You'll come & you'll go, you'll wander to and fro

You'll go home in despair you'll wonder why'd yare

You'll stammer & you'll lie you'll ask everybody wh

You'll cough and you'll pout you'll kick your toedttv gout
You'll jump you'll shout you'll knock you're frieedabout
You'll bawl and you'll deny & announce your eyes dry
You'll roll and you'll rock you'll show your big hdcock
You'll love and you'll grieve & one day you'll corbelieve
As you whistle & you smile the lord made you worthile
You'll preach and you'll glide on the pulpit in yquride
Sneak & slide across the stage like a river in higé

You'll come fast or come on slow just the samelyoavver know
When the light appears, boy, when the light appears
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Sphincter

| hope my good old asshole holds out

60 years it's been mostly OK

Tho in Bolivia a fissure operation
survived thaltiplano hospital--

a little blood, no polyps, occasionally

a small hemorrhoid

active, eager, receptive to phallus
coke bottle, candle, carrot
banana & fingers -

Now AIDS makes it shy, but still
eager to serve -

out with the dumps, in with the condom'd
orgasmic friend -

still rubbery muscular,

unashamed wide open for joy

But another 20 years who knows,
old folks got troubles everywhere -

necks, prostates, stomachs, joints--
Hope the old hole stays young
till death, relax
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Death and Fame

When | die

| don't care what happens to my body

throw ashes in the air, scatter 'em in East River

bury an urn in Elizabeth New Jersey, B'nai Israain€tery

But | want a big funeral

St. Patrick's Cathedral, St. Mark's Church, thgdat synagogue in
Manhattan

First, there's family, brother, nephews, spry agdith stepmother
96, Aunt Honey from old Newark,

Doctor Joel, cousin Mindy, brother Gene one eyezl@ar'd, sister-
in-law blonde Connie, five nephews, stefiecs & sisters
their grandchildren,

companion Peter Orlovsky, caretakers Rosenthal i&,Hgill Morgan--

Next, teacher Trungpa Vajracharya's ghost mindeksRinpoche,
there Sakyong Mipham, Dalai Lama alert,ndeavisiting
America, Satchitananda Swami

Shivananda, Dehorahava Baba, Karmapa XVI, Dudjonp&ihe,
Katagiri & Suzuki Roshi's phantoms

Baker, Whalen, Daido Loorie, Qwong, Frail White+led Kapleau
Roshis, Lama Tarchen --

Then, most important, lovers over half-century

Dozens, a hundred, more, older fellows bald & rich

young boys met naked recently in bed, crowds ssedrio see each
other, innumerable, intimate, exchangingnoees

"He taught me to meditate, now I'm an old veterfthe thousand
day retreat --"

"l played music on subway platforms, I'm straigtt loved him he
loved me"

"l felt more love from him at 19 than ever from ang"

"We'd lie under covers gossip, read my poetry, &uiss belly to belly
arms round each other"

"I'd always get into his bed with underwear on &rbgrning my
skivvies would be on the floor"

"Japanese, always wanted take it up my bum witlasten"

"We'd talk all night about Kerouac & Cassady sitdBhbalike then
sleep in his captain's bed."

"He seemed to need so much affection, a shame moake him happy"

"l was lonely never in bed nude with anyone befoeewas so gentle my
stomach

shuddered when he traced his finger along my abdanpgple to hips-- "

"All I did was lay back eyes closed, he'd bring imeome with mouth
& fingers along my waist"
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"He gave great head"

So there be gossip from loves of 1948, ghost of Beasady commin-
gling with flesh and youthful blood of 1997

and surprise -- "You too? But | thought you weraight!"

"I am but Ginsberg an exception, for some reasopléesed me."

"l forgot whether | was straight gay queer or fupmvgs myself, tender
and affectionate to be kissed on the tomyphead,

my forehead throat heart & solar plexus, mid-bedty.my prick,
tickled with his tongue my behind"

"l loved the way he'd recite '‘But at my back allwdnear/ time's winged
chariot hurrying near,' heads together,teyeye, on a
pillow --"

Among lovers one handsome youth straggling the rear

"l studied his poetry class, 17 year-old kid, ramse errands to his
walk-up flat,

seduced me didn't want to, made me come, went hoavey saw him
again never wanted to... "

"He couldn't get it up but loved me," "A clean oldn." "He made
sure | came first"

This the crowd most surprised proud at ceremonéegoof honor--
Then poets & musicians -- college boys' grunge bandge-old rock
star Beatles, faithful guitar accompanigtsy classical con-
ductors, unknown high Jazz music composenky trum-

peters, bowed bass & french horn black ugss, folksinger
fiddlers with dobro tamborine harmonica whalin auto-
harp pennywhistles & kazoos

Next, artist Italian romantic realists schooledngstic 60's India,
Late fauve Tuscan painter-poets, Classaftisinan Massa-
chusets surreal jackanapes with continewtads, poverty
sketchbook gesso oil watercolor mastens fAonerican
provinces

Then highschool teachers, lonely Irish librariadedjcate biblio-
philes, sex liberation troops nay armiadjds of either sex

"l met him dozens of times he never remembered amyenl loved
him anyway, true artist"

"Nervous breakdown after menopause, his poetry hsaeed me
from suicide hospitals”

"Charmant, genius with modest manners, washed diskes my
studio guest a week in Budapest"

Thousands of readers, "Howl changed my life in tpelle Illinois"

"l saw him read Montclair State Teachers Collegadtsl be a poet-- "

"He turned me on, | started with garage rock saggomgs in Kansas
City"

"Kaddish made me weep for myself & father alivéNievada City"

"Father Death comforted me when my sister died @ok82"

"l read what he said in a newsmagazine, blew mydmigalized
others like me out there"

Deaf & Dumb bards with hand signing quick brilliayegstures

61



Then Journalists, editors's secretaries, agentsafists & photo-
graphy aficionados, rock critics, cultutadorors, cultural
historians come to witness the historicshah

Super-fans, poetasters, aging Beatnicks & Deadheatisgraph-
hunters, distinguished paparazzi, intetliggawkers

Everyone knew they were part of 'History" except deceased

who never knew exactly what was happening even wines alive
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\ + - @ % -
Five A.M.

Elan that lifts me above the clouds
Into pure space, timeless, yea eternal
Breath transmuted into words
Transmuted back to breath
in one hundred two hundred years
nearly Immortal, Sappho's 26 centuries
of cadenced breathing -- beyond time, clocks, eespinodies, cars,
chariots, rocket ships skyscrapers, Nation empires
brass walls, polished marble, Inca Artwork
of the mind -- but where's it come from?
Inspiration? The muses drawing breath for youdZGo
Nah, don't believe it, you'll get entangled in Heawr Hell --
Guilt power, that makes the heart beat wake ahinig
flooding mind with space, echoing through futurgesi, Megalopolis or
Cretan village, Zeus' birth cave Lassithi Plain®tsego County
farmhouse, Kansas front porch?
Buddha's a help, promises ordinary mind no nirvana
coffee, alcohol, cocaine, mushrooms, marijuanayHang gas?
Nope, too heavy for this lightness lifts the briato blue sky
at May dawn when birds start singing on East 18#es--
Where does it come from, where does it go forever?
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A Supermarket in California

What thoughts | have of you tonight, Walt Whit-
man, for | walked down the sidestreets under thestr
with a headache self-conscious looking at therfdbn.

In my hungry fatigue, and shopping for images,
| went into the neon fruit supermarket, dreaming of
your enumerations!

What peaches and what penumbras! Whole fam-
ilies shopping at night! Aisles full of husbandsivas
in the avocados, babies in the tomatoes!--and you,
Garcia Lorca, what were you doing down by the
watermelons?

| saw you, Walt Whitman, childless, lonely old
grubber, poking among the meats in the refrigerator
and eyeing the grocery boys.

| heard you asking questions of each: Whedill
the pork chops? What price bananas? Are you my
Angel?

| wandered in and out of the brilliant stacks
cans following you, and followed in my imagination
by the store detective.

We strode down the open corridors together in
our solitary fancy tasting artichokes, possessuag\e
frozen delicacy, and never passing the cashier.

Where are we going, Walt Whitman? The doors
close in an hour. Which way does your beard point
tonight?

(I touch your book and dream of our odyssethen
supermarket and feel absurd.)

Will we walk all night through solitary streét
The trees add shade to shade, lights out in thedsou
we'll both be lonely.

Will we stroll dreaming ofthe lost America lolve
past blue automobiles in driveways, home to o@nsil
cottage?

Ah, dear father, graybeard, lonely old courage
teacher, what America did you have when Charon quit
poling his ferry and you got out on a smoking bank
and stood watching the boat disappear on the black
waters of Lethe?
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Kissass
Kissass is the Part of Peace

America will have to Kissass Mother Earth
Whites have to Kissass Blacks, for Peace & Pleasure

Only Pathway to Peace, Kissass.
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An Asphodel

O dear sweet rosy
unattainable desire
...how sad, no way
to change the mad
cultivated asphodel, the
visible reality...

and skin's appalling
petals--how inspired
to be so lying in the living
room drunk naked
and dreaming, in the absence
of electricity...
over and over eating the low root
of the asphodel,
gray fate...

rolling in generation
on the flowery couch
as on a bank in Arden--
my only rose tonite's the treat
of my own nudity.
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Fourth Floor, Dawn, Up All Night Writing Letters

Pigeons shake their wings on the copper church roof
out my window across the street, a bird perchethercross
surveys the city's blue-grey clouds. Larry Rivers

Il come at 10 AM and take my picture. I'm taking

your picture, pigeons. I'm writing you down, Dawn.

I'm immortalizing your exhaust, Avenue A bus.

O Thought! Now you'll have to think the same thiagever!
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Haiku (Never Published)

Drinking my tea
Without sugar-
No difference.

The sparrow shits
upside down
--ah! my brain & eggs

Mayan head in a
Pacific driftwood bole
--Someday I'll live in N.Y.

Looking over my shoulder
my behind was covered
with cherry blossoms.

Winter Haiku
| didn't know the names
of the flowers--now
my garden is gone.

| slapped the mosquito
and missed.
What made me do that?

Reading haiku
| am unhappy,
longing for the Nameless.

A frog floating

in the drugstore jar:

summer rain on grey pavements.
(after Shiki)

On the porch
in my shorts;
auto lights in the rain.

Another year
has past-the world
is no different.



The first thing | looked for
in my old garden was
The Cherry Tree.

My old desk:
the first thing | looked for
in my house.

My early journal:
the first thing | found
in my old desk.

My mother's ghost:
the first thing | found
in the living room.

| quit shaving
but the eyes that glanced at me
remained in the mirror.

The madman
emerges from the movies:
the street at lunchtime.

Cities of boys
are in their graves,
and in this town...

Lying on my side
in the void:
the breath in my nose.

On the fifteenth floor
the dog chews a bone-
Screech of taxicabs.

A hardon in New York,
a boy
in San Fransisco.

The moon over the roof,
worms in the garden.
| rent this house.

[Haiku composed in the backyard cottage at 1624

Milvia Street, Berkeley 1955, while reading R.H.
Blyth's 4 volumes, "Haiku."]
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Making The Lion For All It's Got — A Ballad

| came home and found a lion in my room...
[First draft of "The Lion for Real" CP 174-175]

A lion met America

in the road

they stared at each other

two figures on the crossroads in the desert.

America screamed

The lion roared

They leaped at each other

America desperate to win

Fighting with bombs, flamethrowers,
knives forks submarines.

The lion ate America, bit off her head
and loped off to the golden hills
that's all there is to say

about america except

that now she's

lionshit all over the desert.
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Hum Bom!
|

Whom bomb?
We bomb them!
Whom bomb?
We bomb them!
Whom bomb?
We bomb them!
Whom bomb?
We bomb them!

Whom bomb?
You bomb you!
Whom bomb?
You bomb you!
Whom bomb?
You bomb you!
Whom bomb?
You bomb you!
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What do we do?
Who do we bomb?
What do we do?
Who do we bomb?
What do we do?
Who do we bomb?
What do we do?
Who do we bomb?

What do we do?

You bomb! You bomb them!
What do we do?

You bomb! You bomb them!
What do we do?

We bomb! We bomb them!
What do we do?

We bomb! We bomb them!

Whom bomb?
We bomb you!
Whom bomb?
We bomb you!
Whom bomb?
You bomb you!
Whom bomb?
You bomb you!

May 1971

Why bomb?
We don't want to bomb!
Why bomb?
We don't want to bomb!
Why bomb?
You don't want to bomb!
Why bomb?
You don't want to bomb!

Who said bomb?
Who said we had to bomb?
Who said bomb?
Who said we had to bomb?
Who said bomb?
Who said you had to bomb?
Who said bomb?
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Who said you had to bomb?

We don't bomb!
We don't bomb!
We don't bomb!
We don't bomb!
We don't bomb!
We don't bomb!
We don't bomb!
We don't bomb!

for Don Cherry and Elvin Jones
New Yorknd 16, 1984

Armageddon did the job
Gog & Magog Gog & Magog
Armageddon did the job
Gog & Magog Gog & Magog
Gog & Magog Gog & Magog
Armageddon does the job
Gog & Magog Gog & Magog
Armageddon does the job

Armageddon for the mob
Gog & Magog Gog & Magog
Armageddon for the mob
Gog & Magog Gog & Magog

Gog & Magog Gog & Magog
Gog Magog Gog Magog
Gog & Magog Gog & Magog
Gog Magog Gog Magog

Gog Magog Gog Magog
Gog Magog Gog Magog
Gog Magog Gog Magog
Gog Magog Gog Magog

Ginsberg says Gog & Magog
Armageddon did the job.

February - June 1991

88



y A40< L XI@$% D 5Q &'
D (V 3 #) * | @R#t %
): %7 T # @D (r %%
D#H%*72 @ *
(# ,N7+9J,) D# , 1E4 R#D <tk OR O (S#
D2 (
y# % 08E q2 @ ): 4@D52% 4
— (V#(520R. . k 0 5C, 1IE4 % 4
%S#H % 9/ @(-5 THD
H%  %# 7
—# (7% *g / 9@ % 2 #
—* T (#74)Jm (2C 7VL96 9
$S#6z71  #  TE<2%  F! K
0 75
D$D$ # 0 % %IS#DS$SD$
V% ( *C, WV
Y (VCLY C( 0 $,%DD$DS$

89



Psalm IV

Now I'll record my secret vision, impossible sigthe face of God:

It was no dream, | lay broad waking on a fabulousct in Harlem

having masturbated for no love, and read half nakedpen book of Blake
on my lap

Lo & behold! | was thoughtless and turned a pagegazed on the living
Sun-flower

and heard a voice, it was Blake's, reciting inteartmeasure:

the voice rose out of the page to my secret eagmexard before-

| lifted my eyes to the window, red walls of buiids flashed outside,
endless sky sad Eternity

sunlight gazing on the world, apartments of Haranding in the
universe--

each brick and cornice stained with intelligen&e k& vast living face--

the great brain unfolding and brooding in wildesiesNow speaking
aloud with Blake's voice--

Love! thou patient presence & bone of the bodyhEdtthy careful
watching and waiting over my soul!

My son! My son! the endless ages have rememberéd/iynson! My son!
Time howled in anguish in my ear!

My son! My son! my father wept and held me in hesd arms.
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In Back of the Real

railroad yard in San Jose
| wandered desolate
in front of a tank factory
and sat on a bench
near the switchman's shack.

A flower lay on the hay on
the asphalt highway
--the dread hay flower
| thought--It had a
brittle black stem and
corolla of yellowish dirty
spikes like Jesus' inchlong
crown, and a soiled
dry center cotton tuft
like a used shaving brush
that's been lying under
the garage for a year.

Yellow, yellow flower, and
flower of industry,

tough spiky ugly flower,
flower nonetheless,

with the form of the great yellow
Rose in your brain!

This is the flower of the World.
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Empty Mirror: Gates of Wrath (1947 — 1952)

My Alba — 1953

A Supermarket in California — 1955

Howl and Other Poems — 1956

America — 1956

Death to Van Gogh'’s Ear! — 1957

Kaddish and Other Poems — 1961

Reality Sandwiches — 1963

Firs Party at Ken Kesey’s with Hell's Angels — 1965
Wichita Vortex Sutra — 1966

Planet News — 1969

Xmas Gift — 1972

Under the World There’s a Lot of Ass a Lot of Cett973
Who Runs America? — 1974

Hospital Window — 1974

We Rise on sun Beams and fall in the Night — 1974
The Green Automobile (1953 — 1954)

Mind Breaths All Over the Place (1972 — 1977)
Sphincter — 1986

Belief and Technique for Modern Prose
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