
The Return of the Rivers 
 
The Return of The Rivers 

All the rivers run into the sea; 
yet the sea is not full; 
unto the place from whence the rivers come,
thither they return again.  
 
     It is raining today 
in the mountains.  
 
     It is a warm green rain 
with love 
in its pockets 
for spring is here, 
and does not dream 
of death.  

                         Birds happen music 
like clocks ticking heaves 
in a land 
where children love spiders,
and let them sleep 
in their hair.  
 
     A slow rain sizzles 
on the river 
like a pan 
full of frying flowers, 
and with each drop 
of rain 
the ocean 
begins again.  

 



The Galilee Hitch-Hiker 
 
"The Galilee Hitch-Hiker" Part 1 
Baudelaire was 
driving a Model A 
across Galilee. 
He picked up a 
hitch-hiker named 
Jesus who had 
been standing among 
a school of fish. 
feeding them 
pieces of bread. 
"Where are you 
going?" asked 
Jesus, getting 
into the front 
seat. 
"Anywhere, anywhere 
out of this world!" 
shouted 
Baudelaire. 
"I'll go with you 
as far as 
Golgotha," 
said Jesus. 
"I have a 
concession 
at the carnival 
there, and I 
must be 
late." 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"The American Hotel" Part 2 
Baudelaire was sitting 
in a doorway with a wino 
on San Francisco's skidrow. 
The wino was a million 
years old and could remember 
    dinosaurs. 
Baudelaire and the wino 
were drinking Petri Muscatel 
"One must always be drunk," 
    said Baudelaire. 
"I live in the American Hotel," 
said the wino. "And I can 
    remember dinosaurs." 
"Be you drunken ceaselessly," 
   said Baudelaire. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"1939" Part 3 
Baudelaire used to come 
to our house and watch 
me grind coffee. 
That was in 1939 
and we lived in the slums 
of Tacoma, 
My mother would put 
the coffee beans in the grinder. 
I was a child 
and would turn the handle, 
pretending that it was 
    a hurdy-gurdy, 
and Baudelaire would pretend 
that he was a monkey, 
hopping up and down 
and holding out 
a tin cup. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"The Flowerburgers" Part 4 
Baudelaire opened 
up a hamburger stand 
in San Francisco, 
but he put flowers 
between the buns. 
People would come in 
and say, "Give me a 
hamburger with plenty 
of onions on it." 
Baudelaire would give 
them a flowerburger 
instead and the people 
would say, "What kind 
of a hamburger stand 
is this?" 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
"The Hour of Eternity" Part 5 
"The Chinese 
read the time 
in the eyes 
of cats," 
said Baudelaire 
and went into 
a jewelry store 
on Market Street. 
He came out 
a few moments 
later carrying 
a twenty-one 
jewel Siamese 
cat that he 
wore on the 
end of a 
golden chain. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"Salvador Dali" Part 6 
"Are you 
or aren't you 
going to eat 
your soup, 
you bloody old 
cloud merchant?" 
Jeanne Duval 
shouted, 
hitting Baudelaire 
on the back 
as he sat 
daydreaming 
out the window. 
Baudelaire was 
startled. 
Then he laughed 
like hell, 
waving his spoon 
in the air 
like a wand 
changing the room 
into a painting 
by Salvador 
Dali, changing 
the room 
into a painting 
by Van Gogh. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"A Baseball Game" Part 7 
Baudelaire went 
to a baseball game 
and bought a hot dog 
and lit up a pipe 
of opium. 
The New York Yankees 
were playing 
the Detroit Tigers. 
In the fourth inning 
an angel committed 
suicide by jumping 
off a low cloud. 
The angel landed 
on second base, 
causing the whole infield 
to crack like 
a huge mirror. 
The game was 
called on 
account of 
fear. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"Insane Asylum" Part 8 
Baudelaire went 
to the insane asylum 
disguised as a 
psychiatrist. 
He stayed there 
for two months 
and when he left, 
the insane asylum 
loved him so much 
that it followed 
him all over 
California, 
and Baudelaire 
laughed when the 
insane asylum 
rubbed itself 
up against his 
leg like a 
strange cat. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"My Insect Funeral" Part 9 
When I was a child 
I had a graveyard 
where I buried insects 
and dead birds under 
a rose tree. 
I would bury the insects 
in tin foil and match boxes. 
I would bury the birds 
in pieces of red cloth. 
It was all very sad 
and I would cry 
as I scooped the dirt 
into their small graves 
with a spoon. 
Baudelaire would come 
and join in 
my insect funerals, 
saying little prayers 
the size of 
dead birds. 



Lay the Marble Tea 
 
Inscribed to Joanne Kyger  

Dear Joanne, 
this is a book of my early poems 
that sought to find in a young man's head 
the way to the end. 
Love, 
Richard 
January 15, 1966  

"Portrait of the Id As Billy The Kid" 
Billy the kid 
   shot his first man 
      before he was born 
         and the man was born.  
 
Billy the Kid 
   made love to his first woman 
      before he was born 
         and the woman was born. 
 
 
 
"Sonnet"* 
The sea is like 
an old nature poet 
who died of a 
heart attack in a 
public latrine. 
His ghost still 
haunts the urinals. 
At night he can 
be heard walking 
around barefooted 
in the dark. 
Somebody stole 
his shoes. 
 
 
 
"The Chinese Checker Players"* 
When I was six years old 
I played Chinese checkers 
   with a woman 
who was ninety-three years old. 
She lived by herself 
in an apartment down the hall 
   from ours. 
We played Chinese checkers 
every Monday and Thursday nights. 
While we played she usually talked 
about her husband 
who had been dead for seventy years 
and we drank tea and ate cookies 
   and cheated. 
 
 



"Portrait of a Child-Bride on Her Honeymoon" 
The desire 
in her eyes 
sits astride 
a rocking horse.  
 
Her breasts 
are like 
little teacups.  
 
And her vagina 
is an Easter 
bunny. 
 
 
 
"Hansel and Gretel" 
   I have always wanted to write a poem about Hansel 
and Gretel going through the forest, leaving behind 
them pieces of apple pie to form sort of a bridge between 
dream and reality, and being followed by those gentle 
birds that embrace both illusions like violins eating 
pieces of apple pie. 
 
 
 
"April Ground" 
   Digging the April ground with a shovel 
that looked like Harpo Marx, I cut a woman in two, 
and one half crawled toward the infinitesimal, 
and the other half crawled toward the eternal. 
 
 
 
"The Ferris Wheel" 
The world was opening 
and closing 
its insane asylums 
   and churches  
like a forgetful old man 
buttoning up his pants 
instead of unbuttoning them.  
 
Are you going to go 
to the toilet 
in your pants, 
old man?  
 
The rain was a dark Ferris wheel 
bringing us closer 
to Baudelaire and General Motors.  
 
We were famous 
and we kicked 
walnut leaves. 
 
 
 
 



"Night" 
I went to the castle to see the queen. 
She was in the garden burning flowers. 
"I see you are here on time as always," 
she said, striking a match to an orchid. 
The petals caught on fire and burned 
like the clothes of an angel. 
I took out a knife and cut off my finger. 
"These flowers," she said smiling, 
"don't they burn with a beautiful light?" 
 
 
 
"Cyclops"* 
A glass of lemonade 
travels across this world 
like the eye of the cyclops.  
 
If a child doesn't drink 
the lemonade, 
   Ulysses will. 
 
 
 
"The Escape of the Owl" 
   The carpenter built a prison ladder, working hard 
all night long, he built that ladder from owl-smelling 
cedar, but he made a mistake, he had an extra rung 
left over, and it flew away. 
 
 
 
"In a Cafe"* 
   I watched a man in a cafe fold a slice of bread 
as if he were folding a birth certificate or looking 
at the photograph of a dead lover. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"Fragment" 
I am looking 
at wooden crosses 
so old 
that nothing 
is written        
on them anymore, 
there are 
huge stacks 
of crosses 
here, 
there are 
crosses leaning 
against 
fine marble 
tombs, 
there are 
crosses thrown 
into the 
trees, 
there are 
a dozen crosses 
sticking on 
the same 
grave. 
 
 
 
"Herman Melville in Dreams, 
Moby Dick in Reality" 
In reality Moby Dick 
was a Christ-like goldfish 
that swam through the aquarium 
saving the souls of snails,  
 
and Captain Ahab 
was a religious Siamese cat 
that helped old ladies 
start their automobiles. 
 
 
 
"Kafka's Hat"* 
With the rain falling 
surgically against the roof, 
I ate a dish of ice cream 
that looked like Kafka's hat.  
 
It was a dish of ice cream 
tasting like an operating table 
with the patient staring 
up at the ceiling. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"Yes, the Fish Music"* 
A trout-colored wind blows 
through my eyes, through my fingers, 
and I remember how the trout 
used to hide from the dinosaurs 
when they came to drink at the river. 
The trout hid in subways, castles 
and automobiles. They waited patiently 
for the dinosaurs to go away. 
 
 
 
"Cantos Falling" 
(1)  
 
The snow on the cow.  
 
(2)  
 
The cow has no shadow.  
 
(3)  
 
The cow has turned 
to snow. 
 
 
 
"The Castle of the Cormorants"* 
Hamlet with 
a cormorant 
under his arm 
married Ophelia. 
She was still 
wet from drowning. 
She looked like 
a white flower 
that had been 
left in the 
rain too long. 
I love you, 
said Ophelia, 
and I love 
that dark 
bird you 
hold in 
your arms.  
 
     Big Sur 
     February 1958 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"Feel Free to Marry Emily Dickinson" 
Yesterday my wife divorced me in Brazil, 
and the rain highway saw my youth have a flat tire, 
leaving me free to marry Emily Dickinson.  
 
O what profound love we will make together, 
our gentle hands moving like gravestones, 
and our coming will be like a funeral procession. 
 
 
 
"Cat" 
   We lay in that bed one sunny evening after making love 
and decided to name our first girl Cat, we were going 
to name her Cat, but now we have departed forever from our 
love-making, and we will not have a little girl, nor any 
children at all, and I am doomed to become the poet 
in your dreams who falls continually like the evening rain. 
 
 
 
"A Childhood Spent in Tacoma" 
If a door 
were laid 
on its side, 
you could be 
the captain 
of a submarine. 
Fire one! 
Fire two! 
If a door 
were hanging 
up straight, 
you could 
open it 
and go 
into the 
kitchen. 
 
 
 
"To England"* 
There are no postage stamps that send letters 
back to England three centuries ago, 
no postage stamps that make letters 
travel back until the grave hasn't been dug yet, 
and John Donne stands looking out the window, 
it is just beginning to rain this April morning, 
and the birds are falling into the trees 
like chess pieces into an unplayed game, 
and John Donne sees the postman coming up the street, 
the postman walks very carefully because his cane 
is made of glass. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"A Boat"* 
O beautiful 
was the werewolf 
in his evil forest. 
We took him 
to the carnival 
and he started 
   crying 
when he saw 
the Ferris wheel. 
Electric 
green and red tears 
flowed down 
his furry cheeks. 
He looked 
like a boat 
out on the dark 
water. 
 
 
 
"Geometry" 
A circle 
comes complete 
with its 
own grave. 
 
 
 
"The Twenty-Eight Cents for My Old Age" 
   I gave a poetry reading at a bar in San Francisco, 
people sat around and drank beer while a read a poem 
called Portrait of the Id as Billy the Kid, 
when the reading was over I got paid twelve and a half 
dollars, but twenty-eight cents was deducted for my old age, 
and I walked home alone. 



The Octopus Frontier 
 
"The Sawmill"* 
I am the sawmill 
abandoned even by the ghosts 
in the middle of the pasture. 
   Opera! 
      Opera! 
The horses wont go near 
my God-damn thing. 
They stay over by the creek. 
 
 
 
"1942"* 
Piano tree, play 
in the dark concert halls 
of my uncle, 
twenty-six years old, dead 
and homeward bound 
on a ship from Sitka, 
his coffin travels 
like the fingers 
of Beethoven 
over a glass 
of wine.  
 
Piano tree, play 
in the dark concert halls 
of my uncle, 
a legend of my childhood, dead, 
they send him back 
to Tacoma. 
At night his coffin 
travels like the birds 
that fly beneath the sea, 
never touching the sky.  
 
Piano tree, play 
in the dark concert halls 
of my uncle, 
take his heart 
for a lover 
and take his death 
for a bed, 
and send him homeward bound 
on a ship from Sitka 
to bury him 
where I was born. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"The Wheel"* 
     The wheel: it's a thing like pears 
rotting under a tree in August. 
     O golden wilderness! 
     The bees travel in covered wagons 
and the Indians hide in the heat. 
 
 
 
"The Pumpkin Tide"* 
I saw thousands of pumpkins last night 
come floating in on the tide, 
bumping up against the rocks and 
rolling up on the beaches; 
it must be Halloween in the sea. 
 
 
 
"The Sidney Greenstreet Blues"* 
I think something beautiful 
and amusing is gained 
by remembering Sidney Greenstreet, 
but it is a fragile thing.  
 
The hand picks up a glass. 
The eye looks at the glass 
and then hand, glass and eye 
   fall away. 
 
 
 
"The Quail"* 
There are three quail in a cage next door, 
and they are the sweet delight of our mornings, 
calling to us like small frosted cakes: 
   bobwhitebobwhitebobwhite, 
but at night they drive our God-damn cat Jake crazy. 
They run around that cage like pinballs 
as he stands out there, 
smelling their asses through the wire. 
 
 
 
"The Symbol"* 
   When I was hitch-hiking down to Big Sur, 
Moby Dick stopped and picked me up. He was driving 
a truckload of sea gulls to San Luis Obispo. 
   "Do you like being a truckdriver better than you do a whale?" I asked. 
   "Yeah," Moby Dick said. "Hoffa is a lot better 
to us whales than Captain Ahab ever was. 
   The old fart." 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"A Postcard from Chinatown"* 
The Chinese smoke opium 
in their bathrooms. 
They all get in the bathroom 
and lock the door. 
The old people sit in the tub 
and the children sit 
on the floor. 
 
 
 
"Sit Comma and Creeley Comma"* 
It's spring and the nun 
like a black frog 
builds her tarpaper shack 
beside the lake. 
How beautiful she is 
(and looks) surrounded 
by her rolls of tarpaper. 
They know her name 
and they speak her name. 
 
 
 
"The Rape of Ophelia"* 
   Her clothes spread wide and mermaid-like awhile 
they bore her up: which time she chanted snatches 
of old tunes, and sweet Ophelia floated down the river 
past black stones until she came to an evil fisherman 
who was dressed in clothes that had no childhood, 
and beautiful Ophelia floated like an April church 
into his shadow, and he, the evil fisherman of our dreams, 
waded out into the river and captured the poor mad girl, 
and taking her into the deep grass, he killed her 
with the shock of his body, and he placed her back 
into the river, and Laertes said, Alas, then she is drown'd! 
Too much of water hast thou, poor Ophelia. 
 
 
 
"The Last Music Is Not Heard" 
It was a river in the mountains, I guess there are many 
rivers in the mountains, flowing through our dreams into 
death and deep pools. The water was so clear that I could 
see the expressions on their faces as they looked up at me 
from their glass coffins. I looked under the water and saw 
an old lady smiling, she had no teeth nor hair, 
I think she was the sister of Jesus, and I saw 
a beautiful girl in her coffin, she was holding onto a dry 
toy while trout swam across her face. There must have 
been five thousand people buried in glass coffins under the 
river, and I walked along the bank, looking down at them 
as if they were fingers on my left hand. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"The Octopus Frontier" 
   1 
A pleasure palace 
on the octopus frontier. 
Perhaps that's 
the answer. 
An eight-armed whore 
in the cabin 
of a sunken ship, 
the walls covered 
with obscene octopus pictures. 
She beckons to me. 
Passion and gin. 
Why not?  
 
   2 
A homestead 
on the octopus frontier. 
Perhaps that's 
the answer. 
A flock of chickens 
in front of a cabin 
at the bottom 
of the ocean. 
They seem contented 
scratching in the sand 
for oysters. 
 
 
 
"The Potato House of Julius Caesar" 
O Potatoes! 
The Roman Empire of Potatoes!  
 
All peelings lead to Rome 
and Julius Caesar eats French fries  
 
while the ides of March 
have potato eyes . . .  
 
   (Then Brutus to the Idaho of Death 
   Then Marc Antony to 
Idaho.) 
 
 
 
"The Fever Monument"* 
   I walked across the park to the fever monument. 
It was in the center of a glass square surrounded 
by red flowers and fountains. The monument 
was in the shape of a sea horse and the plaque read 
We got hot and died. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"The Winos on Potrero Hill"* 
Alas, they get 
their bottles 
from a small 
neighborhood store. 
The old Russian 
sells them port 
and passes no moral 
judgement. They go 
and sit under 
the green bushes 
that grow along 
the wooden stairs. 
They could almost 
be exotic flowers, 
they drink so 
quietly. 
 
 
 
"Mike" 
We walked along the pier 
that curved like Einstein's breakfast 
out into eternity, 
and there were people fishing off the pier, 
mostly Chinese. 
Mike ran up to an old woman 
and asked her if she liked to kill fish, 
to murder living things, 
and she smiled at him, 
her mouth going on forever. 
 
 
 
"Horse Race"* 
July 19, a dog has been run over by an airplane, 
an act that brings into this world the energy 
that transforms vultures into beautiful black 
   race horses.  
 
Yes, the horses are waiting at the starting gate, 
now the sound of the gun and this fantastic race begins, 
the horses are circling the track. 
 
 
 
"The Old Folk's Home" 
The only thing 
that you can do 
to gain back 
some human dignity 
after you crap 
in bed like a baby, 
is to pretend that 
you are Hannibal 
crossing the Alps. 
 
 



"The Postman"* 
The smell 
            of vegetables 
                              on a cold day 
performs faithfully an act of reality 
like a knight in search of the holy grail 
or a postman on a rural route looking 
for a farm that isn't there. 
   Carrots, peppers and berries. 
   Nerval, Baudelaire and Rimbaud. 
 
 
 
"Surprise"* 
I lift the toilet seat 
    as if it were the nest of a bird 
and I see cat tracks 
    all around the edge of the bowl. 
 
 
 
"The Nature Poem"* 
The moon 
is Hamlet 
on a motorcycle 
coming down 
a dark road. 
He is wearing 
a black leather 
jacket and 
boots. 
I have 
nowhere 
to go. 
I will ride 
all night. 
 
 
 
"Private Eye Lettuce"* 
Three crates of Private Eye Lettuce, 
the name and drawing of a detective 
with magnifying glass on the sides 
of the crates of lettuce, 
form a great cross in man's imagination 
and his desire to name 
the objects of this world. 
I think I'll call this place Golgotha 
and have some salad for dinner. 



All Watched Over by Machines of Loving Grace 
 
 
"The Beautiful Poem" 
I go to bed in Los Angeles thinking 
     about you.  
 
Pissing a few moments ago 
I looked down at my penis 
     affectionately.  
 
Knowing it has been inside 
you twice today makes me 
     feel beautiful.  
 
               3 A.M. 
               January 15, 1967 
 
 
 
"December 24" 
She's mending the rain with her hair. 
She's turning the darkness on. 
     Glue / switch! 
That's all I have to report. 
 
 
 
"Milk for the Duck" 
ZAP! 
unlaid / for 20 days  
 
my sexual image 
isn't worth a shit.  
 
If I were dead 
I couldn't attract 
a female fly. 
 
 
 
"November 3" 
I'm sitting in a cafe, 
drinking a Coke.  
 
A fly is sleeping 
on a paper napkin.  
 
I have to wake him up, 
so I can wipe my glasses.  
 
There's a pretty girl I want to look at. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"Flowers for Those You Love" 
Butcher, baker, candlestick maker, 
anybody can get VD, 
including those you love.  
 
Please see a doctor 
if you think you've got it.  
 
You'll feel better afterwards 
and so will those you love. 
 
 
 
"San Francisco" 
     This poem was found written on a paper bag by Richard Brautigan in a laundromat in San 
Francisco. The author is unknown.  
 
By accident, you put 
Your money in my 
Machine (#4) 
By accident, I put 
My money in another 
Machine (#6) 
On purpose, I put 
Your clothes in the 
Empty machine full 
Of water and no 
Clothes  
 
It was lonely. 
 
 
 
"Star Hole" 
I sit here 
on the perfect end 
of a star,  
 
watching light 
pour itself toward 
     me.  
 
The light pours 
itself through 
a small hole 
in the sky.  
 
I'm not very happy, 
but I can see 
how things are 
     faraway. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"Love Poem" 
     It's so nice 
to wake up in the morning 
     all alone 
and not have to tell somebody 
     you love them 
when you don't love them 
     any more. 
 
 
 
"I Lie Here in a Strange Girl's Apartment" 
For Marcia  
 
I lie here in a strange girl's apartment. 
She has poison oak, a bad sunburn 
     and is unhappy. 
She moves about the place 
like distant gestures of solemn glass.  
 
She opens and closes things. 
She turns the water on, 
and she turns the water off.  
 
All the sounds she makes are faraway. 
They could be in a different city. 
It is dusk and people are staring 
out the windows of that city. 
Their eyes are filled with the sounds 
     of what she is doing. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"It's Raining in Love" 
I don't know what it is, 
but I distrust myself 
when I start to like a girl 
     a lot.  
 
It makes me nervous. 
I don’t say the right things 
or perhaps I start 
     to examine, 
          evaluate, 
               compute 
     what I am saying.  
 
If I say, "Do you think it's going to rain?" 
and she says, "I don’t know," 
I start thinking: Does she really like me?  
 
In other words 
I get a little creepy.  
 
A friend of mine once said, 
"It's twenty times better to be friends 
     with someone 
than it is to be in love with them."  
 
I think he’s right and besides, 
it's raining somewhere, programming flowers 
and keeping snails happy. 
     That's all taken care of.  
 
               BUT 
if a girl likes me a lot 
and starts getting real nervous 
and suddenly begins asking me funny questions 
and looks sad if I give the wrong answers 
and she says things like, 
"Do you think it's going to rain?" 
and I say, "It beats me," 
and she says, "Oh," 
and looks a little sad 
at the clear blue California sky 
I think: Thank God, it's you, baby, this time 
     instead of me. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"Hey! This Is What It's All About" 
For Jeff Sheppard  
 
No publication 
No money 
No star 
No fuck            
 
     A friend came over to the house 
a few days ago and read one of my poems. 
He came back today and asked to read the 
same poem over again. After he finished 
reading it, he said, "It makes me want 
     to write poetry." 
 
 
 
"Our Beautiful West Coast Thing" 
We are a coast people 
There is nothing but ocean out beyond us. 
—Jack Spicer  
 
I sit here dreaming 
long thoughts of California  
 
at the end of a November day 
below a cloudy twilight 
     near the Pacific  
 
listening to the Mamas and the Papas 
     THEY'RE GREAT  
 
singing a song about breaking 
somebody’s heart and digging it!  
 
I think I'll get up 
and dance around the room.  
 
     Here I go! 
 
 
 
"Widow's Lament" 
It's not quite cold enough 
to go borrow some firewood 
from the neighbors. 
 
 
 
"December 30" 
At 1:30 in the morning a fart 
smells like a marriage between 
an avocado and a fish head.  
 
I have to get out of bed 
to write this down without 
     my glasses on. 
 
 



"Lovers" 
I changed her bedroom: 
raised the ceiling four feet, 
removed all of her things 
(and the clutter of her life) 
painted the walls white, 
placed a fantastic calm 
     in the room, 
a silence that almost had a scent, 
put her in a low brass bed 
with white satin covers, 
and I stood there in the doorway 
watching her sleep, curled up, 
with her face turned away 
     from me. 
 
 
 
"A Mid-February Sky Dance" 
Dance toward me, please, as 
if you were a star 
with light-years piled 
on top of your hair, 
     smiling,  
 
and I will dance toward you 
as if I were darkness 
with bats piled like a hat 
     on top of my head. 
 
 
 
"Hey, Bacon!" 
The moon like: 
mischievous bacon 
crisps its desire  
 
          (while)  
 
I harbor myself 
toward two eggs 
over easy. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"After Halloween Slump" 
My magic is down. 
My spells mope around 
the house like sick old dogs 
with bloodshot eyes 
watering cold wet noses.  
 
My charms are in a pile 
in the corner like the 
dirty shirts of a summer fatman.  
 
One of my potions died 
last night in the pot. 
It looks like a cracked 
Egyptian tablecloth. 
 
 
 
"Hollywood" 
January 26, 1967 
at 3:15 in the afternoon  
 
Sitting here in Los Angeles 
parked on a rundown residential 
     back street, 
staring up at the word 
     HOLLYWOOD 
written on some lonely mountains, 
I’m listening very carefully 
to rock and roll radio 
     (Lovin’ Spoonful) 
     (Jefferson Airplane) 
while people are slowly 
putting out their garbage cans. 
 
 
 
"It's Going Down" 
Magic is the color of the thing you wear 
with a dragon for a button 
and a lion for a lamp 
with a carrot for a collar 
and a salmon for a zipper.  
 
     Hey! You’re turning me on: baby. 
     That’s the way it’s going down.  
 
          WOW! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"Albion Breakfast" 
For Susan  
 
Last night (here) a long pretty girl 
asked me to write a poem about Albion, 
so she could put it in a black folder 
that has albion printed nicely 
     in white on the cover.  
 
I said yes. She's at the store now 
getting something for breakfast. 
I'll surprise her with this poem 
     when she gets back. 
 
 
 
"Comets" 
There are comets 
that flash through 
our mouths wearing 
the grace 
of oceans and galaxies.  
 
     God knows, 
     we try to do the best 
     we can.  
 
There are comets 
connected to chemicals 
that telescope 
down out tongues 
to burn out against 
the air.  
 
     I know 
     we do.  
 
There are comets 
that laugh at us 
from behind our teeth 
wearing the clothes 
of fish and birds.  
 
     We try. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"The Pomegranate Circus" 
I am desolate in dimension 
circling the sky 
          like a rainy bird,  
 
wet from toe to crown 
wet from bill to wing.  
 
I feel like a drowned king 
at the pomegranate circus.  
 
I vowed last year 
that I wouldn’t go again 
but here I sit in my usual seat, 
     dripping and clapping  
 
as the pomegranates go by 
in their metallic costumes.  
 
December 25, 1966 
 
 
 
"My Nose Is Growing Old" 
Yup. 
A long lazy September look 
in the mirror 
says it's true:  
 
I'm 31 
and my nose is growing 
     old.  
 
It starts about 
     an inch 
below the bridge 
and strolls geriatrically 
     down 
for another inch or so: 
     stopping.  
 
Fortunately, the rest 
of the nose is comparatively 
     young.  
 
I wonder if girls 
will want me with an 
     old nose.  
 
I can hear them now 
the heartless bitches!  
 
"He's cute 
     but his nose 
is old." 
 
 
 
 



"At the California Institute of Technology" 
I don't care how God-damn smart 
these guys are: I'm bored.  
 
It's been raining like hell all day long 
and there's nothing to do.  
 
               Written January 24, 1967 while poet-in-residence 
               at the California Institute of Technology 
 
 
 
"Your Catfish Friend" 
If I were to live my life 
in catfish forms 
in scaffolds of skin and whiskers 
at the bottom of a pond 
and you were to come by 
     one evening 
when the moon was shining 
down into my dark home 
and stand there at the edge 
     of my affection 
and think, "It's beautiful 
here by this pond. I wish 
     somebody loved me," 
I'd love you and be your catfish 
friend and drive such lonely 
thoughts from your mind 
and suddenly you would be 
     at peace, 
and ask yourself, "I wonder 
if there are any catfish 
in this pond? It seems like 
a perfect place for them." 
 
 
 
"Karma Repair Kit: Items 1-4" 
1. Get enough food to eat, 
    and eat it.  
 
2. Find a place to sleep where it is quiet, 
    and sleep there.  
 
3. Reduce intellectual activity and emotional noise 
    until you arrive at the silence of yourself, 
    and listen to it.  
 
4. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"All Watched Over by Machines of Loving Grace" 
I like to think (and 
the sooner the better!) 
of a cybernetic meadow 
where mammals and computers 
live together in mutually 
programming harmony 
like pure water 
touching clear sky.  
 
I like to think 
     (right now please!) 
of a cybernetic forest 
filled with pines and electronics 
where deer stroll peacefully 
past computers 
as if they were flowers 
with spinning blossoms.  
 
I like to think 
     (it has to be!) 
of a cybernetic ecology 
where we are free of our labors 
and joined back to nature, 
returned to our mammal 
brothers and sisters, 
and all watched over 
by machines of loving grace. 
 
 
 
"A Good-Talking Candle" 
I had a good-talking candle 
last night in my bedroom.  
 
I was very tired but I wanted 
somebody to be with me, 
     so I lit a candle  
 
and listened to its comfortable 
voice of light until I was asleep. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"Nine Things" 
It's night  
 
and a numbered beauty 
lapses at the wind,  
 
chortles with the 
branches of a tree,  
 
     giggles,  
 
plays shadow dance 
with a dead kite,  
 
cajoles affection 
from falling leaves,  
 
and knows four 
other things.  
 
One is the color 
of your hair. 
 
 
 
"A Lady" 
Her face grips at her mouth 
like a leaf to a tree 
or a tire to a highway 
or a spoon to a bowl of soup.  
 
She just can't let go 
     with a smile, 
     the poor dear.  
 
No matter what happens 
her face is always a maple tree 
     Highway 101 
     tomato. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"Let's Voyage into the New American House" 
There are doors 
that want to be free 
from their hinges to 
fly with perfect clouds.  
 
There are windows 
that want to be 
released from their 
frames to run with 
the deer through 
back country meadows.  
 
There are walls 
that want to prowl 
with the mountains 
through the early 
morning dusk.  
 
There are floors 
that want to digest 
their furniture into 
flowers and trees.  
 
There are roofs 
that want to travel 
gracefully with 
the stars through 
circles of darkness. 



Please Plant This Book 
 
A collection of eight poems printed on eight seed packets placed in a folder. Two flaps inside 
the folder held the eight seed packets (four of flowers, four of vegetables). The front of each 
packet was printed with a poem titled for the type of seeds contained in that packet. Planting 
instructions were printed on the back, the same for all eight packets.  
 
A limited edition of 6,000 copies was published, all for free distribution. This was Brautigan's 
last independent publishing venture. 
 
 
 
 
"California Native Flowers" 
 
In this spring of 1968 with the last 
third of the Twentieth Century 
traveling like a dream toward its 
end, it is the time to plant books, 
to pass them into the ground, so that 
flowers and vegetables may grow 
from these pages. 
 
 
 
"Shasta Daisy" 
 
I pray that in thirty-two years 
passing that flowers and vegetables 
will water the Twenty-First Cent- 
ury with their voices telling that 
they were once a book turned by 
loving hands into life. 
 
 
 
"Calendula" 
 
My friends worry and they tell me 
About it. They talk of the world 
ending, of darkness and disaster. 
I always listen gently, and then 
say: No, it's not going to end. This 
is only the beginning, as this book 
is only a beginning. 
 
 
 



"Sweet Alyssum Royal Carpet" 
 
I've decided to live in a world where 
books are changed into thousands 
of gardens with children playing 
in the gardens and learning the gen- 
tle ways of green growing things. 
 
 
 
"Parsley" 
 
I thank the energy, the gods and the 
theater of history that brought 
us here to this very moment with 
this book in our hands, calling 
like the future down a green and 
starry hill. 
 
 
 
"Squash" 
 
The time is right to mix sentences 
sentences with dirt and the sun 
with punctuation and the rain with 
verbs, and for worms to pass 
through question marks, and the 
stars to shine down on budding 
nouns, and the dew to form on 
paragraphs. 
 
 
 
"Carrots" 
 
I think the spring of 1968 is a good 
time to look into our blood and 
see where our hearts are flowing 
as these flowers and vegetables 
will look into their hearts every day 
and see the sun reflecting like a 
great mirror their desire to live 
and be beautiful. 
 
 
 
"Lettuce" 
 
The only hope we have is our 
children and the seeds we give them 
and the gardens we plant together. 
 



The Pill Versus the Springhill Mine Disaster 
 
A collection of ninety-eight poems. Brautigan's fourth collection of poetry; his sixth poetry 
book publication.  
 
The reference to "The Springhill Mine Disaster" in the title comes from the 1958 mining 
disaster in Springhill, Nova Scotia, Canada. A popular folk song, "The Springhill Mine Disaster," 
was written shortly afterward by Ewan MacColl and Peggy Seeger.  
 
In addition to thirty eight previously uncollected poems, The Pill Versus the Springhill Mine 
Disaster included The Return of the Rivers (May 1957), all nine parts of The Galilee Hitch-
Hiker (1958), nine poems from the Lay The Marble Tea (1959), seventeen poems from The 
Octopus Frontier (1960), and all thirty two poems from All Watched Over by Machines of 
Loving Grace (1967). 
 
 
 
Dedication reads:  

This book is for Miss Marcia Pacaud of Montreal, Canada. 

(Marcia Pacaud was Brautigan's girlfriend. Several poems in this collection are dedicated to 
her.) 
 
 
 
"Horse Child Breakfast" 
Horse child breakfast, 
what are you doing to me? 
with your long blonde legs? 
with your long blonde face? 
with your long blonde hair? 
with your perfect blonde ass?  
 
I swear I'll never be the 
     same again!  
 
Horse child breakfast 
what you're doing to me, 
I want done forever. 
 
 
 
"General Custer Versus the Titanic" 
     For the soldiers of the Seventh Cavalry who were killed at the Little Bighorn River and the 
passengers who were lost on the maiden voyage of the Titanic. 
     God bless their souls.  
 
Yes! it's true all my visions 
have come home to roost at last. 
They are all true now and stand 
around me like a bouquet of 
lost ships and doomed generals. 
I gently put them away in a 
beautiful and disappearing vase. 
 
 
 



"The Beautiful Poem" 
I go to bed in Los Angeles thinking 
     about you.  
 
Pissing a few moments ago 
I looked down at my penis 
     affectionately.  
 
Knowing it has been inside 
you twice today makes me 
     feel beautiful.  
 
               3 A.M. 
               January 15, 1967 
 
 
 
"Private Eye Lettuce"* 
Three crates of Private Eye Lettuce, 
the name and drawing of a detective 
with magnifying glass on the sides 
of the crates of lettuce, 
form a great cross in man's imagination 
and his desire to name 
the objects of this world. 
I think I'll call this place Golgotha 
and have some salad for dinner. 
 
 
 
"A Boat"* 
O beautiful 
was the werewolf 
in his evil forest. 
We took him 
to the carnival 
and he started 
   crying 
when he saw 
the Ferris wheel. 
Electric 
green and red tears 
flowed down 
his furry cheeks. 
He looked 
like a boat 
out on the dark 
water. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"The Shenevertakesherwatchoff Poem" 
For Marcia  
 
Because you always have a clock 
strapped to your body, it's natural 
that I should think of you as the 
     correct time: 
with your long blonde hair at 8:03, 
and your pulse-lightning breasts at 
11:17, and your rose-meow smile at 5:30, 
     I know I’m right. 
 
 
 
"Karma Repair Kit: Items 1-4" 
1. Get enough food to eat, 
    and eat it.  
 
2. Find a place to sleep where it is quiet, 
    and sleep there.  
 
3. Reduce intellectual activity and emotional noise 
    until you arrive at the silence of yourself, 
    and listen to it.  
 
4. 
 
 
 
"Oranges" 
Oh, how perfect death 
computes an orange wind 
that glows from your footsteps,  
 
and you stop to die in 
an orchard where the harvest 
fills the stars. 
 
 
 
"San Francisco" 
     This poem was found written on a paper bag by Richard Brautigan in a laundromat in San 
Francisco. The author is unknown.  
 
By accident, you put 
Your money in my 
Machine (#4) 
By accident, I put 
My money in another 
Machine (#6) 
On purpose, I put 
Your clothes in the 
Empty machine full 
Of water and no 
Clothes  
 
It was lonely. 
 



"Xerox Candy Bar" 
     Ah, 
you're just a copy 
of all the candy bars 
I've ever eaten. 
 
 
 
"Discovery" 
The petals of the vagina unfold 
like Christopher Columbus 
taking off his shoes.  
 
Is there anything more beautiful 
than the bow of a ship 
touching a new world? 
 
 
 
"Widow's Lament" 
It's not quite cold enough 
to go borrow some firewood 
from the neighbors. 
 
 
 
"The Pomegranate Circus" 
I am desolate in dimension 
circling the sky 
          like a rainy bird,  
 
wet from toe to crown 
wet from bill to wing.  
 
I feel like a drowned king 
at the pomegranate circus.  
 
I vowed last year 
that I wouldn’t go again 
but here I sit in my usual seat, 
     dripping and clapping  
 
as the pomegranates go by 
in their metallic costumes.  
 
December 25, 1966 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"The Winos on Potrero Hill"* 
Alas, they get 
their bottles 
from a small 
neighborhood store. 
The old Russian 
sells them port 
and passes no moral 
judgement. They go 
and sit under 
the green bushes 
that grow along 
the wooden stairs. 
They could almost 
be exotic flowers, 
they drink so 
quietly. 
 
 
 
"The First Winter Snow" 
Oh, pretty girl, you have trapped 
yourself in the wrong body. Twenty 
extra pounds hang like a lumpy 
tapestry on your perfect mammal nature.  
 
Three months ago you were like a 
deer staring at the first winter snow.  
 
Now Aphrodite thumbs her nose at you 
and tells stories behind your back. 
 
 
 
"Death Is a Beautiful Car Parked Only" 
For Emmett  
 
Death is a beautiful car parked only 
to be stolen on a street lined with trees 
whose branches are like the intestines 
     of an emerald. 
You hotwire death, get in, and drive away 
like a flag made from a thousand burning 
     funeral parlors.  
 
You have stolen death because you're bored. 
There's nothing good playing at the movies 
     in San Francisco.  
 
You joyride around for a while listening 
to the radio, and then abandon death, walk 
away, and leave death for the police 
     to find. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"Surprise"* 
I lift the toilet seat 
    as if it were the nest of a bird 
and I see cat tracks 
    all around the edge of the bowl. 
 
 
 
"Your Departure Versus the Hindenburg" 
Every time we say good-bye 
I see it as an extension of 
     the Hindenburg: 
that great 1937 airship exploding 
in medieval flames like a burning castle 
     above New Jersey. 
When you leave the house, the 
shadow of the Hindenburg enters 
     to take your place. 
 
 
 
"Education" 
There is a woman 
on the Klamath River 
who has five 
hundred children 
in the basement, 
stuffed like 
hornets into 
a mud nest. 
Great Sparrow 
is their father. 
Once a day 
he pulls a 
red wagon between 
them and 
that's all 
they know. 
 
 
 
"Love Poem" 
     It's so nice 
to wake up in the morning 
     all alone 
and not have to tell somebody 
     you love them 
when you don't love them 
     any more. 
 
 
 
"The Fever Monument"* 
   I walked across the park to the fever monument. 
It was in the center of a glass square surrounded 
by red flowers and fountains. The monument 
was in the shape of a sea horse and the plaque read 
We got hot and died. 
 



"At the California Institute of Technology" 
I don't care how God-damn smart 
these guys are: I'm bored.  
 
It's been raining like hell all day long 
and there's nothing to do. 
 
 
 
"A Lady" 
Her face grips at her mouth 
like a leaf to a tree 
or a tire to a highway 
or a spoon to a bowl of soup.  
 
She just can't let go 
     with a smile, 
     the poor dear.  
 
No matter what happens 
her face is always a maple tree 
     Highway 101 
     tomato. 
 
 
 
"'Star-Spangled' Nails" 
You've got 
some "Star-Spangled" 
     nails 
in your coffin, kid. 
That's what 
they've done for you, 
     son. 
 
 
 
"The Pumpkin Tide"* 
I saw thousands of pumpkins last night 
come floating in on the tide, 
bumping up against the rocks and 
rolling up on the beaches; 
it must be Halloween in the sea. 
 
 
 
"Adrenalin Mother" 
Adrenalin Mother, 
with your dress of comets 
and shoes of swift bird wings 
and shadow of jumping fish, 
thank you for touching, 
understanding and loving my life. 
Without you, I am dead. 
 
 
 
 



"The Wheel"* 
     The wheel: it's a thing like pears 
rotting under a tree in August. 
     O golden wilderness! 
     The bees travel in covered wagons 
and the Indians hide in the heat. 
 
 
 
"Map Shower" 
For Marcia  
 
I want your hair 
to cover me with maps 
of new places,  
 
so everywhere I go 
will be as beautiful 
as your hair. 
 
 
 
"A Postcard from Chinatown"* 
The Chinese smoke opium 
in their bathrooms. 
They all get in the bathroom 
and lock the door. 
The old people sit in the tub 
and the children sit 
on the floor. 
 
 
 
"The Double-Bed Dream Gallows" 
Driving through 
hot brushy country 
in the late autumn, 
I saw a hawk 
crucified on a 
barbed-wire fence.  
 
I guess as a kind 
of advertisement 
to other hawks, 
saying from the pages 
of a leading women's 
     magazine,  
"She’s beautiful, 
but burn all the maps 
to your body. 
I'm not here 
of my own choosing." 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"December 30" 
At 1:30 in the morning a fart 
smells like a marriage between 
an avocado and a fish head.  
 
I have to get out of bed 
to write this down without 
     my glasses on. 
 
 
 
"The Sawmill"* 
I am the sawmill 
abandoned even by the ghosts 
in the middle of the pasture. 
   Opera! 
      Opera! 
The horses wont go near 
my God-damn thing. 
They stay over by the creek. 
 
 
 
"The Way She Looks at It" 
Every time I see him, I think: 
Gee, am I glad he’s not 
     my old man. 
 
 
 
"Yes, the Fish Music"* 
A trout-colored wind blows 
through my eyes, through my fingers, 
and I remember how the trout 
used to hide from the dinosaurs 
when they came to drink at the river. 
The trout hid in subways, castles 
and automobiles. They waited patiently 
for the dinosaurs to go away. 
 
 
 
"The Chinese Checker Players"* 
When I was six years old 
I played Chinese checkers 
   with a woman 
who was ninety-three years old. 
She lived by herself 
in an apartment down the hall 
   from ours. 
We played Chinese checkers 
every Monday and Thursday nights. 
While we played she usually talked 
about her husband 
who had been dead for seventy years 
and we drank tea and ate cookies 
   and cheated. 
 
 



"I've Never Had It Done So Gently Before" 
For M  
 
The sweet juices of your mouth 
are like castles bathed in honey. 
I've never had it done so gently before. 
You have put a circle of castles 
around my penis and you swirl them 
like sunlight on the wings of birds. 
 
 
 
"Our Beautiful West Coast Thing" 
We are a coast people 
There is nothing but ocean out beyond us. 
—Jack Spicer  
 
I sit here dreaming 
long thoughts of California  
 
at the end of a November day 
below a cloudy twilight 
     near the Pacific  
 
listening to the Mamas and the Papas 
     THEY'RE GREAT  
 
singing a song about breaking 
somebody’s heart and digging it!  
 
I think I'll get up 
and dance around the room.  
 
     Here I go! 
 
 
 
"Man" 
With his hat on 
he's about five inches taller 
than a taxicab. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"The Silver Stairs of Ketchikan" 
2 A.M. is the best time 
to climb the silver stairs 
of Ketchikan and go up into the trees 
and the dark prowling deer.  
 
When my wife gets out of bed 
to feed the baby at 2 A.M., she turns 
on all the lights in Ketchikan 
and people start banging on the doors 
and swearing at one another.  
 
That's the best time 
to climb the silver stairs 
of Ketchikan and go up into the trees 
and the dark prowling deer. 
 
 
 
"Hollywood" 
January 26, 1967 
at 3:15 in the afternoon  
 
Sitting here in Los Angeles 
parked on a rundown residential 
     back street, 
staring up at the word 
     HOLLYWOOD 
written on some lonely mountains, 
I’m listening very carefully 
to rock and roll radio 
     (Lovin’ Spoonful) 
     (Jefferson Airplane) 
while people are slowly 
putting out their garbage cans. 
 
 
 
"Your Necklace is Leaking" 
For Marcia  
 
Your necklace is leaking 
and blue light drips 
from your beads to cover 
your beautiful breasts 
with a clear African dawn. 
 
 
 
"Haiku Ambulance" 
A piece of green pepper 
     fell 
off the wooden salad bowl: 
     so what? 
 
 
 
 
 



"It's Going Down" 
Magic is the color of the thing you wear 
with a dragon for a button 
and a lion for a lamp 
with a carrot for a collar 
and a salmon for a zipper.  
 
     Hey! You’re turning me on: baby. 
     That’s the way it’s going down.  
 
          WOW! 
 
 
 
"Alas, Measured Perfectly" 
Saturday, August 25, 1888. 5:20 P.M. 
is the name of a photograph of two 
old women in a front yard, beside 
a white house. One of the women is 
sitting in a chair with a dog in her 
lap. The other woman is looking at 
some flowers. Perhaps the women are 
happy, but then it is Saturday, August 
25, 1888. 5:21 P.M., and all over. 
 
 
 
"Hey, Bacon!" 
The moon like: 
mischievous bacon 
crisps its desire  
 
          (while)  
 
I harbor myself 
toward two eggs 
over easy. 
 
 
 
"The Rape of Ophelia"* 
   Her clothes spread wide and mermaid-like awhile 
they bore her up: which time she chanted snatches 
of old tunes, and sweet Ophelia floated down the river 
past black stones until she came to an evil fisherman 
who was dressed in clothes that had no childhood, 
and beautiful Ophelia floated like an April church 
into his shadow, and he, the evil fisherman of our dreams, 
waded out into the river and captured the poor mad girl, 
and taking her into the deep grass, he killed her 
with the shock of his body, and he placed her back 
into the river, and Laertes said, Alas, then she is drown'd! 
Too much of water hast thou, poor Ophelia. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"A Candlelion Poem" 
For Michael  
 
Turn a candle inside out 
and you've got the smallest 
portion of a lion standing 
there at the edge of the 
     shadows. 
 
 
 
"I Feel Horrible. She Doesn't" 
I feel horrible. She doesn't 
love me and I wander around 
the house like a sewing machine 
that's just finished sewing 
a turd to a garbage can lid. 
 
 
 
"Cyclops"* 
A glass of lemonade 
travels across this world 
like the eye of the cyclops.  
 
If a child doesn't drink 
the lemonade, 
   Ulysses will. 
 
 
 
"Flowers for Those You Love" 
Butcher, baker, candlestick maker, 
anybody can get VD, 
including those you love.  
 
Please see a doctor 
if you think you've got it.  
 
You'll feel better afterwards 
and so will those you love. 
 
 
 
"The Galilee Hitch-Hiker" 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
"It's Raining in Love" 
I don't know what it is, 
but I distrust myself 
when I start to like a girl 
     a lot.  
 
It makes me nervous. 
I don’t say the right things 
or perhaps I start 
     to examine, 
          evaluate, 
               compute 
     what I am saying.  
 
If I say, "Do you think it's going to rain?" 
and she says, "I don’t know," 
I start thinking: Does she really like me?  
 
In other words 
I get a little creepy.  
 
A friend of mine once said, 
"It's twenty times better to be friends 
     with someone 
than it is to be in love with them."  
 
I think he’' right and besides, 
it's raining somewhere, programming flowers 
and keeping snails happy. 
     That's all taken care of.  
 
               BUT 
if a girl likes me a lot 
and starts getting real nervous 
and suddenly begins asking me funny questions 
and looks sad if I give the wrong answers 
and she says things like, 
"Do you think it's going to rain?" 
and I say, "It beats me," 
and she says, "Oh," 
and looks a little sad 
at the clear blue California sky 
I think: Thank God, it's you, baby, this time 
     instead of me. 
 
 
 
"Poker Star" 
It's a star that looks 
like a poker game above 
the mountains of eastern 
     Oregon. 
There are three men playing. 
They are all sheepherders. 
One of them has two pair, 
the others have nothing. 
 
 



"To England"* 
There are no postage stamps that send letters 
back to England three centuries ago, 
no postage stamps that make letters 
travel back until the grave hasn't been dug yet, 
and John Donne stands looking out the window, 
it is just beginning to rain this April morning, 
and the birds are falling into the trees 
like chess pieces into an unplayed game, 
and John Donne sees the postman coming up the street, 
the postman walks very carefully because his cane 
is made of glass. 
 
 
 
"I Lie Here in a Strange Girl's Apartment" 
For Marcia  
 
I lie here in a strange girl's apartment. 
She has poison oak, a bad sunburn 
     and is unhappy. 
She moves about the place 
like distant gestures of solemn glass.  
 
She opens and closes things. 
She turns the water on, 
and she turns the water off.  
 
All the sounds she makes are faraway. 
They could be in a different city. 
It is dusk and people are staring 
out the windows of that city. 
Their eyes are filled with the sounds 
     of what she is doing. 
 
 
 
"Hey! This Is What It's All About" 
For Jeff Sheppard  
 
No publication 
No money 
No star 
No fuck            
 
     A friend came over to the house 
a few days ago and read one of my poems. 
He came back today and asked to read the 
same poem over again. After he finished 
reading it, he said, "It makes me want 
     to write poetry." 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"My Nose Is Growing Old" 
Yup. 
A long lazy September look 
in the mirror 
says it's true:  
 
I'm 31 
and my nose is growing 
     old.  
 
It starts about 
     an inch 
below the bridge 
and strolls geriatrically 
     down 
for another inch or so: 
     stopping.  
 
Fortunately, the rest 
of the nose is comparatively 
     young.  
 
I wonder if girls 
will want me with an 
     old nose.  
 
I can hear them now 
the heartless bitches!  
 
"He's cute 
     but his nose 
is old." 
 
 
 
"Crab Cigar" 
I was watching a lot of crabs 
eating in the tide pools 
of the Pacific a few days ago.  
 
When I say a lot: I mean 
hundreds of crabs. They eat 
     ike cigars. 
 
 
 
"The Sidney Greenstreet Blues"* 
I think something beautiful 
and amusing is gained 
by remembering Sidney Greenstreet, 
but it is a fragile thing.  
 
The hand picks up a glass. 
The eye looks at the glass 
and then hand, glass and eye 
   fall away. 
 
 
 



"Comets" 
There are comets 
that flash through 
our mouths wearing 
the grace 
of oceans and galaxies.  
 
     God knows, 
     we try to do the best 
     we can.  
 
There are comets 
connected to chemicals 
that telescope 
down out tongues 
to burn out against 
the air.  
 
     I know 
     we do.  
 
There are comets 
that laugh at us 
from behind our teeth 
wearing the clothes 
of fish and birds.  
 
     We try. 
 
 
 
"I Live in the Twentieth Century" 
For Marcia  
 
I live in the Twentieth Century 
and you lie here beside me. You 
were unhappy when you fell asleep. 
There was nothing I could do about 
it. I felt helpless. Your face 
is so beautiful that I cannot stop 
to describe it, and there's nothing 
I can do to make you happy while 
     you sleep. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"The Castle of the Cormorants"* 
Hamlet with 
a cormorant 
under his arm 
married Ophelia. 
She was still 
wet from drowning. 
She looked like 
a white flower 
that had been 
left in the 
rain too long. 
I love you, 
said Ophelia, 
and I love 
that dark 
bird you 
hold in 
your arms.  
 
     Big Sur 
     February 1958 
 
 
"Lovers" 
I changed her bedroom: 
raised the ceiling four feet, 
removed all of her things 
(and the clutter of her life) 
painted the walls white, 
placed a fantastic calm 
     in the room, 
a silence that almost had a scent, 
put her in a low brass bed 
with white satin covers, 
and I stood there in the doorway 
watching her sleep, curled up, 
with her face turned away 
     from me. 
 
 
"Sonnet"* 
The sea is like 
an old nature poet 
who died of a 
heart attack in a 
public latrine. 
His ghost still 
haunts the urinals. 
At night he can 
be heard walking 
around barefooted 
in the dark. 
Somebody stole 
his shoes. 
 
 
"Indirect Popcorn" 
What a good time fancy! 



like a leisure white interior 
with long yellow curtains. 
I'll take it to sleep with me tonight 
and hope that my dreams are built 
toward beautiful blonde women eating 
     indirect popcorn. 
 
 
"Star Hole" 
I sit here 
on the perfect end 
of a star,  
 
watching light 
pour itself toward 
     me.  
 
The light pours 
itself through 
a small hole 
in the sky.  
 
I'm not very happy, 
but I can see 
how things are 
     faraway. 
 
 
"Albion Breakfast" 
For Susan  
 
Last night (here) a long pretty girl 
asked me to write a poem about Albion, 
so she could put it in a black folder 
that has albion printed nicely 
     in white on the cover.  
 
I said yes. She's at the store now 
getting something for breakfast. 
I'll surprise her with this poem 
     when she gets back. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"Let's Voyage into the New American House" 
There are doors 
that want to be free 
from their hinges to 
fly with perfect clouds.  
 
There are windows 
that want to be 
released from their 
frames to run with 
the deer through 
back country meadows.  
 
There are walls 
that want to prowl 
with the mountains 
through the early 
morning dusk.  
 
There are floors 
that want to digest 
their furniture into 
flowers and trees.  
 
There are roofs 
that want to travel 
gracefully with 
the stars through 
circles of darkness. 
 
 
"November 3" 
I'm sitting in a cafe, 
drinking a Coke.  
 
A fly is sleeping 
on a paper napkin.  
 
I have to wake him up, 
so I can wipe my glasses.  
 
There's a pretty girl I want to look at. 
 
 
"The Postman"* 
The smell 
            of vegetables 
                              on a cold day 
performs faithfully an act of reality 
like a knight in search of the holy grail 
or a postman on a rural route looking 
for a farm that isn't there. 
   Carrots, peppers and berries. 
   Nerval, Baudelaire and Rimbaud. 
 
 
 
 
 



"A Mid-February Sky Dance" 
Dance toward me, please, as 
if you were a star 
with light-years piled 
on top of your hair, 
     smiling,  
 
and I will dance toward you 
as if I were darkness 
with bats piled like a hat 
     on top of my head. 
 
 
"The Quail"* 
There are three quail in a cage next door, 
and they are the sweet delight of our mornings, 
calling to us like small frosted cakes: 
   bobwhitebobwhitebobwhite, 
but at night they drive our God-damn cat Jake crazy. 
They run around that cage like pinballs 
as he stands out there, 
smelling their asses through the wire. 
 
 
"1942"* 
Piano tree, play 
in the dark concert halls 
of my uncle, 
twenty-six years old, dead 
and homeward bound 
on a ship from Sitka, 
his coffin travels 
like the fingers 
of Beethoven 
over a glass 
of wine.  
 
Piano tree, play 
in the dark concert halls 
of my uncle, 
a legend of my childhood, dead, 
they send him back 
to Tacoma. 
At night his coffin 
travels like the birds 
that fly beneath the sea, 
never touching the sky.  
 
Piano tree, play 
in the dark concert halls 
of my uncle, 
take his heart 
for a lover 
and take his death 
for a bed, 
and send him homeward bound 
on a ship from Sitka 
to bury him 
where I was born. 



"Milk for the Duck" 
ZAP! 
unlaid / for 20 days  
 
my sexual image 
isn't worth a shit.  
 
If I were dead 
I couldn't attract 
a female fly. 
 
 
 
The Return of The Rivers 

All the rivers run into the sea; 
yet the sea is not full; 
unto the place from whence the rivers come,
thither they return again.  
 
     It is raining today 
in the mountains.  
 
     It is a warm green rain 
with love 
in its pockets 
for spring is here, 
and does not dream 
of death.  

                         Birds happen music 
like clocks ticking heaves 
in a land 
where children love spiders,
and let them sleep 
in their hair.  
 
     A slow rain sizzles 
on the river 
like a pan 
full of frying flowers, 
and with each drop 
of rain 
the ocean 
begins again.  

 
 
"A Good-Talking Candle" 
I had a good-talking candle 
last night in my bedroom.  
 
I was very tired but I wanted 
somebody to be with me, 
     so I lit a candle  
 
and listened to its comfortable 
voice of light until I was asleep. 
 
 
"The Horse That Had a Flat Tire" 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"Kafka's Hat"* 
With the rain falling 
surgically against the roof, 
I ate a dish of ice cream 
that looked like Kafka's hat.  
 
It was a dish of ice cream 
tasting like an operating table 
with the patient staring 
up at the ceiling. 
 
 
"Nine Things" 
It's night  
 
and a numbered beauty 
lapses at the wind,  
 
chortles with the 
branches of a tree,  
 
     giggles,  
 
plays shadow dance 
with a dead kite,  
 
cajoles affection 
from falling leaves,  
 
and knows four 
other things.  
 
One is the color 
of your hair. 
 
 
"Linear Farewell, Nonlinear Farewell" 
When he went out the door, 
he said he wasn’t coming back, 
but he came back, the son- 
ofabitch, and now I'm pregnant, 
and he won’t get off his ass. 
 
 
"Mating Saliva" 
A girl in a green mini- 
skirt, not very pretty, walks 
     down the street.  
 
A businessman stops, turns 
to stare at her ass 
that looks like a moldy 
     refrigerator.  
 
There are now 200,000,000 people 
     in America. 
 
 



"Sit Comma and Creeley Comma"* 
It's spring and the nun 
like a black frog 
builds her tarpaper shack 
beside the lake. 
How beautiful she is 
(and looks) surrounded 
by her rolls of tarpaper. 
They know her name 
and they speak her name. 
 
 
"Automatic Anthole" 
Driven by hunger, I had another 
forced bachelor dinner tonight. 
I had a lot of trouble making 
up my mind whether to eat Chinese 
food or have a hamburger. God, 
I hate eating dinner alone. It's 
     like being dead. 
 
 
"The Symbol"* 
   When I was hitch-hiking down to Big Sur, 
Moby Dick stopped and picked me up. He was driving 
a truckload of sea gulls to San Luis Obispo. 
   "Do you like being a truckdriver better than you do a whale?" I asked. 
   "Yeah," Moby Dick said. "Hoffa is a lot better 
to us whales than Captain Ahab ever was. 
   The old fart." 
 
 
"I Cannot Answer You Tonight in Small Portions" 
I cannot answer you tonight in small portions. 
Torn apart by stormy love’s gate, I float 
like a phantom facedown in a well where 
the cold dark water reflects vague half-built 
               stars 
and trades all our affection, touching, sleeping 
together for tribunal distance standing like 
a drowned train just beyond a pile of Eskimo 
               skeletons. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"Your Catfish Friend" 
If I were to live my life 
in catfish forms 
in scaffolds of skin and whiskers 
at the bottom of a pond 
and you were to come by 
     one evening 
when the moon was shining 
down into my dark home 
and stand there at the edge 
     of my affection 
and think, "It's beautiful 
here by this pond. I wish 
     somebody loved me," 
I'd love you and be your catfish 
friend and drive such lonely 
thoughts from your mind 
and suddenly you would be 
     at peace, 
and ask yourself, "I wonder 
if there are any catfish 
in this pond? It seems like 
a perfect place for them." 
 
 
"December 24" 
She's mending the rain with her hair. 
She's turning the darkness on. 
     Glue / switch! 
That's all I have to report. 
 
 
"Horse Race"* 
July 19, a dog has been run over by an airplane, 
an act that brings into this world the energy 
that transforms vultures into beautiful black 
   race horses.  
 
Yes, the horses are waiting at the starting gate, 
now the sound of the gun and this fantastic race begins, 
the horses are circling the track. 
 
 
"The Pill Versus the Springhill Mine Disaster" 
When you take your pill 
it's like a mine disaster. 
I think of all the people 
     lost inside of you. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"After Halloween Slump" 
My magic is down. 
My spells mope around 
the house like sick old dogs 
with bloodshot eyes 
watering cold wet noses.  
 
My charms are in a pile 
in the corner like the 
dirty shirts of a summer fatman.  
 
One of my potions died 
last night in the pot. 
It looks like a cracked 
Egyptian tablecloth. 
 
 
"Gee, You're So Beautiful That It's Starting to Rain" 
Oh, Marcia, 
I want your long blonde beauty 
to be taught in high school, 
so kids will learn that God 
lives like music in the skin 
and sounds like a sunshine harpsichord. 
I want high school report cards 
     to look like this:  
 
Playing with Gentle Glass Things 
     A  
 
Computer Magic 
     A  
 
Writing Letters to Those You Love 
     A  
 
Finding out about Fish 
     A  
 
Marcia’s Long Blonde Beauty 
     A+! 
 
 
"The Nature Poem"* 
The moon 
is Hamlet 
on a motorcycle 
coming down 
a dark road. 
He is wearing 
a black leather 
jacket and 
boots. 
I have 
nowhere 
to go. 
I will ride 
all night. 
 



"The Day They Busted the Grateful Dead" 
The day they busted the Grateful Dead 
rain stormed against San Francisco 
like hot swampy scissors cutting Justice 
into the evil clothes that alligators wear.  
 
The day they busted the Grateful Dead 
was like a flight of winged alligators 
carefully measuring marble with black 
     rubber telescopes.  
 
The day they busted the Grateful Dead 
turned like the wet breath of alligators 
blowing up balloons the size of the 
     Hall of Justice. 
 
 
"The Harbor" 
Torn apart by the storms of love 
and put back together by the calms 
     of love,  
 
I lie here in a harbor 
that does not know 
where your body ends 
and my body begins.  
 
Fish swim between our ribs 
and sea gulls cry like mirrors 
     to our blood. 
 
 
"The Garlic Meat Lady from" 
We're cooking dinner tonight. 
I'm making a kind of Stonehenge 
     stroganoff. 
Marcia is helping me. You 
already know the legend 
     of her beauty. 
I've asked her to rub garlic 
on the meat. She takes 
each piece of meat like a lover 
and rubs it gently with garlic. 
I've never seen anything like this 
     before. Every orifice 
of the meat is explored, caressed 
     relentlessly with garlic. 
There is a passion here that would 
drive a deaf saint to learn 
the violin and play Beethoven at 
     Stonehenge. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"In a Cafe"* 
   I watched a man in a cafe fold a slice of bread 
as if he were folding a birth certificate or looking 
at the photograph of a dead lover. 
 
 
"Boo, Forever" 
Spinning like a ghost 
on the bottom of a 
     top, 
I'm haunted by all 
the space that I 
will live without 
     you. 
 
 
 



Rommel Drives On Deep into Egypt 
 
DEDICATION READS:  

This book is for Roxy and Judy Gordon. 

"ROMMEL DRIVES ON DEEP INTO EGYPT" 
               —San Francisco Chronicle headline 
               June 26, 1942  
 
Rommel is dead. 
His army has joined the quicksand legions 
of history where the battle is always 
a metal echo saluting a rusty shadow. 
His tanks are gone. 
How's your ass? 
 
 
"A 48-Year-Old Burglar from San Diego" 
[No text appeared under this poem title.] 
 
 
"Have You Ever Had a Witch Bloom like a Highway" 
Have you ever had a witch bloom like a highway 
on your mouth? and turn your breathing to her 
fancy? like a little car with blue headlights 
     passing forever in a dream? 
 
 
"The Memoirs of Jesse James" 
I remember all those thousands of hours 
that I spent in grade school watching the clock, 
waiting for recess or lunch or to go home. 
     Waiting: for anything but school. 
My teachers could easily have ridden with Jesse James 
     for all the time they stole from me. 
 
 
"Flora Shakespeare" 
Acting out the place where the flowers die, 
circling their graves with themselves, 
your costume is perfect, you're on stage. 
 
 
"15%" 
She tries to get things out of men 
that she can't get because she's not 
     15% prettier. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"Romeo and Juliet" 
If you will die for me, 
I will die for you  
 
and our graves will 
be like two lovers washing 
their clothes together 
in a Laundromat.  
 
If you will bring the soap, 
I will bring the bleach. 
 
 
"Have You Ever Felt like a Wounded Cow" 
Have you ever felt like a wounded cow 
halfway between an oven and a pasture? 
walking in a trance toward a pregnant 
     seventeen-year-old housewife's 
     two-day-old cookbook? 
 
 
"Mrs. Myrtle Tate, Movie Projectionist" 
Mrs. Myrtle Tate, movie projectionist 
died Wednesday in San Francisco. 
     She was 66, retired.  
 
We must remember again the absolute 
excitement of the moon and think lyrically 
     about her death.  
 
It is very important for our Twentieth Century 
souls because she was "one of the few women 
who worked as a movie projectionist."  
 
Oh, honor this mothersisterbride 
of magic lanterns with an endless waterfall of 
     visions. 
 
 
"Critical Can Opener" 
There is something wrong 
with this poem. Can you 
     find it? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"Love's Not the Way to Treat a Friend" 
Love's not the way to treat a friend. 
I wouldn't wish that on you. I don't 
want to see your eyes forgotten 
on a rainy day, lost in the endless purse 
     of those who can remember nothing.  
 
Love's not the way to treat a friend. 
I don't want to see you end up that way 
with your body being poured like wounded 
marble into the architecture of those who make 
     bridges out of crippled birds.  
 
Love's not the way to treat a friend. 
There are so many better things for you 
than to see your feelings sold 
as magic lanterns to somebody whose body 
     casts no light. 
 
 
"The Net Wt. of Winter is 6.75 Ozs." 
The net wt. of winter is 6.75 ozs. 
and winter has a regular flavor 
with Fluoristan to stop tooth decay.  
 
A month ago I bought a huge tube 
of Crest tooth paste and when I put it 
in the bathroom, I looked at it 
and said, "Winter." 
 
 
"Abalone Curry" 
I have Christmas dinner every year with Michael 
and he always cooks abalone curry. It takes 
a long time because it tastes so good and the afternoon 
travels pleasantly by in his kitchen that is halfway 
     between India and Atlantis. 
 
 
"Cannibal Carpenter" 
He wants to build you a house 
out of your own bones, but 
that's where you're living 
     any way! 
The next time he calls 
you answer the telephone with the 
sound of your grandmother being 
born. It was a twenty-three-hour 
labor in 1894. He hangs 
     up. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"Sheep" 
Three sheep in a field 
grazing beside a FOR SALE sign 
are like pennies in the hand 
of a child who will buy what 
     he wants to. 
 
 
"The Donner Party" 
Forsaken, fucking in the cold, 
eating each other, lost, runny noses, 
complaining all the time like so 
     many people that we know. 
 
 
"Formal Portrait" 
I like to think of Frankenstein as a huge keyhole 
and the laboratory as the key that turns the lock 
and everything that happens afterward as just the 
     lock turning. 
 
 
"—2" 
Everybody wants to go to bed 
with everybody else, they're 
lined up for blocks, so I'll 
go to bed with you. They won't 
miss us. 
 
 
"The Sister Cities of Los Alamos, New Mexico, and Hiroshima, Japan" 
It was snowing hard when we drove 
into Los Alamos. There was a clinical feeling 
to the town as if every man, woman and child 
were a doctor. We shopped at the Safeway 
and got a bag of groceries. A toddler 
looked like a brain surgeon. He carefully 
watched us shop at the exact place where he would 
     make his first incision. 
 
 
"Wood" 
We age in darkness like wood 
and watch our phantoms change 
     their clothes 
of shingles and boards 
for a purpose that can only be 
     described as wood. 
 
 
"Negative Clank" 
He'd sell a rat's asshole 
to a blindman for a wedding 
     ring. 
 
 
 
 
 



"Jules Verne Zucchini" 
Men are walking on the moon today, 
planting their footsteps as if they were 
zucchini on a dead world 
while over 3,000,000 people starve to death 
every year on a living one.  
 
                    Earth 
                    July 20, 1969 
 
 
"She Sleeps This Very Evening in Greenbrook Castle" 
She sleeps this very evening in Greenbrook Castle 
     without the comfort of husband, 
and what she knows is what she dreams. He isn't dead 
     and he isn't alive, 
and the crack of light beneath the door is like the tail 
     of a cat as she paces in her room.  
 
She sleeps this very evening in Greenbrook Castle 
     without the comfort of husband, 
and what she knows is what she dreams. He isn't dead 
     and he isn't alive, 
and the light in her window is like a wedding ring 
     shining to the dark and distant woods.  
 
She sleeps this very evening in Greenbrook Castle 
     without the comfort of husband, 
and what she knows is what she dreams. He isn't dead 
     and he isn't alive, 
and the light that reflects her golden hair is the answer 
     to her marriage and the children of her prayers. 
 
 
"Third Eye" 
               For Gary Snyder  
 
There is a motorcycle 
in New Mexico. 
 
 
"You'll Have to Buy Some More Chairs" 
If you love a statue start a mirror. 
Your friends will admire you. 
If you love a mirror start a statue. 
Make room for new friends. 
 
 
"Feasting and Drinking Went on Far into the Night" 
Feasting and drinking went on far into the night 
but in the end we went home alone to console ourselves 
which seems to be what so many things are all about 
like the branches of a tree just after the wind 
     stops blowing. 
 
 
"1891-1944" 
[No text appeared under this poem title.] 
 



"Hinged to Forgetfulness like a Door" 
Hinged to forgetfulness like a door, 
she slowly closed out of sight, 
and she was the woman that I loved, 
but too many times she slept like 
a mechanical deer in my caresses, 
and I ached in the metal silence 
     of her dreams. 
 
 
"Affectionate Light Bulb" 
I have a 75 watt, glare free, long life 
Harmony House light bulb in my toilet. 
I have been living in the same apartment 
     for over two years now 
and that bulb just keeps burning away. 
I believe that it is fond of me. 
 
 
"Just Because" 
Just because people love your mind, 
doesn't mean they have to have your body, 
     too. 
 
 
"The History of Bolivia" 
"Butch didn't die in Bolivia. He came 
home to Utah—I saw him after he got back. 
The Sundance Kid was killed in Bolivia 
and it grieved Butch to leave him there." 
 
 
"Wildwood Shadow" 
               He taught me to love him 
               and called me his flower  
 
An old woman clutches a bagful of groceries 
to her chest. A loaf of white bread sticks 
out the top. She has forgotten to put her 
food stamps away. They're still in her hand. 
 
 
"Propelled by Portals Whose Only Shame" 
Propelled by portals whose only shame 
is a zeppelin's shadow crossing a field 
     of burning bathtubs, 
I ask myself: There must be more to life 
     than this? 
 
 
"Clad in Garments like a Silver Disease" 
Clad in garments like a silver disease 
you parade around the house. You're quite happy. 
The lights are out. The shades are down. 
     It's your own business. 
 
 
 
 



"Lions Are Growing like Yellow Roses on the Wind" 
Lions are growing like yellow roses on the wind 
and we turn gracefully in the medieval garden 
     of their roaring blossoms. 
          Oh, I want to turn. 
          Oh, I am turning. 
          Oh, I have turned. 
               Thank you. 
 
 
"Nice Ass" 
There is so much lost 
and so much gained in 
     these words. 
 
 
"Casablanca" 
Where I come from it's just 
another carrot in the patch. 
Where do you come from, 
     stranger? 
 
 
"8 Millimeter (mm)" 
[No text appeared under this poem title.] 
 
 
"At the Earliest Dark Answer" 
At the earliest dark answer 
she turns her hair toward 
     the door. 
She'll learn, she'll learn 
that life is more than a 
     closing comb. 
 
 
"All Girls Should Have a Poem" 
                    For Valerie  
 
All girls should have a poem 
written for them even if 
we have to turn this God-damn world 
upside down to do it.  
 
                    New Mexico 
                    March 16, 1969 
 
 
"We Stopped at Perfect Days" 
We stopped at perfect days 
and got out of the car. 
The wind glanced at her hair. 
It was as simple as that. 
I turned to say something— 
 
 
 
 
 



"Chosen by Beauty to Be a Handmaiden of the Stars" 
Chosen by beauty to be a handmaiden of the stars, 
she passes like a silver brush 
across the lens of a telescope. 
She brushes the stars, the galaxies 
and the light-years into the order that 
     we know them. 
 
 
"30 Cents, Two Transfers, Love" 
Thinking hard about you 
I got onto the bus 
and paid 30 cents car fare 
and asked the driver for 
     two transfers 
before discovering that I 
     was alone. 
 
 
"Please" 
Do you think of me 
as often as I think 
     of you? 
 
 
"There Is Darkness on Your Lantern" 
There is darkness on your lantern 
and pumpkins in your wind, 
and Oh, they clutter up your mind 
with their senseless bumping 
while your heart is like a sea gull 
frozen into a long distance telephone 
     call.  
 
I'd like to take the darkness 
off your lantern and change the pumpkins 
into sky fields of ordered comets 
and disconnect the refrigerator telephone 
that frightens your heart into standing 
     still. 
 
 
"Professional, Nonoffensive, Bland" 
The gunman holds the wind 
     in his hand. 
Autumn and spring pass like robberies 
     across his eyes. 
He doesn't blink while one stops leaves 
     and the other starts them. 
The gunman is a friend to the changing 
     of the seasons. 
He holds the wind in his hand. 
 
 
"Cellular Coyote" 
He's howling in the pines 
at the edge of your fingerprints. 
 
 



"Parking Omelet" 
Walking on crow eggs, mama, 
listening to the shells break 
like cars being parked on 
     asphalt. 
 
 
"Yeah, There Was Always Going to Be a June 5, 1968" 
My telephone rang in the middle of the night, 
but I didn't answer it. It rang and rang 
and rang and SHUT UP! and rang as if it were 
     possessed. 
I always figure that good news doesn't travel 
in the middle of the night, so I didn't answer 
     the telephone. 
I let it go to hell. I was right, too. 
It was somebody calling to tell me that Kennedy 
     had been hit. 
 
 
"Lemon Lard" 
Lemon Lard: with your odd snowshoes 
and your ability to remember dates, 
you're all that you'll ever want to 
     be. 
 
 
"Just an Ordinary Girl, 118" 
Just an ordinary girl, 118 
pounds, chipped front tooth, cute, 
born in Reno, Nevada, a student 
at SF State, she wants candles 
married to her womb by the color 
of a telescopic saint, so that all 
her children will be adventures 
     in light. 
 
 
"Restaurant" 
     Fragile, fading 37, 
she wears her wedding ring like a trance 
and stares straight down at an empty coffee cup 
as if she were looking into the mouth of a dead bird. 
Dinner is over. Her husband has gone to the toilet. 
He will be back soon and then it will be her turn 
     to go to the toilet. 
 
 
"It Was Your Idea to Go to Bed with Her" 
Snowflaked as if by an invisible polar bear 
     —unlucky bastard, 
you're sitting on the fender of her kisses 
while she drives the car down into the 
     perfect center of ice. 
 
 
 
 
 



"April 7, 1969" 
I feel so bad today 
that I want to write a poem. 
I don't care: any poem, this 
     poem. 
 
 
"Shellfish" 
Always spend a penny 
as if you were spending a 
     dollar 
and always spend a dollar 
as if you were spending 
a wounded eagle and always 
spend a wounded eagle as if 
you were spending the very 
     sky itself. 
 
 
"A Closet Freezes" 
In a room that knows your death 
a closet freezes like a postage stamp. 
A coat, a dress is hanging there. 
 
 
"Late Starting Dawn" 
It's a late starting dawn that breathes my vision, 
inhales and exhales the sound of waking birds 
and pokes ten miles of cold gray sky at a deer 
     standing alone in a meadow. 
 
 
"A Witch and a 6 Pack of Double Century Ale" 
A witch and a 6 pack of Double Century Ale 
that's what I want to do on a rainy winter night 
     at her place. 
 
 
"Flight Handbook" 
He wants to fly, 
sitting next to me on the bus, 
reading a copy of Flight Handbook.  
 
He has one of the largest 
thumbnails I’ve ever seen.  
 
As he dreams of bird-like mannerisms, 
I stare at this thumb. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"Mouths That Kissed in the Hot Ashes of Pompeii" 
Mouths that kissed 
in the hot ashes of Pompeii 
     are returning 
and eyes that could adore their beloved only 
in the fires of Pompeii 
     are returning 
and locked bodies that squirmed in ecstasy 
in the lava of Pompeii 
     are returning 
and lovers who found their perfect passion 
in the death of Pompeii 
     are returning, 
and they're letting themselves in 
again with the names of your sons 
and your daughters. 
 
 
"The Elbow of a Dead Duck" 
A transparent bridge across 
the elbow of a dead duck 
beckons, friends, like a boiled 
     radio station 
toward a better understanding 
of yourself in these crisis-ridden 
     times. 
 
 
"Diet" 
Pretty: except for the 
puncture bruises on her 
arm. Also, she's a little 
     thin. 
 
 
"The Alarm-Colored Shadow of a Frightened Ant" 
The alarm-colored shadow of a frightened ant 
wants to make friends with you, learn all about 
your childhood, cry together, come live with 
     you. 
 
 
"Cameo Turret" 
That's where I 
see your face, 
baby, on a tank 
all around the 
     cannon. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"33-1/3 Sized Lions" 
33-1/3 sized 
lions are roaring at the black gates of Fame 
with jaws that look like record company courtesans 
     brushing their teeth 
with would-be rock and roll stars 
     in motel bathrooms 
with a perfect view of hot car roofs 
     in the just-signed-up 
          afternoon. 
 
 
"The Virgo Grace of Your Ways Versus This Poem" 
     Hilda, 
I keep wanting to write a poem 
in praise of your beautiful energy 
and because I like the Virgo grace 
     of your ways. 
Funky as it is: I'm sorry, 
forgive me, I guess this is 
     that poem. 
 
 
"A Lyrical Want, an Endocrine Gland Fancy" 
A lyrical want, an endocrine gland fancy, 
a telescope that I thought had no thorns 
have led me to a pain that I cannot pronounce. 
It gathers around me like a convention of translators 
for a language that does not exist with all those meetings 
     to attend. 
 
 
"The Moon Versus Us Ever Sleeping Together Again" 
I sit here, an arch-villain of romance, 
thinking about you. Gee, I'm sorry 
I made you unhappy, but there was nothing 
I could do about it because I have to be free. 
Perhaps everything would have been different 
if you had stayed at the table or asked me 
to go out with you to look at the moon, 
instead of getting up and leaving me alone with 
     her. 
 
 
"Vampire" 
Slow/dark . . . black/seeming 
          approach: 
a plant by an open window. 
 
 
"January 17" 
Drinking wine this afternoon 
I realize the days are getting 
     longer. 
 
 
 
 
 



"Too Many Lifetimes like This One, Right?" 
Too many lifetimes like this one, right? 
Hungover, surrounded by general goofiness, 
lonely, can’t get it up, I feel just like 
     a pile of bleached cat shit. 
 
 
"Color as Beginning" 
Forget love 
I want to die 
in your yellow 
     hair. 
 
 
"In Her Sweetness Where She Folds My Wounds" 
In her sweetness where she folds my wounds 
there is a flower that bees cannot afford. 
It is too rich for them and would change 
their wings into operas and all their honey 
into the lonesome maps of a nonexistent 
     California county. 
When she has finished folding all my wounds 
she puts them away in a dresser where the 
drawers smell like the ghost of a bicycle. 
Afterwards I rage at her: demanding that her 
affections always be constant to my questions. 
 
 
"Up against the Ivory Tower" 
I'm sitting here (at a cafe) thinking 
about writing a poem. What will I write 
about? I don’t know. I just feel like it 
when suddenly a young man in a hurry 
walks up to me and says, "Can I use your 
     pen?" 
There's an envelope in his hand. "I want 
to address this." He takes my pen 
and addresses the envelope. He's very serious 
about it. He's really using the 
     pen. 
 
 
"All Secrets of Past Tense Have Just Come My Way" 
All the secrets of past tense have just come my way, 
but I still don’t know what I'm going to do 
     next. 
 
 
"Melting Ice Cream at the Edge of Your Final Thought" 
Oh well, call it a 
     life. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"My Concern for Your Tomato Plants" 
I stare at your tomato plants. 
You're not, I'm not pleased with the way 
     they are growing. 
I try to think of ways to help them. 
I study them. What do I know about tomatoes? 
     "Perhaps some nitrate," I suggest. 
But I don’t know anything and now I've taken 
to gossiping about them. I'm as shameless 
     as their lack of growing. 
 
 
"'88' Poems" 
[No text appeared under this poem title.] 
 
 
"Pity the Morning Light That Refuses to Wait for Dawn" 
Pity the morning light that refuses to wait for dawn 
and rushes foolishly with its mercury pride to challenge 
a responsibility that knows only triumph and gently bends 
the stars to fit its will and cleans up afterwards all 
that poor wasted light, leaving not a trace behind. 
 
 
"Snow Makes Me Sad" 
Flying East today first to Chicago, 
then North Carolina snow makes me sad 
below in the mountains of the West. 
It is a white sadness that rises 
from California, Nevada, Utah 
and Colorado to visit the airplane, 
to sit here beside me like a snowy 1943 
     map of my childhood. 
 
 
"As the Bruises Fade, the Lightning Aches" 
As the bruises fade, the lightning aches. 
Last week, making love, you bit me. 
Now the blue and dark have gone 
and yellow bruises grow toward pale daffodils, 
then paler to become until my body 
is all my own and what that ever got me. 
 
 
"I Am Summoned by a Door" 
I am summoned by a door 
but forgotten by the knock 
and left standing here alone 
in a long silent hall, like 
a marble intestine, that knows 
     my name. 
 
 
"At Last Our Bodies Coincide" 
At last our bodies coincide. 
I'll bet you thought this 
would never happen. Neither 
did I. It's a pleasant 
     surprise. 



"Let Us Please Learn New Words That Mean As Much as Direction:" 
Let us please learn new words that mean as much as direction: 
     wife. 
 
 
"Deer Tracks" 
Beautiful, sobbing, high-geared fucking 
and then to lie silently like deer tracks 
in the freshly-fallen snow beside the one 
     you love. That’s all. 



Loading Mercury with a Pitchfork 
 
Dedication reads:  

For Jim Harrison and Guy de la Valdene 
"Friendship" 

CROWS AND MERCURY 
 
"Postcard" 
I wonder if eight-four-year-old Colonel Sanders 
ever gets tired of travelling all around America 
     talking about fried chicken. 
 
 
"Loading Mercury with a Pitchfork" 
Loading mercury with a pitchfork 
your truck is almost full. The neighbors 
take a certain pride in you. They 
     stand around watching. 
 
 
"It's Time To Train Yourself" 
It's time to train yourself 
to sleep alone again 
and it's so fucking hard. 
 
 
"The Act of: Death-Defying Affection" 
The act of: death-defying affection 
insures the constancy of the stars 
and their place at the beginning of 
     everything. 
 
"Two Guys G 
et Out of a Car" 
Two guys get out of a car. 
They stand beside it. They 
don't know what else to do. 
 
 
"Punitive Ghosts Like Steam-Driven Tennis Courts" 
Punitive ghosts like steam-driven tennis courts 
haunt the apples in my nonexistent orchard. 
I remember when there were just worms out there 
and they danced in moonlit cores on warm September 
     nights. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"Crow Maiden" 
     Starring a beautiful young girl and twenty- 
three crows. She has blonde hair. The crows are 
intelligent. The director is obsessed with the 
budget (too low). The photographer has fallen 
in love with the girl. She can't stand him. The 
crows are patient. The director is a homosexual. 
he girl loves him. The photographer 
daydreams murder. "One hundred and seventy- 
five thousand. I was a fool!" the director says 
to himself. The girl has taken to crying a lot at 
night. The crows wait for their big scene.  
 
     And you will go where crows go 
     and you will know what crows know.  
 
     After you have learned all their secrets 
     and think the way they do and your love 
     caresses their feathers like the walls 
     of a midnight clock, they will fly away 
     and take you with them.  
 
     And you will go where the crows go 
     and you will know what crows know. 
 
 
"Information" 
Any thought that I have right now 
isn't worth a shit because I'm totally 
     fucked up. 
 
 
"Are You the Lamb of Your Own Forgiving?" 
I mean: Can you forgive yourself / all 
     those crimes without victims? 
 
 
"Autobiography (Polish It Like a Piece of Silver)" 
     I am standing in the cemetery at Byrds, Texas. 
What did Judy say? "God-forsaken is beautiful, too." 
A very old man, who has cancer on his face and takes 
care of the cemetery, is raking a grave in such a 
manner as to almost (polish it like a piece of silver. 
An old dog stands beside him. It's a hot day: 105. 
What am I doing out here in west Texas, standing in 
a cemetery? The old man wonders about that, too. 
My presence has become a part of his raking. I know 
that he is also polishing me. 
 
 
"Autobiography (When the Moon Shines Like a Dead Garage)" 
     When the moon shines like a dead garage 
I travel with gasoline ghosts down all those haunted 
miles of the past, twenty-seven Model A miles an hour 
in 1939, going to where I have forgotten. 
 
 
 
 



"Autobiography (Goodbye, Ultra Violet)" 
The telephone rings in San Francisco, 
     "This is Ultra Violet." 
I don't know her except that she 
is a movie actress. 
She wants to talk to me. 
She has a nice voice. 
We talk for a while. 
Then she has to go someplace. 
     "Good-bye." 
 
 
"January  3" 
I've started off with a mistake 
but I'll try to get better 
and put the day in good order. 
 
 
"They Are Really Having Fun" 
They are really having fun, 
     drinking glasses of wine 
and talking about things 
     that they like. 
 
 
"We Meet. We Try. Nothing Happens, But" 
We meet. We try. Nothing happens, but 
afterwards we are always embarrassed 
when we see each other. We look away. 
 
 
"Home Again Home Again Like a Turtle To His Balcony" 
Home again home again like a turtle to his balcony 
     and you know where that's at. 
 
 
"You Will Have Unreal Recollections of Me" 
                                        (For Rilke)  
 
You will have unreal recollections of me 
like half-developed photographs 
for all the days of your life, even though 
you have never met me because I have dreamt 
you. Soon it will be morning, the dream 
over. 
 
 
"Finding Is Losing Something Else" 
Finding is losing something else. 
I think about, perhaps even mourn, 
     what I lost to find this. 
 
 
"Impasse" 
I talked a good hello 
but she talked an even 
     better good-bye. 
 



"Homage To Charles Atlas" 
A daydream exercises your mind 
for a moment or two like an invisible 
muscle. Then it's gone, totally 
     forgotten. 
 
 
"On Pure Sudden Days like Innocence" 
On pure sudden days like innocence 
we behold the saints and their priorities 
     keypunched in the air. 
 
 
"Curiously Young Like a Freshly-Dug Grave" 
Curiously young like a freshly-dug grave 
the day parades in circles like a top 
     with rain falling in its shadow. 
 
 
"Right Beside the Morning Coffee" 
If I write this down now, I 
will have it in the morning. 
The question is: Do I want 
to start the day off with 
     this? 
 
 
"Montana Inventory" 
At 85 miles an hour an insect splattered 
like saffron on the windshield 
and a white cloud in blue sky above the 
     speed-curried bug 
 
 
"Oak" 
crows / the 
crows / the 
(the tree) 
 
 
"Ben" 
I telephone Oklahoma this evening. The telephone 
rings eight or nine times but nobody's home. Ben's 
not in his trailer parked in a field just outside 
     of Oklahoma City. 
 
 
"The Necessity of Appearing in Your Own Face" 
There are days when that is the last place 
in the world where you want to be but you 
have to be there, like a movie, because it 
     features you. 
 
 
"For Fear You Will Be Alone" 
For fear you will be alone 
you do so many things 
that aren't you at all. 
 



"War Horse" 
He stands alone in a pasture 
but nobody can see him.  
 
He has been made invisible 
by his own wounds.  
 
I know how he feels. 
 
 
"Albert Einstein (or Upon First Reading that Light Is Projecting Itself at 3372,000 
Miles per Second from Crab Nebula 5,000 Old-Fashioned Light Years Away" 
     We all lose a few. 
 
 
"'Good Work,' He Said, and" 
"Good work," he said, and 
went out the door. What 
work? We never saw him 
before. There was no door. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



LOVE 
 
"September 3 
(The Dr. William Carlos Williams Mistake" 
I had severe insomnia last night with 
the past, the present and the future detailing 
     themselves 
like: Oh, the shit we run through our minds! 
Then I remembered that it was Dr. William Carlos 
Williams' birthday and that made me feel better 
     until almost dawn.  
 
          Note:  
 
          September 3 is not 
          Dr. William Carlos Williams' 
          birthday. It is the birthday 
          of a girlfriend. 
          Dr. William Carlos Williams 
          was born on September 17, 1883.  
 
          Interesting mistake. 
 
"Lighthouse" 
Signalling, we touch, 
lying beside each other 
     like waves. 
I roll over into her 
and look down through 
candlelight to say, 
"Hey, I'm balling you." 
 
 
 
 
"Everything Includes Us" 
The thought of her hands 
     touching his hair 
makes me want to vomit. 
 
 
"What Happened?" 
You were the prettiest girl 
in your high school graduating class 
in 1927.  
 
Now you have short blue hair 
and nobody loves you, 
not even your own children.  
 
They don't like to have you around 
because you make them nervous. 
 
 
"I'll Affect You Slowly" 
I'll affect you slowly 
as if you were having 
a picnic in a dream. 



There will be no ants. 
     It won't rain. 
 
 
"Umbrellaing Herself Like A Poorly-Designed Angel" 
Umbrallaing herself like a poorly-designed angel 
she falls in love again: destined to a broken heart 
which is the way it always is for her. I'm glad 
     she's not falling in love with me. 
 
 
"Here Is Something Beautiful (etc." 
Here is something beautiful (etc. 
I have so little left that you 
     would want. 
Its color begins in your hand. 
Its shape is your touch. 
 
 
"As Mechanical As A Flight of Stairs" 
As mechanical as a flight of stairs, 
as solemn as a flight of stairs, 
they have found each other after years 
     of looking. 
 
 
"We Were the Eleven O'Clock News" 
We were the eleven o'clock news 
because while the rest of the world 
was going to hell we made love. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
"At The Guess of A Simple Hello" 
At the guess of a simple hello 
     it can all begin 
toward crying yourself to sleep, 
wondering where the fuck 
     she is. 
 
 
"Sexual Accident" 
The sexual accident 
that turned out to be your wife, 
the mother of your children 
and the end of your life, is home 
cooking dinner for all your friends. 
 
 
"Business" 
When he died he left his wife 
three gas stations and a warehouse. 
He left his mistress two supermarkets. 
 
 



"Fuck Me Like Fried Potatoes" 
Fuck me like fried potatoes 
on the most beautifully hungry 
morning of my God-damn life. 
 
 
"Flowers For A Crow" 
You have your friends. 
     I have mine. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



SECTION 3 
 
"Have You Ever Been There?" 
I can tell by your eyes that I 
have asked the wrong question. 
They look troubled and away. We'll 
     change the subject. 
 
 
"Attila at The Gates of The Telephone Company" 
They said that 
my telephone 
would be fixed 
     by 6. 
They guaranteed 
     it. 
 
 
"The Amelia Earhart Pancake" 
I have been unable to find a poem 
for this title. I've spent years 
looking for one and now I’m giving 
     up.  
 
                    November 3, 1970 
 
 
"I Don't Want To Know about It" 
I don't want to know about it. 
Tell it to somebody else. 
They'll understand and make you 
     feel better. 
 
 
"March 18, Resting in The Maytag Homage" 
Looking out a hotel window 
it's snowing in New York with 
great huge snowflakes like millions 
of transparent washing machines swirling 
through the dirty air of this city, washing 
     it. 
 
 
"We Are In A Kitchen" 
We are in a kitchen 
in Santa Fe, New Mexico. 
Some bacon is frying. 
It smells like a character 
that you like in a good movie. 
A beautiful girl is watching 
     the bacon. 
 
 
"The Last Surprise" 
The last surprise is when you come 
gradually to realize that nothing 
     surprises you any more. 
 



"Toward The Pleasures of A Reconstituted Crow" 
Toward the pleasures of a reconstituted crow 
I collect darkness within myself like the shadow 
     of a blind lighthouse. 
 
 
"A Moth in Tucson, Arizona" 
A friend calls me on the telephone 
from Tucson, Arizona. He's unhappy. 
He wants to talk to somebody 
     in San Francisco. 
We talk for a while. He mentions 
there's a moth in the room. 
     "It's solemn," he says. 
 
 
"Death Like A Needle" 
Death like a needle 
made from a drunken clown's breath 
sews the shadow of a (I can't make 
the next two words out. I first 
wrote this poem in longhand) to your 
     shadow. 
 
 
"Heroine of the Time Machine" 
When she was fifteen if you'd told her 
that when she was twenty she'd be going 
to bed with bald-headed men and liking it, 
she would have thought you very abstract. 
 
 
"It Takes A Secret to Know A 'Secret'" 
It takes a secret to know a "secret." 
Then you have two secrets that know 
     each other. Just 
what you always wanted, they stand 
there looking at each other with their 
     pajamas on. 
 
 
"Voluntary Quicksand" 
I read the Chronicle this morning 
as if I were stepping into voluntary 
quicksand 
and watched the news go over my shoes 
with forty-four more days of spring.  
 
                              Kent State 
                              America 
                              May 7, 1970 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



GROUP PORTRAIT WITHOUT THE LIONS 
     available light 
 
 
"Maxine" 
     Part 1  
 
No party is 
complete 
without you.  
 
Everybody 
knows that.  
 
The party 
starts when 
you arrive. 
 
 
"Robot" 
     Part 2  
 
Robot likes to sleep 
through long lazy summer afternoons. 
So do his friends 
with the sun reflecting 
off them like tin cans. 
 
 
"Fred Bought a Pair of Ice Skates" 
     Part 3  
 
Fred bought a pair of ice skates. 
That was twenty years ago. 
He still has them but he doesn't 
     skate any more. 
 
 
"Calvin Listens to Starfish" 
     Part 4  
 
Calvin listens to starfish. 
He listens to them very carefully, 
lying in the tide pools, 
     soaking wet 
     with his clothes on, 
but is he really listening to them? 
 
 
"Liz Looks at Herself in the Mirror" 
     Part 5  
 
She's very depressed. 
Nothing went right today, 
so she doesn't believe that 
     shes there. 
 



"Doris" 
     Part 6  
 
This morning there 
was a knock at the 
door. You answered it. 
The mailman was standing 
there. He slapped your 
     face. 
 
 
"Ginger" 
     Part 7  
 
She’s glad 
that Bill 
likes her. 
 
 
"Vicky Sleeps with Dead People" 
     Part 8  
 
Vicky sleeps out in the woods 
with dead people but she always 
combs her hair in the morning. 
Her parents don't understand her. 
And she doesn't understand them. 
They try. She tries. The dead 
people try. They will all work 
     it out someday. 
 
 
"Betty Makes Wonderful Waffles" 
     Part 9  
 
Everybody agrees to 
     that. 
 
 
"Claudia/1923-1970" 
     Part 10  
 
Her mother still living 
     is 65.  
 
Her grandmother still living 
     is 86.  
 
"People in my family 
live for a long time!" 
          —Claudia always used to say, 
          laughing.  
 
What a surprise 
she had. 
 
 
 
 



"Walter" 
     Part 11  
 
Every night: just before he falls asleep 
Walter coughs. Having never slept 
in a room with another person, he thinks 
that everybody coughs just before they fall 
     asleep. That's his world. 
 
 
"Morgan" 
     Part 12  
 
Morgan finished second in his high school 
presidential election in 1931. 
He never recovered from it. 
After that he wasn't interested in people 
any more. They couldn't be counted on. 
He has been working as a night watchman 
at the same factory for over thirty years now. 
At midnight he walks among the silent equipment. 
He pretends they are his friends and they like 
him very much. They would have voted 
     for him. 
 
 
"Molly" 
     Part 13  
 
Molly is afraid to go into the attic. 
She's afraid if she went up there 
and saw the box of clothes that she 
used to wear twenty years ago, 
     she would start crying. 
 
 
"'Ah, Great Expectations!'" 
     Part 14  
 
Sam likes to say, "Ah, great expectations!" 
at least three or four times in every 
conversation. He is twelve years old. 
Nobody knows what he is talking about when 
he says it. Sometimes it makes people 
     feel uncomfortable. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



GOOD LUCK, CAPTAIN MARTIN 
"Good Luck, Captain Martin" 
     Part 1  
 
We all waved as his boat 
sailed away. The old people 
cried. The children were 
     restless. 
 
 
"People Are Constantly Making Entrances" 
     Part 2  
 
People are constantly making entrances 
into entrances by entering themselves 
through houses, bowling alleys and planetariums, 
restaurants, movie theaters, offices, factories, 
mountains and Laundromats, etc., entrances 
into entrances, etc., accompanied by themselves.  
 
Captain Martin watches 
the waves go by.  
 
That's his entrance 
into himself. 
 
 
"The Bottle" 
     Part 3  
 
A child stands motionless. 
He holds a bottle in his hands. 
There’s a ship in the bottle. 
He stares at it with eyes 
that do not blink. 
He wonders where a tiny ship 
can sail to if it is held 
prisoner in a bottle. 
Fifty years from now you will 
find out, Captain Martin, 
for the sea (large as it is) 
is only another bottle. 
 
 
"Small Craft Warnings" 
     Part 4  
 
Small craft warnings mean nothing to Captain Martin 
     . . . nothing . . . 
like somebody deliberately choosing not to look 
out the window, so the window remains empty. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"Famous People and Their Friends" 
     Part 5  
 
Famous people and their friends 
get to go to places where you 
can only imagine what they are doing.  
 
I was at a party two nights ago* 
and a famous person was there.  
 
When he left five or six people left 
     with him.  
 
There was a great deal of excitement 
at their departure as there always is. 
The room was filled with the breathing 
of searchlights and chocolate ice cream 
cones and private jet airplanes.  
 
Everybody wanted to go with them 
to mysterious places like film studio 
palaces in Atlantis and dance halls 
on the dark side of undiscovered moons 
where everything happens and you are 
a very important part of it 
and you are there.  
 
*Where is Captain Martin? 
 
 
"Carol the Waitress Remembers Still" 
     Part 6  
 
Yes, that’s the table where Captain Martin 
sat. Yes, that one. By the window. 
He would sit there alone for hours at 
a time, staring out at the sea. He always 
had one plain doughnut and a cup of coffee. 
I don't know what he was looking at. 
 
 
"Put the Coffee On, Bubbles, I'm Coming Home" 
     Part 7  
 
Everybody’s coming home 
except Captain Martin. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



FIVE POEMS 
 
 
"1 / The Curve of Forgotten Things" 
Things slowly curve out of sight 
until they are gone. Afterwards 
     only the curve 
     remains. 
 
 
"2 / Fresh Paint" 
Why is it when I walk past funeral parlors 
they remind me of the smell of fresh paint 
and I can feel the smell in my stomach?  
 
     It does not feel like food. 
 
 
"3 / A Telescope, A Planetarium, A Firmament of Crows" 
It is a very dark place 
     without stars, 
and even when you arrive there 
     twenty minutes early,  
 
     . . . you are late. 
 
 
"4 / The Shadow of Seven Years' Bad Luck" 
A face concocted from leftovers of other faces 
needs a mirror put together from pieces of 
     broken mirrors. 
 
 
"5 / Comet Telegram" 
Two words:  
 
Camelot 
gone 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



MONTANA / 1973 
 
 
 
"Night" 
Night again  
 
again night  
 
.  
 
               August 23 
 
 
"Dive Bombing the Lower Emotions" 
I was dive-bombing the lower 
emotions on a typical yesterday 
     . . . after 
I had sworn never to do it again. 
I guess never's too long a time to stay 
     out of the cockpit 
with the wind screaming down the wings 
and the target almost praying itself into your 
sights.  
 
               August 30 
 
 
"Nine Crows: Two Out of Sequence" 
1,2,3,4,5,7,6,8,9  
 
               September 1 
 
 
"Seconds" 
With so short a time to live and think 
about stuff, I've spent just about 
the right amount of time on this 
butterfly.  
 
20  
 
               A warm afternoon 
               Pine Creek, Montana 
               September 3 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"Sorry About That" 
          Oh, East is East, and West is West, 
          and never the twain shall meet. 
          —Rudyard Kipling  
 
waiting . . . 
fresh snow in the Absarokas 
(pronounced Ab-SOAR-kause) 
waiting . . . 
snow / beautiful / mountains 
answered by warm autumn sun 
down here in the valley 
waiting . . . 
for a rented car from Bozeman 
to bring an airplane-fresh Japanese 
woman to my cabin here 
in Montana.  
 
               September 3 
 
 
"Nothing Is Being Taught In The Palace Today" 
The desks are silent as tombstones. 
The chalkboard is coated with spider webs. 
The erasers are ticking like bombs. 
The recess bell has turned to mud, 
     etc.  
 
I think you get the picture: 
Nothing is being taught in the palace today.  
 
               September 7 
 
 
"Big Dipper" 
This is the biggest Big Dipper 
     that I've ever seen.  
 
               Pine Creek 
               Montana Evening 
               October 4 
 
 
"Early Spring Mud Puddle at an Off Angle" 
That's how I 
feel.  
 
               October 5 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"A Penny Smooth as a Star" 
I keep forgetting the same thing: 
     over and over again. 
I know it's important but I keep 
     on forgetting it. 
I've forgotten it so many times 
that it's like a coin in my mind 
     that's never been minted.  
 
               Tom's House 
               Montana 
               October 13 
 
 
"The Kittens of August" 
The kittens of August are _s cats now and all the leaves have fallen from the two trees 
by the creek that were so short a time ago shade, 
and now the hunters are sighting in their rifles for: 
     antelope, 
          deer, 
               bear, 
                    elk 
                         and 
                              moose. 
I can hear them methodically banging away at 
imaginary targets that will soon be made real.  
 
                                   October 14 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



P. S. 
 
 
"Nobody Knows What the Experience Is Worth" 
Nobody knows what the experience is worth 
but it's better than sitting on your hands, 
     I keep telling myself. 



June 30th, June 30th

 
DEDICATION READS:  

This book is for Shiina Takako. 
"my Japanese sister" 
Calle de Eternidad 

"Kitty Hawk Kimonos" 
Watching Japanese television, 
two young women in kimonos 
are standing beside a biplane. 
     That's right: 
     an old timey airplane.  
 
A man is interviewing them. 
They are having a very animated 
and happy conversation.  
 
I wish I knew Japanese because 
I will never know why they are 
     standing next 
     to a biplane,  
 
but they will stand there forever 
in my mind, happy pilots 
     in their kimonos, 
     waiting to take off.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    May 13, 1976 
 
 
"Crow" 
This morning I was wondering 
when I would see my first bird 
     in Japan 
I was betting my mental money 
on a sparrow when I heard 
     a rooster 
     crowing 
from a backyard in the Shibuya District 
     of Tokyo 
and that took care of that.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    May 14, 1976 
 
 
"Japanese Children" 
I just spent the last half-an-hour 
watching a Japanese children's program 
     on television 
There are millions of us here in Tokyo. 
     We know what we like.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    May 14, 1976 



"Cat in Shinjuku" 
A brown cat lies 
in front of a Chinese restaurant 
in a very narrow lane 
     in Shinjuku.*  
 
The window of the restaurant is 
filled with plastic models 
of Chinese food that look good 
     enough to eat.  
 
The afternoon sun is pleasantly 
     warm. The cat 
     is enjoying it.  
 
People walk by, very close to the cat 
but the cat shows absolutely no fear. 
     It does not move. 
     I find this unusual. 
     The cat is happy 
     in front of plastic Chinese 
     food with real food 
     waiting just inside the door.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    The middle of May, 1976 
 
 
"The Hillary Express" 
I just ordered my first meal 
     curry and rice 
all by myself in a Japanese restaurant. 
     What a triumph! 
I feel like an infant taking its 
     first faltering step.  
 
     Watch out Mount Everest!  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    May 16, 1976 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"Kites" 
A warm Sunday afternoon rainy 
4 o'clock back street Ginza 
     is closed.  
 
Thousands of napping bars, 
their signs are like brightly-colored 
     kites.  
 
Wound ball-like narrow streets 
and lanes are string.  
 
     quiet 
     only a few people 
     no wind  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    May 16, 1976 
 
 
"Japanese Model" 
Tall, slender 
dressed in black 
perfect features 
Egyptianesque  
 
She is the shadow 
of another planet 
being photographed 
in a totally white room  
 
Her face never changes 
her page-boy hair 
looks as if it were cut 
from black surgical jade  
 
Her lips are so red 
they make blood 
seem dull, a 
useless pastime  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    May ?, 1976 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"Romance" 
I just spent fifteen seconds 
staring at a Japanese fly: 
     my first.  
 
He was standing on a red brick 
in the Mitsui Building Plaza, 
enjoying the sun.  
 
He didn't care that I was looking at him 
He was cleaning his face. Perhaps he had 
     a date with a beautiful 
     lady fly, his bride to be 
     or maybe just good friends 
     to have lunch a little later 
in Mitsui Plaza 
at noon.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    May 17 or 18, 1976 
 
 
"Pachinko Samurai" 
I feel wonderful, exhilarated, child-like, 
     perfect.  
 
I just won two cans of crab meat* 
and a locomotive**  
 
What more could anyone ask for on May 18, 
     1976 in Tokyo?  
 
I played the game of pachinko 
/ vertical pinball / 
My blade was sharp.  
 
*real 
**toy 
 
 
"Japan" 
Japan begins and ends 
     with Japan.  
 
Nobody else knows the 
     story.  
 
. . . Japanese dust 
in the Milky Way.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    May 18, 1976 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"Homage to the Japanese Haiku Poet Issa" 
Drunk in a Japanese 
     bar 
     I'm 
     OK  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    May 18, 1976 
 
 
"Dreams are like [the]" 
Dreams are like the [the] 
wind. They blow by. The 
small ones are breezes, 
but they go by, too.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    May 20 or 26, 1976 
 
 
"Strawberry Haiku" 
• • • • • 
• • • • • • • 
The twelve red berries  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    May 22, 1976 
 
 
"A Mystery Story of Dashiell Hammett a la Mode" 
Every time I leave my hotel room 
     here in Tokyo 
I do the same four things: 
     I make sure I have my passport 
     my notebook 
     a pen 
     and my English– 
     Japanese dictionary.  
 
The rest of life is a total mystery.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    May 26, 1976 
 
 
"A Short Study in Gone" 
When dreams wake 
     life ends. 
Then dreams are gone. 
     Life is gone.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    May 26, 1976 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"The 12,000,000" 
I'm depressed, 
haunted by melancholy 
that does not have a reflection 
     nor cast a shadow. 
12,000,000 people live here in Tokyo. 
I know I'm not alone. 
Others must feel the way 
     I do.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    May 26, 1976 
                    1 P.M. 
 
 
"Shoes, Bicycle" 
Listening to the Japanese night, 
the window is closed and the curtain pulled, 
I think it is raining outside. 
It's comforting. I love the rain. 
I am in a city that I have never been before: 
     Tokyo. 
I think it is raining. Then I hear a storm begin. 
     I'm slightly drunk:  
 
     people walking by in the street, 
     a bicycle.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    May 26, 1976 
 
 
"A Study in Roads" 
All the possibilities of life, 
all roads led here.  
 
I was never going anyplace else, 
     41 years of life:  
 
Tacoma, Washington 
Great Falls, Montana 
Oaxaca, Mexico 
London, England 
Bee Caves, Texas 
Victoria, British Columbia 
Key West, Florida 
San Francisco, California 
Boulder, Colorado  
 
all led here:  
 
Having a drink by myself 
in a bar in Tokyo before 
     lunch, 
wishing there was somebody to talk 
     to.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    May 28, 1976 



"Floating Chandeliers" 
Sand is crystal 
like the soul. 
The wind blows 
     it away.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    May 28, 1976 
 
 
"Japanese Women" 
If there are any unattractive 
     Japanese women 
they must drown them at birth.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    May 28, 1976 
 
 
"Taxi Drivers Look Different from Their Photographs" 
There is no difference 
between Tokyo and New York. 
These men do not look 
like their photographs. 
These are different men. 
I'm not being fooled in the 
least. Complete strangers drive 
     these cabs.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    May 28, 1976 
 
 
"Sunglasses Worn at Night in Japan" 
A Japanese woman 
     age: 28  
 
lives seeing darkness 
     from eyes  
 
that should see light 
     at night.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    May 30, 1976 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"Japanese Pop Music Concert" 
Don't ever ever forget 
     the flowers 
that were rejected, made 
     fools of.  
 
A very shy girl gives the 
budding boy pop star a bouquet 
     of beautiful 
     flowers  
 
between songs. What courage 
it took for her to walk up to 
the stage and hand him the 
     flowers.  
 
He puts them garbage-like down 
on the floor. They lie there. 
She returns to her seat and watches 
     her flowers lying there. 
Then she can't take it any longer.  
 
     She flees. 
     She is gone 
     but the music 
     plays on.  
 
     I promise. 
     You promise, too  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    May 31, 1976 
 
 
"Future" 
Ah, June 1, 1976 
     12:01 A.M.  
 
All those who live 
after we are dead  
 
We knew this moment 
     we were here  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    June 1, 1976 
                    12:01 A.M. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"Talking" 
I am the only American in this bar. 
Everybody else is Japanese. 
     (reasonable / Tokyo)  
 
I speak English. 
They speak Japanese. 
     (of course)  
 
They try to speak English. It's hard. 
I can't speak any Japanese. I can't help. 
We talk for a while, trying.  
 
Then they switch totally to Japanese 
     for ten minutes. 
They laugh. They are serious. 
They pause between words.  
 
I am alone again. I've been there before 
in Japan, America, everywhere when you 
don't understand what somebody is 
     talking about.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    June 1, 1976 
 
 
"Chainsaw" 
A beautiful Japanese woman 
     / age 42  
 
the energy that separates 
     spring from summer  
 
     (depending on June) 
     20 or 21 
—so they say—  
 
Her voice singing sounds 
just like an angelic chainsaw 
     cutting through 
     honey.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    June 1, 1976 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"Day for Night" 
The cab takes me home 
through the Tokyo dawn. 
I have been awake all night. 
I will be asleep before the sun 
     rises. 
I will sleep all day. 
The cab is a pillow, 
the streets are blankets, 
the dawn is my bed. 
The cab rests my head. 
I'm on my way to dreams.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    June 1, 1976 
 
 
"Cobalt Necessity" 
It's just one of those things. 
When you need cobalt 
     nothing else will 
     suffice.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    June 2, 1976 
 
 
"Real Estate" 
I have emotions 
that are like newspapers that 
     read themselves.  
 
I go for days at a time 
trapped in the want ads.  
 
I feel as if I am an ad 
for the sale of a haunted house:  
 
     18 rooms 
     $37,000 
     I'm yours 
     ghosts and all.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    June 2, 1976 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"The Alps" 
One word  
 
waiting . . .  
 
leads to an 
avalanche 
of other words  
 
if you are  
 
waiting . . .  
 
for a woman  
 
                    Tokyo 
 
"Japan Minus Frogs" 
                    For Guy de la Valdène  
 
Looking casually 
through my English–Japanese dictionary 
I can't find the word frog. 
     It's not there. 
Does that mean that Japan has no frogs?  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    June 4, 1976 
 
"On the Elevator Going Down" 
A Caucasian gets on at 
     the 17th floor. 
He is old, fat, and expensively 
     dressed.  
I say hello / I'm friendly. 
     He says, "Hi."  
 
Then he looks very carefully at 
     my clothes.  
 
I'm not expensively dressed. 
I think his left shoe costs more 
than everything I am wearing.  
 
He doesn't want to talk to me 
     any more.  
 
I think that he is not totally aware 
that we are really going down 
and there are no clothes after you have 
been dead for a few thousand years.  
 
He thinks as we silently travel 
down and get off at the bottom 
     floor 
that we are going separate 
     ways.  
                    Tokyo 
                    June 4, 1976 



"A Young Japanese Woman Playing a Grand Piano in an Expensive and Very Fancy 
Cocktail Lounge" 
Everything shines like black jade:  
 
     The piano (invented 
     Her long hair (severe 
     Her obvious disinterest (in the music 
          she is playing.  
 
Her mind, distant from her fingers, 
is a million miles away shining  
 
     like black 
     jade  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    June 4, 1976 
 
 
"A Small Boat on the Voyage of Archaeology" 
A warm thunder and lightning storm 
tonight in Tokyo with lots of rain and umbrellas 
     around 10 P.M. 
This is a small detail right now 
but it could be very important 
a million years from now when archaeologists 
sift through our ruins, trying to figure us 
     out.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    June 5, 1976 
 
 
"American Bar in Tokyo" 
I'm here in a bar filled with 
young conservative snobbish 
     American men, 
drinking and trying to pick up 
     Japanese women 
who want to sleep with the likes 
     of these men. 
It is very hard to find any poetry 
     here 
as this poem bears witness.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    June 5, 1976 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"Ego Orgy on a Rainy Night in Tokyo with Nobody to Make Love to" 
                    The night is now 
                    half-gone; youth 
                    goes: I am  
 
                    in bed alone 
                    —Sappho  
 
My books have been translated 
     into 
Norwegian, French, Danish, Romanian, 
Spanish, Japanese, Dutch, Swedish, 
Italian, German, Finnish, Hebrew 
     and published in England  
          but  
 
I will sleep alone tonight in Tokyo 
          raining.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    June 5, 1976 
 
 
"Worms" 
The distances of loneliness 
make the fourth dimension 
seem like three hungry crows 
looking at a worm in a famine.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                     June 6, 1976 
 
 
"Things to Do on a Boring Tokyo Night in a Hotel"  

1. Have dinner by yourself. 
That's always a lot of fun.  

2. Wander aimlessly around the hotel. 
This is a huge hotel, so there's lots of space 
to wander aimlessly around.  

3. Go up and down the elevator for no reason 
     at all. 
The people going up are going to their rooms. 
     I'm not. 
Those going down are going out. 
     I'm not.  

4. I seriously think about the house phone 
and calling my room 3003 and letting it ring 
for a very long time. Then wondering where 
I'm at and when I will return. Should I leave 
a message at the desk saying that when I return 
     I should call myself?  

                    Tokyo 
                    June 6, 1976 



"Traveling toward Osaka on the Freeway from Tokyo" 
I look out the car window 
at 100 kilometers an hour 
     (62 miles) 
and see a man peddling 
a bicycle very carefully 
down a narrow path between 
     rice paddies. 
He's gone in a few seconds. 
I have only his memory now. 
He has been changed into 
a 100 kilometer-an-hour 
memory ink rubbing.  
 
                    Hamamatsu 
                    June 7, 1976 
 
 
"After the Performance of the Black Tent Theater Group on the Shores of the Nagara 
River" 
The actresses without their makeup, 
their costumes, their roles 
are returned to being mortals. 
I watch them eat quietly in a small inn. 
They have no illusions, almost plain 
     like saints 
     perfect in their 
     re-entry.  
 
                    Gifu 
                    June 7, 1976 
 
 
"Fragment #1" 
Speaking is speaking 
when you (The next word is unintelligible, 
written on a drunken scrap of paper.)  
 
speak any more.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    Perhaps a day in early June 
 
 
"Lazarus on the Bullet Train" 
For Tagawa Tadasu  
 
     The Bullet Train is the famous Japanese express train that travels 120 miles an hour. 
Lazarus is an old stand-by.  
 
You listened to the ranting and raving drunken 
American writer on the Bullet Train from Nagoya 
as I blamed you for everything that ever went 
wrong in this world, including the grotesque 
event that occurred that night in Gifu while 
     you slept.  
 
Of course, you had done nothing but be my good 
friend. At one point I told you to consider me 



dead, that I was dead for you from that moment on. 
I took your hand and touched my hand with it. 
I told you that my flesh was now cold to you: 
     dead.  
 
You silently nodded your head, eyes filled 
with sadness. I even forbid you to ever read 
one of my books again because I knew how much 
you loved them and again you nodded your head 
and you didn't say anything. The sadness in your 
eyes did all the speaking. 
The Bullet Train continued travelling at 120 
miles an hour back to Tokyo as I ranted and raved 
     at you.  
 
You didn't say a word. 
Your sadness filled the Bullet Train 
with two hundred extra passengers. 
They were all reading newspapers 
that had no words printed on them, 
only the dried tears of the dead.  
 
By the time the train reached Tokyo Station, 
my anger had turned slowly and was headed in all 
directions toward a deserved oblivion. 
I took your hand and touched my hand again. 
"I'm alive for you," I said. "The warmth has 
     returned to my flesh."  
 
You nodded silently again, 
never having said a word. 
The two hundred extra passengers 
remained on the train, 
though it was the end of the line. 
They will stay there forever riding 
back and forth until they are dust. 
We stepped out into the early Tokyo morning 
     friends again.  
 
Oh, thank you, Tagawa Tadasu, 
O beautiful human being for sharing 
and understanding my death 
and return from the dead 
on the Bullet Train between Nagoya 
     and Tokyo the morning of June 8, 1976.  
 
Later in the evening I called you 
on the telephone. Your first 
words were: "Are you fine?" 
     "Yes, I am fine."  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    June 9, 1976 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"Visiting a Friend at the Hospital" 
I just visited Kazuko at the hospital. 
She seemed tired. She was operated on 
     six days ago. 
She ate her dinner slowly, painfully. 
It was sad to watch her eat. She was 
very tired. I wish that I could have 
eaten in her place and she to receive 
     the nutriment.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    June 9, 1976 
 
 
"Eternal Lag" 
Before flying to Japan 
I was worried about jet lag.  
 
"My" airplane would leave 
San Francisco at 1 P.M. 
     Wednesday 
and 10 hours and 45 minutes later 
would land in Tokyo at 4 P.M. 
     the next day: 
     Thursday.  
 
I was worried about that, 
forgetting that because I suffer 
from severe insomnia I have 
     eternal jet lag.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    June 9, 1976 
 
 
"The American in Tokyo with a Broken Clock" 
                    For Shiina Takako  
 
People stare at me— 
There are millions of them. 
Why is this strange American 
walking the streets of early night 
     carrying a broken clock 
     in his hands? 
Is he for real or is he just an illusion? 
How the clock got broken is not important. 
     Clocks break. 
     Everything breaks. 
People stare at me and the broken clock 
     that I carry like a dream  
 
     in my hands.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    June 10, 1976 
 
 
 
 



"The American Fool" 
A few weeks ago a middle-aged taxi driver 
started talking to me in English. His English 
     was very good. 
I asked him if he had ever been to America. 
Wordlessly, poignantly he made a motion 
with his hand that was not driving the streets 
     of Tokyo 
at his face that suddenly looked very sad. 
The gesture meant that he was a poor man 
and would never be able to afford to go to America. 
We didn't talk much after that.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    June 11, 1976 
 
 
"The American Carrying a Broken Clock in Tokyo Again" 
                    For Shiina Takako  
 
It is amazing how many people 
you meet when you are carrying 
a broken clock around in Tokyo.  
 
Today I was carrying the broken clock 
around again, trying to get an exact 
     replacement for it. 
     The clock was far beyond repair.  
 
All sorts of people were interested 
in the clock. Total strangers came up to me 
and inquired about the clock in Japanese 
     of course 
and I nodded my head: Yes, I have a broken clock.  
 
I took it to a restaurant and people gathered 
around. I recommend carrying a broken clock 
with you at all times if you want to meet new 
friends. I think it would work anyplace in the 
     world.  
 
     If you want to got to Iceland 
     and meet the people, take 
     a broken clock with you. 
     They will gather around like flies.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    June 11, 1976 
 
"The Nagara, the Yellowstone" 
Fish rise in the early summer evenings 
on the Nagara River at Gifu. I am back in Tokyo. 
I will never fish the Nagara. The fish 
will rise there forever but the Yellowstone River 
south of Livingston, Montana, that is another 
story.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    June 11, 1976 



"Writing Poetry in Public Places, Cafes, Bars, etc." 
Alone in a place full of strangers 
I sing as if I'm in the center 
     of a heavenly choir  
 
     —my tongue a cloud of honey—  
 
Sometimes I think I'm weird.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    June 11, 1976 
 
 
"Cashier" 
The young Japanese woman cashier, 
     who doesn’t like me 
     I don't know why 
     I've done nothing to her except exist, 
uses a calculator to add up the checks 
at a speed that approaches light—  
 
clickclickclickclickclickclickclickclick 
     she adds up her dislike 
          for me.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    June 11, 1976 
 
 
"Tokyo/June 11, 1976" 
I have the five poems 
that I wrote earlier today 
     in a notebook 
in the same pocket that 
I carry my passport. They 
are the same thing. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"Meiji Comedians" 
                    For Shiina Takako  
 
     Meiji Shrine is Japan's most famous shrine. Emperor Meiji and his consort Empress Shôken 
are enshrined there. The grounds occupy 175 acres of gardens, museums and stadiums.  
 
Meiji Shrine was closed. 
We snuck in the hour before dawn. 
We were drunk like comedians 
climbing over stone walls and falling down. 
We were funny to watch. 
Fortunately, the police did not discover us 
     and take us away. 
It was beautiful there and we staggered 
around in the trees and bushes until light started. 
We were very funny and then 
we were lying sprawled in a small meadow 
of gentle green grass that was sweet 
     to the touch of our bodies. 
I put my hand on her breast and started kissing 
her. She kissed me back and that's all the love 
we made. We didn't go any further, but it was 
perfect in the early light of Meiji Shrine 
with the Emperor Meiji 
and his consort Shôken 
somewhere near us.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    June 12, 1976 
 
 
"Meiji Shoes Size 12" 
                    For Shiina Takako  
 
I woke up in the middle of the afternoon, alone, 
our love-making did not lead to going to bed 
together and that was OK, I guess.  
 
Beside the bed were my shoes covered with Meiji 
mud. I looked at them and felt very good. 
It's funny what the sight of dried mud can do 
     to your mind.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    June 12, 1976 
 
 
"Starting" 
Starting just a single world  
 
start (start) v.i. 1, begin or enter upon an action, etc; set out.  
 
to end with.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    June 12, 1976 
 
 
 



"Passing to Where?" 
Sometimes I take out my passport, 
look at the photograph of myself 
     (not very good, etc.)  
 
     just to see if I exist  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    June 12, 1976 
 
 
"Tokyo/June 13, 1976" 
I have sixteen more days left in Japan. 
I leave on the 29th back across the Pacific. 
Five days after that I will be in Montana, 
sitting in the stands of the Park County 
     Fairgrounds,  
 
watching the Livingston Roundup 
     on the Fourth of July, 
     cheering the cowboys on,  
 
     Japan gone. 
 
 
"The Airplane" 
                    One 
of the bad things about staying at a hotel 
is the thin walls. They are a problem 
that does not go away. I was trying to get 
some sleep this afternoon but the people 
in the next room took that opportunity to 
     fuck their brains out. 
Their bed sounded like an old airplane 
     warming up to take off. 
I lay there a few feet away, trying to get 
some sleep while their bed taxied down the 
     runway.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    June 14, 1976 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"Orson Welles" 
     Orson Welles does whisky commercials on 
Japanese television. It's strange to see him 
here on television in Tokyo, recommending that the 
Japanese people buy G & G Nikka whisky.  
 
     I always watch him with total fascination. 
Last night I dreamt that I directed one of the 
commercials. There were six black horses in the 
commercial.  
 
     The horses were arranged in such a position 
that upon seeing them and Orson Welles 
together, people would rush out of their homes 
and buy G & G whisky.  
 
     It was not an easy commercial to film. It 
had to be perfect. It took many takes. Mr. Welles 
was very patient with an understanding sense of 
humor.  
 
     "Please, Mr. Welles," I would say. "Stand a 
little closer to the horses."  
 
     He would smile and move a little closer 
to the horses.  
 
     "How’s this?"  
 
     "Just fine, Mr. Welles, perfect."  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    June 14, 1976 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



The Red Chair" 
I saw a decadent gothic Japanese movie 
this evening. It went so far beyond any 
decadence that I have ever seen before 
that I was transformed into a child learning 
     for the first time 
     that shadows are not always friendly, 
     that houses are haunted, 
that people sometimes have thoughts 
made out of snake skin that crawl 
toward the innocence of sleeping babies.  
 
The movie took place in Tokyo 
just before the earthquake on September 1, 1923. 
In a gothic Japanese house a man was hiding 
inside a large stuffed red chair while a beautiful 
woman wearing exotic costumes made love 
to other men sitting in the chair. 
The men did not know that somebody was hiding 
     inside the chair, 
feeling, voyeuring every detail of their passion. 
It took a long time in the movie 
before I realized that there was a man inside the 
     chair.  
 
The film went on and on into decadence 
after decadence like a rainbow of perversion. 
I can't describe them all. 
You would have trouble believing them. 
The red chair was only a beginning.  
 
I sat there transfixed 
with a hundred Japanese men. 
It was as if we were the orgasm 
of spiders fucking in dried human 
     blood.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    June 15, 1976 
 
 
"The Silence of Language" 
                    I'm 
sitting here awkwardly alone in a bar 
with a very intelligent Japanese movie director 
who can’t speak English and I no Japanese.  
 
We know each other but there is nobody here 
to translate for us. We've talked before. 
Now we pretend to be interested in other things.  
 
He is listening to some music on the phonograph 
with his eyes closed. I am writing this down. 
It's time to go home. He leaves first.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    June 15, 1976 
 
 



"It's Time to Wake Up" 
I set the alarm for 9 A.M. 
but it wasn’t necessary. 
The earthquake at 7:30 woke 
     me up.  
 
From the middle of a dream 
I was suddenly lying there 
feeling the hotel shake, 
wondering if room 3003 
would soon be a Shinjuku 
     intersection 
     30 floors below.  
 
It sure beats the hell 
out of an alarm clock.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    June 16, 1976 
 
 
"Fragment #2/Having" 
I found the word having written sideways, 
     all by itself 
on a piece of notebook paper. 
I have no idea why I wrote it 
or what its ultimate destination was, 
but I wrote the word having carefully  
 
     and then stopped  
 
     writing  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    June perhaps, 1976 
 
 
"Looking at My Bed/3 A.M." 
Sleep without sleep 
then to sleep again 
     without 
     sleeping.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    June 17, 1976 
 
 
"Taxi Driver" 
I like this taxi driver, 
racing through the dark streets 
     of Tokyo 
as if life had no meaning. 
I feel the same way.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    June 17, 1976 
                    10 P.M. 
 
 



"Taking No Chances" 
I am a part of it. No, 
I am the total but there 
is also a possibility 
that I am only a fraction 
     of it.  
 
I am that which begins 
but has no beginning. 
I am also full of shit 
right up to my ears.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    June 17, 1976 
 
 
"Tokyo/June 24, 1976" 
As these poems progress 
can you guess June 24, 1976?  
 
I was born January 30, 1935 
in Tacoma, Washington.  
 
What will happen next? 
If only I could see June 24, 
    1976.  
 
                Tokyo 
                June 18, 1976 
 
 
"What Makes Reality Real" 
Waiting for her . . . 
Nothing to do but write a poem. 
She is now 5 minutes late.  
 
I have a feeling that she will be at least 
     15 minutes late. 
It is now 6 minutes after 9 P.M. 
     in Tokyo.  
 
—NOW exactly NOW— 
the doorbell rang.  
 
She is at the door: 
6 minutes after 9 P.M. 
     in Tokyo  
 
nothing has changed 
except that she is here.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    June 19, 1976 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"Unrequited Love" 
Stop in / 
write a morose poem / 
leave / if only 
life were that easy  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    June 19, 1976 
 
 
"The Past Cannot Be Returned" 
The umbilical cord 
cannot be refastened 
and life flow through it 
     again.  
 
Our tears never totally 
     dry.  
 
Our first kiss is now a ghost, 
haunting our mouths as they 
     fade toward 
     oblivion.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    June 19, 1976 
                    with a few words 
                    added in Montana 
                    July 12, 1976 
 
 
"Fragment #3" 
speaking is speaking  
 
We repeat 
what we speak 
and then we are 
speaking again and that 
speaking is speaking.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    June sometime, 1976 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"Two Women" 
     / 1  
 
Travelling along 
a freeway in Tokyo 
I saw a woman's face 
reflected back to us 
from a small circular mirror 
on the passenger side 
of the car in front of us. 
The car had a regular 
rearview mirror in the center 
of the front window.  
 
I wondered what the 
circular mirror was doing 
on the passenger side of the car. 
Her face was in it. She was directly 
in front of us. She had a beautiful 
face, floating in an 
unreal mirror on a Tokyo 
     freeway.  
 
Her face stayed there for a while 
and then floated off 
forever in the changing traffic.  
 
     / 2  
 
She moves like a ghost. 
She is not alive any more. 
She must be in her late sixties. 
She is short and squat 
like a Japanese stereotype.  
 
She takes care of the lobby 
of the hotel. She empties 
the ashtrays. She dusts 
and mops things. She moves 
like a ghost. She has no human 
     expression. 
A few days ago I was standing 
beside three Japanese businessmen 
peeing in the lavatory. 
We each had our own urinal. 
She walked in like a ghost and started 
mopping the toilet floor around us. 
She was totally unaware of us, 
standing there urinating. 
She was truly a ghost 
and we were suddenly ghost pee-ers 
     as she mopped on 
          by.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    June 21, 1976 
 
 
 



"Fragment #4" 
in a garden of 
     500 mossy, lichen 
     green Buddhas  
 
a sunny day  
 
     these Buddhas 
     know the answer 
     to all five 
     hundred other Buddhas.  
 
                    Never finished 
                    outside of Tokyo 
                    June 23, 1976 
                    except for the word 
                    other added at 
                    Pine Creek, Montana, 
                    on July 23, 1976 
 
 
"Illicit Love" 
We did not play the game. 
We played the rules perfectly, 
no violations, no penalties.  
 
     The game is over 
     or is it just 
     beginning?  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    June 28, 1976 
 
 
"Age: 41" 
Playing games  
 
playing games, I  
 
guess I never  
 
really stopped  
 
being a child  
 
playing games  
 
playing games  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    June 28, 1976 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"Two Versions of the Same Poem" 
     Love / 1  
 
The water 
in the river 
flows over 
and under 
itself.  
 
It knows 
what to do, 
flowing on.  
 
     Love / 2  
 
The water  
in the river 
flows over 
and under 
itself.  
 
It knows 
what to do, 
flowing on.  
 
The bed never touches bottom.  
 
                    Tokyo 
                    June 28, 1976 
 
 
"Stone (real" 
I guess I moved to Texas: 
Bee Caves on the map. 
The map means nothing 
to you sitting here watching 
     me.  
                    Tokyo 
                    June 29, 1976 
                    Very drunk 
                    with Shiina 
                    Takako watching 
                    me 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"Land of the Rising Sun" 
     sayonara  
 
Flying from Japanese night, 
we left Haneda Airport in Tokyo 
four hours ago at 9:30 P.M. 
     June 30th 
and now we are flying into the sunrise 
over the Pacific that is on its way 
     to Japan 
where darkness lies upon the land 
and the sun is hours away. 
I greet the sunrise of July 1st 
for my Japanese friends, 
wishing them a pleasant day. 
The sun is on its 
     way.  
 
June 30th again 
above the Pacific 
across the international date line 
heading home to America 
with part of my heart 
     in Japan 



Uncollected Poetry 
 
1952 
 
"The Light" 
Into the sorrow of the night 
Through the valley of dark dispair 
Across the black sea of iniquity 
Where the wind is the cry of the 
     suffering 
There came a glorious saving light 
The light of eternal peace 
Jesus Christ, the King of Kings. 
 
 
1953 
 
"A Cigarette Butt." 
A cigarette butt is not a pretty 
     thing. 
It is not like the towering trees, 
     the green meadows, or the for- 
     est flowers. 
It is not like a gentle fawn, a 
     singing bird, or a hopping 
     rabbit. 
But these are all gone now, 
And in the forest's place is a 
Blackened world of charred trees 
     and rotting flesh— 
The remnants of another forrest 
     fire 
A cigarette but is not a pretty 
     thing. 
 
 
"Moonlight on a Cemetery" 
Moonlight drifts from over 
A hundred thousand miles 
To fall upon a cemetary.  
 
It reads a hundred epitaphs 
And then smiles at a nest of 
Baby owls. 
 
 
"Winter Sunset" 
A slash of scarlet 
On the black hair 
Of a wounded bear. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"The Ochoco" 
Beyond the distant blue horizon, 
Far beyond the tow' ring cascades, 
Lies a land of beguiling enchantment. 
As serene as a summer night on the McKenzie, 
As wild as a winter storm on the Pacific; 
That is the land called the Ochoco, 
Where the tall pine trees caress the sky. 
A land of flowing streams and meadows green, 
An Eldorado where cattle and trees spell prosperity. 
The vastness makes a man as minute as a grain of sand. 
Who can deny this land above the plateaus? 
My heart is there now, thrilling to the beauty of the Ochoco. 
 
 
1954 
 
"The Ageless Ones" 
Dewdust 
Covering flower shadows  
 
The dawn 
And its prolific promises  
 
The sea 
Dancing to the music 
Of the moon. 
 
 
1955 
 
"So Many Twilights" 
An old woman sits 
In a rocking chair 
On the front porch 
Of an old house. 
The old woman watches 
The stars turn on their 
Lanterns in the clear, 
Twilight sky above 
The dark shadows 
Of the fir trees 
On the hill. 
The old woman remembers 
So many twilights. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"First Star on the Twilight River" 
A river of twilight 
Flowed over the hills 
And covered the valley 
With its soft, cool water. 
I sat beside my little brother 
On the front porch, and I 
Told him a story about 
A flower that fell 
In love with a star. 
When I finished the story, 
My little brother pointed 
At the first star 
On the twilight river, 
And he said, 
"Is dat da star?" 
 
 
"Butterfly's Breath" 
The moon throws 
A shadow upon the night. 
The shadow is as silent 
As the birth of a rose, 
And the shadow is as soft 
As a butterfly's breath. 
 
 
"Someplace in the World a Man is Screaming in Pain" 
Someplace in the world 
a woman is sitting 
under a beautiful green tree, 
and she is shelling peas, 
and she is thinking only 
of beautiful things, 
like waterfalls or rainbows 
or peas. 
 
 
1956 
 
"Storm over Fallon" 
Thunder roared 
across the sky 
like the voice 
of an angry man.  
 
Rain started falling, 
slowly at first, 
then faster and faster, 
and louder and louder.  
 
The man became silent.  
 
The voices of the rain 
chattered like 
little children 
at a birthday party. 
 
 



"The Breeze" 
In the time 
of the evening 
all things 
grow cool again 
in Fallon 
when God 
starts caressing 
this city 
with 
His great hands. 
 
 
"The Second Kingdom" 
In the first kingdom 
of the stars, 
everything is always 
half-beautiful.  
 
Your fingernails 
are angels 
sleeping after 
a long night 
of making love.  
 
The sound of 
your eyes: snow 
coming down 
the stairs 
of the wind.  
 
Your hair 
is the color 
of God picking 
flowers.  
 
In the second 
kingdom of the stars 
there is only  
 
you 
 
 
"A Correction" 
Cats walk on little cat feet 
and fogs walk on little fog feet, 
Carl. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



1957 
 
"A Young Poet" 
No forms have I to bring except 
handkerchiefs wet with neon tears, 
and pumpkin pictures of the country 
where a man is closer 
to the dirt of his seed.  
 
No forms have I to bring except 
spidery old people 
living in webby houses 
and waiting to die.  
 
No forms have I to bring except 
the wild birds of heaven 
in all their glory.  
 
No forms have I to bring except 
misanthropic merry-go-rounds, 
and haunted toilets 
and cups that breathe the eyes 
of contented lovers.  
 
No forms have I to bring except 
the colors of the soul 
painted on the world. 
 
 
"The Meek Shall Inherit the Earth's Beer Bottles" 
     When we were children after the war 
we lived for a year in a house next 
to a large highway. There were many 
sawmills and log ponds on the otherside 
of the highway. The sound of the saws could 
be heard most of the time and when there 
was darkness trash burners glowed red 
against the sky. We did not have a father 
and our mother had to work very hard. 
My sister and I got our spending money 
by gathering beer bottles that had been 
thrown along the highway or left around 
the sawmills. At first we carried the 
bottles in gunny sacks and cardboard boxes 
but later we found an old baby buggy 
and we used that to carry our bottles in. 
We took the bottles to a grocery store 
and were paid a penny for small beer bottles 
and two cents for large ones. On almost 
any day we could be seen pushing our baby 
buggy along the highway looking 
for beer bottles. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"The Mortuary Bush" 
Mr. William Lewis is an undertaker 
and he hasn’t been feeling very good 
lately because not enough people are 
dying.  
 
Mr. Lewis is buying a new house 
and a new car and many appliances 
on the installment plan and he needs 
all the money he can get.  
 
Mr. Lewis has headaches and can't 
sleep at night and his wife says, 
"Bill, what’s wrong?" and he says, 
"Oh, nothing, honey," but at night 
he can't sleep.  
 
He lies awake in bed and wishes 
that more people would die. 
 
 
"Twelve Roman Soldiers and an Oatmeal Cookie" 
     While they talked 
the seven-year-old girl listened quietly 
and her eyes were like mice hiding 
in the hay. The twelve Roman soldiers 
stared at her naked body. Each one of them 
had a long silver spear and it shone brightly 
in the moonlight. The Roman soldiers stood 
in a circle around the girl with their spears 
pointed towards her. Then one of them stabbed 
his silver spear in the ground and he came 
slowly to the girl and he touched her with all 
his body. Then the other soldiers came and 
the girl did not cry. Afterwards as she walked 
home she could hear a nightingale singing but 
she did not know where. It seemed all around her. 
When she got home her mother kissed her on the 
cheek and gave her an oatmeal cookie from a 
blue jar and while the girl ate the cookie 
her mother told how strange and beautiful 
the world was. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"Gifts" 
At dawn when the dew has built its tents 
on the grass, will you come to my grave 
and sprinkle bread crumbs 
from an enchanted kitchen? 
 
 
Will you remember me down there 
with my eyes shattered 
and my ears broken 
and my tongue turned to shadows?  
 
Will you remember that I went to the graves 
of many people and always knew I was buried 
there?  
 
And afterwards as I walked home to where 
it was warm, I did not kid myself about 
a God-damn thing.  
 
Will you remember that one day 
I went to your grave and you had been dead 
for many years, and no one thought 
about you any more, 
except me?  
 
Will you remember that we are fragile gifts 
from a star, and we break?  
 
Will you remember that we are pain 
waiting to scream, holes 
waiting to be dug, and 
tears waiting to 
fall?  
 
    * * *  
 
And will you remember that after you have gone 
from my grave, birds will come 
and eat the bread? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"The Final Ride" 
The act of dying 
is like hitch-hiking 
into a strange town 
late at night 
where it is cold 
and raining, 
and you are alone 
again.  
 
Suddenly 
all the street lamps 
go out 
and everything 
becomes dark, 
so dark 
that even the buildings 
are afraid 
of one another. 
 
 
"The Daring Little Guy on the Burma Shave Sign" 
Manny is one 
of those little guys 
in America 
who would rush in 
where angels fear 
to tread and start 
a hot dog stand.  
 
If the business 
fell through and Manny 
ended up in hell, 
he would accuse 
the devil of being 
antilabor. 
 
 
"The World Will Never End" 
     Death has many little children and a drunk blindman pukes on the 
sidewalk and then slips in the puke 
and falls down and no one will help 
him because he is dirty  
 
     Mr. Clay lives in a cheap hotel 
room and he pees in the sink 
Mr. Clay has no family or friends 
If Mr. Clay dies tomorrow he’ll stop 
peeing in the sink. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"They Keep Coming Down the Dark Streets" 
Gangs 
of teen-agers 
carrying chains 
and switchblade 
knives.  
 
I saw 
one of them 
busted open, 
blood running down his 
temples.  
 
—I'll kill him! 
the boy screamed. 
He was about fourteen. 
—I'll kill him!  
 
Another boy 
carrying a chain 
said—Don't worry. 
We'll find him. 
He'll get his. 
Don't worry about 
it.  
 
—I'll kill him!  
 
they keep coming down the dark streets 
 
 
"15 Stories in One Poem" 
I hate to bother you, 
but I just dropped 
a baby out the window  
 
and it fell 15 stories 
and splattered against 
the sidewalk.  
 
May I borrow a mop? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



1958 
 
"Kingdom Come" 
The world 
has a magic direction 
     in the twilight. 
It is a place of spells 
and visions. 
Look out of the window. 
Do you see the old woman 
with the plum tree 
on her back? 
     She is walking 
     up Hyde Street. 
She appears to be lost 
and I think she is crying. 
     A taxi 
     comes along. 
She stops the taxi 
and gets in 
with the plum tree. 
     She is 
     gone now 
and the evening star 
shines in the sky. 
 
 
1959 
 
"Psalm" 
A farmer 
in Eastern 
Oregon saw 
Jesus in 
a chicken 
house. 
Jesus was 
standing 
there, 
holding 
a basket 
of eggs. 
Jesus said, 
"I'm 
hungry." 
The farmer 
never 
told what 
he saw 
to anyone. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"The Whorehouse at the Top of Mount Rainier" 
Baudelaire 
climbed to the top 
of Mount Rainier, 
thinking all the time 
that he was going 
to a whorehouse 
where there would be 
Eskimo women. 
When Baudelaire 
reached the top 
of Mount Rainier 
and realized where 
he was 
and the mistake 
that he had made, 
Baudelaire shit 
his pants. 
 
 
"The American Submarine" 
". . . I became aware of a loud and gradually increasing sound, like the moaning of a vast herd 
of buffaloes upon an American prairie . . ." 
—Edgar Allan Poe  
 
Edgar Allan Poe 
was an American submarine,  
 
sailing beneath a herd of buffaloes, 
he torpedoed a maelstrom,  
 
it sank slowly 
into a drop of our past,  
 
and the buffaloes did not hear a sound, 
they continued grazing peacefully  
 
in Nebraska. 
 
 
"A Postcard from the Bridge" 
The autumn river 
is cold and clear 
and fish hang 
in the deep water, 
loving neither dreams 
nor reality.  
 
The fish hang 
in the deep water 
and turn slowly 
like the pages 
in an old book 
of photographs. 
 
 
 
 
 



"That Girl" 
A girl 
with French teeth 
and dandelions 
in her hair 
stops 
a black sportscar 
beside me 
on the street 
and says, 
Get in. 
Where are 
we going? 
I ask. 
To my place, 
she answers. 
We drive 
through the tunnel 
and go 
all the way out 
to 1,000,000th 
Broadway.  
 
Her apartment 
is nice. 
There are 
original Klees 
and Picassos 
hanging 
on the walls. 
She has 
a thousand books 
and a Hi-Fi set. 
I would 
make love 
to you, 
she says, 
but I have 
cement 
in my vagina. 
We drink 
coffee 
from little cups 
and she reads 
Apollinaire 
to me 
in French. 
She is 
very beautiful 
but the dandelions 
are starting 
to wilt 
in her hair. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"The Sink" 
     Mr. Clay lives in a cheap hotel 
room and he pees in the sink 
Mr. Clay has no family or friends 
If Mr. Clay dies tomorrow he’ll stop 
peeing in the sink. 
 
 
"Swandragons" 
Sometimes a man is the enemy 
     of his own dreams. 
He is the knight the queen hates. 
The queen is beautiful 
and the knight is beautiful. 
But the queen is married to an old king 
and the young knight is religious. 
He will not walk with the queen 
through the royal gardens. 
He will not smile at the queen. 
He will not go up to her tower. 
The queen hates him and she plots his death 
even now as he lies asleep dreaming 
of swandragons, 
dreaming of God in the 
sword. 
 
 
1961 
 
"The Rain" 
I was born in the junkyard. 
A dead man came out of a tin shack 
     covered with dark roses 
     and said, It’s going to rain. 
Would you like to buy an old car 
that looks just like an umbrella? 
I have the man fifty dollars. 
He put some gas in the car 
     and I drove away. 
When I looked back, 
the junkyard was gone 
and in its place 
was a famous castle. 
A beautiful woman 
was standing 
at the top 
of the waterfall. 
She had long hair 
like fish. 
     I think she was the queen 
     and I was the king. 
          Good-bye. 
          Good-bye. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



1965 
 
"October 2, 1960" 
My six-month-old daughter 
is lying on our 
     hippopotamus bed, trying 
to eat the telephone book.  
 
She'll eat it by and by 
and the last number will be 
     MOntrse 1-2021, 
the San Francisco Zoo- 
     logical Society. 
 
 
"The Buses" 
Philosophy should stop 
at midnight like the buses. 
Imagine Nietzsche, Jesus 
and Bertrand Russell parked 
in the silent car barns. 
 
 
"Period Piece" 
Nobody needs a dragon cutter any more, 
and so my life has no earthly purpose. 
I sit here on my ass in a leather chair 
provided by a tiny pension from 
     the king’s shoeshine boy, 
and I remember great green chunks of dragon 
sliced and stacked in the ice wagons. 
 
 
1966 
 
"The Peacock Song" 
I remember a beautiful Indian girl 
sitting embarrassed on a bus in Mexico.  
 
She had no shoes and her feet were naked 
like two breasts lying on the dirty floor.  
 
She tried to cover up one foot 
by standing on it with the other foot. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"The House" 
There are days when our cat 
becomes the doors and windows 
     of the house.  
 
To go into the bedroom 
I must open a wooden cat 
that has an iron mouse 
     in its claws,  
 
and to look out the window 
at the sky I must peer 
through the stomach of a cat digesting 
     —is it a bird? 
 
 
 
1967 
 
The Sitting Here, Standing Here Poem 
Ah, 
sitting here in the beautiful sunny morning! 
   Santa Barbara, listening to 
     Donovan singing songs 
       about love, the wind and seagulls.  
 
I'm 32 but feel just like a child 
I guess I'm too old now to grow old 
     Good!  
 
I'm alone in the house because she's asleep 
     in the bedroom.  
 
She's a tall slender girl 
     and uses up the whole bed!  
 
My sperm is singing its way 
through the sky of her body 
     like a chorus of galaxies.  
 
I go into the bedroom to look at her. 
I'm looking down at her. She's asleep. 
I'm standing here writing this. 
 
 
1970 
 
"Your Love" 
Your love 
Somebody else needs it 
I don't. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



1971 
 
"A Legend of Horses" 
Of course 
the prostitutes 
of reality 
are the virgins 
in dreams 
but there are 
seven horses 
in the meadow 
with no one 
to ride them 
and all things 
are happening 
at once. 
It is raining. 
It is snowing. 
The sun is shining. 
The grass is black 
and there are 
seven horses 
in the meadow 
with no one 
to ride them. 
The old woman 
comes along 
selling apples. 
The apples 
are very beautiful 
but the horses 
are afraid 
and they hide 
in the ocean. 
Fish look 
at them 
strangely. 
   —Spring 1958 
 
 
1982 
 
"Rendezvous" 
Where you are now 
I will join you. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



1984 
 
"Night Flowing River" 
     Wearing a grey cowboy-style sort of formal Western jacket given to me by Peter Fonda's 
wife Becky in Montana, "You have to dress up sometimes," and on the right sleeve a borrowed 
black armband from Shiina Takako here in Tokyo, "This is perfectly all right." "But I don't want 
to offend anyone," I reply. "You won't offend anyone. This is all right." "But I'm a foreigner," I 
reply. "It's all right," and so then I go to my very first funeral ever. I've never been to a 
funeral in my land of America, and I start walking toward Aoyama Saijoh.  
 
Maybe a kilometer away. 
On a very hot afternoon. 
To my first funeral.  
 
. . . and then I'm 
in the current of the 
night flowing river 
waiting to flow inside 
Aoyama Saijoh 
to say good-bye 
to Terayama Shuji.  
 
I've never been very good 
at figuring out the volume 
of large groups, but 
there must have been 
thousands of people there, 
dressed in black, flowing 
inside to place a white 
chrysanthemum in front 
of his memory.  
 
There were so many of us 
that we had to wait outside 
in the hot sun before 
we could go inside.  
 
I've never been to a more 
quieter place than the 
silence of so many people 
moving like a night flowing 
     river.  
 
It was so quiet that 
I saw a black ant 
crawl under a man’s shoe 
in front of me.  
 
The ant crawled under the 
right shoe passing between 
the heel and the sole. 
The funeral-black shoe 
was like a midnight bridge 
over the ant. Then the 
ant was inbetween the man's 
     legs.  
 
 



 
The river of mourners had 
stopped moving for a moment. 
All it would have to do 
would be to start moving 
right now and that black ant 
would be at its own funeral.  
 
Then the ant started crawling 
toward the man's left shoe 
with all intent to pass under 
this shoe as it had done with 
     the right shoe.  
 
I looked up from the ant 
to the head of the procession 
motionless outside the funeral 
     home.  
 
The procession still wasn't 
moving, but it was a long distance 
between that man's legs 
for an ant to crawl over to 
and under the left shoe, 
and the future itself is as 
fragile and uncertain 
as that ant’s journey.  
 
The procession paused like 
stationary black glass 
just long enough for that 
ant to make it under the 
man's shoe and into the future, 
and then the procession moved 
effortlessly like a night flowing 
river into Aoyama Saijoh.  
 
Good-bye, Terayama Shuji. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



1989 
 
"Somehow We Live and Die Again" 
Somehow we live and die again, 
I wonder why to me it just seems 
     another beginning. 
Everything leads to something else, so 
     I think I'll start 
          over again. 
Maybe I'll learn something new 
Maybe I won't 
Maybe it will just be the same 
     beginning again 
Time goes fast 
     for no reason 
Because it all starts 
     over again 
I'm not going anyplace 
except where I've 
     been before. 
 
 
"Reflection" 
God, all the shit 
that is going to be written 
     about me 
after I am dead. 
 
"Death Growth" 
There was a darkness 
upon the darkness, 
and only the death 
     growth 
was growing. It 
grew like 
the darkness upon darkness 
     growing. 
 
 
1997 
 
"Poem for Michael McClure" 
It's like playing Russian roulette 
     with a carnival. 
You never know what act or ride 
you're going to get in your ear.  
 
          March 14, 1967 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"Rainy Gary Snyder Poetry Reading Night" 
 
          For Albert and Jay  
     Gee, 
a great beautiful poetry tower! 
with lights and pictures coming from it 
     right in the middle 
     of the Fillmore Auditorium, 
and Gary Snyder sitting on the stage floor 
reading Mountains and Rivers without End 
and the lights and pictures flashing 
     behind him on the wall.  
 
He reads dramatically for almost two hours 
the precise things of a man’s life: 
thousands of experiences speeded 
     up to no fucking around.  
 
There is a candle burning beside him 
and the Fillmore is filled with flowers 
     and oranges.  
 
It is raining very hard outside. 
Sometimes the sound of the rain 
bumps up against the distant edges 
     of his voice.  
 
After the reading friends stay 
and majestically clean up the Fillmore. 
There is the putting away of chairs 
and sweeping of the floor.  
 
Lew Welch goes out and gets a bottle 
     of vodka 
and pours it into our coffee, 
so now we’re drinking 
     Russian coffee.  
 
I walk home alone up Geary Street in the rain. 
Water pours down the pillar 
     of a pedestrian overpass. 
It looks like a small waterfall 
     and pleases me. 
I feel relaxed and see a flat 
dead pigeon forming a peninsula 
     in the rain-driven gutter.  
 
The bird has been freshly run over 
and its guts look like canned vegetables 
     but it doesn't bother me.  
 
I end up here in my house on Geary 
lying in bed with incense burning 
     on the dresser, 
listening to the wet // slash of car tires 
     on the street, 
and thinking about the poetry tower 
with lights and pictures 
     coming from it.  
 
          San Francisco 
          March 16, 1967 
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