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SPEcIAL: NEW MATERIALS * 5%
lo REvisep EbpIiTioNS J

BENR RN AN RS

Io/4: ALCHEMY ISSUE, enlarged edition

120 additional pages, including a thirty page essay on alchemy
by Richard Grossinger; the complete version of Charles Stein's
"Tarot Journal;" translation of a Chinese book of interior
astrology by Nathan Sivin (plus introduction); 'The Granites,"
a note on alchemy, by Gerrit Lansing; astrological prints

by Carole Sivin; alchemical prints by James Sullivan; poems
by Kenneth Irby and Norman Weinstein; alchemical note by
Harvey Bialy; additional Zosimos, Edward Kelly, Geber, Hermes,
the Black Monk, Democritus, Turba Philosophorum; alchemical
quotes and selections; alchemical drawings and manuscripts,

AC

$4.00 , $2.50 to subscribers or with

subscription, R‘

Io/5: DOCTRINE OF SIGNATURES, enlarged edition

8 additional pages, including selections from THE ALPHABET BOOK
by Richard Grossinger, a poem by Michael McClure, a drawing by
Charles Stein, signature illustrations.

$3.00 $2,00 to subscribers or with
subscription,

Second Przntlngs. Io/l, typographical errors corrected, $1
: [original edition, $10.00].

Io/2, typographical errors corrected, ad pages
removed, drawings substituted (including
additional work by Nels Richardson and
photograph by Richard Grossinger), §2
[original edition, $15.00].

Io/3, drawings substituted for ad pages, $2
[original edition, $15,00].

Io/11, CHANGING WOMAN, typographical errors
corrected, note on Changing Woman added, $2
[original edition, $15.00].

Forthcoming: THE WHEEL by Richard Grossinger & Bill Bemis (a tarot book),
Earth Biology Booklets, Russell Gregory's Bestiary, POEMS & GLYPHS by
Charles Stein, Earth History Booklets., All issues & books in print.,
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copyright Io Publications, 1973
Winter Issue (1972-73)

lo
Grossinger e Hough alternate address: c/o Richard Grossinger
R.F.D. No.2 Box 135 Grossinger, New York
Creamery Road ; 12734
Plainfield, Vermont 05667 (use only if no response from other).

$10 for 4 issues

Earth Geography Booklet #4: Anima Mundi

This issue continues the Earth Geography Booklet series by
introducing the anima=animus in a rather loose context and gathering
together some of the themes that have developed in other recent
issues, most notably: Imago Mundi, Regions and Locales, and Baseball,
plus the one issue that was forecast and never done: The Oak Openings
of James Fenimore Cooper. There is a kind of zany and blatant spirit
to the whole affair, The informational aspect of some earlier issues
is replaced here by a condition that is usually called personal but
can also be called human, As the animus-anima matter goes, the en-
cyclopedic scholar some may have imagined in the earlier issues is
replaced here, in the imagination of those same readers, by a romantic
and social figure of questionable taste, He has been there all along.
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G ERRI T L ANSING: THE NEPTUNIAN CHARACTER

Neptune was discovered in 1846, being then retrograde (in the
Placidean system) in 25 1/2 Aquarius. Its single satellite, Triton,
has a retrograde motion.

In 1848, year of the Communist Manifesto, the Fox sisters
began their spiritualistic tricks under the influence of a married
sister named Mrs. Fish.

Since Neptune stays for so long a period in one sign (it is
now in Scorpio and will remain there until 1970) its influence in
the lives of individuals will depend on its position in the houses
of the chart and the aspects it makes with other planets, rather
than on its zediacal placement, which is a collective influence.

It also follows that the weight of Neptune is only ponderable
when it is very strongly accentuated by other agents (mainly of a
formal or musical nature) in an individual's horoscope. When it
is so heightened we may speak of the Neptunian personality or the
Neptunian character.

We would have to speak of a rapture, mirage, enchantment. We
would have to speak of speech itself, of blood, of sex. The arcana
of the pineal gland are Neptunian. We would have to speak of hair,
sperm, and sweat. Secretions from secret holy places.

The negative Neptunian character is disposed to intrigue,
duplicity, treachery, above all to secrecy. The triple veil of
the negative is wound about him.

The positive Neptunian character is cosmically sensitive. He
verges upon places where the human meets the possibility of a kind
of further evolution, upon a place beyond human psychology where
"intuition" is replaced by communion. The working of his intelli-
gence is not rational but sensational, i.e. a kind of magnetic
adhesion. He proceeds immediately to the secret, where it hides
in its bushel of light. He finds it in the heart of the obvious.

He dissolves to create.

It is rare that the Neptunian does not sometimes disquiet
even his closest friends or lovers. The impressions he makes are
ambiguous, dreamlike, often profoundly disturbing or uncanny. It
is as if one were hearing, far below the ground, murmur of unknown
waters. No one is sure where Neptunian stands. He stands where
others are unsure. He is ungraspable.
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Constant evasion, fears and slidings away, the Neptunian's
danger is a vaporous formlessness. Figures merge and divide in
the misty desire world. In the stream of the mysteries.

The Neptunian is not attracted by ethics, by decisions. He
is outside, below or beyond conventional morality, not by choice
or affirmative power but by sheer incapacity or transcendence.
Normal perception is a jail from which he wishes to break out.

As his emotional 1ife is deep and strange, frequently abnormal
and unstable, his sexual 1ife is correspondingly manifold and
mysterious, and to those unequipped to sympathize with mutable
water, the "water of water" as it were, weird, abnormal, repellent.
A cosmic pansexuality is hardly audible to ears tuned in to the
earth.

It is rare that the Neptunian has the virile staying power of
a Taurus or Scorpio, or the energy of an Aries, but as with any
statement made about him, qualification is essential here, since
it is by fantasies he is excited, in the mirage, and he may dream
of endurance. Always, for him, sexuality is favored as a funda-
mental mode of knowledge, an access and key to the heights. The
height he attains in sexual abandon is the acclivitas of the
Brethren of the Free Spirit, who flourished in the Netherlands in
the late middle ages. Frequently a Neptunian will have known
physical love for an animal or a plant (usually a tree). At times
when his essential seed leaves him he may experience the identity
of the universe and his own body, an experience world-shaking
enough to make other men lose their senses. The Neptunian emerges,
not unscathed, but whole, from such revelations of deity.

Since he Tives "on the margin," he represents the watery
powers of the underworld. He is ineluctably attracted to the
criminal, the forbidden, the untasted, always seeking to unveil,
though not to the rational mind.

His human limits.

Physical maladies: voluntary intoxications (alcohol, opium,
cocaine, goofballs, etc.). Ecstatic consumption. (Consumption
in all senses. He is an oral character.) Hallucination, dissocia-
tion, the schizophrenic dream.

Spiritual maladies: Unbalance. The Middle Pillar not equili-
brated. Treachery and conniving. Anxieties. Deceptions, all kinds
of lies. Sexual frenzies. Obsession. Possession (incubus and
succubus).

v e v Fe e e e de v e ek g o e ke e v ke ke e ek ke ke ok

It is a black star of chimaeras that Tures him.
But healing powers coil in the depths he sounds.
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LENNART BRUCE

The descendant of the Sun,

the Japanese Emperor

1ies in his room fucking

his body moves uninterruptedly
up & down on top of & inside
the body of the Empress

Far away:

the silhouettes of the people, dark
turning bluish in the distance,
gathering power

for the tremendous effort

of the half-profile;

here & there among them a stroke

of genius in the hopes of becoming
clearly visible throughout the universe

There is a sharp

and yet softly warm scent

of prick and cunt

at the scene of copulation,

comforting like a pet cemetery, a stray dog
running across it, or like an invisible fire,
alive, soft, deeply bright-red

against purple-black,

back -- & foreground very close

to twin birth.

On developing the Imperial scene, my brain
makes a quintuple exposure:

Yesterday's porno flick
exerts pressure from the past

An oriental face appears

as if out of nowhere,

indistinct and lacking

a name, when out of the background

drops the answer in a quiz:
Hirohito, Emperor of Japan
and he is let Toose

mingled with the strong scent
of a woman's perfume, changing
into a sexorgan's brain track

Shortly thereafter Luna 18
crashes in the Sea of Fertility.
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PIERRE JOR1S: THREE POEMS
HEAVY

THE influence of saturn

sharpens its claws

against the cushions of night

jumps

lands

on my back my chest

my arms my belly my throat my face
heavy

like a thousand silent player pianos

FINAL FRONTIER

Tracking
the end
of this
mental
safari.

Who wants to be
the Billy

the Kid

of the Space Age?

Some of us

may deal

a magic game
of cards

in Saturnian
pleasure domes.

Some of us

may comb

the galactic beaches,
lifers of

the unending quest
for the golden key.

They err

not noticing

some of us

floating hulks

our masts sung

inward into the mainline
of our Uranian
metabolism,
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TWO LINES LOST

absence of light :
a lie,
that is, it's the one
absence
that cannot
be =-
(like: absence of absence

tho what does absinthe do
but rob the eyes?

whereas in the poem
absence of I
is another presence
the invisible center
still center, still center,
eye, node an invisible
matter of energy,
or: matter of invisible energy?
something missing,
two lines that were there, here,
yesterday night,
wch wld energize these lines
if they cld be refound.

circling somewhere around
the invisible eye
that can see them and
tries
to recast (fondre, re-fondre =--
their light,

no matter!
the content of the lost
lines, the same knot
and the previous attempt
the same light.

10
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CHARLES STEIN; TWO POEMS

(for J.R., again)

Stars still still as
large elephants still walk

the left-handed clock
of the heavens,

These are the words
that cover the drum,

We kiss the stone.,
The angels fly up from the dark
like dust disturbed,.

Advancing, we alter our
manner as
befits the new time.

The coldness permits the heat,
The desolate

places

allow

the breath

to come back again,

The woman in the long abided
absence of the woman

comes back again

appearing in the manner

of an old friend long

given up upon,

It was not possible to imagine
the scope of the cycle.

She pretends to be amazed

I had not forgotten

as though she had never imagined
what I know I should not

ever have imagined

alone,

12
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Not in the doctrine
but in

the suggested
direction

taken up and invented new
following it out

redeem the time

In my house
the old yellow sky
submits to a blessing.

Ageless Bonomo bows and bows,

It is a principle
active before creation

passive before
an immutable end of the world.

Windows,

And merely by looking out on the lawns of day
some few men do witness
the proofs of it.

The Residue of Residues!
Where birds ride down
to take their ancient tribute from the halls,
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JoOHN WIENERS

Ennui To Ann Dyvorak
A Bill of Divorcement

lost one red gambling
chip, a sunken
ship, as frankie s stealing

cost gosh how éou]d she be dead
with all these plastic conundrums
in tune with boss and an orange holocaust.

Possibly maybe, she washed
up on my dining-room table, framed
as a rose or a bottle of coke, god, let's hope

so Virginia Valli lives, why should you Ann leave;
nope, it's too much to ask whatever the task, or the impossible
grasp I imposed upon Adolph she survived, never

succumbed to franks.

Just passed out, that's all, without any help, oh
Cornelius, she just said
on her bed, somewhere; I know her looks in the Vanderbilt
mansion
The Breakers, isn't it, where she lives, not certainly

in this Hanover blockhouse, under two books of matches from
Angelo's supermarket.

They're stealing my poems, as I write them, the drunken and
benumbed,
from Communists to newspaper raters.

Was it on The Globe I met her, or under the palms of the
Coconut Grove, when as a 14 year youth, I was the subject
of a sixty-five year old's biography, by Joe Blou

It goes on next year to top 'em all, Ann. I hope you live
to read it. You were in it, as my David
and my own meaning, despite the ten friendlies.

Howard Hughes

Nancy Sissela Tost on an oranguatan dick in the Manhattan House
7 of Detention, or posing
as a Danish Taborite for The Hoover Dam; have you tried the
ninth floor, that's where
they keep the monkeys, or the monks with itchy palms from
Charlemagne's mortuary?

Your son Jackie Roebling
14
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Nudes
To The Museum of Modern Art

The glimmer of sunlight
upon the silver cover,
as the dervish dancers
last evening of Turkey

George or Tom Wesselmann, Edward

Weston's bare torso; Arthur Davies'

A Thousand Flowers and Sitnikov

gives us something to talk about over coff-

ee & brandy at least. Yes, Art beacons the street;

not "Art on the town," as a byword for compen-

sating oneself to enthusiasm. Exhuberance, energy -

A birch tree has a naked man stretched to its 1imbs

amid the foliage, above a summer meadow. Leaves serve

as skirts yesterday, an evanescence of heaven. Non-being

through many forms within its sphere. Twentieth century art
provides the disillusionment of a century. It holds the jagg-
ed pieces and bits of many visions to the viewer. Many personal

experiences recorded through a photograph. Henri Cartier-Bresson's
untitled lovers upon a silk coverlet brings to mind ecstasy from
the future.

What one has rejected from the dark woods spring dances at school

and summer convention in Berkeley.

A man's skin is his own. His majesty. What an honor
when another human wishes to touch it and deposit
within it his nature's gifts. Tendernesses of love do

not disappear, they build calendars, appointments, notes

as @ book in the October morning to catch the

sunlight glimmering through a tenement window,

when two people meet, or three, or four as some record of will.

Poetry and the Soctial

Summer days are really over. Bleak winds
seep over the Hill, whipping memory through
forgotten parties at the peak of harvest moon.

16
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Delayed acquaintances desert suburbs in favor of warm
matinees, furcoats, heavy glasses, storms wipe

snow tires ascending plateaus precipices,

autumn's Teaves break as minds bristle, wild dogs howling

in abandoned yards under lanterns. Steam verse
really makes the scene in warm jackets, peacoats out of
Mickey Finn
"My 1ife has gotten pretty absurd at this time, so anything
goes, especially if it's free

The parisian gossip goes far
but not far enough to stand for bogusish
at this time; work has created a period of intensity
in face of youth. Duane Locke does not hold
water,
for this night's full moon shouts imperatives
to Jack Spicer's snowman and David's bareass
sculpture.

Local politics, hoodlums, call girls all seek
fire in words, "brown weeds everywhere..."

At The Carnival

Marriage is a joke; is a laugh

when men can't even keep faithful to their spouses;

Why should they; and yet those words of trust espoused at the altar.
The women know it, too. Keep their legs open, just in case

Perhaps it's two people who set up an arrangement. Might as well
make a pact with a bureau knob. There are aspirations to the moon,
to the north star, to mountainous valleys that are more
important.

And when I think of you, the plains of old world nations come to mind
against this bar, where I am now, forlorn.
The old world ethos thrills my heart: obtuse, covert

how can you keep tract with someone not merely more than a house-
keeper
no matter how intelligent. When I want to dance and proclaim my
acquisition as cocktail lounge...
with craft, amid bottomless channels of familiarity.

Without obvious terms of contract, lover, girl and husband.

What use could I make of myself except this importunation...
obscenity or become a perpetual bar-fly?
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Eila

A pure spirit
her sweater always remains white
smoking and drinking the wine,

Becomes now mid-1ife
beautiful arms, snow-white hair, face
of the goddess, Aphrodite

pale pearl rose 1lips
and delicate, in a Finnish voice
she reads my poetry behind tomorrow

night's full moon, in front
of the Hotel, flirtatious as fifty men
ensconsed with cheap suppers.

For Ed Dorn

a crumbling ruin, on top of Beacon Hill,

Oh Ed, how many years have we plied our trade

the deaths of ﬁoets and we have plodded on

Life holds such sorrow I canmot bear to speak of it.

Over the yearning century, dreaming of its heroes
Evening one after another, and the passion pours

down from our hearts
to hearten the lives of those we Tove and who Tove us.

Not revolutionary sentiments; we leave each other
alone
thinking we can take care of ourselves. While time steals
our youth and moon
music
Whispers on the hill, over the evergreen trees and
salty ocean.
I long for you, as my brothers secrete their individual
lives in separate places.

18
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I hope It Goes On

A blinding rain storm behind The Beacon Chambers
and out in front denizens shall scatter under
inclement thunder. Joanne Kyger

moseys down to Brooklyn before Bolinas, this hymn
shall honor her devotion over years
to maidenhood blessed by poems.

It's not enough to compare her, as Shirley
to movie-stars. Jane Fonda or Broadway intellectuals
Breaking shower lightening in Max's Kansas City's
back-rooms.

And as sudden as it started, this downpour ends. Class
that's what she got, what gives you a thrill
listening to her in Bob Creeley's living room

read or dancing out in Berkeley, 1965 after returning from Kyoto.
CoTumbus Ave hoyden days, tripping down Telegraph Hill
I remember her at The Halfway-House managing

time-spheres as deftly as orange plants or egg-plant salads.
In New York, heroic against warehouse derelicts and
dressing out middle-class fur coats, for a day on the town.

It's not enough to be simply beautiful, one must manifest
magnificent sex and brains,
besides, endurance and in the sunlight by the windows
at Annisquam.
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JoANNE KYGER

He is in the mountains and in the streams, the fields

Call upon the Lord Ganesha and he

will appear
immediately
as savior of grace and belief in the seen
observedly
his grace is of love and charm; as I have seen him
with his dainty eyelashes curled
as healer holding
salve, candy!

Now someone led me there; and someone still waits
that is
I have promised myself attention to them

preserving us: Hymn to the newly found
Breath!
The Spinal Cord up which wanders
the track of energy
in which the whole earth is spotted and moves.

Time was moving out from under us
Nodding and standing still ola
in de Sun.
Birthless, Deathless
Oh Man, what a High I was having
Still
illuminating the world of name & form
The Syllable GA represents mind and speech
What is beyond is the syllable NA and by
adoring him in the combination GANA you become
Brahman. This teaching is known as the secret
of VEDANTA
Ponder over it and treasure it and all success
will come to you
becoming the friend of all

So000 Serious
Soooo Gentle

Soooo full of wisdom
One nods out, gently faints upon the revelation
of the first thought or so
into this
on the printed bedspread I Took out to sea
the wind whipping the waves
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And he is all in the mountains too
illuminating their intellect.
For you who suffer he is Lord of Bliss of Self
For obstacles hinder us & need only be
turned aside
For they are illusion
Turn to him, Rodent Mounted
and you will surmount
your confusion for he grants
Quietude to be seen
throughout by the eye of the intelligent self.

PADMA SAMBHAVA
visits
A DAKINI

She dwelt in a sandle wood garden in a palace of skulls. On
a Sun and Moor throne, holding a double drum, a human-skull cap.

One hundred Peaceful and Wrathful Dieties appeared over head
She absorbed them into her body

She transformed Padma into the syllable HUM
The HUM rested on her 1ips and she conferred upon it
the Buddha's Blessing
She swallowed the HUM  AND In her stomach, Padma received
the secret of Compassion and Mercy

The HUM reached the Goddess Kundalini curled at the base
of our back,
who gave him initiation of body, speech and mind
and cleansed him of all defilements.
And as secret
he received the power of domination
over all
evil spiritual beings.
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THE SCORPION GURU
In the cave of PHULLAHARI
VAJRA-PANI
appeared. In a great cemetery near Rajagir for
A CERTAIN POWER
Over the five elements

PADMA-SAMBHAVA
there beheld an enormous scorpion having nine heads (NINE) and
eighteen horns and THREE eyes on each head.
I recognize you humbly oh great scorpion.
And he replied return tomorrow for what I have to give to
you.

TOMORROW
the scorpion took out from under a rock
A TRIANGULAR SHAPED STONE BOX
CONTAINING WRITINGS
Used for the slaying of demons, the ceremonial exorcizing
A DAGGER WITH A TRIANGULAR BLADE!
A PHURBU
and AT ONCE THE texts were understood
ON SCORPION KING
from each of his eyes and each of his horns, 18 and 27
which is 45
there came a path for the attainment
of spiritual powers.
though the way is difficult
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Hovering behind
the figure of my mother
but no acquaintance with the rhythm
brings me discomfort of a female
who is not given
the larger pattern of a man to share.

I hate what I cannot see. It's the other
graceful way to find clarity
in the puzzle.
01d toys from child hood--parts in this box

parts here. And he greets me

as a death's head with Tove to take

his soft toothless kisses

beyond

As they are dead and they are alive
I am dead, he is dead, I am to die

His hands chopped into pieces, my mother returns as youthful
Followed by his soft
toothless mouth, he has mindless virility and conscious intelligence
Faw! Fuck!
I am missing
to leave my body in love for this dear man
for that dear man is surely misdeed?

To become them in dream, to love them in dream.
I have not risen
above myself to see
the dream land of all consciousness, for puzzle
is reflection I think is life
with this repetitious
figure hanging
in the background who cannot bring forward
its duty.

*k%k
An indivisible unity.

See this body is corpse of the universe
See intellect apart having one face and two hands
holding a knife
THE WRATHFUL SHE
cuts off the head
and puts it on a tripod of skulls
cuts the corpse into bits
and throws them in the head
which is cauldron
The body, this body is given
as nectar to gods

invited to partake of the feast. o
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TAKE ME ALONG

Golden Light

So Strong

Colors show

where areas on
the body are
in local
pain

Adorar Antonio
Vamos Adorar

Que Dice Antonio
Vames Adorar

One Tine
after the other

May 1 Monday
Dance
Downtown
An account of the Acid trip at Yosemite.

Yosemite falls Tuesday, looking back at Monday.
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We took half a window pane and nothing too much was happening.
We walked with Peter's notebook down from our camp spot and the ready
laid fire--closer to the river. And took another half. Peter
cutting it in half with his big knife. Drawing with Luigi's purple
crayon the magic marker's seem too bright. Everything looks Tike
a western picture from a calendar at Al Fowler's garage. I cry. I
think of Lew Welch. And Buddhism which hones the mind.

The chickadee call. The yellow bellied sap sucker. The Jay.
The sun in the eyes. Peter's red and spangled beard. Desecheo affec-
tion & love. Deep wisdom and kindness in his face. He makes me
feel like the cat with red eyes.

The walk--the promenade to the look out into Yosemite valley.
Stopping at the bridge over the falls. China, Japan. But this is
America. Jeffrey Pines, Douglas fir. Peter into

THE LAND.

Then into Wow! into the view into the valley. I feeling laid
back by the space, prim & dainty. Unable to get Peter's theories
But he's trying. Seeing the stone as molten. The water, THE LAND.
The stripped and powerful faces of rock walls, full of moving murals.

Back to the camp, I am cold and hungry, but Peter could walk,
sit, and watch, forever, he says. The fire! The soup. Kind of
Chaos. The bed. The stars. Peter talking. She's a big dish.
Are you the same as

The Land? A big order.

Morning, Peter. Grouchy, while he cooks the soup for break-
fast.

He goes thru exotic girl faces.
He says I have coyote eyes.

Surely this is not thought

impediment.
The trees cast off
red auras
Crying Tike a child
26
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I don't write
Anymore

I never write
Anymore

contamination
evil

wack away at myself
as a lesser serpent

I think of myself as slow, old, and stately

What me worry about the hee bee jeebies
Never!

I'm gonna get drunk
The poets are gathering

They're behind you

yeah, but I'm growing too old

to wait around this long
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I see this in that person

I'm looking for America
in my life

She writes

now.

Nobody wants to
sit with me

call Arthur about tomorrow

I have been spending time

With the thoughts in my head.

In the morning sun
I Pass Time
Being Good

I don't like Pages
You can see through
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Always the reasons
You have gone

Come back to me

Will this go away
If I move.

what I miss is
wine & pine tree

surrender your brain

on the great western plain

calm yourself
at

once.
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AQUA  BEE

WHAT'S RIGHT WITH THIS PLACE

the bad things here are the bad things
everywhere

In fact, there's probably someone

who LOOKS 1ike you, even though
he's chinese.

I heard such nice stories last night.

What is that self
That I'm in touch with

that's not a mirror

Peter at Paper Fantasy Iris Path Ocean High Tide

Sit
Grey
Silver
Floating
PELican
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Put me down

The Bowls of Priapus

I am unearthing in a courtyard three ancient
bowls of stone. Two are the color of bronze.
The bowls have pestles. These are the bowls of

priapus.
What a shame. I thought you were
telling me about the monkeys.

What am I missing asleep

I am forever
so grateful
to you

so hurry

A wild bear from the ravine
Comes charging across the plains at us

Robert Duncan is eating big juicy

rare slices of roast beef.

Peter, don't cut yourself with that knife.
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32

Magdo is passing grass in this church. I
fall over the pew into somebody's lap. She
is singing, Han ya shin gyo, Will ya Will ya Will ya.

Water Temple

And then this restless
configuration of whether
I am myself without you

( people on the beach
towel, wash cloth

books

waiting
for me for the party

no money
who is the host
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this exhausting world

I have lost the enthusiasm to find the sincerity
of what is called the spiritual Life.

The belief that my own particular energy

will ever carry me forward

My Tife is changed
I eat this way now

Tassajara distressed me--as I measured myself
against them. An expression of Buddha.

This careful and consuming comfortable soul is
anxious and fretful, tossing in a stormy sea.

Who pays for their practice

Transplanted until it mellows out.

Only my craft
this woman's desire

is fed

Priapus, 1ike Pan is phallic to the rear. He was
also both son and father of Hermes. And then again his

mother was Persephone or Aphrodite and his father

Dionysis or Adonis.
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MAKE OUT

Don't back in

the heads of Tassajara corn
have severed in the morning

Will this possibly do any good?

I do not wan% to see the Bhuddha
No Gold Figure

What is there possibly to see

See all I have learned

I feel so sad, how can I be
here with you. Off into my own
creation.

There's nothing, nothing you can give me.
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I love the dimensions of it

Why organize like this

Do you Tove me?
Only if you shut up

How much is my own heart into poetry
The ways I have learned
to move around [and call it that

The words that come
out of my heart

Without Her
No woman
has the power
of creation
with a man

No man

has the power
of creation
Without a woman

The world was created
of tiny specks of dust
from your lotus feet. You are
the sun that shines within me.
You are the river of the honey
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of consciousness.
You do not use your hands,
oh no, oh no
but the very feet
you stand upon
dispel our fear & grant our desires.
Your warriors
conquer the world with love**** their bows
of flowers
their arrows of bees; their chariot
the gently blowing breeze
from the mountains.

Oh show yourself, before us, full
Moon faced beauty,
Come from your home
on the island of gems,
Unite me with my lord,
and leave me there.

I know
if you just look at a man incapable of Tlove
he will be transformed,
he will be evermore followed by passionate women,
loosening their hair
slipping clothes
from their bodies.
Sweet words come
from the vision of you white as autumn moonlight.
Wisdom comes from you red as morning sunlight.
And you bring words with fragrant
trembling:

Oh Goddess, give me a good look. Listen
by just a blink of your eye, everything

changes, Mother of A11, and ATl
in you.
Just you
and your husband,
live forever,
in the heavenly world.

Let all
my speech be for you, all
my gestures, all
my walking, all my eating, my lying down, my pleasures.

I1'11 worship Tike a bee
at the flowers at your feet. Be careful
where you step.
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This spine
vibrates
from enjoyment & 1iberation,
Your breasts
of sun and moon, your face of fire, your lord
and you are one,
the elements, the universe, and nothing
beyond you and when you
play
it is our consciousness
of bliss.
Oh Lord and Lady, I salute your dance. The world
is freed
by the radiance
from your shining abode.

Y 7
QU hundronte of Vg dpare
j%g vaza[// an(y 01[ o [4(
e lndrane (g of 5 Jotht aind lerss ,
g fwdramgg o D 4 gé‘f i Z/hemq ty
e hvedy amp of doubt

gff‘MM(&(gabgW %@i"f’f/

arp vigl
¢ /,/i;, A shstuy|ps

are m/wg@mrﬁ@% '

This content downloaded from
108.12.255.145 on Sat, 09 Nov 2024 10:25:50 UTC
All use subject to https://about.jstor.org/terms



Give me back

just give me back
the one I had
before

Oh I am so desperate

News bulletin from Keith Lampe
Soon

Little Neural Annie was fined $65 in the Oakland
Traffic Court this season for ''driving while in

a state of samadhi', California secular law requires
that all drivers of motor vehicles remain firmly seated
within their bodies while the vehicle is in motion.,
This applies to both greater vehicles and lesser
vehicles.
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Monday at last

Oh it was sunny when I got up

Then it was foggy when we went over the mountain
I've tried all day to get here

Now the screw is missing on the typewriter

I lent it to Lewis MacAdams

Bob Creeley is taking acid and is bare foot

I hate writing

I really do

Why don't things work out better

Oh Mommy, Dear Mesa

The worse I get the worse I get and there is nothing I can do about it
Nobody loves me.
I have done it all my life.
My Japanese knife is at Jack's.
I mean, nobody really loves me.
Beside that ¥ don't have any talent.
I am of no utter worth in the world.
The answer to life is not sex and food
that I know but I don't care.
That's all I want, ever.
to be reassured
Why not.
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PETER WATER
PETER WATER
PETER WATER
PETER WATER
DEAD WOMAN NO WATER
PETER WATER

PETER WATER
PETER WATER

China, India, Japan

go away go away go away

I guess it's still Tibetan for the power

I want to point out that I am not up tight

I am not up tight
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Often I try so hard with stimulants
which only graze the surface
like I wish to become surface

Whereas the real state is called golden
where things are exactly what they are

A small field of tall golden headed grass, heavy with seed
at the top

(Why did I travel so far away from you who wishes to be

snug in her home)

The grotesqueness of this california woman who wishes

to take off her clothes but instead displays herself in
provocative attitudes

Wrapping my shawl about my waist I went into sparkling water
on shale reef,
I am not empty

small sea anemones show their pink and blue insides.

Everything I walk on is alive.

There is something in me which is not open, it does not wish to live
it is dying
But then in the sun, looking out to sea
center upon center unfold, lotus petals, the
boundless waves of bliss
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September
The grasses are light brown
and the ocean comes in
long shimmering lines
under the fleet from last night

which dozes now in the early morning

Here and there horses graze

on somebody's acerage
strangely, it was not my desire

that bade me speak in church to be released
but memory of the way it used to be in

careless and exotic play

when characters were promises
then recognitions, The world of transformation

is real and not real but trusting.

Enough of these lessons? I mean
didactic phrases to take you in and out of

love's mysterious bonds?
Well I myself am not myself.

and which power of survival I speak

for is not made of houses.

It is inner luxury, of golden figures
that breathe like mountains do

and whose skin is made dusky by stars.
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LinDYy HouGH

It happens,
you sit down,
you fall in love,
you continue to believe
in the concept of '"falling in love"
you live every day
with someone

§ realize more closely

are you getting to

real life

than to the image of yourself
you've always dreamed

Slowly that

other woman is sliding

on past, a figure in the
shooting gallery,

with the terrible violence
we gladly do to our

imaged selves

we give her a real one

on the cheek

& say,

good bye, I loved you

but the bus always must come

& she gets on the bus

I stretch the leg

of my real self forward
on the table

§ think, perhaps

I will dance again,
knowing the leg points
to uselessness

I hear his voice

making soft low words

into the night's tape recorder,
think perhaps

we will love again
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Its a soft friendly night

&

if the rain has

such selfless courage

to fall as it is

the foghorn to accompany it

the boats in deep-water harbor
coming in darkly & quietly

to take care slowly not to ram rocks,

surely then

there will be a

cave of a place,

a peaceful eye in the needle
I can live in

from PSYCHE, Book I'

[1]

Everything is in it. Dancing, a man, a new place, a family,
and all the old legends of family and family unity; all com-
bine for her in an unraveling set of possibilities and stop-
pages. There is only one rule: that one be outside oneself.

Dancing; a form;
the form knows the way into
heartbreak;

can't skip to the shore,
find shell and clam;
Dancing, the form is limited

to movement before a mirror,
to movement before an empty
or a full house,

faces peering up,
a wash of blinding white light,
the dance unto the invisible eyes.

Chilling, when Mickey begins
in that last final set
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to be able to sit down

and play that piano, the whole

city of Chicago opening out

as shivers run up and down my spine;

that's it., That's it. The beginning of
the beginning unto death, & isn't
that all that matters, Greek time

American time, these words I say
unto you: we all wanted to be born
and we were afraid to hasten our birth.

(2]

The studio has a warm smell to it; heated sweat, as though
the beads fell on the radiator directly and were released
immediately into the air, the cooking smells of twenty pairs
of etraining legs. There must have been a romance to it,
but was it ineide her, or did it exist for anyone else? They
all came, like she did, so others must have believed,

Offerings to who,
early learning that one's body
was the most sacred

and the only instrument,
the mind totally subservient
to the leg, the height, the line

of the back, the leg, the arms.
No one spoke of the line of the mind.
The mind was to know,

how to control the rest,
how to count music,
how to sustain the body

when it was finished
& folding up. Everything
always hurt, a ritual not complete

until pain was totally dominating,
and not begun until pain had begun.
The barre, the piano, the floor,
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the mirrors, in every studio
they are the same, some small variations
(in tone, quality, professionalism)

& yet the mystique is the mirrors
and the teachers. They are there
to fall in love with; falling in love

with oneself, one's lines, one's
image of perfection., If I do very well,
she will love me, breath twenty

straining rib=cages. And she is
reliving, in each one, the tautness
the rest of her life has never held.

(3]

Psyche, who do you kid? You can walk through mirrors. She
really did love you, really did take you home with her. Why
were you 8o curious about where she lived, who the children
from India were, the incredible coincidence a city planned?

A huge house, on 13th Avenue.
I could walk by it still, but
I am larger now,

might be seen; others probably live
there now; perhaps she is dead.
A small white pigeon, a mourning dove.

A tiny foot, arched so high,
crammed into the black spike heels
of the fifties, no larger

than the tiniest loaf of white bread
I can bake. Flowers on her head.

A small white pigeon at her grave,

a mourning dove,

Something incredible, a relationship
on the outside with a small friend
of hers, from India, who I was

to play with., Did it ever happen?
I was to come to her house,
where the British family were staying.
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Her huge wall, on the other side of which,
a school., All of it, all of it, across from
my grandparents' house, The Reader's Digest.

All of it, all of it, the breakfasts
she must have had; sleeping in her bed; in
a house which I walked by

on my way home from school.
And it was not a small town, but
a large city. The city confronts us

in the palm of our hand with its
particulars!

(4]

What wae her house like? A cave, a tower? A bower? Did she
live at the base of a radio transformer in a cottage to which
you ran once, escaping from school, or did she live in an
attie?

An old, a blue, a cool, a stately
all I wanted, a house for purple
satin to come through,

a house without mortgages but
with purest smoothest flowers,
which no one had raised, set in

egg-cartons on the window sill to be
knocked off, set out after carefully
placed back in again,

a house where one walked quietly
because nothing was real,
It was beyond the mirror,

where you could go
if your line was good enough.
The basement, where you practiced.

The embarrassment of not knowing my dance,
of having to wear a court-jester's costume
when I had the beginning of breasts

and wanted to be a maiden, long netted hair
like the older girls and white Greek drapes
a court jester with no note of mystery
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but only jocularity.
I kept forgetting my steps.
I wanted to die

except she had taught me
a mystique... But the steps kept leaving
my mind, all focus elsewhere,

there is no living without breathing.
And in that basement, in those point shoes
& in her tiny black spike high heels,

no one could live, no one could even
speak, or hear the roar in their brain.
One couldn't talk,

One had to check one's line.

(5]

When you watch yourself grow up in front of a mirror, can you
enter that mirror? Can you pierce it, like your ears were

pierced in college, shoot on rubber gloves and slice it, cleanly

as a knife (the lover) slices water? This i8 the question, or
one of the questions Psyche must work with, in extrapolating
out to wncover a bower within.

Building a fence
around the insides.
Inside are ail the cows,

the sheep, the horses, they
live there already, it is
the Christ child

has come anew. They watched him
being born, no one cared
except his parents, who watched

and helped and felt, and were
overcome with awe.
Why is it us, on the one side

of the mirror, and also the other
side now? What Incredible thing has
happened to us? Can we deliver

unto ourselves what has been
delivered unto us to deliver
unto the world?
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The mirror demands these questions
Some who watch it get nowhere,
slip forever on glaze ice, build

their bedrooms on fantasies and
people them with fantasies, those
who pierce it and are pierced

have at least travaille, heavy work
to do and heavy redemption
to live within.

A hard regime; harder than the
abstinence form demands, or perfect line,
because all internal workings are

within the mirror's grasp also.
One is not hollow, as the dancer is,
one is totally revealed, without stylism

without any but intent. And so the Doctrine
of Will, the Burden of Set,
the Burial of Achilles.
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STEPHEN VINCENT: LEWWELCH - A JOURNAL OF REMEMBRANCE

*kkk *%kkk *kkk *kkk *kkk

March 1, 1971

Dear Lew,

I'm in the beginning of a course at the Art Institute that
I'm calling BAY AREA ART & POETRY since WWII. (I come out of
the poetry end of it and am learning a lot about the art). Any-
how we started down around Point Lobos with Jeffers, moved over
into the Valley with early Everson, then up into the mountains
with Rexroth & going north with the earlier Snyder and Roethke.
Coordinating poets, painters and photographers where possible
(Weston, Morris, Graves, Toby). Anyway, in a couple of weeks,
we'll be coming down the Coast to finally get into the City.

Here's where I'm hoping we can get together. I'l1 be
having the class read ON OUT, and The Song Mnt. Tamalpais Sings.
What I want to propose is bringing the class over the Marin
County, say either Muir Beach or somewhere on the Mountain and
spend a morning with you reading and rapping about the poems,
anyway you would like to handle it. I'd Tike to suggest Monday,
March 22. About ten in the morning. Some students have studio
classes in the afternoon, so I don't want to cut them out,
case the thing should extend into the afternoon.....

Sincerely,

Stephen Vincent

Jkk ok
3/20/71

Dear Stephen

Unfortunately I'11 be in the state of Washington till April
1st or maybe 15th. The class sounds really great & I regret
to have to miss it.

I'11 phone you when I return to S.F. Is it possible to
do my part in April? Ginsberg will be in town at the end of
April, too.
57
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I can be reached c/o Wm. Yardes, 606 Englebert Rd., Woodland,
Wash., till April 1st.

I'11 be talking to you soon.
Lew Welch

II
WOBLY ROCK RE-FELT

WOBLY ROCK for Gary Snyder
"I think I'11 be the Budhha of this place"
and sat himself

down

1%
It's a real rock

(believe this first)

Resting on actual sand at the surf's edge:
Muir Beach, California

(1ike everything else I have
somebody showed it to me and I found it by myself)

Hard common stone

Size of the largest haystack
It moves when hit by waves
Actually shudders

(even a good gust of wind will do it
if you sit real still and keep your mouth shut)

Notched to certain center it
Yields and then comes back to it:

Wobbly tons

*kk **k%k *k%k *kk
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It's Monday morning. A1l weekend I've been looking for Lew
Welch. A month ago we exchanged letters, tentatively agreeing
that he will meet the class. However, we have lost touch. I
fail to get a letter off to him in time to his temporary
address in Washington. The letter I leave at Serendipity
Bookshop gets rightly forwarded to Gary Snyder's place above
Nevada City while I'm off to New York at Easter, but apparently
doesn't get to him. Back in the Bay Area, I work on a few
leads. Jack Shoemaker, at the Bookshop, says to try the No
Name Bar in Sausolito. A week ago I start. One day one
bartender says he saw him on Saturday. But that he's gone to
Nevada City. A couple of days later another bartender says he
saw him last night. I leave a message for him to call. No
luck. On Friday night I hear Allen Ginsberg has come to town.
Lew mentioned that in his letter. Perhaps they're together.
Ginsberg must be going to the Peace March. On Saturday at the
Polo Grounds, I Took all over for Allen, half expecting him to
be Teading chants in the middle of somewhere. No luck. Just
people, people, people. I call City Lights and get a clue that
he might be staying up at the publishing office, up on Grant.
On Sunday afternoon, I go to the door, but no one is there. I
go to the store. Ask the clerk who knows nothing. I write a
note. While I'm at it, a short olive complexioned guy with a
girl who has a woolen cap pulled tough style over her head, come
in. The guy, happy smile on his face ups to the counter and
says, "Have you seen Allen", as if he were getting ready to put
his hands on a gift. The young Oriental clerk with shoulder
length black hair, says, "No". The guy, almost taking a dance
step back, says, "Is he staying over the publishing office?"
The clerk, honest, says, "I don't know, I just heard he got into
town."

And I'm flashing, maybe I'm gonna pin this note on the
wrong door, if Ginsberg is upstairs. So, I say to the guy, "Say,
I'm trying to get a note to Allen. Did you say that place is
upstairs?"

The guy, continuing to back out the door, puts a slow smile
on his face, as if he were courtier to the now secret guest,
says, "I'm afraid I can't tell you that". Smack.

"E1itist". The word comes flash out of my mouth. Bam. He
backs out the door where his hard chick is waiting. "Elitist",
she repeats, as if trying to disown the accusation. But it's
only re-enforced when it bumbles out of her mouth. They split.

Lew Welch used to speak a Tot about only writing what is
'accurate'. That made me feel foul after.
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I leave the note on the front door, asking him to please call,
if he can help in the search. I get home and wait. Nothing
happens. I give the No Name one more call. Yes he was in Saturday
night, No, they don't know where he's staying. I simply give up,
saddened by the failure of the whole process.

*kkk *kkk *kkk

About ten students show. We all decide to go anyway. We'll
go to Muir Beach and find Wobly Rock. Four cars and we're over
there by ten o'clock. Don gets a big bottle of Red Gallo and
between us we have homemade bread, oranges and apples. It's an
overcast day, what the Radio calls, 'high clouds', but not too cold.
I've been told that the rock is at the south end of the beach, so
I figure we can find it from the evidence within the poem. (Charles
Olson, I hear, thought Wobly Rock was Lew's best thing.) So off
we go down across the curve of sand, then into rocks, until we
come to a large rock that stands on the edge of water, below the
dirt c1iff, at the beginning of the beaches inward curve. I Took
around its base. Sure enough the rock is wedged into a crater of
several rocks. And yes, before this bare trunk got wedged between
the high rock and the crater, it must have rocked back and forth
from the pressure of the waves, at least when they began to lap
hard against it, during high tide.

"This is it. This must be it," I announce, as if I just dis-
covered a lost landmark, or an old gold mine. Suddenly I'm self-
conscious in the role of teacher. The first section of the poem
says, "Shut up". And here I am talking about it, a little Tike the
morning, after sleeping in the Temple of Athena at Delphi. I woke
to find an Encyclopedia of Britanica filming crew making a film of
the grounds, the members of the crew mimicing the different gods
they remembered from school, but that I thought still inhabited
the place. I was still too afraid to tell them to 'Shut Up.' But
even now, at the Rock, with Lew's books in hand, I still feel Tike
the uptight French tourist being led around by his Guide Bleu.

Anyway I don't feel right about it. It is comic that the
Rock in the book wobbles, and the one here doesn't. And I want
to read the poem. And it's a jarring contrast. The poem suddenly
seems very innocent. But I work my way through it, speaking as
Toud as I can, giving language space there on the rocks and Tedges
that surround the stone. Here and there I stop to give explanations
as best I can of Oriental means of perception. But it still doesn't
feel right and I wish to hell Lew were here to justify this situa-
tion I've put myself in. Something is all wrong. Instead of
getting right away into the reading of the poem, we should have
climbed around, and got a literal feel and respect for the place.
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I'm doing all this standing up with my back against a shelf of
rock that faces Wobly. Some students are standing, others have
sat down on different stones, or on the Tog up close to the cliff.
To try and make my sense of relationship to the poem more human, I
finish this part of the morning by reading part of a Tittle thing
I wrote on Lew's book, ON OUT, a few weeks back:

...In Jeffer's (Robinson) the plea is to enter nature, become
divorced from human kind. Nobility is the vital identifica-
tion with energies that emmanate from natural and non-human
forces. Man's presence is most often viewed as evil, plunging
the planet into failure. The tone is pessimistic, excessively
individualistic, isolationist. Welch comes close to Jeffers
when he views how man exploits the environment, turning the
planet to smoke. However he sees a community of possibility.
When people are free, i.e., relate to nature unself-consciously,
there is a balance achieved, man becomes an implicit and bene-
ficial element of nature. The sea within becomes the sea
without. A harmonious intercourse. A bliss achieved.

Much of ON OUT is designed to explore perception. How, or
what is the right way to view the world, the immediate loca-
tion of our existence. What is accurate. Notably he rejects
artificial impositions, things that get in the way. Obviously
he would be against surrealism, closer to a 'a rose is a rose
is a rose'. Again, the rose within yields to the rose without.

Then it relies on oriental meditative stance. Exhaust all
excess materials out of the head. Make moment of contact with
reality purest by not thinking of all that other shit, past
tenses and wishes.

The word is purity.

So I shut up. We bring out the bread, wine, apples and cheese.
And people begin to feel the place out.

*kkk *kkk *kkk

I sit watching and eating, trying to chew the rhetoric off my
tongue, and just get a sense of being there. The grey above begins
to break and sun comes casually through on the waves and rocks. I
have the ocean more and the 1ight sharpens the white color of the
foam on the waves, as the tide begins to lap in. But, good
academic soul, I keep running into irony. In section four of the
poem, it begins:

61

This content downloaded from
108.12.255.145 on Sat, 09 Nov 2024 10:25:50 UTC
All use subject to https://about.jstor.org/terms



Yesterday the weather was nice there were lots of people
Today it rains, the only other figure is far up the beach

(by the curve of his body I know he leans against the
tug of his fishingline: there is no separation)

Below the flat rock were the wine and food sit, I reach down and
pull up the broken handle of a fishing rod. Craig, looking between
two other rocks, finds the split and shredded yellow-white bamboo
of a complete rod. We give a weird chuckle at what seems 1ike
another break in the poem. While Jim and Donna are up climbing
around the edge of Wobbly, they discover a dead seal and say, "God,
it stinks!." Later Jim comes from another sandy part of the beach
with Tittle pieces of plastic, from bottles and such, that he says
he keeps finding all over the place. Jeff and Ken, both from New
York, Tean against a boulder and talk about New York. Only Wen,

a Chinese girl from Hong Kong, who rarely ever speaks, appears
content. She is wearing an orange sweater and brown corduroys.

She sits on the rough shaped stones and, first, juggles two oval
shaped stones back and forth in 1ittle Toops in the air. I ask her
if she knows how to juggle. She says no and stops and begins to
build what Tooks Tike one dimensional pagodas beside her knees.
It's nice to watch as Don, the large photographer and I talk about
sailing and photography, and how photographers can be exploitive
and sadistic. He tells me a story of how his class came out to
this same place a month ago with three models. And how one must
have really been loaded on something, the way she kept moving around
all afternoon, jumping across and diving into the surf. The models
were all nude and this one scratched hereself horrible, scraping
herself bloody against the rocks. But how she was the best one,
the way she got into it and kept moving.

"It sounds horrible", I say.
"It was."

*kkk *kkk *kkk

And now all the students come back, except Wen who'd wandered
by herself down the beach. The sun is out full now and she's
picking up rocks and going through the slow motions of discus
thrower. I pick up Lew's most recent book, THE SONG MNT. TAMALPAIS
SINGS, and between the stanzas, as I again read out loud, I
occasionally Took down the beach at the orange and brown figure
going through the careful smooth motions of throwing the rocks.
There is such a disciplined, quiet grace about her whole sense of
movement. :

From the book I take, "SONG OF THE TURKEY BUZZARD". I read
the poem strong. The fresh air has finally filled and relaxed my
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lungs, so I feel deeply into the making of each phrase. Every-
thing in it feels tangible:

I hit one once, with a .22

heard the "flak" and a feather flew off, he
flapped his wings just once and

went on sailing. Bronze

(when seen from above)

as I have seen them, all day sitting
on a cliff so steep they

circled below me, in the up-draft
passed so close I could see his

eye.

However, as I tell the class, the completion of the poem really
disturbs me:

II

Praises Gentle Tamalpais
Perfect in Wisdom and Beauty of the
sweetest water
and the soaring birds
great seas at the feet of thy cliffs

Hear my last Will and Testament:

Among my friends there shall always be
one with proper instructions
for my continuance.

Let no one grieve,
I shall have used it all up
used up every bit of it.

What an extravagence!
What a relief!

On a marked rock, following his orders,
place my meat.

A1l care must be taken not to
frighten the natives of this
barbarous land, who

will not let us die, even,

as we wish.
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With proper ceremony disembowel what I
no longer need, that it might more quickly
rot and tempt
my new form
*%
NOT THE BRONZE CASKET BUT THE BRAZEN WING
SOARING FOREVER ABOVE THEE O PERFECT
0 SWEETEST WATER O GLORIOUS
WHEELING

BIRD

And I read to the class what I had written in response:
...Lew's tone changes here. Religious, priester taken
his vows, no more questioning, but into that Jeffer's
thing so deep that the world is beyond human repair,
because of basic, human flaw (i.e., witness what we
have done to the planet). Only the vultures, again
as in Jeffers, are pure, clean. Though he doesn't reject
what has been joy in his own life, the negative thrust
is there; the only dignity that remains is owned by
those birds who turn human garbage into the beauty
of their own flight. Though I think the poem stands
on a language of its own, I don't see the point of
view as terribly different from Jeffer's VULTURE:

...how beautiful he looked, veering
away in the sea-light over the precipice. I tell you
solemnly
That I was sorry to have disappointed him. To be eaten
by that beak and become part of him, to share those
wings and those eyes-
What a sublime end of one's body, what an enskyment;
What a life after death.

But the class disagrees when I say the poem comes off to me as
weird death wish that I can't understand. Welch is still in his
forties, and seems to me a strange time for a man to be making
will and testament. When I ask what people feel about the poem,
and if they agree with my sense of it, several people shake their
heads, as if my viewpoint is too narrow. Paul seems to sum up
the objection quickly. "As I see it," he says, "the poem is just
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one more acceptance of Death," and the poem, from his hearing of

it was, "more just an acceptance of the cycle of Death and it was
liberating to listen to because it didn't try to reject Death as

part of the cycle of things." The way he paints it is that both

Lew and the poem are at just one point in a large pattern that is
only partly visible to us. And the act of the poem is just pre-

paration and acceptance of the next step.

Suddenly the poem becomes Oriental again. Bigger than I had
ever been willing to accept it or see it. My original response now
was coming off as the thin, Western humanist. That is, operating
out of a concern for daily and secular obligation. (Maybe that's
the answer that lies behind Lew's refrain, 'What are we gonna today/
today, today, today'). In any case, in a funny way, Paul's response
brought me out of the bind I felt myself in when I brought my class
down to the rock in the first place. That is, my weird conscious-
ness of having to perform some academic pedagogic duty, or,
literally do something to the stone to make it valid. But now
gradually I was getting to a point where I could see things in a
way that wasn't always ironmical (the rock that wouldn't rock, etc).
0f course Wen had already begun to locate me there, to make the
event literal, as opposed to Ziterary.

So, since all ears feel open, I finish by reading all of the
HERMIT POEMS. Then I get up and really begin to enjoy the place,
the feel of wind, the sun. I climb up the side of Wobly, check out
the smell of the seal, its skin rotting in the crevice of the crator.
Everybody is climbing all over the place now, up the cliff, the
other shelves of rock. I climb up one shelf, sit Yogi style, and
figure this is the one the poem was meditated upon. A full view
of the beach, the rock, and the way the ocean ripples across the
stone boulders that appear planted in the sand:

2

Sitting here you look below to other rocks
Precisely placed as rocks of Ryoanji:
Foam 1ike swept stones

My mind flashed back to Wen building the 1ittle rock houses. Lew
is right. They do Took 1like photographs I've seen of boulders in
Buddhist rock gardens:

Or think of the monks who made it 4 hundred and 50 years ago
Lugged the boulders from the sea
Swept to foam original gravel stone from sea
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(and saw it, even then, when finally they
all Tooked up the
instant after it was made)

And there is a beautiful flash that takes place in my head and
body when I suddenly equate the fact of the poem with the glazed
water and foam drifting between the black boulders and sand. It's
so rare to find. I hear the word, 'legitimate'. Any how.

After a while, it feels 1ike 'time to go'. I turn around and
look up the cliff. Ken, the New Yorker, is up in a tall, shallow
cave. His elbows are at his sides with his hands up in the air,
looking Tike the tucked in wings of a vulture. Everybody else is
climbing around the beach playing with stones, or just watching
the movement of the ocean. Nobody has a watch when I ask what time
it is. Somebody says, "How does a mountain or a rock tell time."
Then I say, "Wouldn't it be surreal to put a watch around a
mountain?". And somebody says, "We better go."

We pick up all our garbage and split, several of us saying
it would be better if we had all our classes

outside.

*kkk *kkk *kkk

ITI

It's November, I read back to this. The Monday after the visit
of Wobly Rock, I get a telephone call in the middle of the class.
It's Lew. His voice sounds flat and distant. It's difficult for
me to talk because we are in the middle of an hour with Jack Gilbert
who is talking about his sense of the fifties. Lew wants to know
if he can still come to the class. I have to tell him it's too
late. David Meltzer is scheduled to come the next week, and there
are no classes after that one. Actually it's more complicated. In
truth I'm telling him he can't come because we already spent two
weeks on his work, and we have three or four more poets to cover.

A history of Tlocal Titerature in minature that, at one time, he
could have parodied (as in, "A Round of English" for Phillip Whalen
in ON OUT). At the same time I feel guilty because I'm telling

a human voice that I value that he can't, even if he wants to, come
up with his goods anymore. I tell him we went to Muir Beach last
week and I wrote something on it and would he Tike it, if I sent

it to him? He says sure and to send it in care of Don Allen, his
editor. I complete the call by saying we'll get him a reading this
fall at the Art Institute to which he seems interested. Then I

get back to the class and Jack Gilbert.
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That was the first Monday of May and the last time I ever spoke
to him. Three weeks later, on May 28, the San Francisco Chronicle
reported his disappearance:

BAY POET MISSING -- BIG SEARCH

Sheriff's deputies and a band of Bay Area friends
searched the rugged hills above Nevada City yesterday
for Beat Generation poet Lew Welch, who was reported
missing last Sunday night...

Reading the article in the morning, it hit like a smash. Early in
April, when I first tried to get in touch with Lew and had been
reading his works as closely as I could, I had this dream:

It's not a happy dream. Actually cold. I'm on a beach
that I've never seen. A Picasso beach suggesting the end.
A blankness, an unkempt quality about it. It is an era

of desolation. I'm waiting there for no particular rea-
son. Like there is nothing else to do. I'm with a couple
of friends but our friendship does not even seem to be
particularly significant. Then Lew shows up.

He's dressed only in his trunks. A tall, slender figure,
tanned by the sun. His head is higher than mine, and his
neck is craned back 1ike that of a horse permanently
broken by unkind reins. It is impossible to establish
any sense of personal location with him. His face will
not receive the personal or, any longer, reciprocate

with such. He does not say a word.

So I am still lonely on the beach. He's merely a new

figure on the beach for me to watch. He knows what he
wants to do. Thereis a low platform made out of white
driftwood. It's on the upper-edge of the beach facing
the horizon. 1It's early afternoon. He walks over and
out to the platform where he 1lies down with his knees

bent up in the air.

It's the end of his part in the dream. It's as if he's
waiting to be carried across the sea in some ancient
rite. There's no use talking anymore. It's only time
to wait, to bake in the sun, before taking that ultimate
journey.

I lose interest in watching. There is a fence across
the beach. On the other side is the beautiful wife of
an ex-friend. She is smiling that I come to her. When
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I go around the fence, we take hands and begin to dance,
like spiders, back and forth across the hot sand. Lew's
muse. She must be, Lew's muse. He has left her. I pur-
sue her in Tove. She is black. The dream dissolves in
dance.

*kkk *kkk *kkk

In May, and over the summer, there are reports in the newspaper
and by word of mouth that Lew has re-appeared. That he was seen
in Nevada City, that he was in Sausolito, that people had talked
to him, etc. By September, it's obvious to most, that he's never
coming back.

*kkk *kkk *kkk

How did we get here? How did we get to this voice. Why Lew
Welch? Why should he be important to me, to us?

For me it goes back. To 1965. I was in the City, just
beginning to hear my own voice, in my own poems. I was just 24
and had two poems published. A very tenuous entrance into
the world of poets. I and my friends had given a couple of
readings at the Blue Unicorn, a coffee shop on the edge of the
Haight, where I and my girl friend also lived. None of us know
where we were going. I was in the writing program at State, but
that was coming to an end. In the world there was the war, the
draft, the question of what to do. My body refused to continue to
go to school. In music there was Dylan, Coltrane. One gave me
thought, and one gave me energy. But they were far away. Local
examples seemed remote. Spicer, Loewinsohn, Meltzer, Snyder, Whalen.
They all seemed large and unapproachable. Especially to those of
us still in school.

Actually I only met and talked to Lew once in my life. I
shouldn't say talked. I really listened, but maybe it was the
first time I learned I could get high listening to someone, just
through rhythm and voice. It was in April of '65. I had just
heard him read and sing in the Gallery Lounge at the College. It
was a benefit for Dizzie Gillespie for President campaign. There,
I had Toved it, the phrasing of his line, a cross between song
and natural voice. Plus, what he was using in terms of content,
related a Tot to the feel I got from living in the City. The
language was airy and salted, from somebody who really Tiked to
relate to the public 1ife of the street. It had a clean, liber-
ated feeling about it. Plus there were also poems about driving
cab which I was also doing at the time. Like the poem "IN ANSWER
TO A QUESTION FROM P.W.", how it ends:
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Like the sign over the urinal: "You hold your future
in your hand."

Or what the giant negro whore once said, in the back of
my cab:

Man, you sure do love diggin' at my
titties, now stop that. We get where

we going you can milk me like a Holstein,
but I gotta see your money first.

Lew was someone who actually had dug and given form to what I was
digging, listening to all those stories out of the back of the cab,
while I was doing it for a living.

So one night when I and Margaret (my girl friend at the time),
and Tom Schmidt and Maria and Bill Howard, three other friends,
were in the Juke Box, a bar on the corner of Haight and Ashbury,
when I saw Lew up at the bar, it was about ten o'clock, I naturally
went up and invited him to come back and sit and talk with us.

When I got to the bar, I had to wait a minute. The Juke Box was
on, something by Dinah Washington, and he was busy describing to
Harry, the black bartender, how Dinah's voice was sounding just
like a trumpet at this one point in the song. It was obvious that
he not only loved music, but 1ived in relationship to it 1like a
warm coat that kept his feelings alive and in tact. The pleasure
he took in depicting the quality of her voice, made the music seem
like a nipple that he sucked with precise and everchanging delight.

But he was happy to come back with me to the table. He was
terribly high from teaching. He had just come from the Medical
Center where he was giving a course on Gertrude Stein. It was the
sound of a voice of a man in love. It was ten o'clock and for the
next three hours he rapped on everything imaginable. Starting
with Gertrude, moving to music, then relating to poets, he talked
of people, things he had done. Much of it I guess was preachment.
He was asserting a way to live. Definitely not Tike his mother,
gripping his hand out in front of us, "She wanted us to be clean
as a bar of soap. She'd even say that!" How he was in awe of John
Handy, the alto-saxaphonist, who knew so much about the history of
jazz, that he was still afraid to approach him. And how poets
could be Tike jazz musicians around younger artists, cooking as
hard as they could to keep the younger ones out of the circle. Six
years later now it's hard to recapture content. I just know and
remember how well it felt to lTisten. Our questions and remarks
were 1like drum beats behind the musical pictures they helped pro-
voke him to draw.

I felt great for at least three days after. Energy coming out
of every pore. Completely free from all that City Paranoia. He'd
given us all a good start.
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We got to literally see each other a few days later. At that
time Doug Palmer and Gary Snyder had started an IWW local for
poets and other artists. On that Saturday, down in a Second St.
alley loft, we had a benefit to pay the rent. I was one of several
people scheduled to read. Lew and Gary were the top readers.

Since I was driving taxi, I could only come in for an hour in
which I could read and listen some. I read at nine-thirty and Lew
was there. I read for ten minutes as well as I could, or perhaps
the best I had ever done. When I finished, there was a good
applause and I felt pleased, in fact proud. Lew was by one wall
with a couple of people. Instead of walking over to him, I just
looked across the room and smiled hello, half way imagining that
he'd walk over to me and say what he thought. He didn't. He just
raised his eyes, with a tight lipped grin hello. He looked pleased.
But I still didn't go over. My own pride holding me and turning
me to talk to a friend.

I remember that. Anyway, I soon left the City. The Peace
Corps as my out. Two years in Africa, Nigeria, where I shared ON
OUT with anybody I thought liked poetry, often telling my friends
of that night in the Juke Box.

Coming back to the City, however, in 1968, the relationship
stopped feeling the same. Though I heard through other poets he
was not writing any new stuff, and that the bottle was overtaking
him, I still held him in the same kind of awe that I believe he
held for John Handy. I was afraid to get close, because I felt he
knew so much, and I wanted to know more before I approached him
again. I didn't want to be in the position of disciple. At the
same time, the city and the country were going through heavy
changes. The Panthers, the Strike at State, the dissolution of
the Haight-Ashbury, changes from acid to speed, everything going
at collision force, as both political and artistic off-spring from
the revolutionary prophecies of the late fifties and early sixties,
it was getting terribly difficult to keep our heads above water.
In getting away from poetry, Lew had gotten into visionary prose.
It was always beautiful to read, the few pieces that I saw in the
Digger papers and the Oracle. He had become a cross between an
urban anthropologist and ecologist. I remember he read one of them
at an event in the Nourse auditorium. The passage always sticks
in my mind where he talks of walking through the Mission with Phillip
Whalen and he goes into a bar to take a leak and his shoes are 1/2
inch deep in piss on the john floor. It was his metaphor for decline
and fall, the erosion of San Francisco. But everything he was
writing was going in that direction. Out from the City. Long hairs,
in new families and tribes, Teaving for the country, to create new
and decent 1ives, while the cities destroyed themselves. On the
surface, the vision of survival was optimistic. It was still as
if the holiness of the vision that takes place in Wobly Rock could
come to pass. But underneath it was despair. It might have been
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deeply personal, but in rejecting the City, he was also rejecting
the source of his music, and the source of his language. The
voices and sounds that fed him were from the City, and he no
longer felt he could be fed.

And I was, and continue, to try to hold on in the City. And
the visions, no matter how accurate in description, now failed to
pull me. I wanted to hear the old voice singing a more personal
song. If the social whole was quite literally falling apart,
revolutionary energy aside, I wanted to hear a local, an immediate
voice help get us through, at least, one to one. But in 1969, I
hadn't even got that far yet. I was, in consciousness, somewhere
between the Panthers, the State Strike and People's park. I had
stopped writing. The answers for me had become urban and collective.
I wasn't heading for any woods.

Then I didn't hear of him for a long time. ‘By Nixon year II,
energies on a social level had really begun to collapse. Collec-
tive visions had become a set of fictions, or, at most, commer-
cially opted. I had begun writing again. Quiet exile in Berkeley
and Oakland after a heavy house rip off in the City. My despair.

Then, out of nowhere, it happened. An ecology benefit that
was given in the Pauley Ballroom in November of 1970. It was
probably the best poetry reading to a large audience (at Teast
1000), that has been given in the Bay Area in some time, Gary
Snyder, Howard McCord, David Melzer, Mary Korte, Keith Lampe and
Richard Brautigan. There, Lew read much of THE SONG MNT TAMALPAIS
SINGS. It was an incredibly beautiful performance. The voice
sounding pure and full, so that you could sense the audience
rising, falling and moving in the direction of the line, Tanguage
being the hynotic master of the event. He took us up the mountain
and made it speak in such a way you could hear the wind touch the
shapes and crevices of the rock:

This is the last place. There is nowhere else to go.

Once again we celebrate the great Spring Tides.
Beaches are strewn again with Jasper,

Agate and Jade.

The Mussel-rocks stand clear.

This 18 the last place. There is nowhere else to go.

Once again we celebrate the
Headland's huge, cairn-studded fall
into the Sea.
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This is the last place. There is nowhere else to go.

For we have walked the jewelled beaches
at the foot of the final cliffs
of A1l Man's wanderings.

This is the last place.

There is nowhere else we need to go.

*% *%

There was something convincingly Holy about the experience which
now makes his final despair, no matter what might have been his
personal problems, be very legitimate. When you have found the
Altar, and through the Altar, you hear such pure, life giving
sounds, it must be next to impossible to acknowledge and 1ive with
forces that you are convinced are going to completely wipe out
that Altar, or what has become the singular source of your life.

IV

The ecological awareness must have worked heavily to destroy
him. The other forces are more clearly viewable in the interview
with David Meltzer. But, it appears, I'm having trouble ending
this. What did he mean to me? Why do I feel like I've grown
away from the first offering? Why do I still want to stand back?

I hope this comes off as praise. What he uncovered and opened
up, the energy there gave me my first genuine 1ift into the whole
act and love of poetry, not as nursery rhyme, but an on-going
statement of Tife. It's just that the statement finally got too
narrow for me. In a sense Lew became his own mountain, high and
removed from the world of the City, the language of his which first
attracted me to both the man and his work. Indeed he was deadly
accurate about the forces of erosion, those who would eliminate
the possibility of what is gentle and pure and only act in terms
of greed and destruction, the vision or the place of the vision
simply got too narrow. Not that he Tost consciousness of the world,
but he Tost that urge to participate, to try and become at one
with us in participation in that world. In short, we no longer
need the voice of the teacher (and God knows we've had too many
martyrs). We need, if I can preach, voices that can listen to each
other and, again, make possible survival here.

But Tet me end this in praise. Praise for a voice, a mountain
of a voice, I loved to hear.

January 15, 1972
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PauL KAHN

Self-Portrait in Many Voices

I have been told that
everything speaks. A number of voices
about as clear as thunder-strokes, that
definable :
- I am the man who
wrote those things, thought
I had heard it right & then
wished to be forgotten. Wished
to be what I had left behind.

- When I was 12...
- When I was 16

Speaking in long lines, words make sense, draw
pictures in the nervous system.

WAKE UP. PEOPLE!
Every thing is worth listening to.

- I am the man who smokes
2 packs of cigarettes a day; wastes his seed
in underwear at night; wears imitation Indian beads
put together in Hong Kong;

the spike of love rusts
between his eyes.

- I hardly ever went to parties...

Wrapping blankets around cold feet.

Sleeping on the floor. The spike of love
was someone else, an
invention. I took her shirt
off without much help.
There were breasts like
melons. I dreamed of
slicing them, eating out the
wet meat, spitting seeds along
the way, yellow seeds from which
soft thighs would grow, with
downy hair. I used to run
my hands along the hair, lightly.

You never listen. You act as if you don't
Tive in this house.
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- I am the man who turns on
music whenever he walks into a room.

Having never killed a deer :
Having never fucked a girl
When I was 15...

The rusting spike
like a car antenna

to listen to the trees sing, watch their
branches dance. A storm is coming across

the Take. I raced the rain-line back

to camp. That time, mountains gone in
rain-mist. Some stayed in the tent that

night. I slept on the beach, under an aluminum
canoe.

24 April 71

On the porch a

Light brown spider
struggles
across her web.

"Still young."
Tom said-concentric circles
in the night.

Center in
on this : silver threads
in the night-dew. Light brown
spider
hustling to re-enforce
her dream of paradise.
Moth flutter. The black
cat prowls & curls up in the rocker.

Where am I? The web
centered on a white tuft
of thread-some bug's empty carcass.
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The weird eight Tegs

crawl along the subtle

sticky web, drag the soft fat
body of her sting across my
eyes.

Where

does it begin? The web-
dry leaves
fall
in between
the cracks of wood. The house
opens like a flower
of decay.

What is needed
is a house of wood built by hands,
to be cherished .by the men
who build it, to be woven
from their fluids.

I must
plant my life:

Let me grow, Spider, up &

down, as you crawl in the night.

A circle of living strings, first
up, across, then down, as you have
set your net.

Spider!
Drinker of body juices!
Dragger of soft wet body!

"T weave
the net
of death,
I weave

the silver net
of death."
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RICHARD GROSSINGER: SOME NOTES ON ANIMA MUNDI

Robin tumbles back and forth over the seat, collecting old
toys from the floor, and under the back, where the wagon deck
extended when we used the car to haul our 1life here, all summer
moving, now alone where the sun is warm. Yet outside our cozy
greenhouse the brilliant sunlight does not warm the garden; a cold
wind we do not feel buffets the windshield; it is Jack Frost, I
was told as a child, who nips at the leaves and dying flowers,
changing even the color of Tight. For the sun seeks a declension
equal to where the Earth in its orbit has left it, at an angle thru
a prism of dark opaquities, oblique to the counterimage where heat
is retained only in spots, brooks themselves as cold as/animals
drink from. Light is driven into shade by the waters, and we
harvest its pale ghost. Many orbits ago of the same I too was a
tumbling bean.

Where he has sought me out from curiosity (Rich in the car/car
not going), I have come to pick up the football game from my own
childhood city to the South. Car not as generator but receiver.

He sits in my lap turning the wheel, between episodes of which I
play hanging him headfirst by the feet out the window and tumbling
him into the grass. It was on the radio that I first discovered
football, on melancholy Sunday afternoons when I listened in the
patch of sun by the window, against the radiator, while far down
below, in the miniature but brick and experienced world, a game of
ragged colors and changing sides was going on. I who never played
the game, and hated even the feel of the pigskin, its fatness com-
pared to the ball I threw, and showed up at group on Saturdays in

a Yankee uniform well into the autumn, until the winter made even
that too cold, and came in early March or late February with my ball
and glove, hoping to find some soul-mate, though the ball would
sting in the icy air, the leather almost frozen. It was years
after, when the issue of playing or not had passed, that I dis-
covered it, the Giants, then in Michigan by t.v. the Jets: the ex-
citement of that fragile downfield strategic march, a solar exercise,
a solsticial energy to balance the frayed leaves and faded sward,
the waning baseball watermelon summer.

The leaves fall, visibly covering the world, as the snow will,
an occult energy derived from distance and inertia alone, awakens/
itself from the torso of hibernation, uncoiling to pass over the
Earth/in the total orbital obliquity and deformation of. Small
animals pass thru the leaves. The cat pounces on a bug, then its
front legs go high in the air as it bounds away, and a stray in the
cornstalks, hidden, watches it bugeyed.

Underneath, the dark energies live, gem formation, diastrophism,
continental drift, glacial retreat, hidden from 1light, only an inner

*The Windy Passage from Nostalgia 77
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heat therefrom, to serve us in days furthest from the days of our
youth. As we all know, the fires began before man: planet as

body burns yet in a room between fire and air, there a monk
deciphers papyri of original substance, neither Arabic nor Hebrew
nor Greek. La Transmission. "A very thin inner cortex is joined
to the outer cortex, representing the separating medium between
earth and water, namely, that air which divides the earth from the
water." The errors of the translators are absorbed in the meaning
as intimately as the initial philosophical discrepancies. Thus
does original experience, not once, but again, and again, change
the text.

Planet passes from forge to forge, first a blossom, then a
wild cow, a pygmy hunter. Energy from the cosmos wraps it in a
ball, melting off where ice is, other stone breaking the gums,
then the ice again, clear to Brazil and the honeyed wooden boxes
even today. The forests of colored leaves I see now I never saw
in the old days; I always left with summer, back into the city,
while the ballfields were covered with the debris of a funeral.
These stones remain, the dental history of an older tobacco-chewing
Jurassic Earth. The rune-stones and churingas (also of these
parts) sit with old barns and early Welsh gravestones, on the tip
of the tongue, where dental "t" is less a consonant than a dialect.

The image of the copiest is profoundly inculcated in our sense
of the transmission. The wisest we know, we reject him only in
our weakness, when we fear we are not enough, to take on perhaps
Sagan's less accurate picture of a derivational Darwinian Earth,
engaged from the beginning only in dumb-bell violence, belching
out endless entrails, gases and solids, formless and without
replicating Tink.

Intelligence, as genesis, does sweep, tremble, sift, measure,
be its own account, from the fiery emergence of any world, or all
worlds, flowing, stirring across the face of the bottomless deep,
as it will not ever after, either here, A.D., or on Mars, in its
present state, or on any of Centauri's planets, or in the simul-
taneity of the planets of the Swan, for it has passed, 1ike a mist,
or with the mist itself. Each of them were born in it, each of
their presences shudders against the enigma of its having been,
of having Titerally grazed upon their waters and fed from their
original meadows: time in scroll the key, to solve, as from matrix,
its very being.

The ships of man prescribe a resembling ripple, a signatory
line of flight, floating under the corposants and autumnal meteors,
climbing the friction of gravity's back clear into the electric
air. But their own intelligence is ever subservient to the
beginning, when it was original and whole. As the Earth cools,
as Mars is colder, as within the cycle of glaciers and sunspots,
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tropics and ice, the Earth becomes cooler: intelligence never will
return. This is why history is all the more important than its
stepchild anthropology. The recovery of originals is more central
a cause than the entire altered totemic symbolism of these exotic
and derived tribes, scattered now everywhere upon the logos of the
cultural Earth.

"In the whole world things are mixed with one another. You
will not find fire which does not contain some cold, nor cold which
does not contain some heat; no dryness without a Tittle humidity,
no humidity without dryness. No more will you find spirit which
does not contain a 1ittle body, nor body which does not contain a
little spirit. Sometimes these two elements cannot be separated
when one of them is too abundant, and the other too much lacking,
so that there is a transformation and absorption of the part which
is in less quantity by the part that predominates. It is as if
we let fall some drops of honey into the sea, no created being will
ever be able to separate, this sugary part. God alone could do that.
Nevertheless, nobody would be justified in saying the sea possessed
a sugary taste." Geber: THE BOOK OF MERCY.

From Babylonian mines and iron-works, from the gum that settles
in pelican when the 0il rises, and the lees of the professor's
wine, the imago mundi is cast and recast, as an eidolon, or face,
reflecting ever thru distortion of industry and mosaic a throbbing
veinous Earth, 89% cooper, 11% tin, until we come, in our biological
time, to the actual blood of the wounded bull, on red color film,
not the Chaldean cast but the visible Earth of the finest Swiss lens
to be hung as an object outside the hermetic chamber, looking in
as obscurely as vision is returned to it, gestaltwhole, of the
magician's work. And still it cannot be seen for all the oceans,
seasons, sparkling clouds and storms, all the originals left in its
meteorology smack into its geology, as bright itself as the aura
would be. It hangs or floats like a ship, located on an inward
windward topos, pear-shaped or oblate spheroid. One riddle is
solved, but one hermetic gate forever closed by its solution. The
Earth is THERE, IN SPACE, as in a mirror. The sense of the whale
in diving for deeper waters, against his turgor and hydrology, a
spout. Or as the land itself is canyoned, twisted, anastamosing,
what sensation rushes past his limbs. The walrus stands on ocean
edge, world edge. The world stands on the edge of a sentient being,
blue barnacle, decanter filled with wine but raised in total
silence, to be drunk only by itself. Against its fringes energy
rages, a velvet atomic war violet keeps out. It courses and is
coursed only unto its own history, even freighters now, heavy with
Indus-Tree, passing on those once-Phoenician seas.

And here I am too, removed from one intensity by another, a
wedge of pure transparency made both of memory and coral, an atoll
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is built of without any of its builders seeing but in microcosm
the whole they die to: a triangulation setting me always apart

(the other two edges the transparent ones, 1ike air against the
window), and in a more distant, a secret place.

The stars twirl in the pots of heaven, first wonders, first
masters. It 1ittle matters what the space is, euclid's, non-
euclidean, pythagorean, or according to Mr. Hoyle, it's all the
same in the universe behind the dark screen. Cosmonauts merely
skim the surface of, 1ike a 1light craft on the treadmill of the
abyss, small mice feet crawling above a thousand feet of perma-
frost above ten thousand feet of granite above the inert center of
any circle thru which another circle penetrates into the entry
of a more perfect spherical locale. Hollow Earth advocates simply
locate the stars in the very ground, the sky continuous with the
buffalo skin roughly thrown upon the rock mantle. Combed by the
erogenous feet that skew and redivide the continental space.

The yogic center is the center of feeling. This is not the
feelings per se, but 1like our molten core an absolute, too important
to be Teft to the emotions alone. Skeletal man broken 1like a deity
between skeletal rock and glacial maelstrom, ground only from the
refuse of preceding ever-present creation, the whoring god over
the brown and scaly waters, discerning form the formal/shape the
shaped. As a miller, as a potter. As from divine clay.

The appletrees, yellowed by October, stand by the barn; the
barn is weathered; the cows graze on the washed-out grass and
washed-out 1ight beneath the appletree. A Pennsylvania Dutch hex
sign hangs on the side of the barn, and its colors and complexions
are the brightest and most archetypal; the rest is as history and
biology, is as old as the glacial boulders, carried in wagon,
pulled by horse long dead, piled to make the rock wall which stands,
and whose colors are as muted as all must be in returning to the
radical black.

This is in Washington County, Vermont. On Salisbury Plain,
Hampshire, England, sits a much older monument, the brain of man
himself, stone by giant stone, sometimes two or three upright, a
third across their top. These are the debris of human thought,
absolute as stone is, absolute as water is, by which channel they
arrived, absolute as mind is, and absolute as the motions of sun
and moon, which, then in the sky, rederived thru human thought a
location of monads, organically interdependent upon the senseless
ground. This is the primary topos of intelligence, where, as the
aubrey holes, the sarsen circle, the very machinery left on the
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vast plains of the moon, to record inner tremors, nothing is
separated, is not bound by weight to the rest of creation man
tangles with and in. There is the sky. This is the ground.
This is the center. This is the perimeter or edge, which cannot
be other than center, again and again, again.

The ships of language bring the brainstones, from the
mythological center of Crete and the labyrinth of eternal life
to the raw and untaught Sea of Bristol, wound as thin between
the calendar and Taws of navigation as a cat's hair, not seeing
the other paths they cast in pursuing this single equinox,
etymological and genetic complications, coming into this whole.
Like a giant clock afloat on a potent elixir. Who knows whether
the hour will precede the flame?

And the world lies on the verge of a second darkness, where
the forces of light alone are those original stars burning
defiantly at the Timits of thought and space, at the mystery and
mastery of their source.
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NOTE ON STRABO AND PYTHEUS (to MAXIMUS V, Jan 17 1962)

Strabo, the 2nd Century geographer, who's responsible for our
knowing about Pytheus at all, the man of the u4th Century who
actually sailed out of Marseilles, and by the very thing that
makes Strabo suspicious he was a liar (Stefansson, the present
Stefansson, who knows the Arctic) is the the best evidence of
the fact that Pytheus was really, in a certain season, off the
coast of Iceland in the u4th Century B.C.

I mean let's really talk instead of crap about Irish,
Vikings, and --- like EVERYTHING was really in existence, in
powerful ways, back before Alexander.

Don't be fooled by the
universalization of the present. The work, the real work, of the
future has already been done, and the future that is proposed
for us is a lie,

Shag Rock
the positive, the mythological
(the world, the mundus)
round -
no explanation
all that happens is eternal
no examples, no proving

possible

Oct. 18, 1961

transcribed, to the best of our abilities, from a tape of Charles
Olson reading at Goddard College, probably late in 1962,
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GINO C LAYS: OMNIA MEA MECUM PORTO

Nate sat in his room staring at the same walls that probably
his father had stared at all through Europe and he thought per-
haps there is a room somewhere in Austria or Hungary just like
this one with the faded blue plaster crumbling and peeling and
the stained water murals. One generation American who is now
leaving the shell that was destroyed long ago before there was
electricity and television. -I didn't last long as long as my
ancestors remained in Europe but then they were still building
buildings for shelter and working for food and what have I to do
with a hammer but set off a chain reaction and they still had
dreams of fortunes and Junker estates along the Donau and Strauss
waltzes captured in Mosel Wine and I can hear them shout build
that house plant those crops the Huns have left us long centuries
ago and deposited their seeds in our soil and a new generation
later one of my ancestors put rosin on his eyes to decrease the
epicanthric fold and requested a visa to Oberammergau. And they
were still building when Herr Schickelgrilber came marching over
vineyards shouting Heute hdrt uns Deutschland und morgen die
ganze Welt and loaded up boxcars of dreamers with Alle Rdder
mlissen rollen flr den Sieg written on the side and deposited their
ashes over the pastures of Deutschland and the years following the
wine-crop was excellent. So my father singing to himself omnia mea
mecum porto traveled across ashes with a rifle in his rectum and
spent tormenting nights in hotels such as this telling himself that
America would be different. And when the boat left Lisbon he
lived 1ike a pig in the bottom deck crammed in with eight hundred
other visioners and at eight knots a day across the Atlantic while
German planes above were skywriting demn die todten reiten schnell.
New York City is a blackout and the war became a reality he found
all the ghettos completely filled and someone said foreigners are
not allowed but then this is war and you should try Jersey and my
father found a job and procured a wife in a cafe next door and then
the apartment was filled with a screaming youth who thought his
mothers teat was paradise. But the war did not end in 1945 and I
was fighting with gravel in my elbows and wiping the blood from
my nose and my father said that things will be better with a college
education but I found out early that no one really respects educa-
tion but only for the pragmatic diploma that lets you sell life
death hospital car accident baby home crop failure insurance and
what can be insured when no one is living and there are no crops
and I saw mans exterior crumbling and the psychiatrists treating
the interior when there was no interior to treat. There is no home
to build father the ground is sterile, the people impotent and
I instinctively headed West for I saw no purpose and I kept going
as my greatest grandfather did as he chased dreams across the
Gobi desert and what did he find but no purpose and so I kept
chasing myself until I reached San Francisco and this room with
some understanding of inseparability with the universe and with
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no purpose I was liberated and I checked on a boat to the Orient
where Tin Sung was waiting for me inside Buddha's triple body
with no ego and where there is an innate trust in good and evil
and here is balance and not the land of used car salesmen and wax
flowers over dead people that had always been dead because the
Westward migration of man had been too soon based on greed and
wealth and exterior pomp and so I am leaving America in the womb
of a saline world of Pacific for I am going to be reborn inside
the world and I knew that the circle would be completed and the
last of mans migration for the next migration would be inside

of the world and not across.

e e e Fe e v de o de e de e Fede dede e dede ek ek ek dede dede ek dedke ek ek dede dedk dedk dek ek ek ek ek kede ke ke

This piece was published in 4 Pamphlet at Idaho State College,
Pocatello, Idaho., Charles Olson read it aloud to a group at
Goddard College in 1962 to introduce his lecture on Melville;

the version here is the original version Olson read from; there
was also a revised version published in Wild Dog in 1965. Olson's
response to A Pamphlet, also read at the Melville lecture, appears
subsequently in these pages. Both the lecture and the reading
(see previous piece) are on tape at the Goddard College Learning
Aids Center downstairs in the library building and can be heard
on request,
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CHARLES “0'Ls0ON

Main Street

is deserted, the hills

are bull-dozed

away. The River alone,
and Stage Fort Park

where the Merrimac

once emptied under the ice
to the Banks survive

And on the Polls

at the edge

where the rocks are soft
from the scales

and in the heat-edges
grass and thorny

bushes
are I idle

overlooking
creation

more versant
on the western side

than on the eastern

and several of these areas
on Dogtown Commons

than on the minds
of men, during the period

in which this district
was inhabited, brought into the state

of tilled fields and now appear
as small pasture lands devoid

of boulders. Humps

of Devil's glens
on Great Hill, and just
at Dogtown Square
to strip the soul
into its wild
admissions
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and one sit

in the starkness

as though this

were anything

and go away

left with one's own

resort, wishing

for grass and the air

of heaven. Finding out

there is no doorstep

equal to the heart

of God sitting by

the cellar

of Widow Day's

kame These high-lying

benches of drift material

where subglacial streams emerged
lay down there fields when Dogtown lay
below the level of the sea, Fled

the softness

for the west

or the top of the hill, fled

the deserted streets a December
stayed at home

until human beings came back
until human beings

were the streets of the soul
love was in their wrinkles

they filled the earth, the positiveness
was in their being, they listened

to the sententious
with ears of the coil of the sea

they were the paths of water green and rich
under the ice, carrying the stratified drift kame

the power in the air
is prana

it is not seen
In the ice,

on top of the Poles,
on the throne
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of the diorite, the air alone
is what I set in

among the edges
of the plagioclase

dropping their self-hooded anger
into the dialogue of their beloveds
taking their own way to the throne of creation

the diorite

is included in the granitite

the granitite has burst up around
the diorite,

leaving it as an undivided mass

@ 1972 by The University of Connecticut, Wilbur Cross Library
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Jy Hh PRYNNE: CHARLES OLSON, Maximus Poems IV, V, VI

Letters 1 - 10 of The Maximus Poems were first published as
Jargon 7 from Stuttgart in 1953; Letters 11 - 22 from the same
city in 1956. Now we have further sequences to add to this work,
published from London after about four years of delay and uncer-
tainty. These exilic origins are political facts of a high order,
especially as they might seem to bind (but do not) the dispersed
faunal & poetic realms of the two Atlantic seaboards (It may seem
strange to propose that a former position of the Atlantic Ocean
lies through New England," J. Tuzo Wilson, Nature, 211, 679
[1966]).

The primary order and procedures of this work are still in
transition. In the previously published sections the literal
founding of history and its Tocal cadence into speech extend
outwards by feeling into the sacral and divinized forms of pre-
sence upon the earth's surface. The salt breath of the sea takes
full charge of the inland waters; as particular human 1ife exceeds
itself, the critical necessity is to keep the moral structure of
immediate knowledge from damage during its transition to the
schedule of city-settlement. The terms are weighted with the
greatest attention : no movement without the new laral nouns &
observances of the New World.

Now in these later sections the movements are larger, and
work by more variable euhemerism; the mythos of the earth's
primary condition and its relation to specific person & place is
sufficiently established for the more fiercely appositional
pieties to yield: "the world / is an eternal event." The nouns
have an almost secret insistence, lent now to great fluent
transitions of discourse and lyric measure, so that the passage-
work here is powerful and immensely poignant. The generosity
achieved is especially active in the rhythmic flux & balance
between sections and within the disposition of metrical energies:

The top of Dogtown
puts one up into the sky as free-
ly as it is possible, the extent of
clear space and air, and the bowl
of the Tight equalling, without at all
that other, false experience of mountain
climbed, heaven.

The opening lines of Maximus, From Dogtown--1 have this too, and
there are related movements (Of the Parsonses, & Maximus, at the
Harbor) which persuade one all over again of the man speaking
to men, the image of the most exact freedom to be gained, now,
from the sustained sequence of full-grown poetic speech, and from
nowhere else. _

This is not, however, Wahrheit supervening on Dichtung, or
perception leading to obsession as Ginsberg has put it (in a
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pretty but pointless neo-Cambodian fantasy of recent date).

That notion of age incremental is European and Wordsworthian, and
not at all the relevant structure here. Olson's poem is

growing back into itself and its historic matrix, not outwards
and upwards from it. The mythography, now less nervous about

its infringements of interior moral right, can touch with true
Tevity upon its base; the syntax is if anything more tem-
poralised, more sexual, than before.

Such apparent contradiction (which for him happily thrusts
Descartes, "age 34, date Boston's / settling", into the role of
a minor mystagogue, the Willard Quine of Ultima Thule) gives
0lson a sureness of tenure here which is an event of such scale
as to be certain to remain unnoticed. Though doubtless much
remarked about, etc. The achievement has been helped by some
biting historical ironies which are too large to develop here;

a rapid & partial sketch will have to suffice. So: the
original New England planters (given in this poem by singular
name & circumstance) embarked upon the high sea of potential

and future prospect in order to reach the promised Zand. The
initial hope was not only for fully-achieved land-fall, but for
active trade with the interior--the extension of person & mer-
cantile power at least ‘commensurate with the risk of the actual,
if not far in excess of it (the "triumph" aspect of later west-
ward expansion). But the land was difficult, even hostile. Not
just the denizens (Algonquin as scapegoat), but the land (terrain
and notion). Especially in the north, the initial hardship
forced the hopeful agriculturalist back on to the sea for a
1iving. ILand is the abstract figure, sea the living face of the
earth, teeming meadows for the new-comers perched on the edge

of a continent.

The first stages of Maximus give wary and at times fulsome
regard to the sea, flooding into the serrated flanges of
Gloucester. The abruptness and sudden localism of language
in places there owed these features in large part to the marine
invasions of the land, the new Corinth. Now, however, by turning
our backs on the sea, we have primary aquarian cosmography,
centred on a fishing port turned inwards from the shore. This
is an absolute pivot. The constant danger to the land, the
fragile abstraction of its kame meadows, makes each wedge-mark
of language an act of stabilizing rectitude. By 1636 there
were still only 36 ploughs in New England, despite all the
grand talk in the Massachusetts Bay Company Charter (1629) of
"all Landes and Hereditaments whatsoever, lyeing within the
Lymitts aforesaid, North and South, in Latitude and Bredth,
and in Length and Longitude, of and within all the Bredth afore-
said, throughout the mayne Landes there . . ."

This double swerve of direction also opens the cosmos to
hymnic & personal speech in this sense, that in the ancient
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scheme Aquarius is masculine and Taurus feminine (as Housman
reminded us in Book II of his Manilius, and as Wallace Stevens
very carelessly forgot). So with the sea constantly prying
between Gloucester's legs we rejoin the image of creative
process in its originary genetic scope. Almost all the
primary cosmogonies of the past deal in sexually polarised
language, as the section of West's Prolegomena to his

Hesiod entitled "Family planning" coyly suggests. For Olson
the earth as feminine and abstract gives him the perhaps
unique process of charting the birth of the real (the sum

of its local permutations, "the earth with a city in her
hair") from the abstract of geological time.

Thus a single term 1ike monogene reaches back into two
entwined histories: the geochronology of land-formation and
the cytochronology or biochemical evolution (see the current
Atlas of Protein Sequence and Structure, pp. 7-13 & the
phylogenetic trees which follow, all confidently implying a
common-origin theory of 1ife). The geomorphic usage is aptly
American in origin, and traces back to the great James Dana,
one of the first to ignore the rampant theories of marine
erosion and 'turn his back on the sea'. Dana's paper "On
American Geological History" (4m. Jour. Sei. & Arts, 2nd
Ser., XXII [1856]) is as powerful as anything in Burnet's
Theory of the Earth; Dana's account of the Appalachian re-
volution could for example be specifically compared with Bur-
net's more apocalyptic mannerism in Book III Chapter XI. Both
works illustrate how the causal presumptions of over-humanised
history can be displaced, as they are in Olson's writing,
where language is a mythic Tikeness resting on the earth, the
mappemunde of man's being, and not by any means a ‘universe
of discourse'.

So that this poem, which might seem in some ways close
to that panic-stricken encyclopedic impulse, as in Cassiodorus,
which merely confronts the decline & splittings of awareness,
is something else; i.e., not secondary assemblage but primary
writing; with this difference, that man's current position of
knowing what he does brings in the great unifying senti-
mentalities of dream as surely as if offsets merely naive
forward narrative. The result is a lingual and temporal
syncretism, poised to make a new order. Traces of quite
remote glottochronology fold into the diorite stone; the
range and equaljty of terms ean include mind & record as for-
mal positions and still retain the whole freedom of primary
speech. The fulfilled sequence is now a great and moving
poem : :
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Dogtown to the right the ocean

to the left

opens out the Tight the river flowing

at my feet
G Toucester to my back

the Tight hangs
from the wheel of heaven

the great Ocean
in balance

the air is as wide
as the light

CHARLES OLSON: A4 house built by Capt. John Somes 1763

Men don't follow men they follow
men's ideas - epigraph to 4
Pamphlet mimeograph magazine
Pocatello Idaho (Idaho State
College)

Diderot, for example. I hate the spirit of streets. The spirit
anyway of this nation went away at some point of time between 1765
and 1770 and a man born about then, therefore a son rather of those
men who made the Revolution was already, in the first years of the
Nineteenth Century crying us down accurately - James Fenimore
Cooper, that early. A1l which writing including the hump-up of
the Middle of the 19th Century did insist upon and Melville had
already passed American art out into the geometry which alone -
until time re-entered, about 1948 - was what was making things
possible again. What it was which did break in the moment of time
in the Eighteenth Century must have been what Gino Clays has said
I'm sure as well as anyone, that when men are still putting down -
houses to Tive in and work to make food the earth is still 1lived
on. When that breaks - Captain Somes' house on Lower Middle Street
is the possibility at its last moment here on the new continent -
when it broke all had to be begun again. The critique by Cooper
was so complete all after was simply going to Tive it out, until
today - or at least until 1949. Any change, any new chance, had to
be toward earth not (again Gino Clays) across. Inside of the world
Clays says.
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The men of the Revolution, all heroes, are all False Identities,
Time of their Age Servants, good men in that sense of Deism which
doesn't go away at all, even right now the idea of God is mostly
that Architect or Gardener or a Fine Cellist After Dinner. Or State
Accomplisher. Actually Noah Webster, 1ike Cooper is a better End
of that than all those prolongations.

* I was a Gnostic possibly, I ain't any longer at least to my
present problems something neither Buddhist nor Gnostic will do,
but because ideas are only what live, or the Forms ideas are the
Statement of, it would be very valuable if we had now a completely
Indo-Europeanized American dictionary; and an encyclopedia** which
are at Teast unhampered by any premise of what knowledge is except,

* a Gnostic - or 13th century Muslim sense of time as intense

** an encyclopedia equally of roots, rather 1ike the Encyclopedia
of Religion and Ethics now, including say the difference of
the value of the decipherment of Linear A as against the
decipherment of Linear B etc

in that form, all that is known. Already (as Cree]ey has recently
pointed out) almost everyone who picks up at all are going on
something as slack as their own information and there is only,

as Creeley goes on to say, a small body (of whom Dorn is an
example) who really want to know.

This is simply also to place men like Gino Clays who have
the other clarity: I am going to be reborn inside the world. There
is migration, and there isn't, there is time - and no holes in it.

Charles Olson, for Ted Crump, April 10th, 1962
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GODDARD COLLEGE

PLAINFIELD - VERMONT

SPECTAL STUDENT PROGRAMN

Goddard will accept a number of special students on a one-term
credit basis (15 credits for a full program). The students will be
able to participate in all Goddard programs, courses, etc., will re-
ceive a campus room, and will eat with the regular students. The of-
ficial procedure will be for the student to file an educational plan
with a faculty member, including not only the specific courses
to be taken but a general outline of expectations for the term. Credit
for the term assumes fulfillment of the planned study. Courses are
otherwise ungraded. An individual may also attend on a noncredit
basis and have access to the facilities. For instance, the first
request for special student status was from a married couple both
with degrees in Literature who wanted to pursue a trimester's work in
photography and crafts for their own pleasure without a desire for a
degree.

It is impossible, at this juncture, to give a complete listing of
courses or even a reasonable partial one; however, by the early spring
such lists will be available and should be requested with inquiry.
There will be full programs in such areas as: literature, writing,
film, dance, photography, glassblowing, pottery, theatre, social sci=
ence, science, painting, graphics, video, education, design and con-
struction, anthropology, psychology, Vermont studies, etc. Below is
a list of some literature courses and other events either tentatively
or definitely planned for the spring term, beginning 1 May and running
through July. An asterisk indicates that the event is tentative; if
you have special interest in any on the items on the list, please note
such with your application., If your application is dependent on any
one event or several events, please note such also.

The fee is $2300 for a single term, financial aid available upon
application for it. Please write:

Goddard Special Student Program 1973
The Admissions Collaborative
Goddard College

Plainfield, Vermont 05667

COURSES
Barry Goldensohn: FORMS OF PHILOSOPHICAL LITERATURE.
Frank Oatman: THE HERO, SOURCES OF AMERICAN LITERATURE.
Jack Sheedy: OEDIPUS,
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Rob Tarule: LOGGING. NEW ENGLAND FARMING.

Richard Grossinger: BRITISH AND AMERICAN PROSE WRITERS: A STUDY IN
THE THEMES OF LANDSCAPE, GENEALOGY, AND SEXUALITY,

THE THEME OF IMMORTALITY IN THE LITERATURE OF SCIENCE FICTION,
PROPHECY, AND REINCARNATION.

AN INTRODUCTION TO FREUDIAN PSYCHOLOGY AND THE DEPARTURES FROM

IT ALONG BIOLOGICAL PARAMETERS,

Sally Binford: Anthropology and Archaeology courses.,

Lindy Hough: SPENSER, SIDNEY, RALEIGH, CASTIGLIONE.*

Charles Stein: ORIGINS OF MYTH. 19th CENTURY AMERICAN LITERATURE.*

ARTS, CONCERTS, AND LECTURES

May 19- Emily Frankel: Dancer Solo Concert; May 20 - Master Class,
May 19-22 = Annual Poetry Colloquium: Robert Creeley, Edward Dorn,
Elizabeth Bishop*, Adrienne Rich*,

May 24-27 - Goddard New England Film Festival - Nicholas Ray,
Adjudicator. May 27: full showing of winning entries.,

May ? - Joseph Bloom, pianist; Marc Estrin, cellist; Malcolm Gold-
stein, violinist perform an all Ives concert including the complete
Concord Sonata.

June 6 - 10 - Interaction: Piano Trio (Residency) of Julliard Gradu-
ates; series of master classes, workshops, and two concerts.

July 7 = Pilobolus - Energy Circus.

July 22-29 (dates tentative) - Stan Brakhage: film showings and dis-
cussions; lecture.

June 2 -~ Joan Stone, Feminist/Dancer performs "Eve and the Serpent'.
Poetry readings: Theodore Enslin*, Gerrit Lansing (+ possible short
seminar)*, Kenneth Irby*, Anne Waldman*.

Lecture by Jule Eisenbud*. Lecture by Paul Metcalf*.

Films every Sunday night beginning with May 6: Orpheus, Gertrud, Mighty
Joe Young, Film Festival, The Nun, Dr. Strangelove, Complete showing of
Bruce Conmnor, The Point, Ordet, Kovacs, King of Hearts, Brakhage*,
Hollis Frampton films*, Mickey One. :

Exhibits: Joe Brainard*, Nicholas Dean*.

. . *
One week seminar concurrent with Brakhage: Gerrit Lansing.
Concert: bp Nichols and The Four Horsemen
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BRUCE Mc CiL El=AND

the Astronomers

Moon-starers,
I found,
anagram:
Astronomers.
& had it
in their blood
to Took at more.
Who knew
the anagrams
we once thought
orthography
& wrote it up.
(nomers :
they were, every
one,
who names stars
or puts them
in their place
in place of
sky. Constellation
a configuration
based on
eye
& thought
they saw.
These men write
Taws
& not words
(to put them in,
content
with sun & moon
& the luminaries
is content
enough,
brightness of
what catches the eye

& holds it
(not for any length
of time,

not enough
for laws,

but sees it
move,

that is

sees it,
& names it,
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proclaims it
law: astro-

nomy,
study of what governs
motions

of bodies

celestial,
Orion standing
in cold night,
looking at
anagram
& missing
what is
written.

Holes

A1l our stuff
left here (not taken
with us), neither
rune nor ruin,
styrofoam grail, for what
was it used?
(We are now

the passive. We are
used. to it. for what
is it used. what tense is
we.)

clutter it up, Job his
dunghill he would not have
to sit on if he sat
long enough or returned too late.
Treat the paper:
asbestos, as-
everything-
save cups for potables,
but save the words,
all things oxidized
leave gaussed,
aligned according to what was said
to them or heard,
leave the metals,
what you have.
"We spoke in strange ways
but kept it down
to what we called
'electronics.’
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We didn't speak to stones.
We didn't speak
to things that don't exist.
We kept our tenses straight,
& knew exactly
what time it is.
We made things which would last
until now.
There is a time
(knocking off the 'when')
models well-fashioned
after images
are models & taken as such."
So much injection,
& "all grammars leak."
(We send these ships
with well-intended holes,
big as craters,
which are bowls to drink
paradoxes from,
out & package
a bit of space
to put it in.)
A1l our stuff
has holes in it
we think,
where we stand we could
fall thru
at the right time
& be in China.
China is a model
for where we might fall,
whole, in our heads.
Adverb of place, on to the verb
so.something will be left,
if Earth's magnetic
field collapse & electrons
are something else
entirely.
(This is not a big problem,
history did not repeat itself,
or is discontinuous at that juncture.)
A11 our stuff
will be left
what needs be left,
grammars will not, the
holes in em will,
plasma linguistics,
self-contained & inaccessible,
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vanish on exposure
to light (all the money spent
on trying to leave nothing)
dark, all the film in the world
ruined & no longer ruin.
(nothing to do then
but dig it up
& see what's left,
all our stuff
has
(had) something to do
with hands, hands
of the eyes,
holes in things
useful as
a swisscheese balloen
they cannot eat.
Blow it up,
this business of hole-ography,
of deep-structure, of grave:
where we fit in,
the solid of the matter,
imperialist
displacement of earth
or water in the tub.
We found it!
(Whose bath is it,
now we know
how to fill
what wasn't
space to begin with
& talk of it
as if we'd just become dirty.
Nothing taken from
physics, or Plato, or anything
beginning with 'p',
but taking it is
giving it
another hole in the hull.

More of

our stuff, taking it with us
allows for

darkness, base metal,

& fuck the stone,

condom with a hole in it

& all the aphorisms & things
derivable,
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we learn our lesson,
what's gone is not
what we left.
(read that as
what's gone is
still
gone.

24 5l 2
22:52

\Y;Slack

Sparrow POST OFFICE BOX 25603 LOS ANGELES CALIFORNIA 90025

Press
CURRENT PUBLICATIONS
SMACK EARLY SELECTED Y MAS LISTEN
Tom Clark Paul Blackburn Robert Creeley
Paper: $3 Paper: $4 Paper: $3
HAWK MOON HONEY BY THE WATER COILS
Sam Shepard Tan Hamilton Finlay Clayton Eshleman
Paper: $4 Paper: §$3 Paper $4
THE LEAVES THE GREATEST STORY HERO/LIL
Ron Loewinsohn EVER TOLD David Meltzer
Paper: $3 Fielding Dawson Paper: $4

THE CONTINENTS by Richard Grossinger
GREED, PARTS 8, 9 & 11 by Diane Wakoski

Paper: $1.50

FORTHCOMING

LETTER TO WOMEN WHO LOVE ME by Robert Kelly
NEW WORK by Joe Brainard
THE SUN RISES INTO THE SKY by Fielding Dawson

MINNIE & MOSKOWITZ by John Cassavetes
THE ESCAPED COCK (unpublished version) by D.H. Lawrence

Write for descriptive
flyers
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NORMAN WEINSTETIN  KIRLIAN PHOTOGRAPHY (V)

I find myself returning to water
seeking solace

california coast

of jersey at night

summer solstice the white
blue afterimage

the flickering
beacon

of consciousness beaming
& to turn away from
its glare paining the retina

is an easy
escape from wisdom because

Melies watching the image
on Pathe's screen

did not turn away at what he believed was
a magic lantern
image

the waves on the screen
broke ground

& thundered
hitting the far
shore of the visible I hesitantly inhabit

bearing my own risk
of loss the chance

of floating in such
depth of

shuddering

wave
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JENNIFER DUNBAR: THE LATE SIXTIES

No correspondence for secret minds, cosmography furled on
the walls and the bitter throated calling of birds Tike cheap
imitation. The puzzle-tree next door is Jack's Beanstalk, giant
corpse in the ground. No mystery in imitation, only in the
mind's bend.

The surface flat. It's all planned from astral planes, mapped
moments and contours of coincidence.

No substance in mock form, inching through the day without
authenticity. Magic carpets cover the floors. There is a con-
stant current of music. Through the open doors...The divine
idea of one.

So that grasping a refracted ray of fancy satisfies the
greed from the central reference, to churn on myth wheels, to
deny that solid frame. Anonymous dreams flash on each cross
at the top of a hill, at bend of the road.

The point of view is taped in Camera-past with everything else.
Now what? If that's therapy where's the secret and who's
getting cured. Empty frames from snuffed thoughts breed their
own reflection. Entities of Breathing Tines take some strain
off the logic of sentence. Chaos hangs in chains, shadowed
links around the map. Breaking up the glass front makes a mess
on conscience, with eyes avoiding blood and cracked heads,
shaping their picture afterwards, always treading behind
inmindedly, raising 1ike flour then to stand firm as the
ridiculous puzzle-tree.

The dragon eats his own tail resistless in Tocking and unlocking
1ife in his jaws. How can we do more? Unattended things die.
Salt has become important to the sea, and faded dreams.
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Just take a look
at yourself in the mirror !
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Marylou flew straight o
the heart of the big woods.
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