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[NUMBER 27]

THE ART OF LITERATURE

I went to the door

And who do I see

Deputy Sheriff with a
paper for me

— —
—— -
e

It's
The Angel of Death

Wiggles of Life
tremers of glegance

Ceme dewn from that hayleft
Ceme you down for me

I'm here in the oatbin
Rabbing the glee

Death Angel fungus turn=on
flap,

18:X:62
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The SATURDAY VISITATIONS

I.
Belligerencel
Mixed bathing, &
That was the end of the Rowman fmpire
Which ought to have lasted
at least three weeks longer
?
OCh yes,

19 people, cars, a GREAT BIG
Highway Fatrolman

on purpose,

in cars.
II.
ALL PEOPLE
they love the/they
tryto tell

us/we may sue
1

Very tiring,

¥*

FORGET IT

[NUMBER 27]
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[NUMBER 27]

SUNDAY AFTERNOOu DIbuzr FUNG LOY RASTAURALT SAu FRANCISCQ 25:4T:62

Bis
TAGON

7 o'clock trip to kitchen

INK
By the pocketful

Ink in jars, tubes,
blocks and dishes

Never (or seldom) where it
belongs

on \J/

TIMz&
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SUNDAY AFTERNOON DINNER,

More ink misplaced.

*

cuttlefish in sepia sauce

B

chop éuey

eggs fu-yung
pork newdrilles
fortunate kookies

fly shlimp

bosatsu pudding -

4

When the cuoke of the cooking flies away

All that's left we
censumz what may.
a very Chinese interest.
plastic., Do I bore you. -
coriancder leaves,

*

A pot, apart fron wvhich
©as; preclous waguentis, herbal
wines & cssential oils,
sweat & ooze, collect
a powder of gone spiders.

PORTENTOUSLY
SUNDAY

FOOD SMOKE

as if -z weres gods &c
presences

cherubic

[NUMBER 27|

cont'd
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[300]

HELLO TO ALL TH& FOLKS BACK HOME

Many's the time I've rocked you to sleep in that chair, many's
the hour he had %o walk the floor while you bellered and squalled
now you have to act up ugly now you are sorry now we are dead

and gone now you will say to yourself O, I'D GIVE ANYTHING

Id THZ WORLD IF I'D ONLY NOT DOWN& THAT WAY THENI

Sure enough, here I sit, bereft of those who truly cared for

me, penniless because, against their injunctions I've practised
laziness instead of industry and thrift, covered with shame, over-
whelmed with remorse and horrid guilt, another miserable derelict
wash2d up on the sleazy shoddy coast of Bohemia after the shipwreck
of ny passionate lusts and pridefulness anéd perversity among the
raging seas of the actual world, sure as God made little greem apples.

low I'm trying very hard to think of lines to speak in the Third Act,
What to pui Into Chapter A£I. What to play for an encore,. Because
~lthcuzh I'm through I'm not finished. What better persons, what
morc clevaied thought znd speech the" yours, my ancestors,what

nore clegant blood shall I spill on these plebeian scaffolds, what
grzater herocs, queens than you undigested, undegraded ghosts,

(desunt czierae)

o F i
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THEL ART OF LITERATURE, 2ud Part.

Gull flies ahead of his )
reflection in the wave,

19:4£:62
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HEIGHO, NOBODY'S AT HLOME

Certaln teachings are whispered iInto the right ear,
others are murmured into the left; but the

most sacred & arcane of all must be blown 1into

the crown of the head & down through the sutures

of the skull bone. When the recipient of this
wisdom 1s able to convey it to another human being,
to a horse, to an ant, a splder, an owl, a goldfish
& a high cliff by words, gestures, actions

which probably affect the lives of any

such beings I'1ll be happy to call him a

wise man, saint, successful poet, living man, etc.

Why not now?
What's the reason I'm not reaching you? (Since I think of you,
your presence-- your existence-- is unquestionable)

But reasons and ontologlies are generally unlnteresting.
I've chosen the wrong way to amuse or instruct. This is
a subject, a toplic, a locus, & you have been trained to

interpret such items of discourse as ilmplyling certain conventional
stances.

How many times have I told you, Milicent, that "blow" is only
a figure of speech?

12:£I1:62



[NUMBER 27]

IGNORANTACCIO

Where do you suppose the world begins

It wakes up every morning brooding sins of dreams

Tree heavens, mouse fears, 1t contemplates a punishment condign
For living criminally... although that criminal should have lived
But twenty seconds he must suffer infinitely

& up, & up, let's pack our leather clothes and be off
To the bondage freak balll

T:VITi6l

[303]




[NUMBER 27]

[304]

The ART OF LITERATURA, #3, A Total Explanation, for Dr. A.

Busts out, at last, in spite of impossible conditions,

all the magic performed to keep it down and in-- or

a Caesarian section-- even while She sits at the
threshold, her legs crossed & knots tied in her hair & clo-
thing, as Judas hls guts burst out through his

own restraining fingers, as Jonah thrown ashore

as myself puklng up the present, the past, the future,
drunk & sweating & endlessly weeping,

puking up lungs nuts kidneys & all my

brains come spraying out through my eyes & ears

& nose .

What has money or the lack of it
How does the dollar apply?

Invest your money in the stock market what
I need is to write this which I have done,

And thls perhaps unnecessary but ourious college kid
Wednesday explaining with delight there were now 2

beautiful girls in a hitherto boring & profitless class

how the sight of them roused his pecker, how he tried

& tried to restrain it, how it very nearly exceeded

all convention, embarrassed, nobody having let him know

he is a man, nobody having told the ladies it was a compliment
to thelr beauty

21:4:62



INUMBER 27]

without gills or lungs or brain
making its way
"ahead"
& getting all it wants via skin osmosis

the spinal fluid ocozed away & the bones sealed

themselves over, straight - AHEAD, T don't mean it went in
a circle any smaller than the diameter of the earth
the density

frozen krypton atmospherel

.center,

repeat from "oozed away & the bones sealed"

(our?)

(our?)

13:IX:62
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