
 
 
Part of my charm: 

envious blues feeling  
separation of church & state  
grim calls from drunk debutantes 
 

Morning never aids me in my quest. 
I have to trim my beard in solitude. 
I try to hum lines from “The Poet In New York”. 
 

People saw metal all around the house on Saturdays. The 
Phone rings. 
 

terrible poems come in the mail. Descriptions of celibate par-
ties 

torn trousers: Great Poets dying  
with their strophes on. & me  
incapable of a simple straightforward 
anger. 

 

It’s so diffuse 
being alive. Suddenly one is aware 

that nobody really gives a damn. 
My wife is pregnant with her child. 
“It means nothing to me”, sez Strindberg. 
 

An avalanche of words 
could cheer me up. Words from Great Sages. 

Was James Karolis a great sage?? 
Why did I let Ora Matthews beat him up  
in the bathroom? Haven’t I learned my lesson.  

I would take up painting  
if I cd think of a way to do it  
better than Leonardo. Than Bosch  
Than Hogarth. Than Kline. 

 

Frank walked off the stage, singing 
“My silence is as important as Jack’s incessant yatter.” 
 

I am a mean hungry sorehead. 
Do I have the capacity for grace?? 
To arise one smoking spring  
& find one’s youth has taken off  
for greener parts. 
 

A sudden blankness in the day  
as if there were no afternoon. 
& all my piddling joys retreated  
to their own dopey mythic worlds. 
 

The hours of the atmosphere  
grind their teeth like hags.  

 

(When will world war two be over?) 
 

I stood up on a mailbox  
waving my yellow tee-shirt  
watching the grey tanks  
stream up Central Ave. 

 

All these thots  
are Flowers Of Evil  
cold & lifeless  
as subway rails 

 

the sun like a huge cobblestone  
flaking its brown slow rays  
primititi 

once, twice, . My life  
seems over & done with. 
Each morning I rise  
like a sleep walker 
& rot a little more. 

 
All the lovely things I’ve known have disappeared.  
I have all my pubic hair & am lonely. 
There is probably no such place as Battle Creek, Michigan! 

 

 
Tom Mix dead in a Boston Nightclub  
before I realized what happened. 
 

People laugh when I tell them about Dickie Dare! 
 

What is one to do in an alien planet  
where the people breathe New Ports? 
Where is my space helmet, I sent for it  
3 lives ago . . . when there were box tops. 
 

What has happened to box tops?? 
 

0, God . . . I must have a belt that glows green 
in the dark. Where is my Captain Midnight decoder??  
I can’t understand what Superman is saying! 
 

 

THERE MUST BE A LONE RANGER!!! 
     . . . . 

 

but this also 
is part of my charm. 
A maudlin nostalgia  
that comes on 
like terrible thoughts about death. 
 

How dumb to be sentimental about anything 
To call it love 
& cry pathetically 
into the long black handkerchief 
of the years. 
 “Look for you yesterday 
  Here you come today 
 Your mouth wide open 

But what you got to say?”  
 

—part of my charm 
 

old envious blues feeling  
ticking like  a big cobblestone clock. 
 

I hear the reel running out . . . 
the spectators are impatient for popcorn: 
It was only a selected short subject 
 

F. Scott Charon 
will soon be glad-handing me 
like a legionaire 
 

My silver bullets all gone 
My black mask trampled in the dust 
 

& Tonto way off in the hills  
moaning like Bessie Smith. 
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Look For You Yesterday, Here You Come Today 
 


