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For my little Boo Boo, Bee Bee and Lulu,
with eternal love and affection

--Daddy


CONTENTS

july 1997 – typewriter spew  7/8/97				10

First Spasms							12

FuckShit							15

Valentine’s Day Drunk					16

3/15/95-Stinger’s Pre-Purim Spew				19

Stapleton Airport, Denver, Colorado, 8/17/93,
	3:30 or so p.m.					20

Bed Spasms							22
	

A Day in the Park Spasm					26


CONTENTS (cont.)

Song of the Shit-Stained Bastard				27

My Mouth and the Mountain					29

Meditative Spew						31

4/18/97-RT Clock 7:30-Old Man Mike			32

5/14-15/96-For Mr. Fish					33

Discipline							34

For the Love of God						36

Ode to Maura							38



	july 1997 - typewriter spew  7/8/97  by howard n kaplan
			ttThis is the first thing Ill will write
to begin my madness      ; here and now drunk god shines on my beautiful
	bladder
hell is here and now  bless my balls oh lord in your own image
god the resemblance is uncanny--you and i and the universe
god bless my balls    god i can't wait to die and be done
fuck this blessed earth and all herein
fuck yet another day to wake to suck to shit to fuck myself and you oh god
thank you for my hands  i can only do so much with them
and my tongue is too short to talk to you
thank you for the toys...ilike to keep all my balls in the air

it8s something to do while i,m alive...poke myself awake to piss and shit
outside my bed all is hazy and irrelevant and full of bad karma and vomit
what man-made pool big enough to hold the shit of all that i was
i can be a million monkeys jerking off simultaneously like a salute to my lord
thanks for the penis, really, it makes me glad i,m hereand the balls, tooo
my balls remind me that i am helplessand destined to rot anyway
god ican,twait to die ... i will walk into the ocean  i will walkiwalk
     only my penis counts my penis,  my soul is sucked in the same end



my ejaculant solid as sound... sink to soil like everything else
fire and brimstone in my balls and more fat on my heart to give away
viscous madness on my plate and in my heart and balls
such pleasure from this device ... me, not my balls this time
but this extension of my hands...my shit will always stink
lubricate this ancient device...hands behind my back
yes, my new device is this thing to make words with
fuck this cliche and fuck me for money and make me a happy boy
solid as shit; head towards heavennothing new to say to you oh lord
the same words mean the same thing ...pussshitvomitcumdoodyfuck no new words
too many options for my penis make it hard for me to be divine
cum and go and sleep and drink and die
despite all the vegetables i eat...too anxious to lose this body
the end is always there, thank god, released in some ephemeral odor from my ass
reminding me of god somehow...how one horse beats another in a race
my nose is ahead of yours and therefore i am the faster horse
hot water on my balls precludes global ecstacy
how good to have these words

First Spasms

Let the world come to me
Nothing as wide and deep
  as the infinite rage
Between my bowels and my heart
My mouth and the mountain
Nothing solid for daddy

Let gravity take me
How Hard to Hurt Myself

Endlessly Redundant
Pissn'Wipe
Inevitably tired of the cosmic experience

So this is all I can do now--
Drivel and heartburn
More trouble keeping shit in my body

Bliss in a vacuum
Transparent flesh
Creamy Yummy Center
All in the No Mind



Somehow rip the demons from my body
Exhaust every cell from my nerves

Pulverize my bones, burn my flesh
Leave no mark on this fucking world--

Hard chill on my knees
All the Vomit in the World
Spewn from my bowels into my bowl

Somehow my shit still exists
Purely grotesque divine diarrhea
Alive as long as I shit and piss
No vomit long enough to purge my soul

Somehow the world is not big enough for me
And my immensely tiny penis

Sad spasm of the soul



Too much irony
Gives me gas and hiccups

Time Always Means Nothing

Say to others: "Just Stop Struggling."
						(1/97+2/98)

FuckShit

Spit out enough wrong words
Until I find one that is right
"Fuck" comes close
But doesn't really do it
One right word to live and die for
Ahhhh . . . "SSSShhhiiittt"
No, not that either,--
I've said shit all my life,
Fresh out of the Womb,
"Shit, mom, I'm alive
And I don't blame you for my pain--
Pain is just part of living,
It's not your fault the world is this way,
I'm just looking for a better word
Than ’Shit!’"
Shit! I hate it when I'm heavy
No Good Humor Leads to Hard hurt feelings
And I can live any way I choose
Within my means
And the lifetime of my liver

We are all very strange animals
					(8/28-29/97)

Valentine's Day Drunk

Prematurely sloppy on Valentine’s Day
at 6 pm
Theoretical restraint on a stainless-steel bar
Vodkatonic by my side and in my gut
Slowslide into familiar insanity
Too long to live, too anxious to die -
Resist the smoke outside
Indulge the oil in my liver
Swallow the foam in my mouth
Tomorrow will be brighter
	-
Monk on the mind
Toilet in the brain
Find a pot to piss in
And work to pay my way
	-
Lungs spit inside out
The mangled lives of my ancestors
Piled high beneath my bottom
Babelian tower of shit
	-


More important words than this
No warm light to soothe the soul
All the unsaid, unrealized words
Mangled in the empty mouth machine
	-
Like fish struggling for water
We reach for a connecting line
To pull ourselves to some heavenly pail
Gutted and filleted before God
	-
Heavenly pan of sizzling flesh
Evenly cooked on every side
Holyhole through the soul
And on the plate with butter and rice
	-
Poke out our eyes to see God clearly
Why were we made this way?
Subatomic god in bacterial shit
Keep all my clothes around me.

All the beautiful images of me in the bathroom
Reflect a basic need to piss and rinse my mouth
Nail my heart to my sleeve and a star
	on my forehead
Bless my circumcised penis wherever it goes

Forgive God for Its indiscretions
And overpriced cemetery plots
No time to sleep, no time to call
Perverse core of my scrotum

No new direction to consider
Multi-sided cancer blessed by God
Slowspeed around the turn
Vomit-orbit around the Sun

Never known for the nice new thing
Too many bodies to carry to Heaven
Nothing else to write about
Perpetual cycle of flesh and soul

Left with only words to write
The sight of God has left me blind
Groan to the wind till no wind blows
Unconscious Heaven of the Soul
	-
No Steely Music
Too early to be this drunk

					(2/14/96, 6-7:30 p.m.)

3/15/95-Stinger's Pre-Purim Spew

My heart is a crazy-haired animal blurred by its own ambition to free itself
From my body nasty inside underskin flesh cooked by smoke insaneinsideoutman
Not in body, not in mind, not in the mood to be outside, heart-twisted blind
And beating pulse above all brain delivered truth on signing meat of the month
Unflavored, dry and pale redundant flesh denies love at all costs, monumental
Insignificant pound of flesh this heart this mind this reversible tent of soul.

Aboveaway and beyond garmentflesh remains in the grave fertilizing concrete flowers
Pretentiousflesh defies primal instinct to communicate but still hold this spot
On earth as my own intense fear of independent living painandpatience waiting
For the next life to take meagain redundant consciousnessbargodbless
My beer and the liquids of my lifelike all the pisspassing throughme
Fuelfutilefleshforfivemoreyears

Blacksky Alaska Evergreen Sniffing
Grandmaster FlashinthePan

Stapleton Airport, Denver, Colorado, 8/17/93, 3:30 or so p.m.

Pure, ripened lips overflowed with moist tender
  awareness, unknowing soul--
No other in the center -- holy hole
And yet painfully familiar dead end
Singular life, pure, unrepentant, undefined, unrefined
  uncivilized, unrealized--
fuck or be fucked--
Then rest, sleep, and wake again for fucking
Then time and age make flesh exhausted,
Serene in the flesh of being newborn--born to fuck
To my own dead end--opaque image of
  our own ruthless routine of wake, eat, fuck, sleep,
  wake, eat, fuck, sleep, endless routine to the dead end,
Like waiting for a drink in Stapleton airport
Way ahead of time for a 5:30 flight to San Francisco,
two pints of brew in my gut, my second half before me,
too many travelers waiting and drinking and waiting to drink
Not much fucking to see, but anticipation of the fuck,
How many fucks tonight, here tonight and across the globe,
Certainly not enough for me--never enough fuck--
Too far desirous for my own dead end--I've had enough,
I guess, of all that I've had--far beyond my mind--
Far too familiar dead end--off in ninety-five minutes
to fly to another bar--another mind-blown attempt
at immortality, a new city to conquer--my ego
and my Zen No Mind intermingle in a drunken stupor--
to stumble about the airport in search of cool
Video Games.
  Yes, fuck me before I die.

Bed Spasms

Too often overly articulate words
Lose meaning in my mouth

All the volumes I can drink
And have like rivers before me

Far easier to have nothing to live for
How many more ways can I fuck with myself?

Almost far too late to absorb something solid
There must be some dignity in my end

Rich and ripe
Quiet Eternity

Subterfuge in my bowels
Endless shit pudding puddle of soul

Only let myself rest
When I've exhausted every other opportunity
How long left for me to breathe?



Silent swelter of my body waste
Stinky in my bed
No bubble to burst
No gas to pass
All that I've done is around me

All my holes in one whole
Eternal foam beside my bed
All my hearts in one shake-n-bake

In a world that's all soft and wonderful
Nothing is more beautiful
Than the bubbles before me

How long to drink my insides out?
Too much love in the drink I'm drinking now
Infinitely insecure of my own mortality

Always more asleep later than now
Beer and bone and book
This heart in this place in this time

Hold hard onto the empty end
Always in a rush for the next one
Soaked liver in beerbroth

Behemouth breath
Hale inhale in simultaneous shift
Deep singular motion

Thick memory's bedpiss sleep
Too tired to wake
And pull myself through all my own shit

Bubble in my bottom
Semen on my schmeke
Only one place to start on my penis
Only one bone on my plate

Crazy Alcoholic Frenzy
Lifelong Wrath Beyond the Womb
Only my own thumb up my ass

How I love my beer
The way I love nothing else
Between my heart and my gut
My soul and my sphincter
Only man could create an Angry God
So Wholly in His Own Image

Make the most of this life on earth
Every shit in my life
Is a monument to God
				(3-4/7+2/98)

A Day in the Park Spasm

Melodious Wail into the Void
Soul's Subterfuge in my Scrotum
Future Premonition of Heaven and cheesecake
Sweet Solstice of Silent Eternity
Heaven in my Empty Bowels
Hard relic of a Utopian Dessert
Smoke+Sleep and Sad New Life
Fuck this Karma and Everything Else
Daddy Wants His Laughing Gas--

				(6/20/97-Wash Sq Pk 1:20 p.m.)


Song of the Shit-Stained Bastard

What beasts lurk in life's-long bowel
Movements shake the earth,
Birth releasing Future Wife's
Eternal flame spark Heavenly Gaseous
Angels above
And demons below
Warm, singular direction toward Truth
Undeniable God in the Rectum
The center within
And the center without a center or a rectum
Or a God outside the Self
And all the shit within
And shit outside the body
Strange beast born of my bowels
Enlighten the body toward heaven
Angelic shit like rain
To bury and release mortal
Souls into the air
Perpetual slide into oblivion
I want no more than this:



Bed and scotch
and a bowl to piss in
All your flesh only for me
Falling light upon my bed
	(4/96+2/98)	

My Mouth and the Mountain

Ah, what wonderful inertia
Fulfill our vacuous destiny
Pull forward toward the center
Unyielding subterfuge
How hard to hold on to
  the hard edge?

Life an endless drink
Sleep, the undeniable savior
Too deep for the deep end
Pathetic ceaseless cesspool of heaven

My mouth and the mountain
Solid silent absence of sound
Yeats and Kellog Pop-tarts,
Beer and meat and Yodels
3-day drunk dream



Intense misdirection
Always best to end like this
Live for no more words
I cannot stop until I stop trying to stop.

						8/16/93

Meditative Spew

Odd root between my buttocks
Connects me to the earth

Sit up straight and stop thinking
Try to aim for the bowl

Don't piss in the sink
Despite its convenience

Walk to the bowl like a man
Be sure to sit when you shit

Keep everything in one place
Toss everything that's stinky

Wipe your asshole clean like God
First looking at creation

Each dump like a seed, a mark
A gesture of defiance toward death

I shit, therefore I am
					(6/2-3/97+2/98)

4/18/97-RT Clock 7:30-Old Man Mike

No challenge
But to breathe

Old Man Mike--
Mr. Come n' Go--

Comes all over his bloated flesh
Sad, pathetic desire for Chinese Food

Nothing good--everything sad
Blahblahblah into Void



5/14-15/96-For Mr. Fish

Poor Mr. Fish died last night
He died while I slept
Dreaming of the sea
Dead and out to sea

No more sleep needed to die
Redundant Daily Dead End

I left Mr. Fish to Wallow
In his own shit
Now with mine
Ascending toward heaven

Discipline

Discipline makes me want to jerk off
  on a pig
  and laugh incessantly to God
Thick with genius and barbeque sauce
My thick penis, God's great gift to me--

Eternal internal dichotomy
Sacred and insane
Shit on bread
Tonight's last supper
Last Week's Want Ads
Drawing Dust on the floor
Macaroni and cheese
  and scotch and water
Multilayered jazz on video
Self-sucking dreams of what
  Life might be like
Without scotch or ice cream

Eggs and Ice and Bitter Roots
Forever clog my arteries



Steely shit squeezed from my buttocks
Here’s to the absence of thought

Each beer in two breaths
Gorge myself on meat and bread and scotch
Please squeak when I come inside you

Just let me sleep between your knees

Sugarmelty chocolate panties
Soft flesh always soft
Great nuance of consciousness
How daddy loves his little lubricant

The dark secret of your mouth
Baffles me with wonder
Where words end no thoughts begin
I can do anything with my penis
					(7/24-25/97)

For the Love of God

No shining words now
Full of nothing to say
Where is the other asshole
Supposedly ripped into my body?
somewhere with my soul, I guess--
Not doing much with this body of mine
Daily shit my own body waste
Forsaken angelic debut of what's on my mind
Map of the world on my butt
The Word of God on my liver
From God's lips to my sphincter
Only Eternity Passes Between Us
And we embrace like this
God, and a pathetic skinny White Boy
Coupling at Creation, Giggling at Cartoons
Making More Sense from this Nothing
Than either could Conceive
With No Commercial Breaks
But only my butt to Slap
Deaf Rhythm in the Void
Broken bones and teeth and Battered Spirit
Alcoholic breakfast at noon
Perfect Waffle Shit--the Son I'll never have--
All My Seed Upon My Floor--
Genetic Wax on my Hardwood
Hand on Rocks, Sand on Paper
Still nothing new to say
Perfect Sand on Shit, Salt in Water
Shitsparklediamondcoal and Everything I think I love--
No more nerves to shoot
Hell is still an altogether familiar
Vat of semen and puss
Like I haven't been here before
Endless laughter up my sleeve
My shirt is full of hiccups
And unfulfilled jokes
To think I stayed awake for this
Allow myself every indiscretion
Including failure at every turn

Ode to Maura

Maura Robinson
in running shoes-- no, clogs--  no, combat boots--
with her mouth open, running backwards,
ready to catch the giant wad of Love
I shoot from the comfort of my bed, out
my window -- Ode to Maura:

Skin like milk
Breathwhisperlavender
Lips peaches sweet to mouth
Hotheavy longtongue over falling water
Slow storm through your summer dress
Through your pores open, exhausted
Painfully weep against the rock
Such joy, such exaltation, hardrush
of water upon stone,
No, no end to this.
					6/9/95	
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