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Strength and Suffering page

My Body
Where does my body begin?

I exist in words--my work,

my body is bound by these pages,

a shallow feeling of permanence
through the shapes of letters
Symbols smeared on the page

Like a cave painting--

Words only the shadow of the story--
1 am propelled by a profound desire
to stop thinking.

I am invisible--my life is not my own,

I live in the third person,

My lite's a story I watch unfolding from a distance
Sate from all emotion, protected by these words,

I pile page upon page around me like a fortress.
In this excess to find release from a physical body——
I am in a constant state of vanishing

Barely here, not wanting to wake in the morning—-
Never asked to be born--1 cannot resist

The weight of my body——

To transcend the body through a body of words—-
The valve with which 1 maintain momentum

and keep myself from killing myself.

I am immense--my desire is boundless—-

Kept in check by the limits of my body

I can achieve just so much in just one lifetime--
I am a mere molecule of myself. . .
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The Stone
Where is my brother?

Soft, sweet innocence

Was buried with my brother.

Cold and white, he strangled himself to death
While he was masturbating

In a chair in my room

While I was away in college.

He was fourleen;

He had braces on his teeth

And a baseball hat

He would never take off his head;

He played the drums like my father and I,

He didn't do drugs and he wasn't depressed--
And while he was masturbating

In a chalr in my room

He tied a pajama bottom around his neck

To extend his orgasm through auto-erotic asphyxiation.
But he fell off the chair

While he was jerking off

And he's dead now.

(You can read about this
Masturbatory exercise

In an article by Ann Landers.
She responded to a letter
From a worrled parent

And explained this method

Of self-gratification.

You can trust Amn Landers
Because she knows everything.)

My other brother is his identical twin;

He found Matthew dead on the floor of my room

One week before their birthday.

Scott and Matt were born three years and a day after me,
The three of us would celebrate on the nearest weekend
(usually the last of October)--

T'm a typical big brother--a tightass with his toys.

A bully who never really wanted younger brothers to bother me.

Scott found his twin brother
Dead on the floor.

My father called me at college
And said Katt was very sick
And that I should come home.

Scott met me at the airport
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with my aunt and my uncle.

I had helped a blind man

Out of the bathroom in the airport
And it seemed ironically symbolic

Since I didn't know how "sick” Matt was.

Scott and I talked about rock groups

In the back of my uncle's car.

When we got home and I saw

Neighbors swarming in our driveway--
Mattl's friends on their bicycles

Older people milling about

Smelling out tragedy for lhelr daily gossip.

My parents greeted me inside the house

Crying like infants, "Matthew is dead! Matthew is dead!”
And I cried for a while, holding them,

On our family couch.

Scott was unbearably cals throughout the day
But them, at night, when all the strangers had gone
He exploded with grief on my parents’ bed

And I stroked his hair and stared down at his face
A million miles away

While he screamed at our brother.

No matter how bad I feel
Matt will always be dead.
I've swallowed this truth
And it is like a stone
That I cannot change
Or remove from my body.

I have no choice--
I wake in the morning

To work to buy food to maintain my body
To wake and work again.

I have no responsibility

Except to myself.

I've learned to expect nothing

From no one.

1 shun pity and compassion

And keep both passion and pain
Locked in tiny boxes inside my chest.

*ox ox

1 had an ulcer when I was thirteen

(Four years before Matt died)

Because 1 had high expectations for myself.
I had to get the best grades I could
Because that's how I judged myself.
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My body revolted.

1 was anemic and couldn't gain weight
There was a physical, stomach-acid burning
Pain inside my chest.

I was put In the hospital for a week during Christmas
To take tests to seec why my blood was so thin.

I think that my doctor just wanted to scare me;

But as my daily blood tests became routine

I learned not to be afraid of needles.

I shared a room with a man dying of cancer-—-
He screamed every night

In pain

Desperately asking nurses for medication.

As I laid awake feeling small and meaningless
I promised myself never to die in a hospital.

His family came to visit one day

The same day my family came to see me.

(Scott stayed home.)

Matt had a crush on the man's younger daughter—-

They were schoolmates and the man's son a schoolmate of mine--
Barely an acquaintance to me

And when his father died

I heard how the son had taken a handful of mescaline

And broke his leg on a motorcylcle.

Pain pervades our race, it seems,
Our ceremonles of grief attempt to give it meaning
And solace in that we are not alone.
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Integrity

We had to drag my mother through my brother's funeral
She wouldn't stop crying, "My baby! My baby!

Walking to the grave she wanted to stop by her father's tombstone
So she could cry for a while over there.

We dragged her to Matthew's grave

Because that's what we were there for.

While we were saying the Kaddish she collapsed
And T let her friends take her

Because my father and Scott were having trouble with the Hebrew.
The Kaddish is the prayer for the dead—-

It was written on a little card in Hebrew

With English in phonetics beneath it.

I read it through with my father and brother--

A tamiliar prayer from Hebrew school services
And toward the end I was staring at the horizon
Blurred thick with a heavy, palpable fog

And T felt a great release with the tinal words
That meant absolutely nothing to me.

We dragged mom back to the limosine
Crowding inside because there wasn't enough room
For my parents, my brother, my grandmothers and me
And while my mother swooned I gripped Scott's arm
Babbling to him, "Be noble. Be noble."

What I meant by this was that we should be strong
And not look for help or pity or compassion

That this truth of our lives can be a llke a rock,
A solid core around which everything else in lite
Can be seen as equally meaningless.

I feel strong knowing that nothing can be more stupid
Than your brother dying while bamming his bishop

or stroking his salami, or jerking his bird,

or any other adolescent exercise in self-indulgence.

When I dream of him I remind him (and myself)
That he's dead.

I see him with his baseball hat and braces
And I hug hin and say, "You're dead.”

He looks sad and walks away

Because it's a drag being dead.

I hope Matt came before he died.
I think of him and God masturbating in Heaven
And know that it's beautiful Up There.
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Laughter is stronger than tears
And 1 can't force myself to cry.

I laugh Instead, and it hurts,

Because it keeps the box of pain locked
Safe and distant inside my chest.
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The Muse
What is this voice inside my head?

The Muse sings to me from distant horizons--
She is faceless and beautiful,

Translucent, angelic,

Obscured by the garbage spewed

From the mouths, cocks, cunts and assholes
Of the machinery o#*we call humanity.

The Muse sings to me in my sleep,

Through music,

And propels me through spasms of creativity
I pay her homage in my poetry,

But my words are a pale shadow

To the brilllant images

Evoked in my mind by her song.

I wrote my first poem in the third grade
A rhymed stanza about Thanksgiving--
Encouraged by my teacher I wrote more rhymed poems

And made a book called Poems About Holidays.

¥y second book was a collection of "profound” thoughts
Written at the same time as the holiday book;

I called it Life Is/Death Is

And in 1t 1 spewed childlike dogma

In morbid one-line sentences like:

"Life is Light/Death Is Dark"--

All this almost a decade before

The indescribable, profound silence of death

That followed my brother into the ground.

My parents are agnostic

Because atheists don't get off on holidays.
They sent me to a reformed Hebrew school

So 1 could learn about the heritage of my race
And understand more fully my place in the world
Even if I never believed in God.

I believe that Kafka lives inside me--

Like a cockroach walting to burst through my skin--
And with a ravenous intellectual appetite

I read Camus and Sart® in Junior High School

And spewed existential dogma with pre-adolescent glee
At every school-mates' bar-mitzvah I attended.

1 read comic books and wrote horror stories
That I put together in a collection of stories
Called Hell Visions and Other Wet Dreams;
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I indulged in adolescent excess

Writing about blood and puss and puke and shit,
Expressing the burning pain of my ulcer

In a story about a man dissected by aliens.

1 kept writing because it gave me pleasure
Distancing myself from real life

Into a life of words;

I wrote a story called “The Existential Chicken”
About a chicken who goes on a philosophical quest
For meaning In his life

And in the end his head is chopped off

And he's eaten by the farmer's family.

I wrote more storles and created a book
Called The Existential Chicken and Other Philosophical Animals;
It was early in high school and when I was asked

To write a play

For the school "Sing"

None of my ideas were funky enough

For the gum-snapping girls of Canarsie High School,

So I wrote a dozem plays for myself.

I made a book called Frozen Rubber Chickens and Other Plays,
Each play Absurd in a classic sense

From the Beckett and Pinter I had read.

Only a few are physically producable

And when I put them together in a book I thought

It would be the last thing I would write.

I felt dry and empty,
Full of adolescent desires

And unfulfilled by the paper I had written on.
My work seemed like mental excrement--

Devoid of value because they weren't published
And not "real” in anyome's eyes including my own.

A tew months passed and I eventually wrote a book

About a midget Frenchman with a ravenous sexual appetite.
I had read Lust For Life for an English class

And chose Toulouse Lautrec as a role model.

This book was my first novel.

Actually, it was a serles of stories

Called mmmmuumm;&g;
The first story I wrote was the last chapter in the book

Where our diminutive hero is smothered to death
In the flesh of the fattest woman In France
While he fucks her.

1 wrote another horror/love story
About a boy In a circus where a special attraction
Are acrobats who hang by their necks
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And are cut down on the brink of death
By the circus knifethrower, who is also the Ringleader
And the bad guy.

1 wrote all this before Matt died
And T never knew about auto-asphyxiation
Until my parents explained It to me

The truth

About Matthew's little accident.

1 know that had I known about it
1 would be doing it myself;

I had no limits in pleasing myself

And felt righteous In my self-indulgent attitude.

When I went away to college I took my first writing workshop
And flourished in the discipline
And immediate responses of my peers;
1 published storles and poems in the school's magazines
And collected thirteen stories
Over four years to produce a senior thesls called
Alive and Well on the Road to Self-Destruction
and Other Paths of Righteous Indulgence.
1 wrote the first story in the collection before Matt died,
1t's called "Falling Through Purgatory"
And 1t climaxes
When the existential protagonist kills a prostitute
By chocking her to death while they are fucking.
He feels no regret or remorse over the murder
And it ends with him describing the box
In which he's imprisoned.

I sell my work for two bits a copy;
I published myself, reproducing my thesis

Like children.

By giving my work value

I am able to say

That I made twenty-five bucks off my first book.

Selling my work like this
Is a form of prostitution.

When I sell a copy

1 separate myself from the work,
Setting It free Into the world

To let it wander like an abandoned child.
1 have no remorse over this process—-
I made my two bits

And can move on to something else.
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My Education

When I was a younger child

1 was teased by other children

For being so quiet and skinny and shy.

In the second grade I looked around

And realized I had no friends.

A school aide plopped me into a group of kids
Where I met my best friend Dave.

Dave is a musical prodigy

And the other children would tease him
Because his talent scared them.

1 never sought companionship,

1 liked being alone.

I bought a stack of comics every week
And surrounded myself with piles of paper
To read and take my mind outside myself.

In the third grade our class performed
Romeo and Juliet.

Dave played all the music on the piano,

His pertection impressive for a child his age.
I was so shy I couldn't speak in class

So I was given the job of curtain-puller.

1 didn't mind because I didn't want to participate--
1 enjoyed the distance and safety behind the curtain
And this safety In distance persists to this day.

Dave and 1 would do mock interviews
On his tape recorder.

He'd play the stralght man

While I'd come and go in different characters.
Later in life when I got a video camera

We created surreal, campy films

Using his original music,

Acting in different roles

To produce the absurd ideas I came up with.

But when I was a younger child
1 bore the weight of childhood taunts
And eventually wore

The words of ridicule thrown at me
Like badges.

Silence was my shield.

Because I was so skinny

And had bags under my eyes

The kids would call me "Burn 6ut”
Because I looked like 1 was on drugs.

page

10
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1 wasn't on drugs.
I was underweight and anemic and nurturing an ulcer
That would mature fully in high school.

1 judged myself by my academic performance

And pushed myself to absorb as much as possible;
I saw my brain like a sponge

And discovered a kindred spirit

In the minds of adolescent existential heroes
Like Kafka, Camus and Sartre.

1 saw no higher cause to hold my mind

Than shunning all meaning, hope or compassion
Outside my Individual consclousness.

I was the great pseudo-intellectual

0f my junior high school.

Unknowingly misspelled
1 would write "extra-stencil” graffitti
On the green blackboards of my English class.

The kids would still tease me
And call me "Burn Out” in gym and in class

And while 1 walked home from school.

My new strategy was to Joke with them,

To say that I only got stoned on every other Thursday,
So every other Thursday I would get special attention
From the punks following home me from school.

The joke became so ingrained in my daily life

That I felt nothing from the usual taunts

And this sense of insulation persisted

Through high school where the taunts never stopped;

It was all so mundane.

When my doctor said I had an ulcer
I began to smoke marijuana.

I was an overachiever and took my grades too seriously.
I told myself I was bored with the mediocrity

Of the mundane world,

So I asked a musician friend of mine

To pick up some weed for me.

The first time I smoked I laughed uncontrollably
For over a day.

Popcorn was a hilarious event.

Smoking dope was unlike anything else--

1 was amazed each time when it kicked in

And 1 saw the world through tunmel-vision,
Sustained in a foamy, impenetrable cloud.

*oxox

page 11
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Leaving Brooklyn for Boston to go to college
Was the best event of my life.

I shared a room with Stephen DeNorscia

And Steve taught me many things.

We introduced ourselves over a bowl of dope
And hit it off immediately.

Steve's favorite phase was, "Let's be sociable,”
And he Introduced me to people

I would never have met

Had I been alone.

Steve also introduced me

To the wonderful world of vodka screwdrivers.

On the second or third night of school

I swigged a healthy amount of vodka, straight,

And went to watch The Birds at the student Center.

As I lay alone on the floor

In the dark

and watched the flick

1 was drunker than I ever remembered--
My throat was thick and I couldn't breathe
And T couldn’t sit up--

I was having the time of my life.

Each evening spent drunk and stoned
Felt like a new experience, loaded with potential.
Steve would buy kegs and balls and cases of beer
And people would come drink and smoke

And have a great time in the parties in my room.

1 never liked people and I never liked games
So while all these Freshmen sat in a circle
And forced each other to drink

1 would watch from my "spot” on my bed

And play the Great Observer

Who didn't want to participate,

But drank at his own pace.

1 drank a lot and smoked a lot
And got sick a lot of the time.
1 saw It In terms of my life's education.

When I first took maglc mushrooms I started smoking clgarettes.
Cigarettes were something to hold onto,
They glowed In the dark and you could suck on them.
I tripped on mushrooms with Steve
and the woman who sold them to us
and it was nothing like 1 expected.
To describe it would demean it
And it added a depth to my perception that 1 will never regret.
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Steve taught me to take risks
And how not to be afraid.

While we were tripping we went "exploring"
At a quarry behind the university.

Steve had on his adventurer's hat

And as we climbed across a chasm

By gripping a tree

He saved my life by grabbing my shoulder
Before 1 fell into the dark.

1 was tripping heavily and too happy to care--
I was free from caring and found this liberation of my mind
To be the ultimate form of physical exhiliration.

v ox

One day Steve fell out of a tree

And cracked his head open.

We went to Walden pond to hang out and drink beer

And Steve climbed a tree.

He was breaking up with his girltriend and was In one of his strange
Daredevils moods.

Steve was athletic and 1 never worried about him,

So when he fell out of the tree

He lay on the ground like a lump

And I was ready to call him a schmuck for being such a schmuck.
He rolled over and his face was blue,

He head was cracked open, gushing blood,

He moaned like an animal--

Todd ran over and cradled Steve's head

While Bob and I went running for help.

We were all buzzed on brew

And I was pissed at Steve for fucking things up.

Steve had a concussion and a fucked up back

And his girlfriend still broke up with him.

When we went to the hospital to visit him

She held his hand, but if she looked away

He got pissed

And he plssed me off being being such an oversensitive schmuck.

Sometime later

1 got a call from home one morning

After a heavy-duty late night party.

It was my father

Telling me that my brother Matt was very sick
And that I should come home right away.

He couldn't tell me that Matt was dead

Because I might never have gone home.

Instead I kept myself suspended with a light heart
Borrowing cab fare from a friend In the cafeteria
And charging an airplane tlcket with a credit card.
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When I got home they told me

My brother was dead.

I stayed home and mourned for a week
And drank a lot of weak coffee.

1 was numb.

My parents and live brother Scott
Drove me back to school

Where I found solace in my work
And distance from the mess at home.

The weekend I returned it was my birthday

And my friends bought me a bottle of scotch.

They all said, "Sorry about your brother” and "Happy Birthday,”
And T found weed and booze

To be like old, reliable friends friends’as well.

My state of constant intoxication-

My wastedness was a stable comfort.

Once or twice before the end of the year
I lost it. -
I got too drunk to control myself

The stone of pain came up

And found myself screaming and crying in the dormitory bathroo
Babbling like an infant into the toilet bowl.

It all seemed to make sense.
There was no order or meaning to the world

And the only reason for me to be alive

Was to enjoy myself.

Throughout my years in school

I learned what gave me pleasure

And indulged with a sense of self-righteous, aesthetic purpose.
I had read Kierkegaard and felt true to myself

When 1 smoked and drank to my heart's content.

I insisted on the Integrity of a cigarette
By rolling my own unfiltered tobacco bones
1 surrounded myself In a stench of tobacco
Sustained in a spiritual belief In cigarettes and coffee.
Then when my ulcer started to act up agaln,

1 quite cold turkey because I hate being in pain.

My body revolted again and again

As I made no attempt to balance the chemicals in my system.
I knew no limits to the things I put in my body

But stayed away from needles and pills.

When I first took acid I read my first Buddhist book--
It was the day of the school's spring festival

And I took a sugarcube dosed with LSD

And asked my friend Jeff to take me to the library
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Where he found for me Suzukl's introductory Zen Buddhism.
1 took the book outside and read bits and pieces

That seemed to fit perfectly in my altered mindstate

Of liberating myself from such gross generalizations

As "good” and "bad,

"Joy" and "Grief,"

"Strength” and "Sutfering";

T felt like I had broken the barrier of judging the world-—-
I had transcended all reason and thought

I lost my ego

And became a being of pure absorbtion.

Many trips later I compared this perception to being a filter,
1 would absorb the world as I perceived it

And my creative work the debris that my mind entangled

As T passed through all gross judgements and identifications
That binds the minds of so many people.

I felt truly enlightened.

1 was free of emotion and desire--

1 saw things not in terms of good and bad

So 1 couldn't feel bad about my brother being dead

Or Steve falling from a tree.

I was free from the pain of attaching emotions to people.

Later on Steve got a tank of nitrous oxide—-
A tall tank of laughing gas for an intimite little party
Where a few of our friends would inhale

The stickysweet gas

From large plastic garbage bags.

We put the tank in the center of my room

And each took a turn putting a bag of gas over our heads.
If you weren't careful you could pass out

Because not enough oxygen was reaching your brain,

At one point T slipped under,
1 was awake but immobile and fluttering my eyelids;
Steve was slapping my cheeks, to keep me alive;

1 just wanted to tell him how great I felt

But my whole body was numb and I couldn't move.
The convulsion stopped as soon as it began,

But we made a new rule:

No more plastic bags over our heads.

Later in the year we got another tank

And Steve broke the rule and put the bag over his head.
He passed out on the floor,

White and convulsing

He made me think of Matt

Dead on the floor.

The similarities seem so Intense sometimes
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That I can't hold on--

1 don't want to hold on
Because it seems like gas

Is slipping through my fingers.

page 16
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Trips

1 love to hallucinate.
1 had a list of favorite things
that went like this:
1) Heavily connective libidinous sex
2) LSD and magic mushrooms
3) Sleep
4) Marijuana
5) Chinese Food
and so on.

My water-pipe was my heart
My video camera my eyes
My typewriter my brain

My bed my womb.

Tripping on LSD or magic mushrooms drove me out of my mind
And what I judge to be the best moments of my life.

Over the course of my education

T became a well-seasoned tripster

And expounded the virtues of losing one's mind

In everyday conversation.

Outside my physical body

And into the body of my creative work
1 worshipped entropy and liberation
Like a hippie sucked out of time

And stuck in the middle 1980s.

But no, I was deeper than that,

1 valued my Individuality and self-esteem far too much

To lose myself entirely to the shallow image of the drug—-
There is nothing wrong with the drugs,

Only the people who take them,

If you are nervous or neurotic or paranoid before you take acid
You will be very nervous and very neurotic and very paranoid while
you are tripping.

It you are around people you feel uncomfortable with

You will feel unbearably uncomfortable with them

when you are tripping.

The atmosphere in which you trip

Is practically 99% of the trip itself.

The drugs themselves are harmless,

But when taken by dangerous people

The drugs become dangerous.

Speaking for myself
I found ingesting LSD and magic mushrooms
To be very fulfilling experiences.
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Long before 1 ever took a dose I was already flexing my
transcendental muscles.
I wasn't looking for answers or reason or escape--
I was a being of pure perception, sensation
A pure, undefined, undefiled, undifferentiated intellect
Unjudgemental of the world or my own existence.
LSD and magic mushrooms made me invisible
By taking me as far from my body as I can ever know.
The first time T took LSD on two consecutive days
I was very strung out.
I thought 1 would never stop tripping
And in this state of uncontrellable random thoughts
I wrote a little piece called
Howard's Guide To LSD
or(y
The Layman's Handbook of Tripping
or()

How To Lose One's Mind In One Easy Step

(. .the story so far. . .sometime in the springtime; or
just anytime in May or so. . .SOMETIME this was experienced,

s0():

Re-assessing values right now is VERY important. . .
I can describe what I did and how I felt or how I
should be feeling; but I'm not. . .I'l just write about
things T think about
I did a hit and a half of acid; the half yesterday
with my friend Stuart, and the other hit by FLIPPING A COIN
(choices made by one or the other. . .Heads or Tails. . .In
or Out, as they say, and the CHOICE was mine all the time,
but; I didn't have any Values to help provide

substance to my Choices, NOW I am re-assessing my values and
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a value that I am re-assessing now is not to do acid anymore
because it's too fucking SIMPLE. . .drug itself, is so simple

but complex, as anyone who has taken acid can tell you

but, I'd like to speak for Myself, and I always speak
for Myself; as anyone who knows me would tell you,

BUT

T was getting a little carried away back there; I was re-
assessing values when I started, SO --

Words and Creativity DO have value for me; what I can
produce and what I do produce I am satisfied with and MY WORDS

and the way I string them together; the way I can paint and just

do all the intense fucked up things that I do are significant
TO ME, at least, if not to anyone else,
so m
That's another value for you right there -- and another
thing to think about when I FLIP A COIN to see if I do a whole
fucking hit or a half of a fucking hit and if it fucking mattered
before I took the hit or after is irrelevant because I lost track
of the values that I am re-assessing,
wozia
still re-assessing values. . .
I KNOW there is no Truth and I keep trying to be
content with it ¢and I am, to a certain degree)
but;
I value the fact that there is no truth, and there are
NO ANSWERS, the problem lies with me in being content with the

TRUTH which is NO TRUTH (but who am I to say there is no truth?
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Well. . .that's a sort of mixed up value there, but

another value is that I DO appreciate things, and I am
so fucking amazingly aware of how I appreciate things and TOO
Many Times I Look Outside my appreciation of things and I don't
REALLY appreciate Them,
SEE717171717071
BUT, that is a value, I suppose.
Anyway,

I Value CHANGE

and lhe ability to ADAPT and survive in any given set of
circumstances or situation or drug-taking or whatever,

but (heh) seriously now, folks. . .

I mean, like. . .that's another value. . .

I value expression, which goes under Creativity, but
love is expression and gesture and emotion and full, bright,
bursty bubbling balloon-type emotlons spewing with LIFE, great,
viscous puffy clouds of life and enjoyment and PLEASURE,

which, once indulged with excessively, becomes Just as
boring as before 1 declded to do Drugs-in-General and before I
flipped a coin in order to see it I'd do a whole hit

or half a hit,

BUT THE CHOICE WAS MINE

(as it was and as it will be)
(there's a But () here somewhere. . .)

I am just heavily tripped out, I suppose. . .

20
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and things will CHANGE

as they always do and another value I am re-assessing
now would be that it doesn't make a difference if I trip again or
not; it doesn't matter. . .I can FLIP a FUCKING COIN or I can
exercise CHOICE () (Which was a value way-back there) and net do
it at all and still be the same person

so

the more that things change
the more they stay the same.

. .and time passes and thought passes and I can flip
a coln

I can have some FUCKING VALUES to fall back on,
you see--

I have to write this ALL DOWN because experiencing the
Moment

is another value for you. . .

I value coffee and glazed donuts and (yes) cigarettes —- and so
on. . .and so on. . .and so on so on so and so on so and so on

and so on so on (some time ago)
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My ability to preserve the moment this way is another
pretty good value to have.
Nome of my words MEAN Anything and I KNOW that NOW, so
F ()

1 toss any bullshit about the fact that I learn things

without even knowing it sometimes ls a very good thing for me to

lie about; and my ability to eagerly learn things (not that any
of it means anything or is TRUE -- I got rid of Truth a while
back there) I feel (sometimes) like a fucking sponge of
intellectual growth and limitless forms of expression. . .

Well, that's the end, 1 suppose, I've got lots of
values now and now that they're all nicely re-assessed and
Written Down so I can read it again

THIS IS HOW 1 AM SANE!

(or not sane, depending how you look at it and what values you

have at the moment in comparison to the ones I was re-assessing

right there
or
even if you don't care at all it doesn't matter. . .
it's
kindof
fucked-up
butiknowwhatimtalkingabout, believe me, really. . .
wheelswithinwheelswithinwheelswithinwheelswithinwheelswithinwheels
wheelswithinwheelswithinwheelswithinwheelswithinwheelswithinwheels
wheelswithinwheelswithinwheelswithinwheelswithinwheelswithinwheels

wheelswithinwheelswithinwheelswithinwheelswithinwheelswithinwheels
wheelswithinwheelswithinwheelswithinwheelswithinwheelswithinwheels
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Postscript:
why are you reading this?

oxox

By the time I was a senior In college

I had more trips under my belt than I can remember.

it seemed like I was tripping once a week--

1 kept doses in my wallet so they would always be near
And T'd always have the choice,

"To trip or not to trip,”

Right in my pocket.

Returning to one's body after a trip

Is the hardest thing to deal with.

The speed narcoti¢ with which LSD is sometimes made
Can keep you awake for at least a day.

Coming down from a trip
I would lay sleepless
Seeing faces

Half melting

On the inside of my eyelids.

I would also hear voices

As though I were trying to sleep

With people around me.

Their faces had no features,

And they would keep me awake while I was alone
In bed after a trip.

There are other kinds of trips, of course.
Stephen DeNorscia, who taught me to know no fear,
Took me on my first road trip.

Propelled by the spirit of Kerouac and Cassady
We jumped in his car and hit the road

Late one night or early in one morning

And headed for the ocean.

We walked along a cliff-walk

Somewhere near our school in Massachusetts
While the vast, black, universal sea

Pounded in waves below us.

1 was ecstatic, totally straight, without drugs

Expounding Emersonian praise for the spiritual power of Nature
While I followed the Steve, Todd and Bob on the cliff

Pausing to watch the waves slap the side of the rocks below us.

page 23




image30.jpeg
Strength and Suffering page 24

We were drenched in saltwater
And 1 was overwhelmed by the undescribable beauty
0f this experience.

We walked through a tunnel

Beneath an illuminated Chinese tea house--
The spectres of dragons on the roof

With spotlights in their mouths

Cast beams of light that were swallowed
By the infinite black darkness above us.

We walked along the cliff until the sun rose
And I was filled with poetic desires
To express a deep love for
Nature, embodied as a woman
In the ocean.
I took a rock from the shore
To hold and remind myself
Of the smell, taste, texture and images
of this evening.

On the way back from the ocean we stopped at a House of Pancakes

Where I paid for coffee and breakfast for the boys and me.

1 got sick on a dozen silver-dollar pancakes

But still clung to the dizzy sensation of inhaling and absorbing
the saltwater air.

The road represented treedom

And we mythologized ourselves on numerous trips,
Singing praise to our Beatnlk forefathers

While in a state of constant motion.

On road trips and acid trips.

I was a glowing filament
Burning in a vacuum,

Suspended in the joy of my youth,
Totally unattached Lo this world.
1 was free.
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Dritting

When I was a younger child I taught myself
How not to feel pain.

When the other children in school teased me
1 felt myself turn invisible—-

Their words could never hurt me.

When Matthew died I taught myself
How never to love another person.

When my parents wailed with pain and self-pity

And when Scott screamed his own madness

By tearing up his room and chain-smoking cigarettes
I'kept myself secure with my creative work

And the rellable world of weedn'boozen'lsd

And embraced the thought of never embracing an idea
Or emotion, or person

For too long--

I kept myself bouyant in the recreated worlds

0f my Imagination.

My parents let me buy myself

A videocamera as a premature graduation gift.

My highest aspiration was to recreate the world

on videotape--

To express my ldeas, my sick imagination

Through a medium that combined all of the arts at once
In a steady stream of moving images.

My passion to see the world through the video lens

Was born from the desire to distance myself from the world.
1 did not exist in these recreated worlds--

The image of myself on the screen Is not my self--

1 lost my self a long tlme ago--

So it was easy for me to slip in and out of characters

In the short, spoofy vignettes I created

With Dave and our friends

Who shared my sense of humor.

The first time I made love

I was very excited,

I kept thinking that she would get up and leave

At any moment.

She was a woman I met at college

Who got tickets to see a concert with me on my birthday.
We went to the concert with Steve and a bunch of folks
And when we returned I insisted on having sex with her.
Then I told her that Matt had died the week betore

And I wasn't Interested in pity
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So she needw't be my friend any longer
Because I had enough friends

And if she wasn't going to have sex with me
1 didn't want to see her again.

She cried of course, because I was such an asshole,
Saving the whopping bad news for a late, Intimate moment,
And T was cold to her as I walked her home

Saying, "Bye-bye, don't bother to call,”

In my safe, sarcastic manner,

And T felt free cutting her off from my life.

A few months later she knocked on my door
After the usual chaos of collegiate partying had settled in my room
And as we made love to the songs from the band we saw In concert
I kept expecting her to stop in the middle

And leave

Just to spite me.

While we made love T felt as though
I were a character in one of my own stories-—-

One of the storles where the lovers feel most distant
While they are making love.

My number one most favorite thing:

"Heavily-connective libidinous sex"

Where the lovers feel themselves comnect

With every fiber of their bodies and spirits

Is still an unapproachable ideal I've never experienced.

I've seen this woman once since I graduated college;
Our relationship s based on letters and telephone calls,
Safely distant from any emotional burdens
We can say that we're still good friends.

On my first "date” in junior high school

I was so nervous I couldn't look at the girl I was with.

1 was "doubling” with Dave and a girl he knew from camp

And while we walked through the mall to the movies

1 walked two steps ahead of my date and barely spoke to her.
I only wanted the experience to be over

So I could say that I had experlenced it.

My distance was rude and embarassing

And she never went out with me again.

Selt-sabatoge in romantic relationships

Is a convenient method of safety.

I let too much of myself loose

Too fast, too soon,

And when it becomes clear that my intensity is concentrated
In my penis, or my work,

I hear a familiar conversation,

And the "2-word" is uttered in the phrase:

“I really like you Howard, but I just want to be friends."

26
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Floating free on narcotic binges

1 barely held on to the thin strings of consclousness
Before passing out at parties

Drifting, unattached to this world

Is the source of my greatest pleasure.
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My Splrit

My spirit is attached to these words
Simple and pure,

Like a cave palnting,

So that when I die my work lives on

In brief recognizable flashes,

Limited to the language of this world--

My spirit s bound and struggling to free ltself from meaning.

What, then, can I do?

I spin around in empty circles

Chasing my tall

Trying to liberate myself from my self
And always returning to the cyclical sun
Rising each day to relieve myself

From the burdens of my body.

Excuse me for a moment while I move my mental bowels. . .

The struggle to find warmth in this world

For both the body and spirit

Seems unavoidable to me.

Not unattainable, but frustrating,

When one thinks of the limited ways of love
Compared to the limited states of thought and being.

Love is another four-letter word

Like cock and cunt and fuck and care

And how can I care for a four-letter word
As empty as drunken sleep?

Painfully restless

T yearn for warmth and comfort

And in this yearning a pain is nurtured
To spawn reams of poetry--

Words dripping with liquid lust
Disguised with cheap metaphors

That all mean the same thing.

These words are cheap;

They point to our desires

To touch and be touched

To be understood and to understand
What it is we feel;

Words comfort us with meaning.

page 28




image36.jpeg
Strength and Suffering page

My spirit is bound by a profound desire

To free itself from my body.

The brie? release on acid trips

Is a pale shadow to the unknowable freedom
Beyond the vell of sleep.

Struggling with desire

Is the source of mortal suffering.

Trapped in my body my spirit s searching

For a kindred partner to supplicate my sorrow
To give me strength in brief moments of love
And soothe my aching flesh.

But the search outside the self for comfort
Leads to further sorrow.

The expectation of warmth

And delusions of happiness

Feeds the hungry spirit

And only compounds deslre.

It seems as though I've stopped before T began.
With each step forward I take two steps back--
Wanting to free myself from desire

Is a desire in ltself

And as long as I am alive

I cannot limit the range of my ambition.

I have forced myself to age prematurely

To collect experience like precious stones
That I swallow to fortify my body.

I embrace all my contradictions

When I hug the shadow of my dead brother
Knowing there is no higher purpose to it all--

T £ill my days with words and images

Wasting time

Waiting to be stuck in a warm hole in the ground.
I was born alone and I will die alone.
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The Burden
Oh God I mlss my brother.

I've decimated my memory of himpver the course of my education--

The unwinding of my brain cells has strlpped my mind--

1 can stare into the Void of my spirit and be content in this emptiness
But as I stare Into the Vold of this book

I am forced to bear the burden of remembering my dead brother.

I remember his death-mask as I stood by his coffin
While I held my grandmother's hand.
She was weeping like a child, "Boo-hoo-hoo,"
A tissue held at the edge of her eye,
dabbing her tears like a little girl.
I held her hand and she was a million miles away from me.

I stared at Matt's young white face--
He looked good in a suit--
A child's skulleap on his head,
A tallis around his neck,
His glasses over his closed eyelids,
His braces showing through his purple lips,
His hands crossed over his stomach,
My dead grandfather's ring on his finger,
The lyrics of a song by a rock group
that Scott put in the coffin
(The title of which is "Tears"
Nestled in satin or velvet
or whatever they put on the inside of coffins,
Flowers all over the place;
I stared at Matt
dead
In the funeral home by the parkway
Across trom the Mall where I took my first date,
By the Brooklyn bay where we once went fishing--
I'stared at my brother and could only think
That he was an idiot for dying like this.

I couldn't laugh at the funeral;
I couldn’t be a character in a Camus novel--
I helped drag my mother through the services
Like a stagehand pulling a prop.

I'm jealous of Hatt--

He didn't have to grow up

He doesn't have to wake up In the morning
He doesn't have to live with pain or passion
I hate him for being such an idlot.
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Sometimes I think of what he would be like now--

He said he wanted to be a dentist

For the money.

A bit too evenheaded for his own good--

He seemed to purposefully go out of his way

So people would like him.

He had a friend who was probably experimenting with drugs,

But Matt was too stralght to fuck around--

His friend might have shown him how to extend his
wasturbatory orgasms

And had I known about the technique

1 might have shown him the same thing.

Matt once visited me while I was in college

(Scott stayed home on a weekend my parents came to visit),
I didn't drink or smoke In front of him--

And before I left that night to party

1 threw a porno-magazine at him

And told him to enjoy himself while I was gone,

I can't remember the last time I saw him or talked to him,
It might've been on that weekend's visit.
While I was away at college I was so pre-occupied with my freedom
That I hardly thought of my family or home
or the tension
Between my parents.

My mother had gone back to college
When my brothers and I were old enough

to take care of ourselves
When she graduated she got a Jjob to help pay the bills
And send me to college.

My father had been afraid that my mother would outgrow him
And that her education would make her more distant.
This s exactly what happened.

My parents were fighting emotional battles
Of compatibility even before I left for school--
They are obsessed with battling a world

that always seems to be against them.
They convinced me

that life is a constant struggle to get ahead
And there is absolutely no respite

from the demands of this world.

They eventually turned their obsessions against each other

And decimated whatever "love" their relationship was built upon

(Looking back 1t seems to have been borne out of a simple desire
to not be alone).
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A year after Matt died

My wmother left her wedding ring on the kitchen table

And went to the upstalrs apartment to live with her mother
Until she found an apartment of her own.

She found a place on the other side of the nelghborhood
And took Scott to live with her
While I was away at school.

When I phoned my father
trom a pay phone In the Student Center,
Using his long-distance calling card,
He sounded lost and full of despair
Describing how he wanders the empty house--
How he lost everything he had--
How he had nothing to hold onto
On the verge of tears, his volce cracking with grief
While 1 detailed my academic and creative achievements
And babbled a famillar rhetoric of Integrity and strength.

When I phoned my mother she spewed familiar rhetoric
0t hysteria and despair

and how she was struggling to put her life together;
Later she would ask it 1 felt she abandoned me.

Scolt began to smoke cigarettes and asserted his Image as a "rocker"
To defend himself from the punks in our high school--

He was obviously smoking pot

And had to handle the fgnorance and hate

That pervades the neighborhood where we grew up.

I was safe from all this because I was away In school.
I kept myself suspended in an intellectual ether

And regular narcotlc stupors that were Justified

By my belief as an aesthetic self-indulgent Bohemian.
I'existed to give myself pleasure,

And my pursuit of this goal knew no limits.

Scott came to vislt me at school

One weekend while my mother was visiting friends near Boston.
Scott and I had kept our drug habits a secret

From our parents and from each other,

And when he came to visit me

We shared our first bong-hit of pot together.

Scott was overjoyed at sharing this with me

Because all our lives I had hoarded my possessions—-

When we were younger children I had a videogame

That my parents forced me to share with Matt and Scott.

One time Matt dropped the box of game cartridges on the floor
And I began to scream and was ready to hit him

But my mother was around,

So I shouted a sarcastic remark to him
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And rubbed my crotch In a rude way to make my point clear.

Another time I dragged Matt around the livingroom by the neck

Because he wanted to watch teevee while I was painting something
for my father in the kitchen.

He was crying and kicking but I was bigger and dragged him around

And when my father came home I was told to shake Matt's hand In
apology

But T dldn't because I had apologized already

So my father yelled at me while I walked around the livingroom.

I wish he dragged me by the neck.

Scott visited me at college

And we smoked pot for the first time with each other.
I showed Scott how my bong was my heart

Because It had chambers and tubes and kept me alive.
I Introduced Scott to all my friends

And they asked 1f we were twins because we looked so allke.
Scott didn't like to drink as much as smoke

So we smoked a lot of pot.

1 also had a special surprise for him

In the form of magic mushroom tea

That we drank In the kitchen of a group of my friends.
Scott had never taken hallucinogens

And I wanted to open the door for him

To the wonderful world of tripping

And losing one's mind.

I wanted Scott to transcend his anger and grief--

To see beyond his egocentric desire to lash out at the world—-
So I guided him through the trip

With art books and a calm attitude

And we had a great time.

I took him to another party

Where my friends thought he was me;

He was scared at meeting new people

But 1 calmed him with a funny face or stupld remark--

And when he was upstairs smoking dope with some people

I broke a Cardinal Rule of iripping and began to worry about him.
I fluctuated between fear and trust

And when a flock of people came running downstalrs

I was afrald that Scott had done something stupid

Like jump out a window.

When I went upstalrs to see what happened

Scott was on a bed talking to a teddy bear.

He told me how he was talking to a girl

Who had gotten sick on mushrooms she ate

And threw up In a bowl of potato chips they were eating.

The girl was very embarrassed and left the party

While the rest of us drank and smoked and ran the course
of a usual college weekend party.
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Scott and I walked back to my apartment
And did a few bong-hits to finish off the trip.

Scott regards my Word as dogma

And it scares me how he uses me as a role mode
I tell him how he should think for himself

How he should look out only for himself

How he Is the most lmportant person In his life
And that he should expect nothing at all from anyone In the world.
He has taken my philosopy as his own

But is still burdened with a rage at this world

That might never leave him,
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Fear

I am afraid of losing myself entirely

In another person.

Love, that damnable four-letter word,

Consumes me with a pulsating fear that I will be lost
In the Jjudgement of another person's value of me

In her life.

I am afraid of the bonds of attachment
that any form of love entalls.
Like a weight, love Is a burden
that has dragged me below the surface of despalr
And made me weak and useless
Like a seaweed tossed helplessly
in the ocean.

When Matt dled I promised myself

That I would never love anyone again.

I don't know if I ever did love anyone before
My memory had been destroyed--

I cannot bear the burden of pain

That any love, ultimately lost,

Would bring In predictable cycles.

To desire a love that transcends time and space

Is the root of the poetry I write.

Totally separate from my waking life

The Muse sings love to me through music and poetry
And fulfills a specific yearning

With words that lay flat on the page.

Sustalned in the knowledge that this love is unrequited
I spew words Into the Void—-

Express my love for the Muse,

And pages spill from my body

Like leaves

That clutter the box that I live in.

My desire for physical release
Is channeled through these words
And on the canvases I pain upon.

I can write about physical fulfillment--
Semi-pornographic vignettes about people

Who fuck and argue and sleep and eat.

While I write I am out of my body

And content myself with second-hand experiences.

My first paintings were of floating vaglnas-—
The organ suspended in air, surrounded by boxes——
My first "phase” of palnting, stuck in an adolescent mystification





image43.jpeg
e e S b S R R s e e

Strength and Suffering page 36

With an objectified part of the female anatomy.

I painted a vagina-temple, vagina-bushes,
A veritable garden of vaginal flowers-—-
Vaginas without bodies, blending into the landscape——
My poetic notlon
0f Woman embodied in the Ocean
Was ritualized In my first series of paintings
Expressing the detached desire to fuck
and get it over with.

1 saw pornography as an art form—-

I searched for the most bizarre material

In magazines, books and videotape.

Approaching 1t all as the Great Aestheticist

I watched with a director's distance

The sexual acts of thousands of people

On paper and videotape

And never found release for myself

Because I was too preoccupied with feeding my head
With an endless stream of senseless lust.

On one partivular LSD trip

On the back of a picture

0f a naked woman bathing in money

1 wrote "I am my penis."

1 carried the picture and wore it like a necklace

To remind myself of my purpose In this world:

To squirt a few times and find a warm hole In the ground.

My desire was embodied In my penis--

My penis was my ego—-

My penis was my creative work—-

My works of art were brief mental squirts on paper--
(dy penis is what my pen ls)

The only reason I woke in the morning

Was to relleve my penis of pressure--

My penis was my mind and spirit.

I longed to transcend my penis

But my penis isn't that simple.

My longing was so Intense

That nothing could come close to my penls.
Trapped by my desire

I squirt regular creative bursts into the Void
Never really compromising myself--

It's no surprise to me to be alone In this world.
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Loathing

1 despise Ignorance, prejudice and fear,
Anyone who thinks that they know the truth
Doesn't know what they're talking about.
Over the course of my education

I looked at religlon, philosophy and art;

1 put each point of view on my head

Like hats.

Through LSD and Zen I found

That real truth s emptiness.

I contradict myself, I know,

I know that T am an idiot.

1 have filled my head with so many ideas and chemicals
That my perspective s limited to only my point of view.
Who out there can be objective?

I hate people who pass Judgement on others

As though they are the sole proprietors of "right" and "wrong"

I loathe pretension and status and the need for people to look
outside themselves

To find thelr own points of view.

I hate people who condescend themselves
to glve me advice.

I hate the children who teased me when I was a younger child--
I was an object of ridlcule because of my size

And my appearance--

They taunted me in groups, creating their own audience

And as I swallowed thelr mockery I turned within myselt

To turn out a shield of humor and indifference.

My friends in grade school

Scoffed behind my back.

They recited the theme of a commercial for root-beer
Called "A & W'

Whenever I acted strange.

It was thelr secret code to each other

That I was being eccentric because I would Want Attention
So my behavior and their response fed upon each other
And T hate them for making fun of me

While pretending to be my friends.

I had a friend who lived down my block named Paul.
He was my first best friend, we would play together for hours,
But then when I befrlended some other guys in grade school

And played a spongeball game in my backyard called "off-the-wall”
Paul came by and they told him he couldn't play

And he ran away crying because he couldn't stay with us
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And T didn't run after him or see him agaln.
1 hate myself for forsaking him.

1 hate people who need to be part of a team to feel useful.
They seem weak to me, needing the support of others

To maintaln their self-estcem.

I never Jjolned a team, I never played games,

1 would walk around the track in gym class

While the other guys played handball.

When I was forced to play football

I would run around as a defensive player,

Covering my man,

Knowlng that on offensive plays I would never get the ball.

I desplse myself for my own desires
1 can't seem to transcend
Because of the lmits of my body.
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Drowning

I take great comfort
Knowing that one day
I will kill myself.

When I was in the hospital for my ulcer
I promised mysel?

That if I found I had a terminal disease
I would perform a fast and easy escape
With some form of overdose.

I developed this idea when I began my narcotlc adventures
Promising myself that I would save heroin

For the "end of the line"—-

Hy final escape

Into a milky, dream-like death

When the pain of my body becomes too unbearable.

When I was a senlor In college
I had walking pneumonia.
My lungs tilled with phlegm
and T couldn't breathe.
I would cough up gobs of pulpy mucus from my lungs--
I was drowning In the fluids of my own body--
I couldn't walk without losing my breath
So I stayed in bed, not drinking, not smoking,
Forcing myself to sleep with over-the-counter narcotics
While T tried to re-adjust my perspective on how I abused my body.

When I was a junior in college
I came down with chicken pox

On the same day I bought a quarter pound of magic mushrooms
To sell to my friends.

I sold the 'shrooms on the night I got them

Swittly from my bed, saving an eighth of an ounce for myself,
And when I felt better I tripped again

Nursing the scars on my face and back.

When Matt died we took a stray cat that he fed
into the house.
I was allerglc to the cat; I would sneeze Incessantly,
My lungs would fill with mucus
and I couldn't breathe.
When T would go home for vacations
Like Thanksgiving or Christmas
1 would always come down with a sort of bronchitis--
I thought I was allergic to coming home,
So T would find work to do over the vacations
And stay In school so I wouldn't have to go hom
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When I graduated from college and returned home

1 realized 1 was allergic to the cat.

We couldn't get rid of the cat because Matt had loved It

So I learned to tolerate varlous states of suffering at home.

Sutfering is an art in my family--
Each of my relatives involves thelr selves
In a daily litetime drama.

When I was a younger child

I almost drowned In a lake by a house

Loaned to my family by friends who lived in Boston--
A secluded summer home by a lake In Malne

Where I first went fishing with my father and brothers.
Matt and I weren't that afrald of the fish

So we had the job of taking the fish we caught

0ff the hooks in thelr mouths.

I would hold the fish with a towel

And Matt would take the hook out with a set of pliers.

One time only Matt and I went out in the small rowboat--
We had tied a rope to the dock but let it loose
Convincing our mother we would be all right.

We weren't fishing, we Just sat in the boat
Looked at the sky and didn't say anything.

We were content not being home,

Away from the steel and concrete of school,
Outside, alone In a boat far away from anyone else.
Instead of coming back with Matt in the boat

I decided to swim to shore.

I don't really know how to swim

But felt ready for the challenge to do it then.

I was wearing a t-shirt and cutoff jeans

The shirt became waterlogged when I submerged
And dragged me in the water.

I was midway between the shore

And Matt in the boat

When I realized I was too tired to swim.

I was swallowing water as I tried to stay atloat,
Keeping my eyes focussed on the shoreline.

I couldn't call out to Matt--

He couldn't reach me in time--

And in the delirium of helplessness

My only thought was of staying afloat.

¥hen my foot touched the bottom of the lake

T knew I was all right.

I staggered toward the house,

Changed my clothes

And dldn't mention how I almost drowned

To my parents or brothers.

Another time we were vacationing
Somewhere In New England.
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My brothers and I were In a pool by a motel

And Scott grabbed onto my neck in the deep end of the pool.
He was playing around, not trying to drown me,

But we submerged and 1 swallowed water—-

It was too deep for me to stand--

I tried to knock him off--

But he had me around the neck—-

So T submerged and bounced off the bottom of the pool

And grabbed for the edge where I caught my breath.

Once Scott was almost drowning

In a pool by a motel where we were vacatloning.

He coughed up water and floundered helplessly

And I was ready to jump in to save him

When he gained some footing and walked out of the pool.
My mother remarked how it was so "touching”

That I was ready to jump in and save my brother

When all we did was tight all the time.

Scott made a big deal about swallowing aspirin
when he was a younger child;

While my mother and I were sitting on the couch

He came in, chocking and pointing to his throat.

My mother told him to take some water—-

She helped him calm down and stop over-reacting.

Once Scott was choking on a hot dog--

I would make a big deal about the noises he and Matt made
while they ate-—-

Scott had bitten a bigger plece than he could chew—-

His face turned red and he was choking

So my father picked him up and pushed the plece of hot dog
out from his throat.

The plece came up and went "plop” on his plate

And he was told to slow down and not listen to me taunting him.

Scott once had a flsh-hook

Stuck straight through his finger.

He and Matt were fishing off the pler

By our home In Canarsie

Where he had accidentally caught his own hand
With a hook through his thumb.

We got a call from someone at the pler--

My mother drove us there and I saw

The girl I asked on my first date.

She showed me my brother with a fish-hook through his finger
He was crying hysterically--

So my mother took him to the hospital

While Matt and I rode their bikes home.

Matt never choked on a hot dog
He never got a fish-hook through his finger
I don't think he was taking any drugs
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And he only wanted people to like him.
It he was still around I would tell him

Not to jerk off with a pajama bottom tied around his neck.
It's too late, there Is nothing I can do--

It Tm not careful I can drown myself

In an ocean of tears that can't come from my face.

*oxox

When Scott was with me on his first mushroom trip
His most memorable hallucination was how he was crying blood.
He felt as though blood was pouring relentlessly from his eyes
And he held onto this vislon as the most important thing

of his entlre trip.

I drown myself with my aspirations—
There are too many things for me to do in one lifetime—-
My desire is depthless, I can never touch bottom—-

I can't touch anything outside the vacuum

0f my creative flux--

I am vibrating at a wavelength

Just above the surface

0t the deep sea

Of madness. -
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The Death of the Muse

When I start looking for the Muse
she disappears.

She exists far beyond my awareness

Beyond the sky and stars
of this mortal world.

She has blessed me with the gift
of insight

So when I look outside mysel? for answers

1 lose myself In hypocrisy, ignorance, pain and tears.

When 1 reach too far

Within myselt

I can almost touch the core of my spirit-—

The emptiness of truth--

The Void that fills and sustains me--

Knowing no bright cause to hold higher purpose to
When there Is no longer an immediate future.

The Muse Is timeless,
She frees me from this world,

But when I seek libation from her breasts
She turns her back

And leaves me cold and empty.

I would drink and smoke pot and take LSD

Thinking the Muse would sing to me.

My vision has been shaped

By a selt-induced

Chemical imbalance

That gave birth to a body of work

Devoted to pralsing my liberation of consciousness

Through vaginal paintings and stories about self-indulgence.

The Muse did sing to me

When I tripped and when I drank and when I was wasted on weed;
But when I looked Into my cup for her blessings

She fled beyond the unknowable horizons

While T stumbled on the floor.

1 hit the proverbial brick wall I was bound to hit
a few months ago.

I maintalned my momentum of drinking and smoking pot every day

When I came home from college.

I kept myself distant from the anger, grief and suffering
of all my relatives

Through a haze of weedn'boozen'LSD--

My room was my womb—-

1 surrounded mysel? with my paintings

And hid In my creative work
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While I drowned myself in gin and scotch and rum.

My motto was, "When in doubt, drink (or dose)--
1 didn't want to hold onto any form of sanity--
The drugs were the most stable part of my life.
I resigned myself to the routine
of a nine-to-tive Job
And looked forward each day
To a night-time, post-work drink and smoke
unwinding session.

I had only blacked out

Once or twlce in college.

The tirst time I blacked out

While I was home

Was at a Christmas party

Thrown by my mother's business

Where 1 drank more gin and tonics than I can remember
Until 1 didn't realize what I was saylng or doing.

While T was drunk I told my mother

That I took "five hits of actd.”

(I don't know how I came up with the number "five.”)
She had to ask a friend

To help me with my jacket

And down the stairs

Into a cab

To take me back to her apartment.

I don't remember what I sald

But I hurt my mother immeasurably.

The next morning she wouldn't tell me what I did
And 1 laughed inwardly at myself for being such a silly kid.

That night she phoned my father

And we had a talk about the crazy things I did at college
But didn't do anymore at home.

I lied, of course, to protect myself

Because [ knew the truth would throw another monkey wrench
In my parents' already shitty lives.

I promised myself never to get that drunk again

But within a month I was drunk and passed out on the floor
At a friend's party In Manhattan.

I repeated the cycle at least once a month——

Swearing off excessive wastedness

But then falling back on the familiar comfort

0f losing myself In narcotic stupors.

1 kept on trying to throw myself away.

I wanted to Impress a young woman I know

With my wide knowledge of hallucinogens.

I split an elghth of an ounce of magic mushroom tea

And introduced her to the wonderful world of psychedellcacies.
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On an earlier date I had made a "pass" at her
And promised never to do it agaln.
But on the night we tripped I passed out
on the couch at a party we attended--
Embarrassing her and myself as we were driven to the train-—-
I don't remember what I did or said but it wasn't very nice
I was physically aggressive with her—-
My penis took control of my mind--
And she made sure I didn't go home with her.

The following week I spent a weekend ——
Drowning in weed and booze

At a schoolfriend's reuniontype party

Where I drank and smoked nonstop for three days

And didn't go to work on Monday.

The people at the Office were worried
and called my grandmother at ho
My grandmother didn't know where I was
and when my father got home
he reached me by phone at my friend's house
And sald, In a calm, cracking voice, that it was time I came home.

T didn't want to go home.

I didn't want_to go to work.

T didn't want to be alive.

I was drunk when he talked to me, it must've been after five PM,
and 1 broke down In my Adam's kitchen

Because 1 couldn't throw my life away.

Adam took me to the bus station

That took me to the Port Authority.

1 had always envisioned myself
Touching the third rail--

The constantly electrified subway rail
That would shock me to death

If 1 could only touch it.

I save this Image of suicide

As a comforting thought, because I know

It will be my cholce, at the end of the line,
To have the' cholce between living and dying.
When I kill myself T want to be sure

That I will never wake again.

I staggered home In a drunken daze--

I couldn't speak to my father or grandmother;
My body didn't feel like my own

And I was ready to walk away from my job
And down the subway track

To kiss the third rail.
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I tortured mysel? with guilt for weeks afterwards
And purged myself of all my old values.

I felt lke cutting my gums with razor blades

To spit out nails and call it poetry.

I held on for the sake of my relatives
and friends who said they loved me.
1 didn't want to hurt them
the way Matthew hurt me.

I struggled to learn to love myself
And could only see mysel?

In terms of the body

0f the work I created.

But my bottle is empty

And I can drink no more.
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The Purge

I need the courage to fall agaln
And not take life too literally.

I hereby purge myself
0f all burdens of my body
And the desires of my splrit.

I purge myself

From the memories of pain--
From the paradox

0f strength and suffering,
From the contradictions
That pervade my self.

1 purge myself

From the strains of love,

From the ongoing dramatic rhapsodies
Ot the loved ones around me,

From the guilt

I have from hurting myself

And hurting others

From my ignorance

And lack of foresight.

1 purge myself

From craving warmth,

T purge my fortitude

And open myself

To whatever the wind might blow
In my sphere of existence.

I purge myselt

From the vacuum I live in,
From the desire to touch

And be touched,

1 expose myself to the world.

I purge myself
From the shadow of my dead brother,
From the anger of my live brother,
From the angulsh of my parents,
From the grief we all feel.

1 purge myselt

From fear and loathing,

From the sorrow of my younger self
I free myself from my past.
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1 purge myself

From this work

In which I am bound.

I free mysel? from this poem

Because these words mean nothing to me.

8 November 1989
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