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For my children;  for theirs and theirs and theirs beyond.  That they might better know me;  carry me along and perhaps benefit from the mulch.

AUTHOR’S STATEMENT

Memory has certainly been a matter of concern in writing this book.  Remembering things that I felt I had previously remembered;  previously mentioned;  remembered differently, but repeating them again and sometime again.  And then, the things remembered that may never have happened;  victim of dreams, photographs, stories listened to or imagined, fantasies.  There are countless circumstances that can regulate the accuracy or existence of memory.

And there is the matter of form which is an essential ingredient in all of my poetry and much of this is poetry.  I might apologize for the prose, for I never was a good writer of prose.  Too demanding;  too rigid.  The intention of this book was to be Autobiography or Memoir.  One which advances, more or less, in a chronological manner, the other which is freer of form.  This book jumps about in time, from page to page, paragraph to paragraph, so might be confusing or irritating to a reader.  I find it so, but there were complications which, I’m sure, I spoke of earlier and later.

I had started writing an autobiography some fifteen or more years ago, which was discarded along the way and followed by a second effort a few years later which suffered the same fate;.  Both failed but were used profusely in this final effort, realizing, at the less than tender age of eighty-three,  if it didn’t happen now it would never happen, so I did it.

And finally there was the consideration of dealing with my journals.  Were they compelling enough to be included to some degree ?   I decided they were as interesting as anything that might be recalled from memory, and certainly more accurate in detail.  So I’ve used my journal entries, not lavishly but constantly up until January of 1989, ten years ago this month.  The rest is history, as I’ve heard them say, and that’s what an autobiography is all about.

Toby Lurie

December 13, 2008

Fort Bragg. California

PROLOGUE

I first decided to write of my life when that life had hardly begun.  I thought I had lived sufficiently to compose a worthy narrative. I was wrong, for I had barely begun living.  I tried again in my mid 40s feeling that I had accumulated enough history to produce a fairly compelling document.  I stumbled through a hundred or so pages of dull and poorly composed prose and was relieved to suspend that project again  (I was never able to write prose:  too structured and contradictory for my aesthetic.).

Then, as I acquired some small degree of knowledge and experience as a painter and poet, I decided I might be ready and once again made the effort.  I had been journalizing for some time and decided to write my life as a part of my journals beginning on August 12, 1995.  I was seventy years old.

Emboldened and shocked by my advancing years I figured it would be now or never, but as with my previous efforts, I arrived at a dead end after several hundred pages of journal writing.  It just wasn’t working.  Something which was needed was not there.

I ask myself why am I attempting to do this again.  Who could possibly be interested in reading about this life (Possibly my children).  I’m driven by ego, smothered by self worth and self-deprecating.  Strange bed fellows.  I should get back to painting and poetry; where I belong.  I’ve written thousands of pages of poetry, from garbage to commendable, and if anyone is interested in knowing whom I was and am let them find me there.

Advance twenty years.  Now I’m eighty-two and suffering from a condition not uncommon with people of this age, in fact I’ve been aware of its advance for at least twenty years----loss of language.  Most people are aware of this loss, to greater or lesser degrees; slowly, incrementally, vocabulary slips from the screen.  Forgotten, remembered, forgotten and remembered again and finally forgotten.  It’s words that name things;  labels which apply to lots of things:  people’s names, book titles, movies, vegetables, items, the nouns of language.  These are the first things that slip away.  Adjectives are next.  We know what we want to say to describe some event, person or thing, but the appropriate word is not waiting for us.  We are the ones who are waiting, and sometimes what we are waiting for fails to arrive.  

If we are fortunate we are able to compensate for this loss with something we have managed to gain over the years;  wisdom, compassion, patience: the ability to see through the scrim of our daily lives to other worlds, and realities.  And as a poet I’ve gained more from the loss than I’ve lost, for my focus in poetry has always been form over content, and as my resource of language declines, my inventiveness with form has expanded.  So it’s a challenge which I approach with pleasure, and it seems to me that I’m succeeding.  More on this later.

Now I’m about to embark on a book speaking my life, and though it will be written primarily as prose, it will endorse the rhythms, repetitions and forms of music.  This is the only way I know how to write, and this is the way it shall be done.  I know it will re-ignite memories and take me down corridors to places I’ve never written about or remembered.  It will be joyous and painful.  A sour mulch; a glorious harvest.  I’m a sucker for nostalgia, so I know I’ll enjoy the journey.  This will be my final effort so I must succeed.

7/10/07 

I

I begin with this life at about the age of six, though I could return to events much earlier.  The musky-sweet taste of my mother’s milk.  A baby carriage of white rattan.  Me, there, outside a house in our neighborhood.  Laughter from the inside.

I gazing to that ceiling of curved white rattan.  (My mother told me years later we never had such a carriage.  And years beyond those years I saw such a carriage in a book of old photographs.  Showing it to my mother she replied, ‘I guess I’d forgotten about it.”

Events which I’ve spoken of were denied, but I know because I was there.  In my diapers, in my yellow sun-suit with the netted chest, carried on my father’s shoulders at ocean-side. holding tight to his shoulders, behind his strong strokes as he swam us to a raft at Lake Geneva or Cottage Lake.  And a distant lady,

when I was about four who said,,  “Remember this day and this day will remember you”.

And I remember falling off a wharf into Puget Sound.  Rescued by my mother’s best friend, Helen Shapiro.  She carried my on her shoulders along the shore and people came up to me patting my behind, telling me what a brave boy I was.  My mother said it never happened, but I remember it.  How could it not have happened if I remembered it so well.  There is, I believe, a vague distinction between memory, dreams and imagination, and much of what I have to say in this book may be lodged between one or the other.

I return to six which seems the best place to begin, as it had a strong influence on decisions I would be making from that time until today.

At an early age mother was studying piano at Cornish, the finest school of music in Seattle and one of the most prestigious schools of music in the country.  She was to become a concert pianist.  At least that was her father’s fervent wish.  But when he first met my father, a teen-ager a year older than my mother, her father looked at the two of them and said, “There goes my daughter’s career”.  They were married in less than two years and shortly began producing babies;  me the final sibling of four.

When I was six my mother told me, “I agonized with your brothers and sister over piano lessons to no avail, so I’m not going to suffer, nor will you to make it happen.  Instead I’m going to take you to concerts so that you can learn to appreciate music rather than struggle to play it.”

What a blessing.  It was a time when concerts of classical music were happening with regularity at the Moore and Metropolitan Theaters.  Great artists, mostly singers and pianists were on tour across the country.  A smorgasbord of activity and I heard such luminaries as:  Marian Anderson, Paul Robson, Igor Gorin, Dorothy Manor and Roland Hays to mention a few.  And violinists,

celloists, pianists and orchestras were a part of this enormous gift. 

By the time I was twelve I announced to my parents that I wanted to become an opera singer.  No cowboys, firemen, doctors or anything else in my dream-book.  I knew, firmly and resolutely, without the slightest hesitation or doubt that I wanted to become an opera singer, and I began studying voice, privately, at that unreasonably young age.

My memory of those teachers remains clear.  I can see them in their finery and I can hear them as if it were yesterday.

Elizabeth Fournyea greets me in the shadow of her huge , but elegant frame.  Formally attired in what seemed to suggest  tapestries, she  conducted me through her chambers to her grand piano.  I handed her a few selections of sheet music containing songs I might sing for an audition and she grandly brushed them aside.

“First we must develop the stream”.

I looked at her with confusion and she hurried on.

“The stream of air to support the tone,” she affirmed. She then lit a candle and motioned me  to the side.  Then she placed her face before the flame and released a stream of fine hissing air which seemed to last forever.

“Notice,” she  exclaimed, ”the flame barely fluttered and you must likewise develop the perfect stream, to carry your tone, before we hear a note of music”.

When my mother came with me after a few lessons to witness my progress, Madam assured her that I was doing very well and had me demonstrate with my stream upon the flame.  Moments later my mother rushed me from Madam’s  studio, her face flushed with anger, my face flushed with embarrassment.

Magnus Peterson, a mountain of a man.  I was  in my early teens, just recovering from the stream .  He dressed formally and colorfully in velvets and brocade, with an operatic gate.  His accompanist, an elegant lady of middle years, awaited my entrance, prepared to play whatever songs I had brought along.  I stood by the piano before Magnus, sitting on the throne, his face set in

concentration.  As I sang a few bars he arose in a gesture for silence.  He told me to sit in his chair, stood before me and sang my song from beginning to end, to demonstrate in mesmerizing fashion how it should be sung.  Searching my memory all I can remember of my lessons from Magnus and my efforts to replicate him was that I seemed to be listening ; he performing.  I felt as though  I was an audience of one, attending to a most  entertaining  singer.  Once I had the courage  to ask him if he thought that I might, someday, become a successful opera singer.  He looked and me sadly and said<  “Possibly so”.  I believe I understood what he was trying to tell me.

There were others in Seattle whom I remember vaguely.  Mr. Eddy, a fine lyric tenor who had  a small shabby studio in the Orpheum building.  A woman whose name I’ve forgotten, more an accompanist that a vocal teacher, and a man whose last name began with L who jumped to his decease from one of the low high rise buildings in downtown Seattle.

But returning to school, in general.  I can still smell the hallways in John Muir grade school.  Office of our principal, a tiny piece of dynamite, so feared and so loved.  If one was called to Miss Lockwood’s office it was catatonic.

I wrote my first poem in the third grade.  It was a Mother’s Day poem.



My mother is a good one the best I’ve ever seen.



She’s always good and kind to me and never never mean.



So Mother’s Day we’ve set aside to thank her every way.



But mother’s Day just comes and goes I wish that it would stay.

I’ve been reading this poem lately at poetry readings and it seems to be appreciated as much or more than any poem I’ve written since.

To Mrs. Bonnell, our music teacher, I was considered a non-singer  because every time I was asked  to sing a scale or melody by myself I froze up and could do nothing.  Some of that feeling of fear is with me to this day, though no one who knows me would believe it.  During this period I was singing with my synagogue choir, and our soulful choir director, Mr. Goldfarb, who could and often improvised during services, thought I had a great voice, and I often sang solos for the Saturday morning services from the choir loft.  In dream state I’m often singing, most usually jazz, and I have an unusual  ability for improvisation

(Interesting that in current time, 1/08, I’m collaborating with another musician on

projects which involve vocal improvisation, and I’m feeling excited and competent with the work we’re doing.  It couldn’t be closer to my passion.).

I should say it took me years to overcome my fear of performance.  It tortured me through high school though I masked it well, and through as assortment of

institutions of higher learning:  U. C. Berkeley, U. C. S. B., San Francisco Conservatory of Music, Los Angeles School of Opera, and the University of Washington (where I learned nothing) and into adulthood when, in middle-age I went through that crisis and found myself as a poet.  It was then that I felt my value and left much of that fear that had plagued  me from childhood behind. 

But returning for a moment, I was not a good student in grade school.  I liked sports.  Did track and soccer and loved ice hockey which I played from age six to age twenty six.  In high school I was not a good student either, except in music.  I sang in the choir, and sang in school events, a Gilbert and Sullivan Opera,  H.M.S. Pinafore. I  the boatswain with one great ballad,” He Is An Englishman, which I keep singing in reoccurring dreams”.

I fell easily in love, but was shy and admired a gallery of nubiles, parading promises from afar.  My first love was Dorothy Brooks who vomited on me our first day in pre-kindergarten.  From that time through high school I was rarely out of love and not in love with the same person for more than a semester.  

What else to say of this childhood.  We seemed a normal family so far as I  

understood that term.  My parents were superb role-models in terms of the way they expressed love for one another.  I can’t remember harsh words between them.  If they were here now I would know how to know them and not hesitate 

expressing the love that I felt so deeply but could not understand or articulate.  I know that I was loved and that was most important.

My most faded memories are of my brothers and sister.  I remember my grandparents more vividly.  There was my oldest brother, Melvin.  As a child in that home my only memory of him were of the ferocious arguments between him and my sister, two years his junior.  I would sit at the dinner table trembling with impotence, wanting to tear him apart while he attempted to savage her.  I was terrified and angry and unable to rise in her defense, though she did a good job of holding her own.  That’s all I remember of Melvin during my early childhood.  He seemed a stranger in our family; an absent stranger.

I was told my sister loved me dearly; defending me whenever I needed help.  I can’t remember her from childhood except for those awful battles with Melvin.  I was to feel her love from my teen-age years  and it continued in full flow until the time of her death in 1980 at the age of sixty.  She was a brilliant but troubled soul and I will speak of her remarkable life , as I remembered it, at a later time.

Four years older than me, my second brother, Alan, was the family member most clearly remembered.  He was my buddy.  He looked after me when I was young, had a marvelous sense of humor, still does, and an eternally optimistic nature.  I was broken-hearted when, as a mid-teen-ager he found friends his own age and seemed to abandon me.  More about him later.

There was a grandmother, Nana Cohen, whose husband deserted her when they were living in Brooklyn and she was pregnant with my mother.  He was off to Alaska in search of gold, to return a few years later and lavish my mother with gifts, and  desert once more to Alaska in a hopeless quest for treasures.  After several misspent years he returned to Seattle around 1908 and sent for the family, including his mother who was to become the oldest resident of the city.

I remember a picture of the old lady shaking hands with the mayor of Seattle; one-hundred-three at the time).  He was to die from leukemia in Providence Hospital at the same time that my mother was in the same hospital giving birth to my oldest brother.

At that time, two years into their marriage, my mother’s mother moved in with our family, to live with us most of her remaining years, which were considerable.

She passed on at home in her mid-eighties.  She was a difficult woman, bright, well read, political and extremely selfish.  None of us were very kind to her; consequently it was difficult for us to like her.  Now, I wish I had made more of an effort to know her.  She was my mother’s mother and that was reason enough.

I can’t remember, but I think my mother must have told me she loved me many times, or at least she expressed it in ways clear to my awareness because I felt completely loved.  She was a business woman working with my father in their jewelry store.  She was very active in Hadassah, a national office holder and an ardent Zionist.  She inherited her mother’s smarts, must have had an impressive    I. Q.. and was highly regarded and loved by her many friends.  Her energy was boundless.  

We had live-in help because mom was so often away, though we were her top priority.  I remember from the age of about six singing the popular songs of that time: “Animal Crackers in My Soup’”, “Tiptoe Through the Tulips”, and the like. Mom was an excellent sight-reader and could pick-up on anything I put in front of her.

My dad was less of a presence in the family.  A quiet man, a man highly regarded by his friends; a man of high integrity, referred to as a man’s man, but in no way macho.  Powerful of build.  Slightly over six feet in height.  (My mom was slightly over five feet, and in her later years, slightly under.).  

As a young man he was the city champion at handball.  He loved baseball, took me to many games where we cheered our local minor league  Seattle, Rainierrs.  When they moved to their new stadium in Mt. Baker we often sat on tightwad hill.  This was how we communicated; he the catcher to my pitches calling balls and strikes.  I don’t believe he did this with brothers, nor do I remember having any deep conversations with him.  That wasn’t the style in those days.  I also don’t remember my dad ever raising his voice to me and he had plenty of opportunities.    

Irving Glant and I took turns pushing our parent’s cars out of the garage  in the early hours of morning before anyone was up, and taking joyrides around the neighborhood.  We were about fifteen at the time and thought we were getting away with it.  Then one morning at breakfast, dad with a sweet grin looked my way and said,  “Don’t you think it would be nice if you put a bit of gas in the tank?”

  A few years later I borrowed his Packard t6 romance a connection I had made  over the telephone  (I later learned that she was only thirteen and that her father was a policemen.).  Anyway, I drove her out to Seward Park, down a deserted road with grass grown high over the rutted base.  This was to be my first encounter and I was enamored.  Suddenly there was a stomach-wrenching grinding, as an unseen barrier, a cement post, tore through the oil pan a gutted the underside of my dad’s pride and joy.  All he did was tell me in a calm voice a few days later that it would cost him two hundred dollars to pay for damages.

And there was the time my parents came home a day early from an outing and found me in bed, their bed, with a young lady.  I was in the navy at the time attending officer training at the University of Washington, and was due back  at the barracks in a few hours.  My father had to drive me there and continue out into the country with my amour, some many miles to her home.

I was eighteen at the time, too young for the V-12, Officer’s Training Program, and old enough to know better.  Yes, my sweet father had plenty of opportunities to raise his voice in my direction, but I have no memory of him doing so.  

Was I a bad kid?  Certainly not so by my standards.  Never booked, didn’t smoke, didn’t have my first drink until I entered the University and a virgin until about that time.  Did I do things a bit later on, after my time in the Navy, that I wouldn’t brag about?  Certainly, who didn’t?   And if they did, they lived a dull life or are lying.

My father’s parents were a joy.  Grandpa, short and sturdy.  Innocent; almost

childlike through his entire life.  He was born in Russia and loved to tell the story of escaping from the Russian army by leaping over a twenty foot concrete wall.

He never doubted that he did it so how could I?  He told this story numerous times to numerous of my girl friends, sitting at our downstairs bar over a shot of kummel, his favorite liquor which he drank in some abundance, and he told the story with such authority, embellishment and joy, that it was always a pleasure to lure him into repeating it. 

His brother, Ike,  won a lottery and was able to send for grandpa who had become a watchmaker in London, and bring him to  Seattle where he opened a jewelry store, The London Jewelry Company, on Second and Yestler, kitty-corner from the Smith Tower, the then tallest building in Seattle; at least twenty stories tall.  It remains there today, still a landmark after nearly one-hundred-and-fifty years, dwarfed by practically every building  in Seattle built since that time.

His wife, my much adored Nana Rosie, born in Winnipeg, half a foot taller than grandpa, oldest of twelve children, most of whom she raised, the youngest being the age of my father, and most of them finding their way to Seattle.  I have no idea why or how, nor do I know how Nana’s parents found their way to Winnipeg.  (Regretfully our memories rarely go back beyond our Grandparents

but that will not happen in the case of my children or theirs or theirs.  Not if they look to my voluminous journals, this book or others which attempt to record as much as memory will allow).  

Not a written word remains from my grandparents, and barely so from my parents.  A letter or two from my sister, and doubtfully, much from my brothers.  So I ‘m leaving a blatantly voluminous history for those of us to follow, and I ‘m rewarded in the belief that it will mean something to some of them.  I’ve always been a sucker for nostalgia and this is my form of framing it.  Without a doubt this of which I speak will be rife with contradictions and inaccuracies for memory can be clouded and elusive, and beyond memory the mixture of fantasy and dreams, desires and agendas  can corrupt reality.  I’m seeking clarity but realizing that I’ve forgotten much more than I’ve remembered and I’ve remembered, in detail, events which never occurred.   

My Nana Rosie was an uneducated lady, but wise, filled with her own precious brand of philosophy, and loved by all.  She was also Seattle’s first president of Hadassah.  The nights I slept over at my grandparent’s apartment are memorable.  I slept on the couch.  Chairs were lined across its opening so I wouldn’t fall out.  I must not have been more than five when I first slept over.

Nana’s salads were beyond description.  They were sublime and I’ve been addicted to salads, abnormally so, ever since.  When salads are served from a large salad bowl, at home or elsewhere, I will, at some time during dinner, ask all if anyone would desire another helping, and when appetites have been satisfied, I take what remains, usually the serving bowl, before me and conclude the contents. 

But her salads were a creation of wonder and simplicity.  Half or quarter head of iceberg lettuce, uncut, as in a chunk, with sliced tomatoes.  I believe that was the only lettuce available in those days.  Now you’ll only find it in MacDonalds, Denny’s, and a few such despicable  fast food chains.  (Of course, throughout the United Kingdom for a certainty).   The real secret to Nana’s salads was the dressing, which she confided to me with mysterious pleasure.  Fresh squeezed lemon juice and olive oil.  I’ve tried a thousand times to replicate that recipe  and failed with every effort.  Could it be that memory has memorialized that experience.  I think.  I trust my memory on this one.

In understanding how I came to music I look as much to both of my  grand-fathers as much as to my mother.  It may have come from my mother’s father whom I never knew, but whom, my mother said, had the uncanny ability to pick up almost any instrument and play it as though he had been playing it for years.  Perhaps a slight exaggeration but I understand the concept, as my son Drew has that proclivity.  But it probably came from my dear grandfather, Robert, who knew nothing about music but loved all music with a passion to the core of his being.  Whenever there was an opportunity for him to sing along he was available.  His love for music was all consuming.  I believe he loved it more than he loved his wife or any of us, perhaps myself excluded.  

I was the only member of the family who dared take him to a musical event, and I did so whenever there was the opportunity.  Not just he and I but he and I and my dates.  (That was always a condition of my dating.  Whenever it was appropriate Grandpa could come along).  And he would participate whenever participation was an option, though not encouraged.  (He had the feel of Mitch Miller flowing through his blood).  It was an embarrassment to other family members because he had that tendency to sing along with whomever, whenever, wherever we might be, he would hum along, and he was good with harmony, though not appreciated by anyone within the range of his voice

As I said, my grandfather seemed always to be a child.  Even his transition, during his final years, while living with us, to dementia, was barely noticeable, except for his confusion and distrust.  

When I was studying composition at the University of Washington I spent hours at our grand-piano thumping away at dissonance, repeating the same short measures interminably to the huge displeasure  of everyone whom I drove from the area, except grandpa.  I have a memory of him, in profile, a beautific look on his face, conducting as I pounded the keys.  How more completely could he have expressed his love for music and for me. 

II

I entered the University of Washington at the age of seventeen, already enlisted in the Navy V12 program (Officers Training School) which would be activated the following year.  I would graduate an Ensign in the U. S. Navy by the time I was twenty.  We were at war.  My brothers had enlisted immediately after Pearl Harbor.  I believe they had gone to recruitment on Monday following the Sunday, December 7th attack.

We were returning from a weekend cruise in Puget Sound, among the San Juan Islands.  When news of the Pearl Harbor attack was broadcast on my father’s ship to shore radio, dad’s response was that Japan would be in flames within two weeks, and it would be over.  He missed that one by almost four years.

I had my problems in the V 12 program.  I was too  young, too undisciplined and uninterested and I got into too much trouble.  So within the first year I was shipped out of the program to  Great Lakes Boot Camp where I endured eight weeks of humiliation and became a Seaman First Class. or was it Third Class.  I really don’t remember.

During a weekend in Chicago I stopped off in a cafeteria  under the L for a late dinner.  As I passed through to the cashier I felt a gentle hand on my shoulder and turned to the gentle countenance  of a marine Officer who asked me if he might have the pleasure of hosting me.  We sat together and he filled me with questions to which I responded with pleasure.  I told him of my aspirations of becoming an opera singer, and of my wish to have a few private lessons with John Sampler, a highly regarded vocal teacher in the Chicago area.  He responded with enthusiasm informing me that he was an opera singer and was appearing locally with Jeanette MacDonald in a production of Romeo and Juliet, would like to have me come as his guest and was earnestly interested in hearing my voice that very night.

Shortly we were in a cab on the way to his apartment.  Upon entering, he rushed to the kitchen to poured us a drink, while I settled myself in the living room which was devoid of piano.  When I mentioned this he urged me to relax, that we might just enjoy the evening together, get to know each other better and discuss future plans.  He poured us a second drink and a third, joining me on the sofa, with an innocent smile, draping his arm casually across my shoulder.

Suddenly I woke up, came  to  my senses, was on my feet, pushed him aside,

ignoring his vehement pleas of protest and was out of that den of inequity. 

I shared this experience with several buddies back at the base, convinced that I was set-up and he was a complete fraud.  The following Sunday, to my surprise,

one of my friends brought me a section from the Sunday Tribune, Arts and Music section with a substantial review of the opera , and a picture of Jeanette MacDonald and my hopeful, denied host.

From Chicago I was sent to San Diego for training in submarine detection.  I learned to operate the sonar equipment, and after completing that training, I took a course in sonar repair.  Interestingly I was recommended for this program because of my background in music.  Sonar equipment is a device for tracking down enemy submarines by sending out a signal.  There is a ping as the signal is released and another ping as the signal returns from any object it might have discovered in the deeps.  The object will appear on a screen and the returning signal beeps, an operator can determine from the sound of the signal if the object is approaching or departing.  The higher the signal, the nearer the object, possibly an enemy submarine, is coming.  What the test to determine my qualifications did not reveal was that I have a tin ear.

 While at Sonar School in San Diego I became close friends with a fellow seaman, Sigusmund Koperniac, a drunk, a womanizer in excess and a worthy opponent at pool.  (We had a standard sized pool table in our home and I began playing pool when I was three, dragging a wooden box around the table and using a cue over my shoulder).  Sigusmund and I patronized a pool hall in San Diego, and endorsed a daily ritual that held great appeal for both of us.  We would purchase a quart of rum, order a coke, take a slug of coke, replace the space with rum, drink the bottle half way down, fill the space with rum and repeat this process until the bottle of rum was empty.  We were generally able to complete three games of ‘call shot to fifty’ by the time the bottle was consumed.  He, being the better pool player would win the first game; the second game was up for grabs and I being the better drinker would usually beat him badly on the final game.  Then we were out on the street where he promptly, on cue, vomited in the gutter and we were off to a dance floor.  Most of the time he would pick up a companion for the night and I would return to the base alone.  What a sweet guy Sigusmund was.  I’ve often thought of trying to find him, but never put myself to the task.  I think it would have been an easy undertaking.  Could there possibly be another Sigusmund Koperniac 

on this planet?

This was a period when music was very little on my mind.  The nearest I came to music was when I went to see Paul Robeson in Othello.  I thought it would be the opera but it was the play and he the angry king who sang not a note of music.  I was to encounter Robeson again, after the war when as a student in the chorus at U. of W. Robeson sang with us ‘The Ballad for Americans’, by another Robeson.  I remember those first fiery lines, as though it was yesterday.  “In seventy-six the sky was red.  Thunder rumbling overhead.  (Old king George couldn’t sleep in his bed and on that stormy mourn  old Uncle Sam was born.”  

From San Diego I was sent north to  Camp Shoemaker, near San Francisco, to await the pleasure of our Navy.  Eventually I was given a two week liberty and assigned to become a member of a destroyer berthed in Vallejo, the U. S. S. Tingey.  As I went up the gang-plank, to report for duty, just having returned from my two week liberty in Seattle , I was greeted by the officer of the day, who exclaimed with some small degree of enthusiasm, ‘Lurie, imagine seeing you here.’  He was one of the young seamen in the V 12 officers program who had made it through to ensign.  He told me that I had arrived just in time for starboard or port liberty, two weeks liberty for each group.  I figured if I leave today I won’t have to unpack and repack my duffle-bag, so I turned about, walked down the gang-plank and headed back to Seattle.

The U. S. S. Tingey was not intending to go back to war.  The war was nearing its end and the Tingey was planning to go to San Diego to be decommissioned. 

So there we went and there I spent the next few weeks scraping paint from the Tingey’s well worn deck.  (Now, sixty years later I would suggest that the Tingey is in worse shape than I am, if it exists at all).

Now I headed over to the Philippines with close to five thousand recruits on an L. C. V.  I became friends with a young man, a musician from New York City.

We chose not to endure the chow line which was located in the bowels of the scow.  It was a stew of madness, sailors standing in the chow line  for lunch, struggling with their ‘shit-on-a shingle’ breakfast, trying to avoid the vomit which slushed from side to side as our ship shifted degrees.  It was ghastly; it was rank.

We chose to hang out top-side eating raw potatoes and candy bars and crackers from ship stores.  

He was an enthusiastic musician with big plans for the immediate future..

“I’ve got an envelope full of dynamite seeds which I’ll be planting the day we arrive,” he said, with a glow.  

I had not idea what he was talking about, and he looked at me with disbelief.

I was from the west coast, he was from New York and the time was 1945.   He should have known.

“This will become weed man.  Shit, and you’ll love it.  It will, like, turn you on.”

And he had other plans.  “As soon as we get there I’ll let the brass know that I can form a band.  The officers and the nurses get it on and we’ll own the place.  

All the beer we can drink, no work details, just playing music for the brass.”

His plan was a good one.  He played trumpet, we found a decent piano man, someone who plunked an aluminum bass and I did vocals through a megaphone.  The beer was green, stuff floating around in the bottle, but tolerable.  We avoided extra duty and played music almost nightly.  But the seeds he planted didn’t come to fruition before I was reassigned, and I was not to learn the incredible joys and benefits of grass for another twenty years.

My next port of call was Subic Bay, on the main island not far from Manila.  I was assigned to a small island designated as a stop over for U. S. O. groups and service men in need of a bit of R. and R.  My job was to hand out beer and steaks to our boys and deliver the U. S. O. troops to various nearby bases to entertain our boys.  It appeared that my skills as a sonar man were on permanent hold.  

Then something came to my attention.  Rizal Stadium. in Manila was to become the venue for the Pacific Games, a track and field event to be held in a few months, and I thought this would be an opportunity to represent my team in a 

commodious environment.  The war was over and it was just a matter of time.

So I had a few young Philippano  boys who hung around camp, clear a runway and dig a pit while I went into the jungle and selected a few bamboo poles.  I

practiced for a few days.  (I had been a star pole  vaulter in high school and a fair vaulter at U. of W.)  Then I went to our petty officer and requested that I be    

assigned to a location in Manila to train for the upcoming games.

“Are you good,” he asked.

“Pretty good.”

“How do I know that?”

“Come and watch me.”

He was surprised to learn that I had constructed a runway and pit, came to watch and had me transferred to Manila where I ensconced myself in a small apartment at the stadium.  I’m not sure whether he considered me good enough to compete in the games or just relieved to have me someplace else.

I spent an enjoyable month or six weeks training haphazardly for the games and enjoying my nights in Manila at a variety of clubs, bars and dance halls.  Our track coach had not yet arrived when I received word that I was to return to America to receive my honorable discharge .  It appeared that my career in the Navy was coming to an end; no great disappointment to the Navy nor to myself.  

So I was discharged from the Navy, Bremerton, Washington, in early 1946.  Returned home to my parents new home on 39th Avenue, with a grand sweeping view of Lake Washington.  I immediately joined the 52 60 club, available to all honorably discharged servicemen, which put me on the dole for a year at $60.00 per week, sufficient funding to keep me in miscellaneous.  I relaxed for the time being; wandering the city, reconnecting with friends, not rushing back to school or seeking employment.  A well deserved rest for a freshly returned war veteran. 

After a few months the subject of my returning to school became a matter for discussion, and as the pressure grew,  began to think of taking advantage of my generous veteran benefits through the G. I. Bill which would pay for everything plus a monthly stipend at any school of my choosing.  I learned of the American School of Opera in Los Angeles, one of many such institutions quickly established after that great war, to take advantage of the crunch of service men and women searching for a place to hang out at the government’s expense.  This Opera School sounded a pleasant opportunity.  My operatic ambitions were  not  passionately fired, but Los Angeles seemed an interesting venue .  My parents were mildly supportive as I prepared to move along.

My sis had moved south and was living in the Hollywood Hills with her lady friend, Virginia, a sweet likable soul who was working on a screen scenario on the life of Pancho Gonzales, an outstanding American tennis pro.  This was a long time ago , lost in the folds of uncertain memory, and before I continue this voyage I must return to an overlooked event just preceding my move to Hollywood.

One day my father took Alan and me to lunch.  This was, perhaps, to first time he had ever done so.

“Do you know what day this is?” he asked.

Alan and I looked at each other with some uncertainty wondering what dad was talking about.

After a moment, “I didn’t think you remembered,” he said, reaching under the table and producing two rectangular boxes of identical shape.

“It’s my birthday, so I got presents for both of you.”

We opened our packages together.  Each contained a box of business cards.  Mine said, Toby Lurie, Proprietor Lurie’s Credit Jewelry Store and my brother’s said, Alan Lurie, Proprietor Lurie’s Credit jewelry Store..

“Remember how many times I’ve  said than when I reached the age of fifty I would retire and enjoy my boat?”   Well today I’m fifty and I’m on my way.  The business is doing well, and can support the two of you comfortably.  It has an excellent reputation, a good stock of merchandise, watches, diamonds, all the rest and everything is paid for.  And you’ve got a good file of accounts receivable.  The business has been good to me.  Now I’m giving it to you, lock, stock and barrel.  All I need to do is take you back to the store, give you the combination to the safe and I’m on my way down to my boat.”

What a gift to his children and what a gift to dad to be able to retire at fifty.

Three days later I called Alan over to the cash register, pronouncing all the positive things that dad had said about the business;  stock, reputation, everything, telling him what a lucky man he was because I was giving it all to him.

‘You son-of-a-bitch,” he cried, “I was going to give it all to you.”  

“Too late,” I replied and was out of there, home filling a suitcase and preparing to continue on my journey to Hollywood and the American School of Opera.

My oldest brother, Melvin had graduated from Law School prior to the war and had taken a position as Assistant Attorney General for the State of 

Washington, located in Olympia at the State Capital.  I believe, at this time, he had gone into private practice with a friend.

I’m going back sixty years, and the sequence of events is somewhat faulty, but I will mention a hitch-hiking trip I took shortly after returning from my service.  I left with a close friend, dating back to kindergarden, Jack Thompson.  As I remember, we hitched down to Los Angeles, then to Las Vegas, then north in the direction of Reno.  We were picked up some miles north of Las Vegas by a man driving a model T. or A.  He said he was tired and asked if one of us had a drivers license and was awake enough to drive.  Jack volunteered and I sat on the end.  Sometime later I was shocked from my  slumber as the car went off the road, rolling and throwing me out of the window and rolling over my body.  I told myself not to pass-out or I would never come back..  I remained conscious, was taken by ambulance to a nearby hospital, a six bed hospital where I was  listed  in critical condition.  Jack was in and out for the next few weeks while I recovered enough to be taken, by ambulance and put aboard a plane to Seattle.  I had called my parents to meet us at the airport but didn’t mention

what had happened.  When they saw me limp off the place, they took me directly to Providence Hospital, where it was discovered that my jaw was broken.

It was necessary to be broken again and wire me shut for about four weeks.  My rib cage on the left side had been damaged and those ribs had popped. 

All was not misery as I met a nurse there who became my lover for about six months.  Memory can be very deceptive and some of the fine details including the chronology of events become clouded and distorted in the fullness of time.

As best I can remember, following my three days in the retail business, I quickly made my plans and moved south to enroll in the Los Angeles School of Opera.  Found quarters in a garage , a few blocks from Hollywood and Vine, sometimes referred to as the “Crossroads of the World.”

As I mentioned the school was hastily formed and probably short lived.  I selected as my private voice teacher Filippi Lombardi, who had studios off campus.  When I arrived, sheet music in hand, for our first lesson, Mr. Lombardi, an elegant man of apparent refinement, asked me to sing a few notes, stopping me immediately in a great state of agitation, exclaiming, “No, no you

are not what you think you are.  Not a lyric baritone, not at all.  With me you will become a contra-tenor.”  He had me screaming at the top of my lungs for several weeks until what voice I had was ruined,  (Though in my early 80s I still have an interesting ballad voice and am in the process of producing a series of C. D.s with a fine keyboard player and excellent engineer, chuck Bush.).

I learned that the school also had a few starter courses in theory and composition, so I signed on and almost immediately realized that I had found my path.  At this point my passion for music was redirected to composition.

I returned in less than a year to the comfort of Seattle, easing myself back into the social fabric of my city.  My parents seemed pleased to welcome me home, and relieved that my operatic aspirations had come to closure. 

I enrolled at once at the University entering an advanced course in theory, taught  by a modest , soft spoken, slightly built man named John Verrall.

Contrasting his demeanor, he was brilliant and inspiring, and the first teacher in memory who had given me positive support and encouragement.  I was never a good student and remain undisciplined to this day.  I played, socialized boozed and composed music in my spare time.  But I had found my man, knew for certain where this was where I wanted and needed to be and this feeling was to sustain itself for two quarters at which time my campus adviser called me in for a serious discussion.

“Lurie, you’re doing very marginal work in this department and have somehow avoided required courses in favor of courses in advanced composition and theory and that’s not right.”

“I’m very happy with the courses I’m taking,” I replied.

“That may be but if you’re going to be a teacher we must reexamine your program and get you back to basics.”

I replied that I had no interest in the basics, nor did I intend to teach others what I wanted to do.  He was unsympathetic, so I walked across campus and changed my major to Drama.  (it was possible to do such things in those days).

I took a course in Shakespeare, another in Phonetics, both rather dull.  So I dropped out of school, packed my suitcase and headed back to California to enroll at U. C. Berkeley.  Back into music before I realized that the music department was weak in composition, my area of interest, and strong in history, an area that held little interest for me., and what little interest I had was snuffed by a snob named Bukoffser , highly respected in his field but cold as an oyster.

And there was the matter of a young woman with whom I had fallen madly in love in Seattle. while she was on vacation from Berkeley.   I never had difficulty falling in love, but this one was different from all the others.  A real beauty, creative, passionate, a generous heart and she loved me as I loved her; at least I thought so.  But after a few evenings together I sensed a radical shifting.  She seemed less interested in my life, disconnected and unable to respond to my concerns.  Finally, thwarted and despondent I dropped out of school and headed to the Greyhound station in Oakland with intentions of returning to Hollywood.  There , in a bar, I met a young man who was to become an inseparable friend for the next year.

We got drunk, he heard my sorrows, we wandered the streets in Berkeley, found a place to live in the Berkeley hills.  A marvelous cottage overlooking the U.C. stadium, where on Saturdays, our host and landlord, a gay 500 pound mailman and part-time opera-extra served us on the roof.  Scotch on ice, singular sandwiches with potato salad and whatever else our sweet young hearts desired, while we watched the Cal. Bears demonstrate their football expertise.  

Austin was definitely interested in David and me, but we were only interested in girls and what Austin did for us, like take us to dinner once a week at  Spangler’s

and play loose with our rental due dates.  After a few months of this he became inpatient and amorous, a warning for us to flee and flee we did to  San  Francisco where we found an apartment on Fulton and Masonic and began playing the city.  

After a few months of lethargy and indulgence I began to feel an urge to get on with my life and move beyond hedonism, which had become our style of choice, so I signed on at the San Francisco Conservatory, located in those distant days on Sacramento street in a huge Victorian in the Fillmore.  David was 

upset with my decision and exerted all of his skills to urge me away from this madness, pleading with me to come with him to Florida where he found a school with a major in tennis.  

On our last day together he drove  to school in the fancy Cadillac convertible  which he had practically stolen from his father, the banker, when he slipped out of Aurora, and sat with me out in front of the Conservatory, pleading his case.

But I was as determined as he and this was my call.  I said goodbye and went to class.  Several hours later when I came outside for a break, there he was waiting for me, pleading his case one final time, but my mind was firmly set and he finally departed in defeat.  Yet still he was not to be denied, calling late that night, from a bar in Needles, piss-eyes drunk, telling me he would come back for me so that we could continue our surreal adventure.  We had great, bruising fun together for over a year and that was enough for me.  I needed to move on

 and so I did.

At the conservatory I studied composition with Roger Sessions, one of the world’s most eminent composers, and Bach Chorals with Joseph, who taught Bach with singular adoration.  Sessions seemed to spend most of our class time trying to keep his pipe lit, and in summation I learned little from either of them, and in due course according to my habit and inclination I was on my way home to Seattle to give music another run at the U. of W.  Feeling the weight of the passing years, pushing twenty-three or four with alacrity.  It was time for me to find my way.

Walking, one rare sunny day, down University avenue , I noticed and recognized a stunning young student coming in my direction.  

“You’re Jan aren’t you”

“And you’re Toby.”

She was and I was and our relationship started immediately.  This was the love I was waiting for.  I had seen a photograph, in profile, of her, taken by a fraternity buddy whose passionate hobby was photographing beautiful  nubiles in all stages of dress and undress.  Jan was fully clothed.  She knew me from parties she had attended where I sometimes acted quite outrageous, and had stirred her interest.  We fell quite suddenly in love.  I was twenty-four, she was nineteen and there was little doubt from the beginning.  We dated and played for a quarter at the University.  

During this period my father was lured from retirement by an opportunity that none of us could turn down.  Passing beyond the tedious details we joined with another family who were in the construction business to build one-thousand apartment units in Anchorage, Alaska.  My brothers would remain in the Seattle offices of Lewis Construction Company, my father would be in and out in a consulting capacity, spending the bulk of his time with his boat.  Two sons-in-laws of Harry Lewis would move to Alaska, one would be the accountant the other to act in general and undefined capacities. to oversee the operation and I would be shipped off to Alaska to represent our family.  None of us knew the slightest thing about the construction business  The sons-in-laws were ass-holes, neither of them very bright, but neither was I.

My function in Alaska was a humbling one.  Officially I was the time keeper.  I understand some of the crew called me The Beacon.  I checked  the workers in each morning and wandered our two construction sites to see that everyone was on the job.  In other words I was to keep our staff of employees which amounted to several hundred, honest.  But who was to keep me honest.  

No doubt I was the highest paid timekeeper on the planet, enjoying the benefits of occasional partnership draws which were astronomical.  

My letters to Jan were frequent and abstruse. and her replies were open, poetic and seductive.  One day I flew to Seattle and gave her a wrist watch.  

‘

“What does this mean,” she asked, and we were engaged.  Back to Anchorage and out again in September for our marriage.  A breathtaking honeymoon To San Francisco , one-nighters at the St. Francis, Palace and Fairmont Hotels and to Los Angeles;  the Beverly Hills, Miramar and Bel Aire Hotels.  All still flourishing

fifty-seven years later, in one form or another.  Our first son was born in Anchorage on George Washington’s birthday, February 22, 1952.

Jan did some acting, starring in a melodrama with the added spike of being presented in a bar, and worked at the local radio station.  She also experienced bouts of depression which were not shared with me and of which I was not aware.  And we had fun.  Clubbing well into the daylight of midnight and taking weekend trips into the countryside, often with her parents who came to Anchorage when her dad  was offered a job with Lewis Construction Company.

Her dad, Tokie, and I became quite close and played pool on a regular basis.  

I played ice-hockey with a local team for two winters and played in the Anchorage Symphony Orchestra.  The conductor who drove a D 12 bulldozer by day advised us that if we were going to make a mistake make a big one because he was tone-deaf, victim of his day job.  I made plenty of mistakes because I was an awful bass player, but neither he nor I ever heard them.  I remember one mistake of omission.  There was one other bass player in our section and I would always follow his lead, entering a short moment after his cue.  One evening during a performance intermission I sat out with my partner

in my jeep in ten degrees below zero weather and we consumed half a pint of brandy.  Following the intermission we opened with a work of Felix Mendelson which included a beautiful lyrical passage for solo Bass.  In addition to being the highest paid  time keeper on this planet I was also this planet’s worst Bass player.  I never really learned the instrument, a combination of laziness and indifference, but it made it possible for me to be around music and in Alaska one takes full advantage of the opportunity to be around anything.  So when the time for our solo arrived I looked to my partner waiting for him to put his bow to the strings., but he didn’t.  He didn’t so I didn’t, and although we hadn’t made the loud error which our conductor had asked for, we made one that was sufficiently obvious. 

There was no way with my diminished skills and augmented dependency that I could carry on by myself and it became obvious that my partner was a cheaper drunk than me.  So our alert and furious conductor advanced the orchestra to the next section and carried on. 

Rich and numerous memories of our time in Alaska.  Matinuska Valley, of forty pound cabbages and carrots sweeter than wine.  All vegetable products of accelerated growth because of richness of soil, shortness of season, Bush pilots dropping us in a lake never fished before, we were told; golf at midnight beneath crisp shining skies, the northern lights, jazz until dawn with teamster friends from our construction crew; great feasts of Alaska King crab.  One leg could make half a dozen cocktails of the sweetest meat; nights with Jan’s parents, tossing cards with Tokie, becoming the son he had so much trouble knowing.  The son who disrespected his father because he was not a financial success. because he bowed to his brothers; a wild variety of friends, the ones one only finds at the edge of a frontier.

Too busy for my still unformed music.  That, a sadness, and other vague feelings,

felt but undefined, announcing a sadness..  Where had the music gone, or the passion?

After a bit more than two years in Anchorage our part of the job was finished,  and with our six-month-old son, we left that world for a short stint in Bremerton, Washington, where our families were involved in another construction project.

Our first priority when returning stateside was to buy a car.  Dad came along because he knew what questions to ask We wanted a convertible and found our dream.  A sky-blue Chevrolet convertible which cost us seventeen-hundred and a few.  

(I’m interrupted by Ann, here in present time, 1995, at the Cliff House in San Francisco which became my second home when I lived nearby between 1991 and 1998.  I’ve just given her some good advice in response the her statement. “You worked until you were forty.”

“No,” I replied.  “I struggled until I was forty.  Struggled to keep afloat, to pay the bills, to avoid doing what I despised doing but continued doing.”  One must feel a joy and passion about one’s work.  If one simply works to survive or acquire material benefits. one is living a waster life.  And the tragedy of our species is that  so many of us live  bankrupt lives: unaware or unable to do anything  about them.”)   

It was during our brief stay in Bremerton that I became restless again and decided it was time  to have a talk with my father.  I told him, and he knew, that this was not my work, that I needed to return to my studies in music.  That I was finally ready to  do it the right way.  He was sympathetic.  He fully understood.  He told me that he had wanted me to become a part of the building enterprise so that I might enjoy the benefits.

“You’re a rich man now.  Part owner of one-thousand apartment units in Alaska and you won’t have to worry about money again-----ever.”

And so, with my father’s blessings, my mother’s as well, Jan and I and our son made plans to move to the Bay area, that I might again pursue my passion, whatever that might become, with the  support of a substantial monthly draw

from Alaska, some paid-up life insurance policies and a substantial sum in the bank.

I would mention that while in Bremerton I composed a large choral work for a state centennial which was performed by the Bremerton Symphony Orchestra of which I was a member in the bass section.  I also composed another short composition for orchestra, my first and only composition for full orchestra which was performed during our time in Bremerton.  I was never able to grasp the fundamental principals of orchestration.  The nearest thing to a break-through occurred some years later when a fine Santa Barbara, composer, Donald Pond told me to consider the various instruments in the orchestra as people having a conversation.  

And so we were on the road again.  This time to the Bay Area, an environment close to the hearts of both of us.  (My former wife lives in San Francisco to this day, 2/08, and I who lived in the area for over twenty-five years still go to the city monthly to meet with my agent and glorify over Herb Cain’s Bagdad by the  Bay.)  We began our search for an apartment in the east bay and concluded our search at Mills College.  A wonderfully precious bucolic campus where we found a wonderful apartment on campus, after convincing the owners that our son never raised his voice or cried.   We were to live in the apartment of this four-plex directly over their unit and though they were  apprehensive but agreed and within a week they loved our son almost as much as we did.  Though Mills was not at that time coed, they did take in male students for a few select classes; including those in which I was particularly interested.

Such a class, in composition was taught by one of the most eminent composers in the world, Darious Milhaud, and I was permitted to sign in.  I con-

sidered Milhaud a weak teacher, perhaps because he was bored, but it seemed that his method of teaching was based too strongly on his method of composing which did not allow for students to  explore in other directions.  I also took piano lessons but made little progress because I was unwilling to put in the time necessary to  make  much progress.  I also played in the  U.C. Berkeley Symphony Orchestra playing the only instrument that I never learned to play. 

We couldn’t be happier with our life at Mills.  A marvelous, luxurious apartment which cost us $125.00 per month, utilities included.  A guaranteed monthly income, from our Alaska venture, of $2,500.00 per month, an enormous sum by early 50s standards.  Plenty of back up cash in the bank, paid up insurance policies, and a new group of stimulating friends.  A beautifully orchestrated life for a handsome, youthful couple, with adorable son, and in love.

Now to decide, one more time, what to do with this life.  How to invest it with authentic value.  Music was and remained my passion.  I had studied voice for years.  Had studied theory and composition sporadically for years;  was now studying with Milhaud.   But, caught up a bit, but not entirely in the Judeo-Christian ethic, I decided it might be fun to  open a record store.  That would keep me in touch with music and legitimize  my future.

So Jan and I began the search.  The search was fun, but I soon decided that business was business and I’d be no happier selling records than selling any other product for consumption,  So I decided to produce children’s records.  

I rented a large room on Grand Avenue in Oakland, installed a decrepit piano, and prepared to embark on the adventure of producing children’s records.  I

copyrighted the name “Children’s Classics”, hired a professor of English at U. C. Berkeley to create the libretto and began composing the musical score of our first collaboration, The Little Mermaid.

It was a marvelous marriage of mirth and fantasy, a much needed breath of fresh air and integrity for an industry which had shamefully neglected the children’s market, infecting it with garbage and insult.  Children’s Classics  would  offer a product of quality and integrity with respect for the child.

I decided to market Children’s Classics through mail-order, and addressed this procedure along with the other intricacies of upgrading an industry through the creation of a new business enterprise.  First I had to project costs to make sure

this was a sound venture.  There were recording costs which included  the engineer, musicians, recording studio.  Assorted printing costs, art work for the record jacket, costs of blank records, mailing jackets, postage and, Oh Yes, advertising.  I was pretty good with calculations and after throwing in a given amount for that which I neglected, it appeared that I would lose about $1.50 per record sold.  In other words I would save money for every record unsold.  

And so this outburst of enthusiasm and creative energy which had occupied several months of my life gave way to a brief period of depression and relief.

What was I now to do?  What did I have to do?  Why do anything?  I, with a beautiful family, with the love and support of that family, with a more than substantial income from our Alaska adventure and with my creative juices on the boil had nothing that I needed or had to do.  Just enjoy.

Then I heard from my brother Alan telling me that there were problems brewing in Alaska.  We had long since completed construction of the massive number of apartments, but as owners we were having difficulties with the  management process.  It appeared that we had built far more units than the area could absorb, and to further complicate things, the government had built five hundred units across the street from our largest project to service  families from Elmendorf and was renting them for half the price of ours.  The management team we had sent north from Seattle had impressive credentials, but seemed not to know much more than we did about renting apartments.   He said that we were having severe problems and could lose  our entire holdings, and went on to warn me that my monthly stipend might cease at any time.  

Shortly after that, dad called to let me know that things were at a desperate stage.  

“We’re trying to dump the project,” he said.  “Just to find someone to take over the mortgager payments so that we can avoid bankruptcy.”  He said the other partners were  putting all their savings into the pot in an effort to keep afloat long enough to find a buyer to bail us out.  There are always shrewd buyers to be found for troubled projects. 

“The choice is yours.” he said.  “Do what you think is right.” 

So I did it.  Turned in the insurance policies which I had purchased outright in Alaska,, withdrew most of my considerable savings and sent the proceeds to Seattle.  We were fortunate. My dad and Harry Lewis had found a buyer who took over our payments and the two projects, so we were out of it.  

My checks had stopped coming a few months earlier, we were getting by on our limited remaining savings and the restless worm of anxiety was squirming in my head.  Then I heard from my brothers.  During the course of our Alaska adventure there had been some substantial cash advances by our lending source and, without my knowledge, our families had invested a portion of these construction funds in the purchase of a rather large hotel in Seattle and two smaller hotels in Olympia, the capital of Washington State., and these were salvaged from our misadventure.  The Lewis family wanted the Seattle property and we were content to take on the hotels in Olympia.

My brothers had decided to carry on in the construction business about which they knew nothing and called me to see if I would be willing to take on the management of the two hotels in Olympia;  the Governor and the Olympian, about which I knew nothing.

I really had no choice.  I certainly wasn’t making it as a composer, and according to my limited skills never would.  Jan was amenable to the idea. Mark was indifferent, so we made arrangements to move to Olympia, our fourth move in as many years.  Mortification of the spirit.  I was now twenty-eight, feeling a bit worn, a bit unsuccessful, a bit worried about our present and our future, and I was caving in to the security of an income.  Taking on a job opportunity I knew nothing about, nor cared about.

We arrived in Olympia late March 1953 and conceived our second son, Drew, in a motel.  Whereupon we purchased a spacious corner-lot home , on our first  day looking for $17,500.00.  It seemed a fair price and we  became home owners for the first time.

Our two hotels, about one hundred rooms each were the only hotels in town, which gave us a monopoly on the politicians and lobbyists who infected the area during capital sessions.  Both properties were blessed with ample public space to accommodate  meetings and the general needs of the community.   

My spinet was, by now, well traveled.  From Alaska to Bremerton to Oakland to Olympia and what would become of it now.  Now that I was immersed  in a 

new venture.  I was a quick study in the hotel business.  I created a bit of excitement by installing a collapsible dance floor, brought into service on weekends, for dinner dancing.  And Ed Lawrence, a well known designer of  Trader Vic’s operations in Los Angeles and Hawaii converted our non-descript bar at the Olympian into a fancy South Sea environment, with monkey pod tables, blow-fish and all the other touches along with an exotic offering of cocktails, all of which one would experience at the Tropics on elegant Rodeo Drive in Beverly Hills, Los Angeles.  Within a few months our hotels began showing signs of awakening and began producing reasonable returns which encouraged my ambitious brothers to think about developing a hotel chain.

My creative activities were limited to weekends or not at all, but I did get connected with Father Kellenbentz, choral director at the local Catholic Seminary and composed a few pieces which he was pleased to perform.  One Friday we had the  good father over for dinner and thoughtlessly served pot roast.   Realizing later that evening that we had committed the unpardonable.  He thrust our concerns aside saying he had never before had meat on Friday and it never tasted so good.

One day a call from my brothers that they had acquired a small resort in Phoenix and had located someone to manage the place.  We met at a restaurant in Bremerton;  my brothers, Ray Thatcher and myself.  During dinner Ray excused himself from the table and after an absence of about ten minutes I went looking for him.  I found him in the bar, wandering in a very agitated state.  

“Someone is following me,” he said.  “I think they’re from the F. B. I. and they’ve mistaken me  from someone else.”.  I calmed him down and we returned to our table.  It seemed like strange conduct, but much more tan that, as we were to learn later.

Some weeks later I  left with Ray for the Phoenix Twilighter.  My brothers had connected with a Real Estate Broker, Bill Seafert, in Santa Barbara.   He had sent them some general details on a residential hotel which looked interesting to my brothers who suggested if we passed that way, to give him a call.  A few weeks later we passed through Santa Barbara staying at the Mar Monte Hotel.  I called Seafert and he rushed over to pick me up and take me to see El Mirasol Hotel.  A formal circular drive took us to the hotel entrance.  Inside , a lobby, dining room,  library study and a few guest rooms.  All very formal and elegant.  The gardens were, as well, obviously maintained by a crew of gardeners.  

A dozen cottages with single units and suites were set along the perimeter of which was a full city block.  The layout was impressive with the plan but the guests of this residential hotel were as ancient as the property.  Mostly women in their 80s and beyond;  a few hardy, fortunate men of the same age.  It gave the impression of being a pricey rest home, for that’s what it was.

On to Phoenix with Ray who had come to us with the reputation of being an alcoholic, but one long cured by his own admission.  We seemed to have a proclivity for hiring such sorts.  Our trip from Seattle to Phoenix should have given me sufficient cause.  We had one in the family whom we had denied for years, so we were good at it.  Ray stayed on with us for years:  in Phoenix which he decimated, in Santa Barbara where I threatened and controlled him and tolerated him beyond reason, and finally in Los Angeles where we gave him up and he gave himself up.  More of that later. 

The Phoenix property consisted of about twenty cottages with two to four units in each.  Spanish in design, adobe exteriors with red tiled roofs.  It was an attractive plan. 

When I returned home my brothers asked me if I had passed through Santa Barbara and contacted the Real Estate agent there.  “I did’,” I told them. ‘’It’s a beautiful property in a beautiful city, but nothing we would  interested in.  More an upscale rest home than a hotel.”

But this did not deter them for the operating statement indicated high occupancy and substantial income.. And my brothers had developed a 

shrewd  formula for purchasing hotels which I’ll not disclose, but to say that in a very few years we developed one of the largest, in number, hotel operations in Western America.  And so it was, in the order of events, we purchased El Mirasol Hotel in Santa Barbara for $450.000.00, with a down payment which consisted of the brokers commission which he gave up in escrow for a note payable over ten years.  That was how we acquired hotels; using the Real Estate commission for our down payments.  My brothers were clever negotiators  and their broker in Seattle was even more clever.

He was a huge man who entered a room in a Stetson hat, full length overcoat and cane (not necessary), and half drunk.  Not falling over the furniture drunk,

but just drunk enough to impress and gently intimidate all parties.  Bill Peebles remained with us for several years, willing to fly anyplace a deal could be made, at his own expenses.

Memory is evasive and tricky.  It distorts reality, often creating false realities from innocent extrapolations arising perhaps from desires, illusions, fantasies, dreams, premeditations, prejudices.  Much of what I remember, or think I remember, must carry me back over fifty years.  At this age, eighty-two in this year of 2008, I sometimes have difficulty remembering why I’ve entered a room, and must look about for a clue.  And nouns and adjectives destroy me.  Yet I stand by the integrity of what I remember from that deep distant past, while allowing for the fact that I’ve distorted the facts.  Not lied about them but distorted them.  And so I proceed hoping that memory has not failed me where it is important to be accurate.

So I spent a few weeks training a new manager for our Olympia hotels, and we packed our bags, bagged our furniture, boxed my spinet sold our nice corner lot home in Olympia for the exact price we paid for it less than a year before

and headed back to California, this time to Santa Barbara, arriving in November, 1954, Jan seven months pregnant with Drew, found a cheap rental and I took over the El Mirasol Hotel which was well managed by an elegant man, John Barrows, who was to remain with us for at least five years.  He was to marry a member of the Hormell Meat Packing family who paid him off generously when he promised not to return to Santa Barbara during her lifetime, and deposited him in Morocco, where he thrived for a few years in a loving gay community.

The El Mirasol was close to eighty percent filled with permanent guests and the balance of its rooms were usually occupied by seasonal guests who had been coming for years or children of the oldsters, visiting from afar, who were grateful  that their parents were preserved in our caring hands and patiently and not so patiently waiting for them to pass on.  

The hotel had been built by Albert Herter son of Christian Herter who was Secretary of Defense under F. D.  Roosevelt.  Some of our permanent guests were outrageous; some quite notable.  Mrs. Duffy, Martha Graham’s mother was one of our permanent guests, so I had the pleasure of seeing Miss

Graham several times a year.  We had a Mrs. Bothin, well into her nineties whose husband had predeceased her  by many years, but provided in his will that the

grounds of their estate in Montecito be fully maintained so long as his wife endured, and well they were, with a crew of sixteen gardeners.  Madam Bothin wandered around the lobby in slippers nightgown, nightcap and wrap-around  mink stole.  There was a sweet old lady from Angel’s Camp, wealthy to the gills, who Barrows looked after with most loving care.  He expected to inherit big here.

He would pick her up and her cottage each evening.  Support her to the bar, mix her favorite old fashioned, escort her to her reserved table in the dining room and exercise, and sit her most beloved mutt-dog.  Following dinner he would escort his investment back to her cottage.  When she passed away she left her vast fortune to the Humane Society.  To John Barrows she left her dog.

Frank Lloyd Wright stayed over with us for a few days.  He gave a talk at our Lobero Theater, recruiting students for his famous school, Tallyrand  near Scotsdale, Arizona.  He was drawn to a large tapestry, thick in brocade, designed by Mrs. Herter.  He wanted it for Tallyrand, and offered to pay my price for it.  I told him it was not for sale.

“Do you understand me,” he replied.  “I’ll pay your price.”   

“Yes I understand Mr. Wright, but it’s not for sale.  Our guests love it as much as you do and I couldn’t take it from them.”

Next day he made one final request and I told him I had figured a way he might own it.

“If you’re willing to buy the hotel the tapestry is yours.”  He chuckled, paid his bill and checked out.

Norton Cowden, one of our permanent guests and the previous owner of El Mirasol was ever-present with advice.  He had made his in lumber and had purchased the hotel so that he would have a permanent home.  Now it belonged to us, but Norton somehow felt that we needed and appreciated his astute advice.  I tolerated his advice but it required the patience of the young.

He couldn’t bear to see us turn away clients and insisted that we needed to buy another comparable property to handle our overflow.  There was only one such property in Santa Barbara, that being the El Encanto Hotel on the Riveria.  We Lurie boys didn’t have the money, but the El Encanto was for sale and Norton

did have the money.  So  a lease was signed and he purchased the hotel for us;  its cost $450,000.00.  (Today the El Encanto would be worth twenty-five or thirty million at the very least.)

So now I was running two hotels.  Both residential.  Both with excellent dining rooms and within less than a mile of each other. Quite a responsibility for a young man, particularly if he was fully committed to his work.  I was not.

In the summer time which lasted at least six months in Southern California, I was more committed to the beach, where my family awaited my afternoon presence.  In the winter time my afternoons were often given to pool, where Abe Label, our new manager at El Mirasol, proved a formidable challenge.

I managed, on a limited basis to keep in touch with music;  composition, vocal and instrumental, but on a very limited basis.  (I seemed to be drifting away from my passion.)

I played double-bass in the  Santa Barbara Symphony Orchestra. which welcomed almost anyone who owned an instrument in its early beginnings.  I also become involved with  a theatre company which produced an annual , very popular spoof on the city for which I composed most of the music and lyrics.  I studied composition at the Music Academy of the West with a mildly depressed alcoholic who, with a single statement helped me break through an enormous mental block I had built around orchestration.  

“Imagine  yourself  a playwright. The instruments are your actors and you’re orchestrating a conversation between them.”

Those simple words unburdened me from years of resistance and frustration and I was now able to orchestrate with some degree of skill.  

I also had a small study across the street from El Encanto on the early campus of U.C.S.B., a tiny school with a few hundred students.  (The campus was to shortly move to Goleta, Isle Vista where it matured).  The upright piano was extremely out of tune but this suits my senses and I did a bit of composing there. 

Jan took modern dance from Tosha Mundstock who had studied at Black Mountain when it was a hive of creativity.  She taught in the  style of Martha Graham and always had a loyal following.  Our children also studied a bit with Tosha and I played piano for a few of her classes, though I had  very limited keyboard skill.  She  was strong on improvisation and would simply ask me to play rust, anger, velvet; whatever image come into her head and I did the same, plucking, pounding and improvising with my voice.

(The day I wrote about Tosha and David , 7/25/07, I was at our health club in Fort Bragg taking dry steam with a man about my age.  We began talking.  He was in the area for a few months and then, with his arthritic wife  would be moving on to Santa Barbara where they had a small cottage.  I questioned him about his time there, for I had lived in Santa Barbara for twenty-two years and thought there might be a connection.  Indeed there was.  His wife’s parents were Tosha and David).  

And while I’m so close, I think I will return to ‘this now’ which with all the other ‘nows’ releases us from the burden of time, there being no such thing.  Yet memory challenges this concept and I am unsure of what I believe.  But I’m here in ‘now’, drugged and uncertain filling my body with acidophilus, rafampin,

coreg, benadryl, lpacerene, coumadine. lasix, klor-con and the beast of all, vacomycin, an infusion taken over ninety minutes which will drive away the infection which has invaded this pristine body, as it destroys my appetite and all desire to do something about it.  (If one doesn’t get me the other will).     

How did this all begin?  A year ago I went to see my doctor, John Gallo, a sweet-hearted man who speaks truth because that’s who he is.  He listened to my heart murmur, first detected several years ago, and listened to my story;  shortness of breath, slight dizziness, unease,  and suggested I have an echo-cardiogram, a simple, painless forty-five minute process which takes pictures of the heart action and blood flow.  The results were less than foreboding but indicated that one of my heart  valves was abnormal.  Next I saw a cardiologist,

who comes to us in Fort Bragg one day a month, (further proof that we are a small village).  Another kind and gentle soul who examined the charts and told me that my condition was quite common, but should be monitored; suggesting that I have the procedure again, in a year and we would get together at that time for another look.  This I did, actually two months earlier than a year and indications were that there was considerable deterioration in the functioning of this wayward valve and it would be necessary to go inside and repair it.  Inside meaning into the heart zone for open heart surgery..

I had an art opening in a gallery in San Francisco scheduled for the month of March, and beyond that I had a window of two months

“Would it be judicious for me to wait  until April for the surgery?”

“Probably,” he replied, but there would be several procedures which would delay the surgery for  an additional two weeks and he suggested an earlier date.  This was mid-January and I was unsure of what I should do..

“Let me think about it and discuss it with my wife.”

Upon my return from Santa Rosa where everything would take place, I spoke with Carolyne and visited my doctor who said, “Toby, put your opening back a few months and take care of your life right now”.  Those words saved my life.

The next week I was back in Santa Rosa for a heart catherization, and back again the following week for another procedure which indicated to the  my surgeon, another dear soul, that my valve could not be repaired and it would be necessary for me  to seek a replacement through the kind auspices of the

animal kingdom;  a pig’s valve.  We set the date for surgery which would be February 12, 2008.  (2/22/08) 

Returning now from now to then, during my time with El Encanto and El Mirasol, the hotels prospered and my brothers decided to expand our small chain of Twilighter Hotels.  We built a sixty unit hotel at a choice location on Wilshire Boulevard in Los Angeles, less than a mile from the Ambassador Hotel where Bobby Kennedy was assassinated.  In fact I was at the property, lagging fifty-cent pieces with one of our guests, on the marble floor in the lobby when we heard about it.  I sat on the wall which surrounded the Twilighter and composed a poem, ‘A Death has come to America’.  I remember it well the most potent lines. “Are we the victim or are we the assassin.  A death a death a death a death a death has come to America”. 

I can see that by returning, from time to time, to the ‘now’  I will be revealing events  that are not yet discussed in the ‘then’, but this is not a novel so I don’t believe that concern need be a concern.

My brothers were content and growing as builders.  Not in the sense of being builders with an intimate knowledge of their profession, but with one a lawyer  

of shrewd instincts and legal proficiency and the other a bright and likable front man, they were able to become involved in a number of building projects.  I was not in the least interested in that game, and comfortable with the distance of separation between us.

They were also interested in expanding our small  Hotel/Motel chain, so growth was rapid.  I was told, after several years, including building, leasing and buying such properties that we had the largest independent Hotel chain in western America.  Certainly not in number of rooms but possibly so in number of properties.  I was general manager of the Twilighter chain, for which we issued credit cards in an attempt to  pass business on from one property to the other.  I visited the properties in California, trained a management team in Houston, hired a manager for our three properties in Phoenix, but otherwise did not throw myself into my work.  It was not what I wished to do with my life.  This was the dilemma which had troubled my life for years and would continue to do so for some years yet to come.

Furthermore, I was not pleased with the dynamics between my brothers and myself.  We were brought into the same world but were worlds apart.  So I told them that I would like to pull back from involvement in our joint enterprise, keep the two hotels in Santa Barbara and relinquish my interest  in the other hotels and motels in the Twilighter chain, and all other building enterprises completed and in various planning and construction stages.  They agreed and we never bothered to draw-up an agreement.  So I oversaw the management of the El Mirasol and El Encanto, spending volumes of time in the pool hall, on the beach where my family awaited me daily during our eight months yearly of summer, and on nearby mountain trails with friends and self, consolidating my management activities to an almost irreducible minimum.  

My brothers continued with their multitudinous construction projects which led them into some unforgiving financial problems and one day they paid me a visit.  Over the years they would stop by individually, one or the other, for a short visit, a meal, and few words, but rarely together.  They had found an investment group in New York that were interested in owning the El Mirasol Hotel, and due to a shortage of funds for ongoing construction projects my brothers felt it was necessary for us to  sell.  I had thought that our understanding was clear and I owned the Santa Barbara Hotels while they owned the balance of our enterprises.  Apparently there was a misunderstanding, but they hastened to inform me that I would continue to manage El Mirasol as a lessee.  I argued against the plan telling them that El Mirasol could support all three families, but they argued otherwise and by the end of the day I learned that the deal had already been consummated, and that El Encanto had been offered-up as collateral for my performance at El Mirasol.  In other words, if I failed at one I would lose the other.  The deed had been done, and my older brother reassured me that if it became necessary for me to give-up the hotels, the money which they would receive from the sale would put us in such a strong position that I would never again have to think about working for a living.

This is my recall of the events of that day.  My brothers might not agree, but when in very recent years I brought the subject to their attention, they remembered nothing.  The expanded mortgage payments made it necessary for me, after a few years of struggle, to give up the El Mirasol, and El Encanto after months in the courts, finally went the way of the other.

I departed El Encanto in June of 1963, and as with most  events of our lives which, at first seem devastating , it was a blessing, not to be realized for another

few years.  

I left El Encanto with $40,000.00 resulting from the sale of the hotel’s liquor license, and our manager who had become a close friend and with whom we planned to  establish a chain of franchised sea-food restaurants to be named Galley-Ho.  Dan would be the food man and I would handle land acquisitions, financing, construction and franchising.  

Our idea was to create a chain of drive-in restaurants dedicated to offering a broad variety of sea-food  items in a drive-in environment  at a time when drive-in burger restaurants were very popular.  Our menu would include a variety of sea-food burgers including: crab-burgers, shrimp-burgers- clam-burgers and fish-burgers.  All items would be portion controlled, arriving frozen and boxed.  We would also offer fish and shrimp, deep fried with chips and served in colorful plastic boats.  Boston and Manhattan chowders would be plentiful, bountiful and served fresh daily.  And----and this was a bottom-line matter of integrity, we would not contaminate our menu with hamburgers, hot dogs, corn dogs and the like.  This would be strictly a sea-food operation.  A place where families could bask in the delight and convenience of a sea-food restaurant where they could enjoy the finest of fare in the convenience of their car or on our com-

fortable  fantail, cooled by the  gentleness of the nearby Pacific.

Our plan was to design a restaurant that replicated an old fashioned tug-boat

hauled into dry-dock for repairs.  It would be surrounded by a large  rustic chain-link fence fronted by a huge anchor.  Atop the cabin a traditional cross-bow with the starboard and port lights blinking.  Customers would walk up a board-walk ramp to place their orders at the pilot house, or be served in their cars by youthful maidens dressed in sailor uniforms with the standard hats, servicing our   

customers on skates.  It would be a glorious sight  fueled by its uniqueness. 

We insisted on the finest fish products and in that service we had several sampler parties, inviting a number of friends to partake of a variety of goods 

supplied by close to a dozen manufacturers of fish products who were anxious for our business upon learning of our ambitious plans for expansion.  These events, enhanced by the finest of beverages to compliment the concept of a fish tasting event with wine rather than a wine tasting with fish, drew raves from our friends who  kept their palates attuned with the  wines as they made judgments on the various available fish products. and we made our decisions accordingly.

Our first Galley-Ho would be located in Ventura, California, appropriately within a block of the ocean.  Our Grand Opening was an enormous success with lines of customers stretching around the block, and we were underway.  Our master plan was to launch Galley-Ho number One in Ventura and franchise  future

Golley Hos from there on.  We advertised in several franchise magazines.  (This was a period in time when franchised operations were coming on in a rush).  The response was encouraging.

I had prepared a simple contract detailing terms and conditions for purchasing a franchise.  We planned to maintain a rigid control in terms of menu, products and uniforms.  We would receive two percent of all revenue.  The cost of a franchise was $7,500.00 , and  interested clients were on hand from our opening day, anxious to  write us a check and launch their careers in the friendly waters of Galley-Ho.  I accepted several checks placing them in a trust account to be held for a specific period of time  prior to signing of a contract for I was determined not to  finalize on any contracts until Galley Ho number One had proven itself seaworthy.  Dan wished to proceed with other operations immediately but I was adamant.  Galley Ho would not go forward until soundly proven as an investment of profitability.  

So we anxiously waited for our first profit and loss statement.  Our statement at the end of the first month was considerably in the red, and as Dan pointed out it had to do with the vast amount of product we gave away at our opening, in addition to excessive advertising and one-time costs.  I agreed and looked forward  to our next statement while Dan pushed, with little success, for me to

transfer the checks for franchises to our account and expand our fleet at once.

I made it clear to him once again that this would not happen until our initial operation went to the black.

The second month’s statement was little better than our first and our volume was decreasing.  Dan charged it to a change of seasons.  The third month was no better and Dan and I sat for a serious discussion.  He felt that Ventura, as a location for such a specialized operation was a mistake, and that we were losing  a lot of family business because children were not seafood lovers, most of them addicted to hamburgers and that we should offer at least one hamburger.  We could call it Whale-of-a-burger, and corn-dogs.  My original

value, strongly felt, was that we maintain the integrity of a seafood operation and not dilute  it by surrendering to the common product of American consumers.  This was to be a quality operation for seafood lovers not a pseudo 

hamburger joint, but I gave in.

Then Dan made the argument for a new location.  We needed to open in Los Angeles where our volume would justify our initial enthusiasm.  I was less enthusiastic than he, but made arrangements with a land owner in that area to open our second Galley Ho in Watts, an area with a significant black population

and we would add to our diverse menu catfish burgers, an insult to a populace stereotyped as lovers of cat fish and whale burgers which were simply double hamburgers.  Dan was so  enthused about a Los Angeles location that he was willing to move his family down there and take over management of the operation.  The builder of our Ventura operation was also willing to move to Los Angeles for a few months to  replicate our very attractive Ventura model.

We opened to huge throngs and in our first month did a volume three times that of our best month in Ventura.  It seemed that we were afloat and on a good course. until the first of our statements came aboard.  The volume was outstanding but we were stalled in the red zone, and at this point I began to have some serious doubts about the competency of my partner.  

Dan had handled management responsibilities at El Encanto confidently and skillfully.  But I had made it clear to h him that I wasn’t looking for a profit from our restaurant.  This was a major factor in attracting guests to our hotel and our profit was to be made from a high occupancy.  As I explained it to him, “I don’t want to lose money on our food operation but I don’t want to make money either”.  But this was not our direction with this new enterprise which seemed, with disturbing consistency to be losing money, and I was unwilling to proceed with our master plan until we could prove profitability.

We had not intended to take over the operation of a second Galley Ho and now ‘Dan was coming to me with suggestions that we open a Galley Ho Three and Four in store-fronts in Hollywood and Arcadia , while at this moment I was becoming increasingly aware  that my partner was not the competent food manager that I had thought him to be, and was looking for a way out.  Our fleet was becalmed under our command and while we were expanding I was looking for a way out.

My opportunity surfaced through the auspices of a son of Jerry Geisler, attorney for many Hollywood celebrities with whom Don had made some connection.  He seemed strung on drugs, but at the same time he expressed a strong desire to become a part of the Galley Ho family.  I jumped at the opportunity selling my interest in the partnership for $10,000.00.  Terms $1,000.00 down which I would loan to the operation and several hundred dollars a month the balance to be paid off in one year.  I may have received two or three payments before the Galley Ho dream stalled and went under.  I was grateful and relieved to have this adventure behind me.   

What next in this accelerating life?  During my Galley-Ho period I had acquired a Real Estate License .  Not to sit my week-ends out in open houses.  Not to sell homes in any form under any circumstances.  Rather to specialize in my expertise which was hotels, motels and apartments.  I had taught courses in hotel and motel management, mostly attended by elderly couples searching for a life of semi-retirement in the predictable and protected environment of a small Moma Papa motel which would provide an apartment and a small monthly wage with guaranteed confinement.  It’s brutal but nice.  

I knew the business and figured that the industry could use a spokesman with integrity who could provide for the interests of both buyer and seller.  I was soon to discover that if I held property owners to a high level of honesty they were not interested in listing their properties with me.  After a year without a sale I became concerned that I might never break the ice.  Then came an opportunity to list the  San Ysidro Ranch, a large, prestigious hotel in Montecito, once owned by Ronald Coleman along with a state senator who still held ownership.  I represented the buyer  whom I suspected had ulterior motives, but this was only my gut feeling and without any clear evidence.  I knew he was a pyramider but this was a common practice in those days, (remains so today) so I did his bidding and, eventually, the contract was consummated and I received a generous commission which supported  our family for over a year.  Unfortunately my suspicions were born-out through considerable court litigation.  I was called

into court as witness for the prosecution but was able to hide my embarrassment behind a substantial newly grown beard  and forgetfulness.

Now, shortly, to the radical changes which were to affect my life and the lives of my family from that time, over forty years ago.  Several years before my fortieth birthday my wife and I were awakened in the middle of the night by the shrill summons of our telephone.  To be torn from sleep in such a way can be a heart-thumping experience, but all was well.  It was from our good friend Ben Weininger, beloved psychiatrist, humanist and master of first-aid.  It was not his style, it would never occur to him that a 3:00 am call deserved an explanation.

He had called to tell us that A Zen Buddahist teacher would be in town that day to give an informal talk at the Hoffman’s and that we should be there.  

The events of that evening had a profound effect on my life.  He was a gentle, soft spoken man, but his words ignited a fire in my belly.

“There is a small voice alive in all of us,” he began.  “I call this voice essency.  It is the authentic child within and it speaks the finest and noblest truth.  It may be near the edge of silence and you may not wish to hear it, but it is there and you must listen”.  I knew that voice and it resonated loud and clear but I had pushed it aside and would continue to do so  for some time.

I remember he also said, “Seek poverty.  It is nothing to fear, in fact it will lead you to freedom.”  This seemed a bit unrealistic to most of us and we had questions.  

“How about mortgages, doctor’s bills and all the other financial obligations?”  

“Poverty is your friend”, he replied.  “It will free your spirit and your needs but, of course, you must find that fine-tuned balance between material necessities and your spiritual life.  Just lighten-up on your material needs”.

This man was so persuasive that Ben’s wife  followed him to his home in Canada She told me she planned on staying with him until another woman arrived and she knew it was her time to leave.  Ben divorced his wife but she was always welcome  in his home.  That was the kind of man he was.

This was a time when I began smoking pot.  I was not a coffee drinker, had never smoked cigarettes and did not have an addictive nature, but pot seemed a marvelous tool for pleasure and relaxation, and it crystallized my thinking on issues and values.  I became less and less attached to the work ethic.  To be completely honest I must say I was never attached to the work ethic.  

Pot smoking brought me back to music in an unusual way.  A new breed of friends with radical ideas came into my life.  These souls, for the most part, lived

on Mountain Drive, a bohemian area of hand-made clay and straw cottages in the foothills above Montecito on the outskirts of Santa Barbara.  Bobbie Hyde, a pixie of a man who had rediscovered his childhood sweetheart, Floppie, each bringing children from previous marriages to their union which produced more children, was the hippie-father-figure of the Mountain Drive Community.  He owned most of the land and built the first homes, mined from the clay-rich soil

and the community flourished and is alive to this day.  (I discovered one of Floppie’s children a few years ago, here in Fort Bragg at an art opening of my paintings.  He came to me and asked if I knew any Luries from Santa Barbara.

Then he recognized I was the one and we have become dear friends in present time, 2008.  He is a world-class harpist, was once married to Allen Watt’s daughter and is a delightful soul).

Of course, pot growing was commonplace on the gentle sun-stroked slopes of Mountain Drive which attracted creative souls of many disciplines as well as some of we lowlanders who would partake of their ceremonies and pleasures.

We would often gather at the home of a mystical lady, a graduate of the highly esteemed music department of Northwestern University, who played hypnotic piano, along with her husband on string bass and another Mountain Driver who surrounded himself with a battery of exquisitely fashioned hand-made congo drums.  And we, well potted, would recline in mesmerized silence, devouring the moment.  One evening I went to the piano, Betty gave me her place and I came fully alive.  That was over forty years ago,  I was in my late thirties; I am still alive, even more  so.

On my 40th birthday I wrapped myself into my business uniform and headed to the offices of Neil Rand and Associates where my well polished desk awaited me.  This was the first day of my 40th year and I seemed to remember that I was supposed to be entering a period of my life when radical changes might be appropriate.  A time when, according to a philosopher of note, one might be asking one’s self these three questions:

1) Am I comfortable and satisfied with where I am?  If so, I may continue on this course.

2) Have I failed to this point in my life?  Younger souls than I have passed me by on the ladder to material success.  I will swallow my pride and ambition and continue on this dreary path.

3) To hell with this life I’m living.  I’m getting out.  I’ll find a better way to nourish my spirit and passion.

I thought about these conditions and choices a good deal.  This was not where I wished to be on my birthday.  There were no messages on my desk.  No clients to call.  No listings to examine.  Just me sitting there wondering about my age and what to do about it.  .  A small voice had spoken to me and was more clearly being heard and I wrote myself a birthday poem.  A poem set to rhythms, much like a ballad.  It was called “Dear Ma Dear Dad”,  and became the opening poem in my first real book of poetry, New Forms/New Spaces. and I’ve read it at more schools in this country and Europe than any poem I have ever written.  And so, on that day May 12, 1965, sitting at my real estate desk, I wrote my first poem.  A slight exaggeration.  My first poem was a poem I wrote for my mother on Mother’s Day, 1933.

“My mother is a good one

the best I’ve ever seen.

She’s always good and kind to me

and never never mean.

So Mother’s Day we’ve set aside

to thank her every way.

But Mother’s Day just comes and goes

I wish that it would stay.”

(I no longer read this poem at events because it is the groups favorite).

And I wrote lyrics to songs I composed along the years, and other poems of little consequence, from time to time.  We all do.  I wrote an article called, Bearded Men are Better Lovers, which was published in a soft-porn magazine in the early 60s, and drafted a few chapters for a projected book, The Hitchhikers Handbook, which was accepted for publication by a publisher I learned was a vanity press.  But nothing-----nothing of consequence.

Returning home I casually mentioned to my wife that I had written myself a birthday poem.  “Let me hear it,” she said with her usual enthusiasm.

“It’s nothing,” I replied.  “Just a little nonsense poem, nothing special.”

“I want to hear your birthday poem,” she insisted.  So, with some degree of reluctance, for my wife could be a severe and honest critic, I removed it from my briefcase and began reading.  

Half-way through my reading Jan was in tears and when I finished, she gushed,

“Why don’t you do it?’”

“Do what?”

“Get out of that awful business which is eating you up inch by inch and become

again that free, creative spirit I met at the University of Washington.”

“Jan”, I said, “don’t get carried away.  It’s just a poem.  I don’t know if I want to be a poet and there is no way I could support our family if that’s what I became, and I don’t even know if that’s what I want to become.”

‘“Remember the Zen man,” she prompted.  “You hear that voice all the time, and now it’s time to answer it.”

I despised the real estate business, and at forty I knew I was on the edge, rather in the middle of a mid-life crisis.  This might be my opportunity, but again I reminded my wife of the reality of the economics of such a move.

“You’ve struggled to take care of us, and done a good job for fifteen years, and now it’s my turn.  You can take the time you need to find yourself.  I want you back the way I found you.  Full of dreams, full of ideals.  We can sell our home, find something more affordable.”  She was passionate and adamant with her convictions, and I was getting excited about the idea.

We called our three children together and shared our conversation with them.

“We won’t be able to guarantee college educations or ten speed bikes, but we’ll spend more time together as a family and it should be a real adventure.”

Their only concern seemed to be that they would have to leave their school and friends when we sold our home.  We explained that we would still live in Santa Barbara, close enough to be with their old friends on weekends, and they were

ready.  So I built a fire in our fireplace’ uncorked a bottle of champagne , and the five of us toasted our future and I gave my real estate license to the flames.  Then I called my broker Neil Rand to let him know he had an empty desk .

The following day we placed our home on the market.  Jan got a job at a local resort as a cocktail waitress and we began the search for a more affordable home.  Our home, custom-built and ideally situated in Montecito with breath-

taking views sold in a few days for $42,000.00, (It would be worth thirty times that

today), and we found a perfect replacement for $27,000.00 in Mission Canyon, with privacy, views, huge pepper trees, fruit trees and an outside patio buried among the trees where  I was to spend thousands of hours developing a love affair with language as poetry flowed from me in a way I couldn’t possibly have imagined.

My first poems were mostly rhythmic, formed like music with the rhythms and cadences of ballads.  The experience was exhilarating.  I would sit for hours

in our personal forest, the fragrance  of our fruit trees a gift to my senses, basking in the gift of my newly discovered freedom and creativity.

‘I’m cutting out

I’m cutting out

and I’m a happy son-of-a-bitch

of a son-of-a-bitch

of a son of a bitch.

I’ve cancelled all appointments

and I’m turning in my keys.

I’ve given all my books away,

my briefcase and degrees

for I’m cutting out

I’m really cutting out

and I’m a happy son-of-a-bitch

of a son-of-a-bitch

of a son-of-a-bitch-----------‘

I’d given it up.  Really given it up this time and I was a happy son-of-a-bitch.

I had failed in every effort to make it in the business world because that was not where I belonged, and in that process I was finally finding out who I was and doing what I needed to do to make it happen, all of which found its way into a seminal poem, ‘Success and Failure’.

‘I have succeeded in failing

for I have failed to succeed.

By failing to fail

I would have succeeded

in being successful.

If I am a successful failure

I have succeeded

by failing to succeed.

But if I have been

unsuccessful in failing

then I am an unsuccessful success.

If as a failure I fail to fail

then I have failed again

and can only hope to succeed

by failing to unsuccessfully fail.

Such success

can only lead to failure’.

And so it was to me.  I had found the Golden Path of which Don Juan so emphatically spoke, and I was not to lose my way again.

Speaking one day, several years ago, with my older younger brother, he warned me that when I reached the age of eighty, things would begin to fall apart.  He was eighty-two, I seventy-eight and he was speaking of the physical body.  Mine had served me so well to that point, apart from a brief bout with prostate cancer  which most men in our country have a good chance of experiencing if they are fortunate to live long enough.  I found the  experience fascinating;  devoted a journal to the experience  which should be published some day.  But otherwise I had experienced a life virtually devoid of pain and illness.  

Arriving at my eightieth year  my brothers warning took animate form.  I experienced my first surgery.  A mild hernia.  Slipping into my eighty-second year I experienced my second surgery, a total knee replacement.  This was not a pleasant experience.  I had a difficult time in recovery.  Several blood-transfusions in the hospital and post-operative complications which remain with me to this day.  In my eighty-second year the shit really hit the fan and I had open-heart surgery.  The replacement of an infected heart valve.

Now I needed to repair myself.  Most of us are infected, to a degree, with the voice of doom.  I know I am and I needed to speak with it..  What if my heart decided to let go.  All hearts do, in their time.  In the fullness of time all hearts do and they take with them everything.

I told my voice that greater than death is the fear of dying and greater than the fear of dying is the fear of wasting away.  Suffering the indignities of failing slowly and painfully in body and mind.  “One must be of consequence until the end.”

We all pray for a quiet and sudden passing;  hopefully while in the gentle embrace 

of sleep.  So if I didn’t make it off the table I would have that wish, and if I did I could enjoy the  adventure of a few more good ‘nows’.  So for me it seemed like a win win situation.  Either solution would be O.K.  Of course I had my preference.

Carolyne and I arrived in Santa Rosa the day before I was to be admitted.  We had an early dinner, a sumptuous dinner beside a fireplace, holding hands and speaking love.  Early to bed, a reasonable sleep, wasting the morning and into the hospital at noon for various forms of preparation, another night of sleep, in the hospital with Carolyne at my side and early up for the grand event.  Early next morning when I was wheeled into the operating room, free of any calming drug I told the doctors I was calm and peaceful and I was.  I’m not a brave man, nor cowardly and I seemed at peace with any outcome.

Back to the past, one day my neighbor, who couldn’t help but hear me as I composed my poems aloud from our patio came by and asked me if I would like to come into his seventh grade class and read my poems to his students.

We had become quite friendly and he knew of my plans.

“If you can get a positive response from seventh graders,” he suggested, “you will succeed anyplace you go.”

I had written a few sound poems which I figured might capture their attention and had been exploring the concept of one-word poems.  I decided to take a word  the kids  probably disliked, ‘arithmetic’ and reproduce it as a poem.  

That first performance was a great success.  They couldn’t believe Arithmetic, and years later I was stopped on the street by kids who heard it in that classroom and identified as the man who wrote that crazy poem.  

Jean Cocteau once said that it was often years after creating a work that he fully understood what he was doing, and that was certainly the case with much of my earlier work which was the product of inspiration and momentum running far ahead of reason and logic.  I hardly had time to think about what I was doing, so involved was I in the process.

My one-word poems gave me clearer focus to hearing sounds as entities

independent of language.  At about this time, 1967-68, I was ready to compose my first sound-poem which came with little thought.  This form was an exploration of the human voice as an instrument creating new, valid meanings through the use of rhythms and dynamics, with no real words.  I hadn’t heard of Hugo Ball or the Dada Movement when the first sound-poem was performed by Ball in the Cabaret Voltaire in 1917.  So I plowed in, brashly, innocently, recreating and rediscovering that which had existed for 150 years.

I composed my one-word poems in much the way that I compose  now with word-scales.  Breaking the word into its smallest increments, phonemes, and scoring them with the rhythms and dynamics of music. Then I reassemble and create new words and language from the original word.  There is a  Greek

 word, polyptone, which speaks of the words which exist within words, waiting to be released.  It may seem vague and abstract, but the inner landscape  of language simply becomes something other than words as labels.  Words become palpable and alive for me when I am able to experience them organically and this is what seems to happen when they are opened up to their inner life.

The kids loved what I was doing and I was launched.  Next I went to my children’s schools from elementary through high school and was well received.

I had been writing now for about eighteen months and felt ready to move on to the college level.  

I searched more and more into the area of exploring language with various forms of music, working with rhythms, using traditional music notation systems and exploring multiple-voiced poems;  duets, trios and increasing the number of voices and densities until, years later I composed my Symphony #1, followed by a Sound-Symphony for an eighty-voiced orchestra without instrumental  accompaniment, which I will discuss later.

These were days of great creativity and joy.  The juices were flowing and each day seemed a new discovery.  I remember sitting in our rustic patio under our huge pepper trees, chanting aloud as I invented my poems which were improvisations and hyperventilating from the energy and exhilaration of the process.  

I used a fair amount of herb in those days, still do, and I must say it has never been an impediment to my creative process;  quite the contrary.  But I must also say, the natural high which came upon me during those days of creativity

could never have been improved upon.  And  to this day I’m still deeply affected and nourished from the process of creating poetry.

My first college reading was at Holy Names in Los Angeles where I was gifted with a tape of a performance by Kurt Schwitters, a Dadaist poet and painter, of his sound sonata for solo voice.  Hans Richter in his outstanding book, DaDa, Art

and Anti-Art, said of Schwitters, “And so he pasted, nailed, versified, typographed, sold, printed, composed, collaged, declaimed, whistled, loved and barked at the top of his voice, and with no respect for persons, the public, traditions, art or himself.  He did everything and usually did everything at the same time.  His guiding principal was to blur the distinctions between the arts and finally integrate them all with each other.”  A rather apt description of what I am attempting to do 150 years later.

I now had been writing for about eighteen months and felt ready to move into the college and university level.  We had a friend who was chairman of the drama department at U.C.S.B. and I went to see him.  He advised me that all finances and decisions in connections with entertainment which would include poetry readings was in control of the students.  “Go to student government and contact the student or committee in charge of convocations and special events.  If they like what you are doing they will invite you to do it.”

I made the connection and Jan who was depressed at the time waited in our car while I kept an appointment with the student in charge.  I read him a few poems including a sound-poem, one-word poem and rhythm poem for two voices and he was impressed.

“What’s your fee.” he asked.

I was unprepared for that question, had not thought that one out, so simply replied by telling him I was supporting my family of five as a poet and suggested he just give me his best offer and I would let him know if it was enough.  I had figured  $25.00 to $50.00 was in the range and when he offered me $150.00 I accepted in a state of shock.  When I joined Jan who had not expected anything positive we held one another and cried.  And thus began my career as a professional poet.

My black book of records indicates that in my first complete year on tour I grossed $4,200.00 reading at 24 schools plus an appearance on the Steve Allen show and a few workshops.  Jan worked as a cocktail waitress at the Santa Barbara Inn during my first year as a touring poet and I had two part-time jobs: playing piano for the dance department at U.C.S.B. and in Los Angeles two days per week overseeing the operation of a motel we had built on Wilshire Boulevard in 1957 as a part of our Twilighter Hotel chain.

The resident manager was trustworthy and competent  and rightfully resented my presence until we became friends and he realized I was not a threat to him.  While there I would spend most of my time on the telephone contacting schools in the Los Angeles area to arrange readings and I was successful from the beginning as my confidence and range of my work expanded.

In my first year I read I read at U.C.L.A. to an impressive turn-out, U.S.C. where no one attended, Caltech, U.C. Berkeley, Pepperdyne, Cal  States at Los Angeles, Domingez Hills and L.A. to mention a few.  I was on my way and soon gave up my job at the Hotel.  In 1970 I was able to increase my activities and my fees grossing $13,100.00, and decided it was time to expand my activities to the East Coast. 

I went to a local banker who had become a friend during my hotel years and he arranged for a personal loan of $500.00 with only my signature.  This would cover my expenses for the two weeks I would spend in New York City.  I flew there in the Spring, stayed at the Pickwick Hotel near 45th and Broadway.  I went well prepared.  My plan was to devote the first week to setting-up appointments for the second week with  the hope that I could line-up ten schools for my return the following Fall.

My years in the business world proved valuable when it came to dealing with the promotional aspects of my career, though I found the process distasteful.  And I had learned from my experiences on the West Coast that I could not accept enthusiasm and promises with confidence that I had a firm commitment.  Nothing less than a signed contract would do.  I also had to be certain that before I went to the trouble of delivering myself to a school that a certain criteria had to be met.  I had three questions that required a positive response.

1. Was my fee within their budget.

2. Was I meeting with those who were empowered to make a decision.

3. Could a decision be made so that I could leave with a contract in hand on the day of our meeting.

And so began the painful process of contacting the schools.  I quickly realized that this process would not happen through the hotel operator so I went out on the street with bundles of quarters wandering from one steamy telephone booth to the next.  The frustration was contacting the right person and it sometimes required fifteen or twenty calls over a period of several days to make that connection.

By the end of my first week I had made about twenty appointments and during week two I visited schools in four of the five boroughs in New York City, excluding Staten Island.  Some days I used the subway and other days I rented a car.  By the end of my second week I had ten contracts in hand.  The exact number that I had hoped for.  My fees ranged from $350.00 to $400.00 and on some days I would visit two schools.  During my free time with each visit I was able to make arrangements for my return.  Thus began a relationship between myself and the East Coast which would support us all for the next five years.  Three years in New York followed by two years in the Boston area.  In that first year I read at Rutgers, Long Island University, Hofstra, C. W. Post, St. Johns, Montclair, Pratt Institute, Queens, Barnard College, across from Columbia and Brooklyn College among others.  On my final visit to the new York area  I headed on to Boston where I managed to carry on with my two week plan, Spring and Fall, for the following two years.

Next I chose Chicago where I was less successful at the college level finding only two schools which would have me.  So I decided to call the department of public schools to see if I might stir up some interest in the Gifted Department, if such even existed.  I was fortunate.  The right person picked up the phone at the other end.  I spoke my background and he resonated to what I spoke and told me if I could be there in an hour I could present myself to the Gifted Committee

at their weekly encounter.  I arrived just as they were concluding their meeting and was ushered in to engage them in a short demonstration.  Most were responsive, particularly a highly bombastic soul.  His name was Ted Lenert, and he was in charge of Gifted Education for one-quarter of the six-hundred public schools in Chicago and he loved what I was doing with language.  Ted was a manic-depressive, more kindly now referred to as bi-polar, and he lived in an up-scale village on the edge of Chicago, appropriately called Downers Grove. 

Thus began a collaboration which was to last nearly ten years until Ted’s untimely death.  

Budget restrictions prevented him from offering my going fee but he was able to

purchase enough of my books every time I visited to make up the difference.  He said he could give me two weeks in his quadrant anytime I wanted to fly over, so I picked up on east coast rhythms and came to Chicago Spring and Fall.  During this period Ted also arranged for me to present my work at Gifted Conferences in various parts of the state of Illinois to teachers from hundreds of schools, many of which I came to know as the visiting poet in residence.  I’m sure that I was invited to at least three-hundred schools in that state between 1975 and 1987,

Ted’s quadrant was on the south side including the infamous projects.  It was a rough area and he drove me from school to school where I went into the classrooms mostly from grades four through high school.  Most teachers walked the halls with walkie-talkies and most schools had outside doors with handles removed to control the student bodies.  And most of the kids seemed twice my size, many of them stoned as their only measure to endure the boredom of forced schooling, but we got along well.  I and my poetry was just crazy enough to hold their attention.

These were kids in the Gifted Program which in Ted’s district had little to do with I.Q. and more to do with creativity.  I entertained them with my sound-poems, one-word poems, group orchestrations, conversation poems and improvisations, and they wrote poetry as they had barely done before.  I remember a kid coming up to me after a workshop, probably a fourth grader,

saying, “Man that’s good crap.”  That’s what I thought he said and I asked him to repeat himself.  “I say that be good rap,” he said.   This was the first time I had heard that word.  Long before it became a part of our teen-aged landscape, so rap was happening in the ghettos of Chicago and I may have been the first white-rap-poet in America.

But let me speak again of my poetry.  My earliest rhythm solo poems were much akin to songs.  The rhythms along with notated dynamics took control of the language, expressing word values, both cognitive and figurative with rigid specificity.  Thus AABA almost on cue with thirty-two lines each  equivalent to a bar of music .  Years earlier when I was composing music seriously I was negligent with details.  Always in a great hurry to complete a composition so that I could get on to the next, I would omit essential instructions which gave the conductor and performed specific information, which, if the soul and spirit were present, would convert melodies, harmonies, forms and rhythms into real music. 

So now as a poet I was making up for past sins, scoring my poems with detailed precision which converted words to absolute and controlled meanings and relationships.  But strangely, and in seemingly contradiction, these controls were very freeing, because in the process words were forfeiting the rigid roles of grammar and syntax, as music forms became an increasingly significant element in the development of my language compositions.  In other words my work was evolving  to the concept of Form over Content.  And this was to become a major focus in all of my work which would follow. 

For example:  I was really uncertain what my one-word poems were all about until one day when I was performing one called Child at a Jr. High School in a hard-core mid-city school in Los Angeles.  As I started this poem, (Ch—i—l—d--

ch—l—d—I-----chidchi----di---di) the students, whom I was warned might be unresponsive and hostile, looked at me as though I had gone out of my mind.  But as I continued, they softened and began snapping their fingers to the strong rhythm.  This opened the gates and within minutes the whole class was snapping, clapping, laughing and celebrating.  We were transfusing life into a dead label.  The word had become an experience rather than a dictionary definition.  The text in a literal sense was out the window.  We were jamming, penetrating the skin, getting inside the word and releasing its inner-life.

This was a significant break-through session.  It showed me what I instinctively knew and dramatically and experientially opened for me the endless possibilities which lay ahead.  A single word had become what a sentence had always been, a complete and finished entity, for within the word are volumes of words if one is willing to search them out.  Again, that Greek word, polyptone, which speaks of the words which exist within the word.  It’s as though each letter is a member of the scale which is defined by the word, as in Child.  An early work-book, The Handbook on Vocal Poetry, discusses some of my early discoveries in some detail.  

Returning to this day I’m pleased to report that I am returned in full repair.  My spirit and energy are with me and I’m doing a great deal of writing and I’m painting again.  With my paintings there is always the problem of storage.  When we discovered this house, while Carolyne was inside exploring the spacious rooms and projecting plans, I was outside looking skyward at the amazing dome created by mid-century redwoods which circled about a mother-tree-trunk which must have been at least fifteen feet in diameter surrounded by her children which constituted a world-class cathedral.  Then to the garage which

would provide storage on two levels for hundreds of paintings.  

I didn’t need to go inside the house.  Its outside convinced me that I would  be more than satisfied with the insides, and what I discovered within the grove of redwoods and the garage  would have been enough.  So it is here where we reside, well into our fifth year.  Our nights are filled with the radiance of the heavens.  The surf of the ocean announces itself at most times.  Carolyne’s porch is in front, well enclosed, which is to her pleasure.  My porch is on the side, facing south with acres of flat lands populated by a few horses, a few ancient barns and groves of trees at the perimeter.  It’s country living a few minutes from  the village of Fort Bragg and ocean’s edge.  I was a city boy my entire life.  No longer. Now I’m down-home country folk.   

II

We started smoking dope with our children when they were in their mid-teens, and it was a time when we were closely connected.  We hung out as a family, often sharing sunsets from the nearby hills. often at the dinner table and around the fireplace, constructing all kinds of universes within the flames and embers.

Those times of intimacy were frequent and priceless.

Mark spent his junior year in Tucamon, Argentenia as part of a student abroad program.  He developed an intimacy with his family there which flourishes to this day.  When he returned for his Senior year he met and immediately fell in love with the girl who would soon become his wife.  .

Drew graduated from High School and immediately set his sights on San Francisco where he shared a large home with a small tribe.  He managed to find odd jobs to cover his living expenses and played music on the side.  He remains an outstanding musician to this day with a spellbinding talent as a drummer and a rare natural ability to pick up most any instrument and make something interesting happen.  He remained in San Francisco for a few years;

eventually moved in with a woman, some years his senior, whose gray hair

flowed to her butt.  They had several excellent years together and Drew grew up quickly.

Lisa, from her early teens knew she would lead a spiritual life.  At the age of fourteen or fifteen she spent a year in Findhorn, a spiritual community in northern Scotland, known world-wide .  She returned home for about a year and moved to Palo Alto living with a family with whom she was very close.  She attended a community college for several quarters and moved on to U. C. Santa Cruz, and while taking a class in comparative religious studies became enamored of the writings of Da Free John, a cultish guru, and within a year joined that community and remains there to this day.  Am I a great fan of Da, do I advocate his philosophy, absolutely not.  But that has nothing to do with my daughter’s choice.  If it works for her and it seems to, that is all that matters.  Our children have made their own life choices and they seem to have done very well.  What more  could parents ask of their children.  We are all blessed.

Now I need to return to what seems to have become a rather disjointed effort to record this life with some semblance of order, but first I need to discuss memory.

It seems that some of us are prone to remembering in the most minute detail, events in our lives which never occurred.  Perhaps confused with the memory of what we might wished had happened, wishing so hard for it and repeating it so often that it became our reality.  Possibly a detailed and reoccurring dream

embedded as memory and resurfacing as reality.  And what about reality.  Two people may experience a single event so differently as a result of how that event affected their lives.  As a result that event becomes two different events while remaining the same.  

For example, a few days ago I was discussing with a friend an event of severe  consequences which happened between us almost fifty years ago.  I remember that event in minute detail.  He claims the same.  We agree on location, but I remember him walking into the bar in Summerland, shortly south of Santa Barbara, around midnight, observing the look on my face and saying, 

“You know: I see that you know,” and carrying on that conversation appropriately.  He remembers sitting with me at the bar, hearing me discuss sessions of therapy with my wife during which certain events involving him came to light.  Our memories differed in every detail, except location, and we’re both certain of our version.  I have little doubt of the accuracy of my rendition and he  likewise is certain of his accounting.  Both of us are correct.  As a wise sage once said, “If forty thousand people are sitting in a stadium watching a football game there are forty thousand football games being played.”

And the incident previously mentioned when I remembered the white rattan baby carriage , backyard of the Murphy’s house with me in it.  My mother telling me years later that we never had a white rattan baby carriage and finding a picture of that carriage years later in a tattered old album, showing it to  my mother who said, “I guess we did have such a carriage.”  And now, years later, questioning not only my memory of the carriage, but my memory of finding it years later in that album.  So memory can be a contrivance, faulty, distorted personalized and embellished or a figment of one’s imagination.

My memory may be better than most because it was never easy for me to let go of things that mattered and I have a peculiar penchant for revisiting my life

in its various stages.  I know that  were I to revisit events which happened during the time I was in business with my brothers we would disagree on a host of things, partly for reasons I would not wish to discuss now and because it’s not in their nature to reengage past history and partly because pain is more indelible  than pleasure.  

My career as a poet was going well.  I’d given up my jobs overseeing the Wilshire Twilighter in Los Angeles and playing piano for the dance department at 

U.C.S.B.  Our children were on their own, doing well with their various choices and Jan and I were becoming a two-part family.  She was in therapy, had been for a long time and our relationship was struggling.  I became involved with the Association of Humanistic Psychology, an organization founded by some of the luminaries in the field of Holistic Psychology which exploded with the new-wave- consciousness of body, mind and spirit.  I was invited to various workshops sponsored by this burgeoning movement;  privileged to present workshops and meet some of the more relevant members of that movement;  Carl Rogers, Fritz Pearls, Elizabeth Kubler Ross, Bernie Gunther, Maslov and others.  

My workshops involved language celebrations;: chanting, improvisations and group orchestrations, gestalt   in nature with liberal elements of role playing which I was able to sneak into the mix.

The colleges and universities were going through some radical changes as students lost control of funding for special events and resources dried-up for lesser known poets such as myself.  So I shifted my focus more and more to public schools and related conferences which returned me closer to home, though I was still invited to diverse destinies as Oklahoma City, Greenfield, 

South Carolina, Macomb, Illinois, Chicago and Minnesota.

Our marriage turned to crisis and I suggested to Jan that we rent our home for a year and move to Greenwich Village in New York or  a cabin in the woods.  Mountains, forest, a near-by stream or lake;  all a sweet unrealistic dream.  Jan was curious why I thought of two such different values and I told her they seemed similar.   Both a challenge;  the concrete jungle and the wooded jungle .  She would hear nothing of the forest plan and New York was too far from her mother who would increasingly require her attention.  Then I suggested San Francisco, a city we both loved and only a few hours from Santa Barbara.

It was a great year, my 50th, and the city became our playground.  We lived on Church Street in a four unit apartment building about four blocks from our son, Drew, who was living with his long-haired woman, Sue.  The four of us shared many good times together, often getting stoned, stopping at the corner market for “It’s It’s” and hiking the hills to Twin Peaks which afforded spellbinding views of our city.  

I read my poetry in a number of Coffee Houses, sometimes joined by Jan and Drew.  He was an excellent reader of my scored duets.  Once a week I took the street-car, which passed by our door, downtown to wander the streets of    China Town or the financial district, notebook in hand, writing as I drifted to North Beach where I often settled in at Café Trieste or the bar in Specks Museum Café , a local hang-out across from Ferlinghettie’s City Lights Bookstore, all fixtures which remain to this day as evidence of a period from the deep past which refuses to go away.  A few drinks into the evening and I developed short-term relationships or became absorbed with my writing.  Somewhere around the midnight hour or well beyond, I would pull myself together, wander back to Market Street, catch the Church Street trolley and find my way back home.  It was, as I said, a weekly event and it gave me great and enduring pleasure. 

One of our favorite places was the Island Café in the lower Castro.  A  spread-out place festooned with plush cushions, offering a cheap and tasty variety of pseudo-vegetarian offerings accompanied by an accommodating manager, Rick Slick who turned out to be what his name  suggested.  The Island Café had good hippy credentials, but one day a determined gang with several machine-guns intent on taking-over the Island’s inventory of weed sent the Island Café and a few of its owners into hasty retirement.

Our next door neighbors were sweet souls, remaining close friends to this day and in those old days grew some delicious grass in their abundant backyard.  I was writing, performing and doing the schools with comfortable regularity.  The city was our principal focus and it was a very good year.

My experience  in Sutter Hospital, Santa Rosa, so recent, within this year, is already fading into memory.  I spent a few hours in recovery awakening to the voice of a nurse advising me that she would monitor my pain.  Pain was recorded by the numbers, from one to ten, and it was her task to keep me drugged at a level a degree above my level of pain.  My pain level was zero.  No pain either from interior or exterior cutting, mending and stitching, and it was to remain that way to this day.  Was I in denial?  Hell no, I don’t care one bit for pain, but I had none.  I spent a few hours in recovery, several days in I.C.U. and five days in a quiet room with minimal invasion.  During  surgery my Doctor discovered that I had a rather serious infection which was treated with anti-biotics for several months, and just last week five months following my surgery it was confirmed that I seem to be free of any infection.  Seem to be? 

My friend Christian, from Denmark arrived early in July.  We met, by chance, in Redding, twenty-six years ago for a few hours and since that meeting he has come to America ten times, I to Denmark twice, the second time to show my paintings in two galleries, one in Copenhagen and the other in Aarhus.  And we’ve traveled in  Greece on several occasions.  This time we loaded my canoe on my pick-up and did the coasts of California, Oregon, Washington and the Olympic Peninsula, camping, canoeing rivers and lakes, and sharing our personal lives as only dear friends are able.  .  I returned him to San Francisco airport on July 29th with the promise from both of us that this great run will continue.

Following our year in San Francisco Jan and I returned to Santa Barbara  when, after a few months, we decided we needed to take a sabbatical from each other for a year.  She had never lived alone, had met me at the University of Washington in Seattle, which led shortly thereafter to our marriage;  she at the age of twenty, I at the age of twenty-five.  There were now growing tensions between us and she wished to experience herself alone for the first time.  Our kids had flown and she was in therapy, in constant pursuit and discovery of her inner-self, pushing me to growth and exploration which I resisted and so the tension between us was exacerbated.  

The conditions of our plan being that we might pursue any relationship to any depth during that period and at the end of the year we would get together to evaluate our situation.  

We sold our home in Santa Barbara.  She rented a cottage there and I moved back to San Francisco where my son Drew was living with a lady friend.  I arrived in the city on November 20, 1976 where I had previously found a great apartment in the Haight and now continued my love-affair with the city,  Early in January of the following year I fell into a relationship with a beautiful honey-haired lady who lived in Mendocino.  She was a new teacher just out of the University, teaching 3rd grade at a public school in Fort Bragg.  (Is it a coincidence that I live in Fort Bragg today, over thirty years later, and she lives here as well).  

We immediately entered into a primary relationship which took me to Mendocino several weekends a month, and she to San Francisco once a month,  My weekends in Mendocino soon extended to three, four, five and six days per week, and within a few months I was spending half of my time there.  During our first year together we were making plans for an extended trip to Europe, the first such trip for either of us.  We planned to begin in England spending a few months in London, then to hitchhike  the United Kingdom, purchase a vehicle in Scotland and work our way south to Greece where we planned to stay for a few months, finishing our year with a final few months back in England.  Everything went according to plan.

When Jan and I got together after our sabbatical to discuss our future the prognosis was not encouraging and although she suggested we carry on with the same plan it was evident that our future was in deep trouble and I was served with divorce papers within a few months.  It was a numbing feeling to know that it was finished between us because the love was, and still is, there.  But we both realized that love although a critical component is not enough to keep a relationship going.  

On our return from Europe I continued living, part time, in the Haight, publishing

my first book of traditional poetry, THE HAIGHT STREET BLUES, and part time in the Mendocino area, publishing a second book of poetry, THE BEACH AT CLEONE.  Cleone a village twelve miles north of Mendocino where  I lived on an intermittent basis with my lady.  In this book I first explored the musical form of the crab-fugue, which I have since used with regularity with and without traditional musical rhythms attached.  The principal form of the title poem which covers most of the book, was imitation or canon, where one voice echoes the other with occasional overlappings, some unisons and frequent silences.  The initial theme reoccurs in expanding form with the opening of each of the four sections representing another day on the beach at Cleone.  

A brief sampling of this book, a duet, follows:

I

1)  My mind is drifting                                The air is still                     A fly annoys

2)                                My mind is drifting                      The air is still

1)  my body                                      I strike at it                   It returns  

2)                  A fly annoys my body                    I strike at it                It returns

1)  I am on the beach at Cleone                     the sea a low hum

2)                       I am on the beach at Cleone             the sea a low hum

1)  I am naked                     Who cares                  It is all so unimportant-----

2)                      I am naked                  Who cares It is all so unimportant-----

(And another sampling from the opening of the third movement)
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1)  Again returned                         the beach at Cleone 

2)                           Again returned                                   the beach at Cleone 

1)  Same square of sand                                    At ease in my body

2)                                     Same square of sand              At ease in my body

1)  Another body beside                                   The early sun warming

2)                                    Another body beside 

1)                                           My mind is drifting                     She is here

2) The early sun warming-----                My mind is drifting-----               

1)                          She is not here                     Trouble in the flesh-----

2) She is not here                            She is here 

(a small bit from mid-section part four)

1)  But why                         But why                                       But why

2)              I don’t know-----              Does it really matter                    And yet

1)  You are alone-----               You will not let me in-----                     Buy why

2)                               And ye t                                         And yet-----

1)  I told you slowly leaving out as much as I could watching you come apart

2)                            I told you slowly leaving out as much as I could watching 

1)  and I was frightened                                   And yet               But why

2)  you came apart and I was frightened-----                And yet               But why

(And a brief bit from part five)

1)  This is the fifth day                                    There are two voices

2)                               There are five women                 I am counting again

1)  This is a brief summation of what I have said and why

2)                                        This is a brief summation of what I have said and why
1)-----It is all so unimportant----And yet----               something needed to be said

2) -----It is all so unimportant                        And yet 

!)  I have learned                          about the women in my life

2)                         I have learned                                about the women in my life

1)  About their suffering and about death

2)                                  About their suffering and about death----------

Following are several short poems from THE HAIGHT STREET BLUES, composed in traditional form.

THE WORM OF RECIPROCITY

bright squinty day viewing up cole from double-rainbow

for curling/twisting through twin peaks

like the worm of reciprocity devouring upper haight

advancing and retreating beneath a ravenous sun

hard pumping rock full volume manic space

shattering peace on this final day of July ‘86

alike and unalike tiniest and most profound day

of any day known

as the worm of reciprocity

curling/twisting slinks back into the sea

NEW YEAR ‘86

It’s a new year on haight street

a fresh new innocent hopeful year

It’s a new sun flushing the fog

from the sky over haight

and what of the new year

what are its promises

what can it deliver

the world is n fire

42% of Americans fear a world war

within ten years

millions of children on the bitter edge of hunger

tens of thousands in America surviving in gutters

under paper and cardboard blankets

Reagan denies hunger thinks we’re all well fed

or just too lazy to get out

and find the bountiful banquet

plenty of work for anyone willing

but the poor the aged

the women of America know differently

haight street rolls on into the new year

with great and not so great expectations

muddied wasted and swollen in the tides of indolence

have we learned anything

will we act for change/ do we care

haight street nods and shuffles apathetically

beneath a seductive sun-----what else can she do?

BULL-SHIT

I love haight street because what you see is what you get

no bull-shit on this street

no one looking---no one judging

no one giving a good-god-damn

just gliding back and forth

in and out living the street

union is fucked phony

& castro & north beach

but I love them too

even with their bull-shit

without which they wouldn’t be what they are

but haight street is what she is

honest up-front no phony bull-shit

except the kind it takes

to make her what she is

real authentic bull-shit

and that’s no bull-shit

So there it is a few of some thirty poems which comprise the Blues.  It was a great run for me from November 1976 through 1990, wandering the Haight with journal and pen.  Recording the joys and sufferings of the Haight;  theirs and mine.  Living up several flights of stairs in a neat Victorian building, a two bedroom apartment with a rent one could kill for.  A remarkable experience for a middle-aged poet not wanting to grow up and succeeding brilliantly in the process. 

When we chose to end our relationship it was by mutual decision and great pain to both of us.  We were in love but the discrepancy in our ages seemed too great, in my estimation, for us to consider a family together.   We struggled in our effort to separate and finally, in despair she accepted a teaching position in Nairobi that we might place sufficient space between us.  It was wrenching, but it worked.

I then had a year off from relationships, meeting Carolyne, who taught in a mountain school in Concaw, a mountain village northeast of Chico near the entrance to the Feather River Canyon. on my birthday, May 12th, 1981, and extending to 2001 when we were married and beyond to this day, August 3rd, 2008 and beyond to eternity.

Three weeks after I met Carolyne I left for Europe with Jan, planning to travel with her for a year.  We went first to England, staying in London with a close friend until we made plans to hitchhike  through the United Kingdom.  Then the purchase of a small car in Amsterdam, and south through Holland, Germany, France and Italy to Greece where we hoped to live for an extended time on the Island of Rhodes.  Jan knew of my meeting with Carolyne and I made it clear that I intended getting in touch wit her when we returned to America.  Everything was made clear, particularly our understanding that this was not a trip for reconciliation, but a trip with a divorced couple traveling as dear friends.  We were naïve .  Our trip ended quite suddenly six months in.  The circumstances were wrenching and it serves no purpose to expound on details.  Carolyne and I got together shortly after our return and from this relationship, the most stable and mature of my life has come a passionate, mature and thoughtful growth,

with my work and with human relationships.

Form which has always been the principal component of my work took on an even more significant role.  And that barely perceptible  loss of language, of which I spoke earlier, was certainly partly responsible for this shifting and consolidating of my work.  (I sense this gradual loss of language as the years pile-up.  A shrinking of my language resource which further forces me to compensate, which I do, through enhanced use of newly discovered forms).  

My concepts of permutation and repetition which have always been evident in my work asserted themselves with even more purpose.  And the themes of my life simplified and reduced themselves to several dozen statements which I use over and over, mixing them together in endless variations.  I call these themes Word Scales, and compose my poetry with them in the same way that I would compose music with music scales.  

I’ve been doing this for years, but now with more focus and intensity.  This leads to a breaking down of syntax and grammar, as words forsake their cognitive  values and relate to one another in fresh and unpredictable ways.  Ways which at first hearing might seem illogical and dissonant.  Ways which open and stretch the mind.  Ways which require a willing mind as vocal language moves closer to music.  I set for myself the goal of introducing a new element of form in each of my language compositions.  This may sound unrealistic but forms are endless and I seemed able to satisfy  this interest on most occasions.  Not with some monumental discovery but able to introduce some new twist or variation to the mix.

During my trip to Greece in 1981 I composed my Symphony #1, a work for Spoken-Voiced-Orchestra consisting of eighty voices, acappella.  It was created with the traditional materials of music:  rhythm and dynamic notations, tempo,   fugue, rondo, counterpoint and sonata forms.  It received its only performance at Chico State University by the Chico State Concert Band.  The performance was ragged, suffering from lack of rehearsal, but I heard enough to know that this form of poetry was not only unique but it suggested a new uncharted direction for my future work.  During the following ten years I composed twelve more symphonies for spoken-voices.  (Only one of them has been performed.  My Symphony on the Holocaust which I reduced from eighty to  four voices was performed  at a small rented synagogue  in Casper, California in 2004)     

Most of these larger works were composed during extended trips to Europe, when on each occasion I would end up with a few months of solitude on a Greek Island where I was able to focus my energies to the composition of my extended works.  And the texts for these  came primarily from my Word-Scales

And journal entries. 

(It’s fascinating how memory trips one’s head.  One might conclude that there is a strong connection between memory and chronology and this might be so, but it also might be otherwise.  With me memory seems to fade i focus.  And I continue to confuse memory with dreams, desires, fantasies and reality). 

As for the financial aspect of my career as a poet in those earlier years I made $4,200.00 during my first year of public readings.  In my second year and beyond for some  years I earned between $10,000.00 and $17,000.00;  usually about mid-range between.  During those times this was sufficient earnings to support our family of five in a reasonable style and as our children went out on their own other forms of income kicked in and I was able to live my life with minimum financial concerns,.

Back to a bizarre period in my life;  in the early 70s I was introduced to a producer at Capital Records, in Hollywood.  He was taken with my rhythmic vocal poetry and although he realized it was different from anything Capital Records had undertaken he went ahead with it.   I found several local musicians. Capital provided the recording studio, we went down the alley, got stoned and recorded a demo.  The musicians were paid, I signed a contract, received a $50.00 advance and was on my way to becoming a recording star, a short term fantasy as my connection was soon to depart that company, but not before he gave me the name of a young executive with a record company in the outer Sunset whom he was sure would be responsive to the strangeness of my product.

The young executive who would be my connection turned out to be stranger than my poetry.  And so it was, that I was ushered into the offices of Keith Colley, a displaced personage from Nashville who sole claim to fame was based on a single he composed a few years earlier, Shame Shame Shame, which had risen slightly on the charts, 

He seemed vague and disinterested as I attempted to convey a sampling of my vocal poetry above the din of loudspeakers, sprouting from the walls and ceilings, as close as sprinklers in the most up-to-code rest homes, broadcasting an unforgiving battering of rock and roll.  

“This is going nowhere” I concluded.  “This guy is too strange.” and he was.  Hunched over his desk;  white suit, white tie, white shoes, white body, rapidly sketching a map.  Looking at me for the first time he said, “This is where I live.  Can you come tonight at 8:00 pm.  Follow along the left side of the pool and enter the building at the back.  Don’t bother to knock.  Your work is amazing.  We need to talk at once.”  And thus began a relationship with a man who might have been crazy;  could have been sane, but doubtfully so.

That night when I entered the building at the back of the pool I entered a world I shall never forget, and the transformation of the man before me from the formal, suited, young producer, working in sterile offices on the outer Sunset, to this man who now sat before me could not have been more extreme.  Upon entering the darkened room it was first necessary for me to adjust my eyes to 

the flickering of several hundred small candles, each encased in a holder of muted colored glass, outlining the perimeter of this den.  Then I noticed the man, seated at a long wooden table, dressed in a leather vest, leather shorts, a three-cornered green leather cap, with tassels and leather sandals  curled at the toes.  He was a sight.  This was no longer Keith Colley, as I was soon to learn, but Little Emo, a pixie-like creature from another planet.  He handed me a tray of neatly rolled joints.  I took one, lit-up and offered it to him.  He waved it aside, taking one from the tray for himself, and thus began his saga.  

There will be a new world order.  I will become the minister of language;  will create a new language to go with the new order.  Well situated people were on-board and prepared to assume their roles.  Laws of conduct were inscribed in The Book of Life.  This was a large leather volume filled with pages of parchment, weathered, aged and burned at the edges to lend them the air of authority.  The laws were hand-written in elegant script.  All this a translation of the wisdom of Little Emo, passed on to Keith Colley from another planet.  It was clear to me from the start that he was Little Emo, but after my second joint it really didn’t matter.

I was enchanted, highly complimented and somewhat on-board.  That first meeting was my partial indoctrination.  Others followed over the next few months and I met a number of converts, among them:  two gay lawyers, several musicians, digging the scene, enjoying the generous hospitality and Keith’s gorgeous wife and her equally stunning sister.  It seemed that I had found myself into the inner-circle.  It’s difficult to be too business-like  even cognitive

when you get stoned at the entrance with the most dynamite grass on the planet.  

After a few more months I was determined to determine if he was really going ahead with the L.P. album of my poems, an assurance  which he gave me by our second or third meeting.

“Absolutely,” he smiled.  “Very soon, but are you with us?”

“Yes, I think so,” I replied, not certain what it all meant.  “But I need to know more before I commit.” 

The Album did, in fact, become a reality, and he proved to be a serious-minded and skillful engineer and producer.  

It required  half-a-dozen sessions to complete the album, Word-Music.  It contained some interesting over-dubbing, at least for that time, a trilogy including three one-word poems, Beautiful/ Child/ Innocence.  First we recorded one poem as written with musical notations.  I then improvised the second while listening to the first with earphones, and then improvised the third while listening to the first and second together.  My son, Drew, joined us for a session, supporting my poem One Boy Has Died in the War, with an ominous drum roll.  Keith improvised on a synthesizer while I read my poem Up Tight.  I was far from discovering the joy and facility of improvisation which is now such a prevalent part of my performances.  And there on the front cover of the album, modestly displayed in the lower left-hand corner, unnoticed by many, but clearly evident

was Little Emo, fully attired, looking out at us with a message of playful, cosmic wisdom flashing from his eyes.

There was the grand party at Keith’s home when Jan first met him.  He greeted us at the door dressed in black tights with an impressive fur robe which was vast enough to cover both Jan and myself as we sat with Keith and he spun his incessant tale of tender world conquest.  I was shocked to see our lawyer friends greet us in party dresses with roughed  cheeks, false eyelashes and red lips.  Jan was equally shocked at my amazement.  It all seemed so obvious to her;  we had entered a den of gayness.  

Joints were served from sterling silver trays, along with champagne of quality and abundance  and elegant hor-d’oeuvres.  A high time was had by all. 

Shortly after that event Keith’s company opened offices in New York City and he was transferred there.  As his project for world conquest lost momentum his fervor grew.  I saw him one final time in New York.  He was living in a huge apartment which occupied the entire top floor of a converted old warehouse.  The ceilings were sixteen feet high with floor to ceiling bookcases made accessible by a mounted ladder on tracks.  A twenty-foot oak table which must have weighed a ton, along with twelve tall-backed leather seated chairs, was a formidable presence in the main room.

I sat at one end of the table, he at the other while his wife virtually fed him, cutting his steak into small pieces and handing him his fork which he returned to her following each bite.  Her beautiful sister served our dinner and poured our wine from a cut-glass decanter.  He was talking enthusiastically of his plan;  fragmented and abstractly between tokes.  Truly a surrealistic scene.

“The women pay attention.  They commit and obey.  The men are resistant and cynical,” he said.  “I must know tonight.  Are you with me?”

This had been his rubric since we met;  “Are you with me”, and I was still uncertain as to its meaning.  So, answering him as gently as I could, fully conscious of his agitation, I raised the question which he had probably heard many times before

“I have a family to consider.  I’m interested, but I’m really uncertain what you’re asking from me.”

He had written a play which expressed the totality of his philosophy.  Jackie Gleason and others of his recognition were on-board;  fully committed.  I would enter the stage, sliding down a rainbow and then would introduce my language to the audience.  It would first be performed Off Broadway and he was already making arrangements for a Broadway opening, shortly to follow Off Broadway.

“Was the play already written?” I timidly asked.

“Of course,” he angrily  responded.

“Could I see it?” I asked, apologetically.

“Bring it,” he roared to his attentive wife who stood nearby.  She brought it.  A large leather-bound book filled with pages of parchment, much like his Book of Laws which he showed me the first day we met, with the exception that the pages of this book were mostly blank.  

His women departed, I later learned, to search the grounds of Washington Park, lower Manhattan, for impressionable young male souls who would follow these beauteous creatures home to hear of their master’s plan.  I took my leave as politely as possible never to see him again.

Years later I learned from one of the lawyers that Keith had lost his job with the record company and taken residence on a farm in New England, surrounded by a small group, mostly women, of ardent followers.  Still years later one of the lawyers told me that he had recently come to his offices with his father, a conservative parent who had earlier rejected his son’s madness, now wide-eyed and supportive.  Keith had, no doubt, turned him on to his outstanding grass.  Perhaps he had seeded his dad’s breakfast cereal with it.  And that was my last word of Keith Colley, creator of Little Emo;  Little Emo himself. 
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In late February 1983 my creative life took a radical turn.  I was wandering down Haight Street when a painting in Off The Wall, a framing and poster gallery, long resident of the Haight, caught my eye.  It was a fragment of a music score, abstract but clearly music.  I’d never seen anything like it and it drew me inside for a closer look.  The painter’s name was Mark Uzilesky, and when I inquired the price it was far more than I had figured.  In the past I’d purchased several framed posters at Off The Wall, ranging under one hundred dollars.  I was told it was an original and there would be a limited edition, in poster form, and at a price I could afford, available in about five weeks.  I was also told it would be difficult to tell a copy from the original, and with this assurance I placed an order and a month later I was notified that it was available.

When I went over to pick it up, there it was in the window with half-a-dozen ‘look a likes’, and I paused.  It was a stunning work.  I’d never seen anything like it, but something was lost in duplication and I backed out of the store thinking to myself ‘Maybe I could do something like that’.  I had never tried to paint, nor had I the slightest interest in becoming a painter.  I had no natural talent in fact I am, in general, awkward in all physical endeavors which involve the use of my hands.  But that was forgotten as I called a dear friend, at one time my sister’s lover and a professional painter, and told her that I would like to try painting some of my musical poetry scores.  I assured her that I knew nothing about painting, couldn’t even produce a stick figure, and if I tried to sketch a dog, a flower or a seascape no one would  have an idea what I was trying to reproduce.

“It’s about time.  I’ve waited a long time for this call.  Of course you can do it,” she said.  Lucille Arneson knew my poetry well, had assisted me in publishing one of my first books of poetry, New Forms New Spaces, and had done the fine art work for that book.

“So how do I begin?” I asked.  

“Go down to Mendal’s and pick up a variety of felt-tipped pens, at least a dozen,”  and she gave me a stock number for a tablet of drawing paper.

My bill came to about $12.00 and a bit of change so I returned home in a glow of anticipation and self-doubt.   

I selected a page from my Symphony #1. One  which was full of movement and went to work,  It was great fun, I knew I had arrived at someplace special

and within two hours I had completed twelve pages;  all that existed in the  sketchbook of pages probably 14”x16”.  The following day I went to a ‘frame it yourself’ shop and framed six of them;  plastered my walls;  stocked up on more pens;  shifted to permanent ink;  purchased a few more  tablets of paper and advanced into my new career as painter.  On that day there were six new paintings hanging on my walls.  The date was March 20th, 1983.

During the months which followed there was no subsidence with my writing, as I thought there might be.  I was never given to obsessiveness about my work.  Nothing is more important than doing nothing if that is what is called for, but for the moment I was like a child with a wondrous new toy and with every day a new discovery.  There was no time to study painting.  No time to learn technique.  I was awkward, but didn’t know it and didn’t care.  I knew nothing of the color spectrum.  I didn’t know how to mix or thin or enhance my pigments.  I simply rushed to the store, asked a few questions, picked up a few supplies  and hurried home to paint again.  I had no clear idea what I was doing and I loved it.  And if I could return to a place, learn all the things I failed to learn, I would not be interested in the experience.  That was my nature and it remains so to this day.  I would rather learn by doing than do from learning.

The  size of my paintings grew daily and I seemed never without ideas, for I was painting my poetry and my music;  releasing them from the page and reconfiguring them as color, dynamics and form.  Almost immediately these paintings became the visual molds into which I poured my poetry and my music;  the mortar which bound them together.  And, of course, they became Performance Paintings, some literal, some figurative, but almost all of them scores to be performed.

Some months before this eventful period I had been invited to the Walker Art Gallery in St. Paul, Minnesota to participate  in a month long  event called Word Works.  I was impressed and humbled by the listing of poets who would be there.  When I received the advanced brochure of events I noticed that they would be showing the works of poets as painters.  I’d been painting now for half a year, filled with energy and excitement over my newly discovered passion.  So I rushed off a letter with several slides announcing that I was also a painter who combined his poetry with painting and performance.  They replied promptly, were interested and said they would like to have a one-man showing of my paintings at the University of Minnesota where  other events were taking place.

So in October, 1983, six months after I first put brush to paper I had my first show.

I felt like an old pro when I entered the gallery to see my framed paintings on display.  I was to perform my paintings for the first time.  Paintings of poems which I had performed many times before.  Where the text was not clearly visible I would have no difficulty improvising.  About fifteen minutes before I was scheduled to perform the gallery was empty except for myself and two students connected with the arts committee.  It was then that I told them my  Ginsburg story, at the conclusion of which one of the students asked, “Are you suggesting that we do something of a similar nature.”  

“I’m suggesting nothing,” I replied.  “Just thought you’d appreciate my story.  

“If you felt that it would be appropriate to announce over your intercom that Allen Ginsburg was on campus to perform the paintings of Toby Lurie in the student gallery, it would be your decision.”

He departed rather suddenly and shortly I heard a voice over the intercom announcing the presence of Allen in the student gallery.  The response was not overwhelming, but certainly more so than had there been no announcement.  

I concluded that event with a reading of one of my sound-poem paintings and a student asked me, ‘Allen, do you think that Mr. Lurie would have interpreted that painting in much the same way, in view of the fact that it’s so abstract visually and textually?’

“I think he would have,” I replied, “because there’s no one closer to Toby in technique and aesthetic values than myself.”

That was in November 1983, the first showing of my paintings which were so newly and awkwardly formed.  I was now painting on a daily basis, working in a  six by eight foot space, barely a room, in my apartment in the Haight.                  I painted exclusively on paper, mostly of a standard 20”x30” size.  I tried using permanent inks, discovering that permanent inks are not permanent, with rare exceptions.  The darker colors hold their color longer than the lighter shades.  

As I began framing my work I learned that acid-free paper was necessary for longevity.  Then I learned that I was defeating my purpose by taping such paper to poster-board which was not acid-free.  Next, I learned that I was defeating my purpose by taping my acid-free paper to acid-free poster-board with tape that was not acid-free.  Then I learned that if I taped my paintings which were on acid-free paper with acid-free tape to acid-free poster-board, most often called archival board, that all was wasted when the archival board was placed next to cardboard and that I could solve that problem by using acid-free liner between the acid-free archival board and cardboard, all of which, in any case, is probably a needless and wasted exercise because my paintings will no doubt be out of demand before they come into demand and the yellowing process will never have an opportunity to mature.  I’ll not mention glue which I have always used in great quantities, only to say that after researching glues, extensively, and experimenting with a great variety of glues, I called the restoration department at the San Francisco Museum of Art, and was told, in muted, apologetic tones that they had discovered that the most effect  and least corrosive glue was-------Elmer’s.

I did everything on the cheap and my results confirmed that fact.  I suffered the frustration of purchasing framing supplies, plexiglass, cutting tools, metal rulers  and all the other supplies necessary for the framing process and suffered the back problems inherent in that activity along with accumulated waste from impatient mistakes, to come to the awareness that it just wasn’t worth the effort, and I shopped my paintings out. saving time, money, misery and energy while ending with a product that had a semblance of professionalism.  I was producing paintings of acrylic, ink, crayon and water-color like a production line.  (I continue to work too hastily but how else can I catch up to Picasso who was believed to produce forty-thousand original works in his lifetime, and he began in his early teens.).  

My next show was in a huge space;  An alternative gallery in Project Artaud,  south of Market Street.  The space was well over 2,000 square feet with twenty foot high ceilings, so my paintings grew in size to accommodate  the space.  This was my first real gallery opening,  Food, wine and a large turn-out of friends and strangers.  My dear mom came up from Santa Barbara to see what her son was up to.  My brother, Alan, came down from Seattle with a rich friend and partner who purchased a painting.  I thought he was doing it as a gesture and I grilled him, not wishing any favors and not quite ready to let any of my compositions go.  He said he liked it a great deal and would hang it in his bedroom in Tokyo.  I Also sold a painting to a broker of 2nd position Trust Deeds 

with whom I had been investing my mother’s money for several years.

“Rick’” I said.  “Why do you want this painting?”

“I like the colors and it’s none of your damn business,” he replied.

“You don’t need to buy a painting from me, Rick.”

“That’s a hell of a way to sell paintings.”

”I’m not interested in selling my paintings unless someone really wants them.”

“Toby, I want that painting.”

”You haven’t even read the poetry in it.”

“The hell I haven’t and that’s one reason I really want it.”

The text on that painting, ‘Homage to Gertrude’ read; “What I am saying now is not what I am saying now,” and he wanted to show his customers so they would know that next time they came in he might be telling them something entirely different than what he had told them last time.  I sold him the painting.

So I sold my first painting at the University of Minnesota and my next two at the Southern Exposure Gallery in Project Artaud.

’

Minnesota was followed, shortly, by a series of shows in Universities and alternative galleries.  Schools seemed particularly interested in my work because they saw the validity in the connections which I was affecting between the various art disciplines, namely:  poetry, music, dance, performance  and painting which was the ultimate product.  I borrowed the term Synesthesia

from a good friend whom I had encouraged several years earlier to come aboard on the University touring circuit.  Chick Hebert was an innovative photographer who designed a unique method of programming slides which he bled into each other by means of a Rube Goldberg-type contraption, all of which was combined with music, poetry and dance ;  Synesthesia. which   

according to a Greek friend is an ‘almost’ word;  one which does not quite exist.  According to Chick and me it means the cross-fertilization of the art disciplines into logical and pleasing ‘whole’.      

My poetry was evolving more and more frequently into improvisation.  This process was a natural evolution from that loss of language of which I spoke earlier when I said---“I’m losing language.  I know it.  Slowly, irretrievably, that resource of language was shrinking, but in the process I’m gaining form, a trade-off whose benefits far exceed the losses.”  And so it was, and so it was difficult for me to memorize that which was essentially a form of music, particularly when that form of music was so often a form of improvisation, which, contrary to definition, is not formless.

Years ago I purchased a Tambura, an Indian stringed instrument with a broad finger-board, about five feet long with a large gourd at its base.  I packed it along on my university tours and created a soft drone which supported my language improvisations, which, during that period became more melodic in a chanting, repetitious mode.  My one-word poems such as: Beautiful, Child, Innocence and Meditation became lengthily chants which would involve dance  or movement in intimate candle-lit rooms.  This was great fun and catharsis during a time when such diversions were in vogue, and improvisation became a natural direction for my poetry which was never comfortable on the printed page.  And improvisation, a technique with which I’ve always been comfortable became still more natural for me;  the perfect solution for that loss of language, forcing me to focus with ever increasing concern and intent on my concept of Word-Scales, these the products of the most important themes of my Life.  Now they jumped into my paintings, became the stitching which bound my visual works together.  The energy and impetuous which gave  life to my poetry prevailed in my painting which became variations and 

improvisations stocked with the stuff of music.

For the next several years my paintings remained within the perimeters of my drawing board maxing out to 29”X40”.  I had made up my mind that if I was to make it as a poet it would be a consequence of my painting, so I booked University showings in quick succession:  Chico State, College of Pacific, Humboldt State, Calpoly San Luis Obispo, all involving performances and workshops with students from the various departments including: dance, music, creative writing and Art.  As I focused my energies more and more to painting it became clear to me that I was and would continue to be a painter with limited skills, knowing I would be too stubborn to seek professional guidance.  

A dear friend and artist, brother-in-law to Senator Barbara Boxer, Shanghai Jerry would come and sit before my paintings for hours, patiently examining them in

great detail.  He often told me I painted too rapidly.

“When I was painting,” he observed “I would paint for five minutes and study my efforts for 55 minutes, but you do it in reverse.  Slow down and study more.”

Actually, his observation was quite correct except that I would paint for an hour, leave all behind and go out on streets in the Haight, take a good walk or stop in a coffee house for some Earl Grey tea

I’m not one to study or labor over anything.  If it comes quickly and it usually does, I’m happy.  If it’s a struggle I usually abandon the effort and wait for a more spontaneous moment.  I say this not to my credit, but as a matter of fact, for this has always been my way.  Mine is not the struggling, suffering or diligent nature.  Yet there are contradictions within this statement, because at times nothing can be more formulated or rigid than my method of composing poetry

with Word-Scales.  It’s sometimes a total mental exercise in concentration when I’m working with several Word-Scales and multiple voices, for maintaining the correct sequence of words moving both forward and backward and shifting between voices can be an exhausting exercise in concentration, but only insofar as commitment to the process is concerned.  The results are far from rigid.  Quite the contrary, for they are entirely unpredictable and in this process

new and fresh relationships are created between the linking of various fragments

of language.  This is best illustrated in a poorly designed book of mine, Word-Scales, Mellen Poetry Press.  

I remember an experience I had at a poetry event in London in the late 70s

with a well known sound-poet and curmudgeon named Bob Cobbing.  He with Henri Chopin were considered the most influential sound-poets in Europe.  

I met Henri  in Paris in 1978 at his home on St. Louis Island in the middle of the Seine River a few hundred yards from Notre Dame.  A wiry little man with a gorgeous apartment and wife.  He was a banker turned sound-poet, though he remained for a while with his banking until, for some reason, I think politically enhanced, he was forced to leave France on short notice and moved to the countryside  of England where Ann and I visited him at his baronial estate.  I remember we stayed for dinner, served in the French tradition.  We kept thinking it was over, but not so, until the salad finally arrived.   

I was fascinated with these men because I had written my first sound-poem in 1968 with no previous models.  Because I was very close to singing I felt the human voice to be the ultimate instrument of expression and used it in every way that I could.  Without music I’m sure I never would have become a poet or a painter.  And to discover others who were investigating language and vocal poetry in a way close to my own and to later learn of Hugo Ball and other Dada 

artists who had experimented with sound-poetry made me feel less alone and less crazy.

Chopin, later, was to publish a book on sound-poetry which sold for several hundred dollars and consequently was barren of sales.  He told me later that he had given my work an entire chapter.  I never saw the book nor can I confirm its publication.  I only know that Chopin was disgusted with the lack of enthusiasm over his effort.  Not an uncommon event.  When, after slaving for  years over Finnegan’s Wake, a friend of James Joyce asked him why he continued struggling with it.  Joyce replied that he did so because six or seven people were anticipating its completion.

Anyway, at the event in London, Cobbing rose and asked if anyone would like to perform an improvisation with him.  I rose to the opportunity.  He had a painting of a woman’s head.  It was large , dramatic and colorful.  He asked me which direction I would like to go and took the other.  We were to simply flow with the score created by the lines the colors and the dynamics, responding to the stimulation of what we saw and felt, with any sounds, levels of pitch, rhythm

and dynamics which came from us.  It was a memorable experience and was to serve me well five years later when I began painting and often when I performed my poetry and paintings.  And it reinforced the feelings which I was beginning to feel about Synesthesia, the connection between the various disciplines.  There is no doubt that improvisation is a major element in my poetry and painting, and still becoming more so as I pass through my 83rd year.

(I remember a flutist who told me that he often went into the woods with his flute and performed the scores produced by the wonders of nature.  The perfection of the randomness of nature can never be duplicated by the meager efforts of man).

It was several years before I moved to canvas, and wanting the full experience, as I mentioned earlier, I purchased all the tools necessary to frame my own canvases.  I soon outgrew that notion and purchased my canvases which started small and grew, over the years, to massive proportions my largest being 120 square feet.  I loved the texture of canvas.  My apartment could only accommodate canvases of the 4X4 and 4X5 footage, so I moved my work outside and began looking for warehouse space so that I could climb ladders and throw paint from scaffolds.  It was time now to own a truck for hauling my growing stock and size of paintings.

In 1986, three years and about seven showings into painting, I loaded my truck’s shell to its limit and headed north to Seattle, my home town, and a gallery space of almost 10,000 square feet with towering walls;  the Greenwood Gallery in Pilgrim Square, just off Yestler where my grandfather, in 1889 opened one of the first jewelry stores in Seattle across from the Smith Tower, one of the tallest buildings west of the Mississippi, now dwarfed but still a landmark

My brother, Alan, took care of all arrangements for a grand reception and told me he would fill the place with our fraternity brothers, most of whom, with the exception of myself, could be bona fide  members of anyone’s millionaire club.

I looked forward with anticipation to this event because I was now about forty years out of the University of Washington, (now 60 years out) and I would be seeing an assortment of people I hadn’t seen or heard from during that time and I was hoping for a few sales.  I don’t believe I was very well liked in those old, mostly forgotten days and probably for good reason as I was worse than typical for my age, so I was eager to share my paintings and myself with those whom I assumed, would come with no small degree of skepticism.

I hung the massive show during the morning and afternoon of the opening, then took some time to cruise this city, so changed since those uncertain and surrealistic days of my childhood.  About an hour before the opening I wandered along Puget Sound catching the final moments of the misting, descending day.  A cup of chowder at Ivar’s.  (I loved their Manhattan.  Today it’s certainly an endangered species, overrun by Boston which is mostly potatoes and clam juice).  Then I rested by the Sound watching the entrance to the Gallery, waiting for our guests to arrive.  

Not above infrequent indulgence I took a few hits of herb to relax and give myself a mellow glow.  Now I waited.  Fifteen minutes to opening.  A few souls have wandered these quiet streets but none have entered the Greenwood Gallery.  Now it’s 8:00 pm and I should be inside welcoming those aging shadows from my past but not a soul has entered.  My spirits are sagging.  I was determined to wait outside until at least a dozen people had arrived.  My brother had figured on several hundred.  By 8:15 a couple had turned in at the gallery and I was getting anxious.  Another hit of herb and by 8:30 only one more couple had come and I made up my mind to march in there, swig a glass of champagne and face the empty house.

From the bottom of the stairs I heard a hum of voices and as I ascended to the gallery on the second floor the volume of that hum increased.  When I entered the gallery I was stunned to discover that it was choked with people wondering why the painter had not arrived, (assuming perhaps, that Toby Lurie was up to his old stuff).  My brother, in degrees of distress, asked me why I was late, informing me that people were becoming restless.  When I told him the reason

he told me that I was watching the service entrance where I had unloaded  the day before and that the main entrance was around the corner.

What a rush as I stood for a moment, apart from the crowd, absorbing those faces, watching some of them slowly transform into masks of distant, vague recognition.  As though a bunch of teen-aged kids had entered the make-up room backstage and attempted to change themselves into the newly elderly.  Some had done professional jobs:  some had failed miserably.

The evening was a stunning success.  So often, over the years, I’ve returned to places from my past;  beaches, schools, neighborhoods to find resemblances of my peers reflected in the faces of their children.  But this night reflections were of the first generation, and they were not the insensitive snobs I had imagined they might be.  They heard me , danced and laughed and cried with me, saw me as the changed person I wished them to see.  It was very healing.  There were no sales;  a slight disappointment as I had finally arrived at the place where I could let my paintings go without a feeling of loss.  I’ve always said I’m not in it for the bucks but there is a special feeling of acceptance  when someone values an artist’s works enough to pay for them.  This, though, should never be the primary focus of an artist, for it will have an adverse effect on the quality of his work and the joy of creation.  

My activities were now shifting from painting to writing to performance and back again to painting with a shift, now and then along the way, to promoting.  I could be the world’s most effective promoter for someone else;  I could and have also been effective for myself, but I despise the process;  have developed a hard-core resentment against rejection, particularly in the manner that it is expressed by gallery owners who are not even valuing the art intrinsically.  As a gallery person once told me.  “We are in the business of selling signatures not paintings.”  Perhaps I would be better served changing my name to Picasso.  

Toby Picasso.  No that would not do;  just plain Picasso.

I remember, early in my career as a poet I was invited, on a regular basis, to Chapman College, in Orange County, to entertain and inspire incoming students.  On one occasion my host said to me, “Toby it must be difficult at your age, (me then in my mid 40s;  pretty young age) to have to promote yourself all the time.”  I remember my curious response.  “Not at all.  Promoting myself is challenging and creative.  If it was too easy I wouldn’t appreciate my success nearly as much.”

Bull-shit.  Not so the case now.  Not so at all.  I remember reading a statement by Henry Miller when he declared that it takes a writer twenty years to make the top brackets, if he deserves to be there.  I also remember responding to Miller with a poem, telling him that I was on my way to cutting that time table in half.  I was premature  with my assessment.  I’m still struggling for meaningful recognition and it’s now almost thirty years.  (And now it’s over forty years and I am no closer.).  If only I could release myself from desire , then I would have everything that I could possibly desire.  Am I closer to that objective?  I believe I am, but some days I wonder.  

I  need to think more of my children.  They are all so rare in the finest possible manner, each a brilliant creation;  so alike and unalike.  I hope, through my example, they learned the necessity of freedom and how to care for themselves as they deserve to be cared for.  And I need to be aware of the fact that I am jumping about in a sometimes disorderly manner.  The reasons are several:  As memory is called upon it sometimes brings up events of value which I failed to mention.  And the other:  I’m working with fragments from three different autobiographies.  Two abandoned and one in progress and as I move along with them sometimes they are word for word and other times events are recorded in one without being recorded in the others or with a strenuous difference of opinion between the interpretation of an event at one source or the other.

I looked at myself in the bathroom mirror and saw someone I didn’t know.  A withered old man, ass almost dragging on the  bathroom floor.  This can’t be me, so suddenly arrived.  I looked great yesterday.  My dear wife whistles when

she sees me naked but she is crying inside.  At eighty-two does one reclaim one’s  flower when the blossom is faded and fallen.  Fortunately, the body’s decline is usually in near direct proportion with the decline of desire to do something about it.  An adjustment of the physical to its limitations;  a reasonable understanding with the mind and bring along the  soul.  

Am I feeling sorry for myself?  Indeed not, I’m grateful for myself.  Grateful for finding the person who I am.  Grateful for this chance to go on to what is still to be done.  2/23/08

My first real book of poetry, though, actually , Measured Space, a small awkward mistake proceeded it, was New Forms New Spaces, 1971, which I have spoken of before.  This book set the tone for much that would follow.  It contained a variety of my early experimental works:  One Word Rhythm Poems, 

solo and for multiple voices, Sound poems, Concrete Poems, Permutations and straight poems.  All of these forms would be explored in greater depth and expanded.  I remember now that another book published a few years earlier in London by Bob Cobbing.  He enjoyed publishing everything he could uncover which was bizarre, outrageous and available from his mimeograph press, buried in the basement of his home.  This was a madman of extraordinary skills.  The book he published was called Serial Poem, consisting of a long poem composed, as with serial music, but words instead of music notes, constructed from a serial scale.  Arnold Schoenberg is credited with discovering and refining this technique which released composers from the grip and grammar of traditional forms.  This book barely reached America in print, and to my knowledge no longer exists.  It shouldn’t.

I’ve already spoken of The Beach at Cleone, but not The Last Rondo in Paris, at least I think not.  This is a book of crab-fugues, as the sub-title, And Other Reversals would indicate.  The title poem was written on an evening in Paris in 1981 when I took to the streets after a difficult time with Jan.  I wrote as I wandered.  It was a quartet with voices one and three moving forward while voices two and four begin at the end, returning to the beginning.  It might most easily be described by including the opening page  at this point.  Follow the voices, as indicated above.

THE LAST RONDO IN PARIS
1.  A soft night                                 it was Paris

2.                      MY VOICE IS EMPTY                   SHE IS HOLDING HIS HAND

1.  I was there                                                                            I am here

2.                     I WATCH A MIDDLE-AGED COUPLE

4,                                                                             A soft night

1.

2.                                 I DRINK A BEER   

3.                                                         It was Paris

4.  MY VOICE IS EMPTY                                            SHE IS HOLDING

1.                 We tried to talk

2.                                          MY VOICE IS EMPTY

3.                                                                           I was there  

4.  HIS HAND                                                                             I WATCH

1.                                       We were unable

2.                                                                    I TRY TO WRITE   

3.                                                                                           I am here

4.A MIDDLE-AGED COUPLE

1.  I left here in the room

2.                                          I THINK OF MY OWN

3.                                                                          We tried to talk

4.                   I DRINK A BEER

1.  I went to the streets 

2.                                                                  I THINK OF HER PAIN

3.                                                                                   We were unable      

4.                                    MY VOICE IS EMPTY  

1.  Footsteps on the cobblestones 

2.                                                                          SHE IS ALONE 

3.                                                                                               I left her

4.                                                     I TRY TO WRITE

(Follow the voices for a distance and you will understand the process)

Mirror Images, Celestial Arts, an earlier book is one of my favorites which contains a variety of forms including assemblages which are droppings, pure pickings assemblages and random selections which consist of three books selected at random opened to pages selected at random whose contents are woven together in a trio.  Following is a brief sampling of some of these  compositions.

PURE PICKINGS

1.                     dusk                                      dinner

2.                              seen                                        receding revealing

3.  Just tended                              I unused                                              smog

4.                                       to me

1.  butterfly           or sit

2.                                                                                          the flat clean

3.                                  yearning to 

4.                 show                             believe the impossible

1.  draped                                                                                      out

2.                                                                              and washed

3.                 from it                   Decided

4.                            miracle-----                said can’t 

TWO SHORT DADA CONVERSATIIONS

1.  On passing                            on meditation

2.                     bodies                                       exalts 

3.                                within                                         balance

4.                                         mist                                                  of Spring

1.  Beach                                                        weeping

2.             wondering                                                     radiant

3.                               precocious 

4.                                                  settling sea                              the silent

1.  Spring                                                    the sun----

2.                                                      within                   tangled

3.             and final         wondering

4.                            Holy                                                              beach

ASSEMBLAGE

1.                              My fingers                      mingled with raindrops

2.                     Tears                  winter moon 

3.  Enlightened                                                                                   is stillness 

1.                 and moonlight---                                             Time flows

2.  madness                                                 everything---  

3.                                            Contemplate 

1.                                                shadows shudder          winter in the plum

2.                     and in moonlight 

3.  in mountain                                                        spring water

1.                                                                       weeping 

2.  plum-mingled snow                      raindrops

3.                                   green creek                                  white moonlight

(And this goes on, words mingling;  dropping like raindrops)

The Haight Street Blues, of which I’ve spoken earlier was a minor success in the Haight where I lived.  It was carried in quite a few shops in the area, mostly on consignment.  When store owners complained that books were being stolen I told them not to worry.  It would be my loss and I would much rather have my books stolen and read or peddled than ignored, and as long as I could break even I’d be satisfied.

I’ve never been able to throw anything away.  I’ve spoken of my poems as friends and they certainly were, and I could never throw any of them away.    Consequently, a massive quantity, thousands of pages, is stored in trunks and boxes in my apartment in San Francisco, under beds, here  and there, in archives at Northwestern University in Evanston and at the Bankroft Library in Berkeley, and on discs, cassettes and videotapes.  

But quality had become increasingly a concern so I was particularly careful 

in selecting the compositions to be included in my first hard-cover book, published by the Edwin Mellen Press, called Trios.  These trios were tightly constructed, not with traditional rhythms but with music forms.  I wanted to construct a form of music without the rigid rhythmic structures of music, but one which was unmistakably music.  It was a reasonably successful effort followed by the book, Quartets, and more challenging journeys. 

While with Trios two voices were often carrying on a conversation while the third voice often acted as an ostinato, sometimes intruding on one or the other of the voices or taking over a theme from one of the voices and becoming a principal player while the replaced voice took on another role or became  part of a three-voices fugue moving with a single theme.  There were endless ways that the three voices could interact.

With Quartets the possibilities and complexities greatly expanded.  The voices might pair-off forming two duets, each with a separate theme.  The two duets might interact with each other forming a new duet of two voices each.  There might be a single theme playing between all four voices or two or three or four themes moving in all directions.  (Backwards as with a crob-fugue).  When composing in this manner the variations are limitless.  Another book, Quintets, was published by the Mellen in April 1993 to complete the trilogy.  But Mellen was not through with me.  They were to publish Duets, Hiroshima, Word-Scales and finally in 2004, Elegy for Three, a book length poem.  Mellen was charging excessively for its poetry books and finally deemed it judicious to discontinue their poetry division.  I would agree with them for their poetry books were not very exciting and their market for distribution was practically nonexistent.  However I appreciated their response to my work, with an open-ended offer to publish practically whatever I sent them in the form of multi-voiced compositions.  I never received a dime from the press.  They gave me a choice;  either to pay me the standard royalties or a guarantee to keep my books available in their catalogue for seventeen years.  I chose the latter;  probably lost next to nothing in royalties and probably their catalogue dried-up.  I will include at this point my preface to Elegy for Three which gives a clear indication of my  approach to writing poetry for this book and most of the others.

PREFACE

Elegy, a composition for spoken voices is as much music as poetry, so I urge three readers to engage this work and read it aloud. By doing so it will be more fully understood and appreciated.  On the other hand, a single reader willing to take the time to investigate Elegy may find it a rewarding experience. 

This trio is about architecture and form, the lacing together and shaping of language-fragments and themes, which I call Word-Scales, to form the cohesive whole.  Word-Scales is a theme I’ve devised to describe my process of composing poetry.  Let me define the term.  A Word-Scale is a small collection of words, usually a theme, which I use in creating my poems, in much the same way that a musician composes music with a music scale.  In this process there is little concern with grammar or syntax, in fact, often a purposeful effort to avoid traditional grammar, in search of fresh and unusual word linkages and relationships.  Dissonance often occurs  as a consequence, in much the same way that it is experienced in music.  How-ever, dissonance with language has as much to do with the eye and  mind as with the ear, and adds a new dimension to the language experience.

This compositional style is essentially linear and contrapuntal, and themes will shift location from voice to voice and return frequently in primary or variation

forms, as is customary with music.  Two and three-part fugues are evident throughout Elegy, as well as other music forms including:  rondo, imitation, sonata and crab-fugue, a form in which themes are played backward.  (A common technique heard in many compositions of Bach).

This poem was written during an eighteen day period in 2002 while staying in Greece on the Islands of Samos and Patmos, to which I have often returned for lengthily periods of time.  So there is an extended theme dealing with that geography and those very special souls, which enters, departs and returns as an echo and reaffirmation.

Finally, dashes which are liberally applied throughout this poem are suggestions of silence for approximately one second per dash.  Parenthesis indicate that a theme is being borrowed from another voice or that a theme is being expressed backwards.  When a long line follows a word the sounding of that word should be prolonged.  Finally Agios in Greek is Holy in English.

My first symphony for Spoken-Voiced-Orchestra was composed in Greece, on the Island of Rhodes between October 11th and 23rd, 1981.  It’s a work in two movements, conceived as a vocal composition for four sections: Soprano, Alto, Tenor and Baritone, though this was not a rigid concept and the parts could be mixed arbitrarily.  Each section was divided into five parts.  So there are actually twenty different parts which I suggest should have at least two voices, more preferably four to each part.  That would then require eighty voices.  Rhythms, tempos, and general dynamics are notated in the traditional manner.  There are no specific pitches, but indications for rising and falling pitches.

In the first movement there are two themes.  The opening theme, “Time there never was time”, appears throughout this composition as a reoccurring theme or ostinato.  The other theme, a poem from an earlier book, “There is time, there is still time, time for the undone to be done, time for the tear to be cried”, and carries on with the suggestion, in contradiction with the  opening theme, that there is still time for what needs to be done to be done.

The second theme opens with a thirteen page, strongly rhythmic exposition of the Word-Scale, “This moment is all that we have”, and continues for another twenty-three pages with variations on this theme, at which point the theme of the first movement is reintroduced as a counterpoint building in volume to fortissimo and a jolting silence, with two sections then revisiting the first theme in unison for several bars, answered by the other two sections picking up the opening theme of the second movement in unison.  I’ll not elaborate beyond this point but conclude by saying this is an expression of my form of poetry and it certainly is music in symphonic form.

This composition was followed by an outpouring of eight other symphonies composed in much the same manner, using an increasingly sparse text.

Symphony #2 is noteworthy because it is an effort to eliminate language as we know it and simply utilize the voice as an instrument and compose with sound.  I had hoped to create a work without any words, as with my earlier sound poems, but was unable to adhere strictly to that concept though a significant part of that work is strictly sound.  I did manage to reduce language to limited phrases often sounded against each other to create dissonance.  The only discernable words are from the short theme, “I don’t care anyway.”

I’ve always enjoyed composing my sound-poems which were first conceived as solo improvisations in the late 60s and later expanded to works for from two to ten voices, culminating in the Sound-Symphony.  One of my favorite  sound compositions, Whisperings, which is included in my book Word Music, also recorded as part of a cassette.  Word-Music, Volume 2, was recorded at Mills College in 1987 with graduate students from the Contemporary Music Program.  (I was a student at Mills College, in Oakland, in 1953, studying composition with Darious Mulhaud.).  Another sound composition on that cassette, Sound Composition for Six, was first performed at the Climate Theater in San Francisco, May 1992 by a group I formed called The San Francisco Word Music Quintet.  This work appears in my book A Leaf of Voices, which includes a variety of compositions including a play for four voices called Sound Piece for 4, which is partly scored and partly improvised.

A strange work first performed at Cal. State University, Northridge, which varied in length from fifteen to thirty-five minutes depending how deeply the performers were able to sink into its intentions.  That work was later performed and videotaped at Studio Eremos, in Project Artaud , San Francisco in September 1985.  I performed one of the parts and had a great and painful experience for the several weekends it ran as I was in a relationship which was on the edge of collapse and was able to ventilate the entire dimension of my pain through that part.

Briefly the play had to do with our inability to communicate, and the point is made with failed efforts of sound and silence to break the barriers of non receptivity. Along with that piece I also performed a solo improvisation of a word-scale, “How many times must I die to shed the graftings of memory?”’ also on video.  The audience had no idea of the extent of my real pain, for which the text was a perfect catalyst.  Apart from my Sound Symphony, Sound Symphonette, an enlargement of my Sound Piece for Six is my largest sound composition.  It was composed in Greece on the Island of Kos in June 1987.  In my postscript to that work I wrote, “This work encourages free interpretation.  It is a sound-painting using the human voice as the coloring instrument”. 

It’s difficult for me to remain focused on a single discipline because of the logic and strength of the interconnectedness of my four principal areas of expression:  language, music, painting and performance.  Though I do a significant amount of writing without thinking about painting, it is almost impossible for me not to consider, and be influenced by music forms in almost all of my poetry.  As I said earlier, or intended to say.  “I’m losing language.  I know it.  Slowly, irretrievably, and as my language resource shrinks, becomes more sparse, my thoughts become more focused on form and my gains exceed my losses”. 

The themes of my life are also being refined and reduced.  Perhaps I will end it all with a single theme;  a single word.  At this time I have about a dozen themes which are most critical to my life.  The fat has been cut from these themes which I now call Word-Scales and there may be more fat to cut later.  And from these scales are now emerging a broad range of works from simple rhythmic and non-rhythmic solos to complex symphonies.  (Hundreds of my paintings, as well contain these word-themes).  And most of these scales have been performed as improvisations, either as solos or with dancers.  (A listing of most of these, either in manuscript form or on videos archived at Northwestern University and the Bankroft Library at U. C. Berkeley

will be listed in the appendix, hopefully). 

IV

Memory is flawed reality based on expectations, dreams, fantasies, desires, photograph albums, word of mouth, much else and age , that unforgiving brute which makes no concessions.  I’ve spoken of this before, this curious unreliable animal ;  memory.  I can speak of my work with unassailable certainty, but when it comes to personal events involving others there will always be the question of interpretation;  my memory against theirs.  U.G. Krishnamurti said we would be much better off if we had no memory.  

We would live our lives in an existential bubble, discovering anew in every moment of existence.  How wonderful, how awesome, how frightening and how exhausting to be, in every moment, on the edge of creation.  My wife’s mother is suffering from dementia.  She is eighty-nine years of age and by her own admission is becoming more and more like a child;  day by day

(this day being August 15, 2008.).  

I like to say there is no such thing as time;  only now and all the other nows,

and all of memory exists in the now.  This is certainly a reasonable assumption and I embrace it, knowing better and knowing it to be true.  All of it I can speak of with certainty, is this life and those lives which pass through me, though I am uncertain of all of it.  Still I carry on with apologies to whomever I may have  injured.  The list may be limited because this is an autobiography which speaks mostly to my own achievements and failures.  Those of you who are loved know who you are and should know how important you are to this life.

I’ve just finished reading an autobiography by Darious Milhaud with whom I studied composition more than fifty years ago.  In the preface he spoke of his faulty memory and his reluctance to write the book.  In the body of the book, ‘Notes Without Music’, he names over eight hundred artists;  musicians, poets, painters and performers who passed across the screen of his life;  most of them well known, internationally, to anyone with an interest in the vivid cultural scene in Paris, in particular, in those days of remarkable creativity,  And he was in the center of all of it:  The Dada movement involving all the art disciplines, the early days of cubism, the final days of impressionism, the inventions and discoveries of Arnold Schonberg and Alban Berg, the stunning masterpieces of Stravinsky and Bartok.  These were his friends, his collegues, his extended family.

When I studied with him he was in his early sixties, about the time his book was published.  He apologized for his faulty memory and wrote this masterpiece.  A book of such incredible scope, detailing a period in the creative life of one of the most prolific composers of the twentieth century.

And he had to travel between France and America;  one year at Mills and the next in Paris at the Sorbonne, repeating that cycle for years in order to support his family.  He told me once, “You can get recordings of my work at any record store in the world, (Some may hove to order it) and my monthly royalty checks are usually less than $200.00”.

He taught me nothing I can remember, but being in his presence taught me a lot.  I remember a young friend from Santa Barbara who went to Paris to study composition with Nadia Boulanger, teacher of composition to Ravel, Debussy, Gershwin, Copeland and a host of other well known composers.  

She was an old lady at that time but still of huge consequence.  He sat in the back of the filled lecture hall on a window-sill in rapture though he understood not a word of French.  But, he said, just to be in her presence was highly inspiring for her life was passing through his.  

Neither my life nor the pages of this book are filled with international names of consequence.  It’s mostly about me within me.  I’ve done most of my work in isolation, interacting minimally with other writers and painters, and I believe this is so with many artists today.  Not the support system of years past, but this would probably have been my way if I had been around at that time.  I’m a social animal but reluctant in the role, much more comfortable with a few friends of consequence and much more comfortable with myself A self that I’ve came to  in middle-age.  

 When I began journalizing twenty years ago, my understanding and appreciation of myself was more fully realized.  This person was O.K.:  more than O,K,, special.  A simple awareness which all of us deserve, but most of us deny.  Why is this?  Is it mostly negative programming from our early years, from our schooling, from our friends, from our media, from religion?  It has so many forces that’s it’s a wonder that we are as healthy as we seem to be.

As I wrote in my journals, it was as if I was conferring, in a most intimate manner, with my dearest friend.  I was no longer alone.  I had found an intimate with whom there was full disclosure.  We carried on all kinds of conversations from the most intimate to the most absurd.  I didn’t require another person to make me feel needed and loved.  That person was with me at all times.  I’m now writing in my sixty-fourth journal.  All hard covered because I want to preserve my writings.  If it’s too intimate to be shared then it must be shared.  I want those whom I love to know it and to know me and to be able to pass my history on to their children and to theirs and beyond so that they may better know who they are by knowing where they came from.

It’s my way and I hope it will be understood and appreciated.

In a month from tomorrow I’m going to do something I’ve thought about for years but always backed away from out of fear and fear of being misjudged for having the audacity to do it.  I’m going to step before an audience in a theater and speak my life.  I’m not going to work from a script, loading it with things which would make an audience, mostly composed of friends, shudder and cry and laugh.  I want to be as straight and honest and intimate as possible.  I don’t want to think about what I’m going to say or do, and I can’t get it out of my mind.  The more I try not to think about it the more it fills me.  Anyway I’ve made an effort and succeeded, during my adult life, in not saying no to anything that I felt was important.  As my friend Jerry proclaimed, “Say Yes to the universe”.  So I’ll do it on the 21st of September, 2008

(Returning from the other side;  returning to stitch my consistencies and inconstancies together.  Much to be done.  Nothing to be done.  It is all so unimportant.  Unimportant for me and unimportant for anyone else.  And yet it’s all so important.  More inconstancies because we really don’t know.  We can embrace formal religion for security, but it means nothing because we really don’t know no matter how hard we try to believe otherwise.  That’s a lesson some of us learn as we get older in this life.  The generations arrive and depart as suddenly as the speed of light and yet we live eternal.)

Painless from the first day.  A long deep incision from my throat straight down, a foot in length.  My breastbone sawed in two, my ribs separated.  My heart removed.  Completely surreal.  How could such a thing be happening to me.  (I was still recovering from a complete knee replacement.)  That completely surreal as well.  And now my heart.  Painless as I awakened, from the first moment of awareness.  Not the slightest pain.  They asked me my level of pain, explaining that they wanted to keep ahead of it with medication.  Levels reaching from zero to ten.  I had no pain, consequently took nothing for it.  I was asked on a daily basis during the nine days I was bedded-down at the Sutter Memorial hospital in Santa Rosa and my response was the same;  no pain.  I don’t care for pain, would probably cry out for medication even if I suspected that pain was on the way, but I had no pain.  Consequently took nothing for it.  Why take something for nothing, so I took nothing for it, and to this day not the slightest level of pain. 

It was something else that bothered me.  Total loss of appetite, and what I managed to force down my throat was tasteless.  Worse than tasteless.  Water is tasteless and I love water.  This was worse than tasteless.  Everything tasted like sawdust and the texture of everything was strange and uncomfortable.  When my sister, in her final days, said that her favorite food, steak;  steak of highest quality and texture tasted like sawdust, I suggested she try sawdust;  it might taste like steak.  Now I understand about sawdust.  I was always on the edge of nausea, devoid of hunger, with everything tasting like nothing and nothing tasting awful.  I knew that I must eat to keep this body alive and I tried and I tried and I failed miserably.

My problem being that a severe infection was discovered on my old valve and I was on a strong daily dosage of antibiotics which destroyed my appetite.  After a few weeks we shifted to another antibiotic which also failed to alleviate my loss of appetite.  I was down thirty pounds.  I was warned that this was dangerous;  that I must eat to live and I was unable.  Finally we shifted to a third medication all of which were taken intravenously.  I was in the doughnut hole of my pharmacy insurance which meant that this treatment was costing me $250.00 out-of-pocket per day.  Nothing seemed to be working and the weekly results of my blood-letting were discouraging.

My doctors were of conflicting opinions.  The surgeon who did my knee was convinced that there was no infection coming from my knee.  My surgeon who did the open-heart work was convinced I had no infection as was my Cardiologist.  But the infection doctor was convinced otherwise, so the treatment continued.  Weekly blood-work, numerous medications, morning,

noon and evening.  Finally a bone scan which revealed nothing new and the treatment continued until the infection doctor decided to take me off of the antibiotic to determine where if anywhere the infection was hiding.  The conclusion being, if there was still infection within, it would assert itself at some place on this body and I would know it from the pain.  I reminded her that I don’t pain easily;  she assured me that I would.  And so, to this day, it remains a mystery.  I’ve plumped up to my old weight and I feel no pain

so by reasonable standards I believe I’m here to stay for a while, at least.   

And now back from forward to the future to forward to the past.  

I thank James Joyce, Samuel Beckett, Walt Whitman, Gertrude Stein, E.E. Cummings John Cage and many others for having the courage and conviction to crack the shell of the rigid conformity of language so that words could breathe, dance and reinvent themselves in playful, meaningful and meaningless ways.  And the Dadaists, fully prepared to destroy language and explore and express it as an undisciplined discipline that might pass beyond the idea of spoken language as a tool for expressing ideas, of any nature.  And I thank music for leading me into the new forms which I then and now use is my explorations.

Improvisation is the word which most succinctly describes the way that I approach my work, on all levels.  What is my mood when I prepare myself for an improvisation and what brought me to that form.  I have never been good with memorization.  This is one reason why I was only an average student.  I would worry myself into forgetfulness, laboring over the next line while struggling with the one at hand.  To say I was a lazy student might be a more accurate explanation.  I never bothered to go deep.  I was un-existential, un-zen, but that changed as I became less critical, more accepting of myself.  And as I acquired self-appreciation, I acquired self-confidence and that strength grew and multiplied upon itself.

This has nothing to do with an inflated ego.;  everything to do with a healthy one.  And a healthy one is probably not one at all, for if the ego is healthy it is no longer necessary, and it was during this period that I learned the lesson of letting go.  (A poem of mine, Let Go, is one of my favorite word-scales, one which has become a part of many of my poems and paintings.).  It’s a poem composed in rhythms and in performance I mostly ignore the indicated rhythms in favor of improvisation.  Dashes indicate to sustain the last vowel sound

LET GO

Let go          let go          let  let  let  go      Go-------Go------You’ve got to let  le

let     Go-----Go-----You-----‘ve  got to let got to let go          You’ve got to let go   go     You’ve got to let go to let go    to let go-----to let go-----to let go----

From this point I simply play rhythmically and dynamically with the text  It’s a word-scale consisting of five words and I can go on with it for as long as it feels right.  Remember this is not a poem to be read but a composition to be performed as an improvisation, aloud.  If I am present with my spirit and skills then I can take a theme, such as this, and develop it for a short or long period of time;  immerse myself in its message, become transfixed without the slightest awkwardness or hesitation.

Highway Erotica is my most recent joust with holy madness.  I composed it while driving between Willows and Williams on my way from Chico to San Francisco.  As yet unpublished, I thought it may find print before this book does, it is my strictest and most lengthily exposition on what I call ‘permutations’.  It consists of thirteen lines, each built from four fragments, A, B,C, D.  These thirteen lines, a section, are stated in their original form.  (The original thirteen lines follow, to be followed by several of my thirteen sections with a short explanation of each.).

HIGHWAY EROTICA

I

Plumb the delicacies of your timid tunnel

Cream the delights of your fuzzy oven

Tap the mysteries of your darkest chamber

Sight the depths of your turgid wonder

Mount the flanks of your noble marble

Harvest the garden of your pubescent curl

Manifest the yearning of your smoldering murmur

Satiate the insatiables of your tender tremble

Drain the tide of your rising shallow

Tender the weeping of your fruitful hollow

Expunge the innocence of your trembling organ

Stroke the fury of your moaning mantle

Fulfill the prophecy of your proud pudendum.

In the first variation, which follows, fragment A  of each line is shifted up to the next line while  all other fragments of each line remain in place.  And that 

fragment from the top line  is shifted to the bottom line, thusly:

II

Cream the delicacies of your timid tunnel

Tap the delights of your fuzzy oven

Sight the mysteries of your darkest chamber

Mount the depths of your turgid wonder

Harvest the flanks of your noble marble

Manifest the garden of your pubescent curl

Satiate the yearnings of your smoldering murmur

Drain the insatiables of your tender tremble

                           Tender the tides of your rising shallow

Expunge the weeping of your fruitful hollow

    Stroke the innocence of your trembling organ

                           Fulfill the fury of your moaning mantle

     Plumb the prophecy of your proud pudendum

In the next variation elements B and C mover upwards while A and D remain in place.

                            Plumb the delights of your fuzzy tunnel

Cream the mysteries of your darkest oven

                            Tap the depths of your turgid chamber

(etc., and then as the inner parts move up)

Plumb the mysteries of your darkest tunnel

                            Cream the depths of your turgid oven

                            Tap the flanks of your noble chamber

From this point on the formula becomes increasingly complex though the outcome is simply simple.  Find Highway Erotica on my web-site to visualize the entire formula.  The composition is seventy-two pages long.

Plumb the oven of your fuzzy delicacies

Cream the chamber of your darkest delights

I was drawn to the magic of John Cage in 1950 when I came across a two-record LP album of his called Prepared Piano, on a label ,long extinct, which produced about two-dozen examples of high quality contemporary music.  The Cage compositions were stunning examples of an original concept of composing which may have resulted from some of his experiments while at Black Mountain College during that amazing period of ferment in the late forties when some of the most creative and innovative minds of that time were collaborating.

Cage was certainly a driving force and inspiration during that period:  a powerful force not only for his own work but for what it inspired in others.  Arnold Schoenberg with whom he studied earlier at U. C. L. A. said of Cage that he was a great engineer but not a very good composer.  That aside, he certainly was a risk taker, exploring and creating new forms voraciously.  Always searching, seeking, experimenting and performing.  (To my benefit

he was responsible for my work being archived at Northwestern University, having sent my Symphony #1 to the music department of Northwestern shortly after I had sent it to him.  (I was there last week, May 19, 1993, performing some of my paintings and working with students in the music and art departments.).  I got in touch with Don Roberts the head librarian who  wished to archive all of my poetry which he agreed was as much music as poetry.  He remained a strong supporter until his retirement in the mid 90s.  His replacement proved not nearly as convinced of the value of my work and discontinued our association. 

In the late sixties I began playing and experimenting with chance compositions, after being inspired by Cage’s work and reading a pamphlet, Chance-Imagery, by George Brecht, published by Something Else press, Inc., and other of their publications, a seminal book of the Dadaist Movement, ‘Dada Art and Anti-Art by Hans Richter, the diary of Hugo Ball and other books on that extraordinary movement.  I had been using Dada techniques without knowing a thing about that movement.  Now I felt less alone and was soon to find some of my compositions published in the huge anthologies of Richard Kostelanetz, surrounded by hundreds of contemporary experimenters in the field of visual language , no doubt influenced by the concrete poetry of several thousand years past.  I’ve discussed chance poetry and shown examples of my working with this form

which often is closely connected with concrete poetry in my book Mirror-

Images.  A more straight-forward example of concrete poetry is shown in my book New Forms New Spaces.  Three poems in particular illustrate this approach:  Mammalian Complex , Cross-Reference and Avalanche.

.Here I go jumping about in time, but here I go.  In the mid 70s I decided to return to school for a degree in Music.  The degree held no fascination for me, but I thought it might be fun to immerse myself in that environment for a while.  It had been a quarter-of-a-century since I’d attended school, but during the mid to late 40s I had jumped about from school to school, from conservatory to conservatory, learning little but accumulating quite a few units of credit.  After some searching and reconstructive historical surgery I was able to produce transcripts which credited me with about three years of 

applicable credits.  Alas, my grade-point was far below the minimum requirements for admission, so I requested a hearing.  I arrived at the hearing with a reasonable assortment of published books of my poetry with emphasis on music and evidence of a  few courses I had taught at the University where I was now seeking admission.  My case was made and I was accepted as a student in the Music department with a major in composition and theory. 

Most of my work that year was focused on a research study I had proposed for independent studies.  Composers have always worked with texts of poets

and I was curious about reversing that process.  I planned to take existing compositions, retain their form, rhythm and dynamics, remove all actual pitches and substitute, in their place, my poetry.  So the quartets of Bartok and Stravinski, the piano pieces of Bach and a few piano pieces from Bartok’s Mikrokosmos became the molds into which I poured my language.  

It was a fascinating project and it enabled me to get my degree in music which afforded me little pleasure or benefit.

In the late 80s, (jumping again in time) I was working on a painting that seemed doomed.  It was on a 4x6 foot canvas which I didn’t want to waste so I kept lathering and laminating it with language and color.  Finally I took a good long look and decided it was hopeless.  I rarely give up on paintings.  Most artists don’t wish to be remembered for their failures, but with my paintings, as with my poetry, I’ve never found it easy to get rid of them.  I feel that what we create at any particular time is an accurate reflection of who we are in the at moment.  So my flawed work reflects a flawed me; if not a flawed me, at least a careless or clumsy me.  This painting seemed awkward and dull.  Its message was cloudy, vague and uncertain, so I finally decided to paint it out and try again.  I selected a large brush so I could get the job done quickly.  As I painted it out with an outlandish purple I noticed that I was missing areas of canvas here and there so the original failure, of mostly orange was shining through.  When I finished, about 85% of the canvas was purple and the balance, the old painting was showing through like tattered windows or pennants looking out and revealing the old, from the fresh new field of purple.  I then went to work on the new field while allowing the fragments of the old to blend with the new, bringing to completion a visual composition I called, ‘Windows and Fragments’.

For a long time I’d been reducing language to its almost irreducible form and with the creation of this painting I had reduced the original painting (first to arrive on the canvas) to its simplest and leanest form.  Three years later (I’m getting ahead of myself) in July of 1992 I began painting a series called “windows”.  Most of these consist of pages from books of my poetry which were blown-up on 100% rag paper, then pasted on canvas or wood.  I then brushed and sponged transparent colors over most of the text and painted out a majority of the text, reducing it to its leanest form.  What the eye then saw became the windows or pennants which carried a diminished score.  I found this a satisfying way of thinning down my poems by painting out the excess.  

This procedure recognizes a precursor in my earlier paintings, even in my huge Oakland paintings when I tore up smaller paintings on paper and glued them to the canvas and painted out segments of the attached fragments.  I’ve also been going into my poetry books, painting out lines and sections leaving a sparse  text to be wondered about.  My poetry, painting and music became and remain so integral a part of my approach to those various disciplines that it’s impossible for me to separate them.  They seem so indelibly connected.

(If ever again I embark on a project such as this I will be more attentive to what I have learned from this process.  I will prepare myself so that I might present a more orderly chronology.  Working from two discontinued efforts

and a very scattered first draft, (recently completed), creates all kinds of problems as I bounce from one to the other, forward and backward in time.

Dear readers, if you are still with me, and I’m probably referring to the most devoted of immediate family, I apologize for my carelessness, neglect, self- centerdness and laziness.  I should have better prepared myself for this task, But this is my nature and I must go on and will go on because I need to finish what I’m at and move away from it so that I can get on with my life.  8/25/08) 

The first and only time I heard a performance of one of my larger symphonic works was a reading of my Symphony #1 by the concert band of Chico State University in the mid-80s.  It was severely under-rehearsed, consequently a ragged performance, but I was greatly encouraged by its overall effect.  I promised myself that evening that I would dedicate myself to a considerable effort to bring more of my major works to a wider audience.  Of course it never happened and in the six or seven years since that evening I’ve not managed to have a single performance of any of my t 13 symphonies for spoken-voiced-orchestra.  (Though in 2005 I did have a performance of my Symphony on the Holocaust, reduced from eighty voices to four, at the synagogue in Casper.).

Most choral conductors whom I’ve managed to get through to tell me that they’re committed for the next few years.  Otherwise they take a moment to look my work over, comment that it’s very interesting, tell me that they must present it to the board, assure me that they will be in touch shortly, and disappear.  I generally follow-up such a meetings with several phone calls and eventually lose heart, get pissed, send them a curt letter demanding that they return my score to me immediately;  and they rarely do.

I’m comforted by the substance of a letter which James Joyce sent to his agent reminding him what he had gone through attempting to get The Portrait of an Artist as a Young Man published.  He was at it for years, submitting to over one-hundred publishers and suffering the extreme pangs of rejection, indifference and ridicule.  He made it clear to his agent he would never, never submit anything again to anyone unless he had an absolute guarantee that it would be returned to him within two weeks with an answer one way or another.  

We’ve been watching the 2008 Olympics, from China for the past few weeks and it occurs to me, wouldn’t it be less complicated and frustrating if art, in all it forms, could be judged in the same manner as athletic competition.  

The idea, of course, is mad for a multitude of reasons.  There would be absolutely no way of judging the value of one work over an other.  I see such

 garbage hanging from the walls of some of the most prestigious galleries and museums.  I read such glowing and idiotic reviews on much of this art.  And I often discuss this reaction of mine with gallery owners who often respond with the comment that collectors are buying signatures rather than art.  And I think of Henry Miller’s comment that some of his greatest heroes are those artists who will never be known, recognized  or acknowledged.

But apart from that our rewards are multitudinous.  We are blessed with the choice of doing what we wish and need to do with our lives, and we are following our passion

My word-scales should not be confused with my serial poems.  While most of my serial-poems are word scales, my word-scales are not necessarily serial-poems.  Sounds like a play on the model of logic involving salmon as fish which does not imply all fish are salmon.  There is a freedom with word-scales which allows the words to enter and depart and return in any order which makes sense or no sense at all, while my serial-poems built on the Schoenberg model establish an order which repeats itself without altering the original sequence.  Still as Schoenberg’s concept became more widely accepted, composers took liberties in terms of the number of pitches involved and the rigidness of repeating the row as originally stated.  Boundaries in any of the creative disciplines are a challenge and new territory is the risk and the reward.

As I explained earlier, I’m losing language.  I know it.  Slowly irretrievably my language resource is shrinking, but in the process I’m gaining form, a trade-off whose benefits far exceed my losses.  And nowhere in my work is form more clearly expressed than in my word-scales.  In my written compositions, the use of my word-scales is a clear guide or map to the structure of each work.  In my improvisations these scales support and give intentionality  to my performances.  To be spontaneous within the limitations of a form or scale is a clear contradiction of the term, limitation.  When the elements of language and structure are established, then I am free to journey wherever I please.  When I let go of the necessity to make sense I can move freely within the inner landscape of words and immerse myself in rhythms, colors, dynamics and sounds.  And new meanings may arise from the ashes of lost and discarded meanings.  It’s exciting stuff, not only for its potential of discovery but as a cleansing from past traditional limitations.

When improvising with my word-scales I often begin with the first word of the scale, exploring its dynamics and rhythms.  Then I move on the othe next, playing it against the first, taking them both apart and mixing the pieces.. And on to the next and the next and with each addition the possibilities for discovering new, fresh meanings and relationships increases exponentially.  The color, rhythm and sound palettes likewise expand.  

I’m amazed they way jazz musicians improvise melodic lines with such blinding speed and assurance.  No doubt there is a thought process involved, but not in terms of each increment of sound.  The mind simply can’t race that fast.  One might call it automatic or unconscious thinking and the process has to do with form, tonal  zones, knowledge, experience and that indefinable quality, inspiration.  This is very much the way I improvise with language;  a form of word-jazz;  spoken music.

An early unpublished book of mine, Twenty-Four Plus One was later incorporated into a book of mine called Conversations and Constructions.  The construction section was based on the earlier book for which I selected a bundle of words, my resource, and limited my writing to those words only.  After a while I began eliminating those words which seemed less involved, reducing my resource to twenty-four words, thus the  title of the book.  This method seemed a logical growth from my still earlier writing which was concerned with keeping my texts as simple and sparse as possible.

In my explanation of this section of the book I said:

“Imagine a world of but twenty-four words.  These words have lost their limited function as ‘parts of speech’ for they must play many roles.  Each is now alive with colors, rhythms and energies and each floats about in space, passing, touching and relating to the others in a special way.  Imagine you are a painter and builder of poems and these twenty-four words are your word-color-resource for creating endless varieties of forms.  The poems which follow are based on the conditions stated above and I have learned to my delight that this small resource of words does not limit, but expands my ability to construct poems.  I am forced to discover new ways of playing with language, and in the process, my words are freed from their usual rigid structure.”

I’ve tried this technique with teachers and students at hundreds of elementary, secondary and high schools and discovered  that younger students are most comfortable with this process.  At higher levels they become more intimidated by the idea that words could relate in ways that refuted long standing rules of order.  Teachers had the most difficulty, but those who were able to let go of past experience and simply play with language enjoyed immediate success.  It’s a playful process.  One which requires a willingness to abandon old values and thinking.  To look at language in terms of architecture, to visualize new forms, to risk nonsense in order to achieve sense.  The younger kids had the least difficulty because they were less structured, more spontaneous and willing to risk because they hadn’t yet been terrified by the burden of what risking was.

“The Greatest Risk Is Not Risking”

Following are a few short poems from this book.  In demonstrating to the kids how easy it was to create new forms I would often stop in the middle of a poem I was reading and ask them to reply with the next line.  They got the idea quickly, and went on, in workshops, to create with these twenty-four words, poems and new forms of their own.  And I did make it clear that the idea of twenty-four words was arbitrary and they could explore this approach with any number of words of their own choosing.  My twenty-four words are:

soft, change, word, because, moment, yellow, you, I, mist, if, sad, is, sky, between, forest, and, the, are, when, am, drifting, be, wonder, why.

OPEN

Open the sky


the sky is open

Open the forest

the forest is open

Open the moment

the moment is open

Open the wonder

the wonder is open

Open the word

the word is open

If you are open

I am open

FEELING

Feeling Soft

Feeling wonder                  










Feeling soft wonder

Feeling sad

Feeling you










Feeling sad you

Feeling between

Feeling mist

The form should be clear by now and  most kids from third grade up will know from the previous lines what the next one will be.  Likewise from the first poem, after a few lines they know what comes next.  I would then ask the students to create their own form with the resource of words I’ve given them.  I also invite them to substitute  any word they wish for any word they would like to get rid of.  I consider this a marvelous exercise for getting students to think about the architecture of poetry.

In the other section of this book which deals with conversations I’ve taken poems of well known poets and had conversations with the poet by  commingling his or her poem with mine.  This gets the students involved with another poet in a more personal way than through memorization.  They’re speaking with the poet, understanding what the poet is saying and then performing that conversation before the class.   There are no failures with this procedure and students understand poetry and the poet on a different level.

For illustration I include, here, a conversation with A. A. Milne.  This poem will work from kindergarten level on up a few grades. In part of my introduction to this book I wrote.

“This is personal involvement with the poem which transforms the experience of poetry from the dull process of analysis and memorization to the intimate relationship of conversation,  This form of poetry need not be limited to conversations with well-known poets.  We may also write conversation poems with our friends or with that most special person in our lives-----ourselves” 

THE END GAME

1
                                  When I was one                               I had just begun.

2
When did you begin?                           Did you have fun?  

1
                                    When I was two 

2
When were you a few?                            You were still quite young.

1
I was nearly new.                                   When I was three

2
                            When were you free                                Were you

1
                  I was hardly me.                                   When I was four

2
really free?                             I’ll bet you were big

1
                      I was not much more.                             When I was five

2
as big as me                                      When to school?

1
                                I was just alive.                               But now I’m six  

2
Did you like it there?                         You’re getting big 

1
                         I’m as clever as clever                                So I think

2
three plus three                                      But you’ll never be 

1
I’ll be six now                            for ever and ever…

2 as clever as me 

These are vocal poems to be read aloud by two voices.  So this process stimulates reading skills, performance skill and writing skills.

I’ve been working with this conversation form for almost forty years and it is the essence of my writing from that time until today.  

Don Salper, Professor of Speech and Oral Interpretation and long time friend and supporter, whom I first met at a work-shop I gave at Cal. State University, Northridge, a tireless seeker of the unusual and provocative, was recently questioning me about my multiple-voiced compositions.

“How can you call this music?” he asked.

“You have three voices speaking words,  There is no pronounced rhythm, melody or harmony.  By what standard can you call this music?”

My first reaction was to defend my compositions.  To argue that all language when spoken has a musical quality;  is, in fact, a form of music.  But that was not enough for my friend, nor for me, and I left him with unanswered concerns in my own mind.

I feel and have felt for a long time that conversation between individuals is a subtle form of music.  When we interrupt or speak over one another we are engaging in a subtle form of counterpoint.  When we repeat ourselves or what others are saying we are speaking in a form of imitation or canon.  And all of our moods, passions, nuances, arguments are a part of the ‘coloring’ process which gives life, form and music to language.  And as I use the word ‘coloring’, I’m passing over the border which separates one art form from another, but seems such a logical partner in the process.  There’s even the cadence in spoken language which compares to the cadence in music.  When people say goodbye, often repeating themselves over and over before uttering the final word, and then the plagal cadence is articulated.  And certainly, in conversation one can hear consonance and dissonance, common qualities in music.  But what my friend said nagged at me.  He was very open;  accepting and experimental in his approaches to language.. Yet he had asked me the question.  “How can you call this music?”

I knew it was music.  Know it today.  But did others, and if they didn’t, was it my responsibility to convince them, and would it be possible.  How important was it for me to make my case?  

I accepted his question as a challenge and in subsequent compositions I approached my task with renewed effort.  When I created an ostinato I reinforced it with unisons.  I tried to bring more clarity to my fugues through repetitions and voice doublings.  I’m not speaking of compositions with scored rhythms, so I gave thought to ways of emphasizing the feeling of

clearly pronounced rhythm, accomplishing this through silence, fragmentation and repetition.

I had always felt that my rondos and compositions using augmentation and diminution were clearly expressed as music, but I attempted to emphasize  this fact with explanations and more in-depth rehearsals for performances.  And I introduced visual devices to more clearly delineate the relationships between the various voices.  Finally, I accepted the fact that my spoken-voiced compositions would be perceived as music by some and never so by others no matter what measures I took to make it so.

Henry Miller once commented that his best paintings were his worst mistakes.  He would take a painting which seemed failed and try to sponge it from his paper.  It was mostly water-color so it smudged.  The result would be an indistinct or barely recognizable product over which he painted anew to product a satisfactory result.

Sometimes when I seem to be failing I find myself on the edge of ripping a work from my easel in disgust and destroying it.  But more often I will calm myself and simply overwhelm it with color.  Last night this happened and by the early light of morning I discovered a painting quite pleasing and powerful.  My roommate  who judges my work with a critical eye, (suggesting from time to time that it might not be a bad idea if I took a few lessons), saw this painting and bestowed upon it one of his rare unsolicited compliments.  I believe that my mistakes often become quite successful because, at some time in the painting process my attitude  toward  creating a masterpiece  transforms itself into indifference and my effort becomes effortless.  And so, my attitude is to approach my canvas or paper simply with the attitude of enjoying the process;  of pleasing myself.  No constraints;  no other goals. 

Since painting has become an integral part of my creative life I’ve experienced an increasing difficulty in getting on-campus invitations.  This is an age of specialization.  So when I present myself as a Synesthesiologist;

one who engages in the cross-referencing and integration of many art disciplines I am looked upon with awe, confusion and cynicism.  If I’m in the Art department they will refer me to someone in the Music department.  If I first visit the English department they will refer me to Art and if I’m in Music they will refer me to Drama or Dance.  So I find myself shunted from here to there and back again.   

All departments have their own agendas.  some are peculiarly secretive.  All departments are understaffed, overworked and brutally underfinanced.  That’s the way of our economy.  Less and less money for education as other countries increase financial aid for education.  So, while I imagine myself to be at least a triple-threat and thought my painting would finally bring me some recognition as a poet;  my poetry would ensure my success as a performer and my music would re-enforce my aspiration to become a recognized painter, I have merely managed to construct an invulnerable web of confusion and doubt about myself.

I believe, absolutely, that my three principal disciplines are connected in a logical and authentic manner.  I’ve heard critics praise in most glowing terms the poetry in music and dance.  I’ve heard them expostulate with passions the musical qualities of poetry, but rarely have I been convinced of their conviction or accuracy.  It’s the artist who understands and creates these connections, and for me, on my journey, the validity of these connections exists, beyond a doubt.  My background in composition was a natural  vehicle for my poetry, as I shall explain.

My early experiences with conductors who berated me for my laziness in terms of detailing my compositions with proper notations regarding:  tempo, phrasings, bowing instructions and all the other details which convert sound into music, were invaluable.  So when I came to the spoken word, to poetry, my music came with me and I applied that experience to the way in which I approached words.  

I remember a linguist , Edith Trager Johnson, telling me that the meaning in spoken language is determined more by how it is said than what is said.

So when scoring my poetry with the materials of music I’m careful about giving the dynamic values to words which express their meanings with thorough accuracy. 

When I came to painting, my music and my language came with me.  It could not have happened otherwise.  One could not have existed without the others for they seem as much a part of my paintings as the pigments.

The musical symbols which appear in my paintings seem almost inescapable, a foundation and a format which I am unable to excise, even had I the need or desire to so.

Looking back on these writings I have the feeling that I’m projecting a defensive attitude .  If it feels this way to me it will certainly feel that way to others, and not without just cause.  I feel passionately about my work and while my greatest pleasure, I must remind myself, comes from the doing, there is also, for every artist, no matter how they might protest otherwise, a need and a desire to be acknowledged;  at least to be heard.  It’s part of the challenge of being who we are.

V

I’ve been to Greece nine times over a span of thirty years.  My routine of travel is constant.  I spend a few days in Athens, coming and going.  I like the city hugely for several days.  Wandering the Plaka, hanging out in the numerous outside cafes and squares.  Beyond that time I experience severely diminishing returns.  

From Athens, by boat or plane, I head south to one of the small Islands which I’ve come to know and appreciate:  Rhodes, Samos, Patmos, Kos

and Crete the largest, about six-hundred kilometers in length, of the thousands of Islands which make-up the stunning family of Greek Islands which are afloat in the Aegean Sea.  I know where the remote villages and settlements can be found, (I’ve found them), and it’s there that I take myself.

My days are structured and loose.  Divided into three parts:  reading, writing and hanging-out on beaches, in café’s, wandering trails, watching tourists and locals and interacting with whomever will have me for a few moments or a few days.  My days are eternities which pass in a moment;  time has ceased;  my mind is empty and alert;  I am in a state of bliss.

I go to Greece because it is natural and unsophisticated.  It’s history holds little interest;  nor its museums nor its ruins.  I am interested in its people.  My last published book, Elegy For Three, Mellen Poetry Press, was written during my last visit there and  I believe the preface, in part, might well be quoted here.

“ELEGY, a composition for spoken voices, is as much music as poetry, so I urge three readers to engage this work and read it aloud.  In so doing it will 

be more fully understood and appreciated.  This trio is about architecture and form, the lacing together and shaping of language fragments and themes, which I call Word-Scales, to form the cohesive whole.  Word-Scales is a term I’ve devised to describe a process of composing poetry.  Let me define the term.  A Word-Scale is a small collection of words, usually a theme, which I use in creating my poems, in much the same way that a musician composes music with a music scale.  In this process there is little concern with grammar or syntax, in fact, there is often a purposeful effort to avoid traditional grammar, in search of fresh and unusual word linkages and relationships.  Dissonance often occurs as a consequence, in much the same way it is experienced in music.  (Do I repeat myself:  I do.).

This compositional style is essentially linear and contrapuntal and themes will shift location from voice to voice, and return frequently in primary or variation forms, as is customary in music.  Two and three part fugues are evident throughout Elegy, as well as other music forms including:  rondo, imitation, sonata and crab-fugue, a form in which themes are played backwards.

This poem was written during an eighteen day period in 2002 while staying in Greece on the Islands of Samos and Patmos, to which I have often returned for lengthily periods of time.  So there are extended themes dealing with that geography and those special souls, which enters, departs and returns again as an echo and reaffirmation.

On a stay in the late 80s on the Island of Rhodes, I spoke with a Greek friend who had once owned a Greek restaurant in Baltimore.  I was curious about real estate and wondering how a home owner would dispose of his property.  I understood that a home mortgage was not an option in this poor country and I knew that these people built their homes over a period of years.  One brick at a time as they could afford to do so.

“If you were to leave this Island with no intention of returning, how would you handle the sale of your home,” I asked.

“I would leave it for my family,” he answered without hesitation.

“But what if you had no family to leave it to,” I continued.

He looked at me as if I was crazy and replied;  “Of course I have a family.

The village is my family.”

And I remember a conversation with Pandolise in the village of Kalivarda

a socialist village, on the same Island.  He was telling me, “In America you treat your old people like garbage.  You seal them away in your awful rest-homes which smell like urine and give them a shot in the early evening so they will go to sleep and be no bother.  We have no rest-homes on Rhodes.  My father lives across the road from me and he will die in his home, but until that time if my father wants a glass of water, or anything I will be there to give it to him.”

The old souls are treated with respect.  I’ve sat many a mild Greek moon-stroked nights on Greek porches with four generations, and when the old speak everyone is quiet and listening, for the old mind is respected as long as it is there.  In that regard we could learn much from these people.

But the women of Greece are second class citizens, expected to care for their men in every way, and promptly.  When Soulas husband comes home from the café drunk and with friends, no matter the hour, she is expected to jump from her bed and serve them whatever they might wish to eat or drink, and when they leave she must be prepared to service her husband.  But those women with whom I’ve spoken say, “That’s the way it is here, and they carry on.”   

One of my  earliest and most successful compositions for spoken-voices was a trio based on three statements from Justine, by Lawrence Durell.  I’ve often used fragments of texts, sometimes quite lengthily fragments from other writers.  Most notably from the poetry of Walt Whitman, beloved lover of all personkind.  I’ve interlaced my voice with at least two-hundred pages from his masterpiece, Leaves of Grass.  In my book, Conversations With the Past, I weave my voice through the poetry of Gertrude Stein, E. E. Cummings, and Walt Whitman, a great trio of language lovers and experimenters.  I’ve also had conversations with the early Greek poets, James Joyce and Samuel Beckett who tacitly approved of the process when I sent him several compositions where I had used his writings in conversation with my voice.  Actually he thanked me without further comment.  I’ve used his writings extensively, borrowing from more sources than I can remember.  Gertrude Stein and I have also had several hundred pages of conversations, most notably with her iconoclastic play, Counting Her Dresses, a segment of that conversation which follows.  (The first voice is mine, the second voice hers)  

COUNTING HER DRESSES

1
When?                                 How many times?                             Who?

2
When they did not see me                              I saw them again

1
                       Did you try?                                           I do-----

2
I did not like it                     I count her dresses again 

1
                                      I wonder                     It could be anything 

2
Can you draw a dress?                 In a minute 

1
                                     Act quickly                    Forget the taste

2
Believe in your mistake                    Act quickly 

1
                                      I understand it 

2
Do you mind the tooth?                         Do not be careless

(A  short conversation with Walt Whitman from that same book.  This a segment  His voice  number one, mine number two.))

MEETINGS

1
Once I passed through a populous city                        imprinting my brain

2
                                                               Chicago 1976 

1
                        for future use                                with its shows 

2
The Art Institute                       bulging with history                       Lions

1
                           architecture                         customs and traditions-----

2
shivering outside                      in metal hides 

1
                 Yet now                       of all that city

2
But for me               In a few days                        and a few hundred miles

1
I remember only a woman                                         I casually met there

2
                                            someone enters a room

1
               who detained me                             for love of me

2
in a glow day by day            which enters me                         with a 

1
                     Day by day                             and night by night 

2
nourishment                       of wonderment

1
we were together

2
we were together

(And finally, a segment from a conversation with E.E. Cummings.  My voice number one, his number two)

TOUCH

1
And people touch                                         and drift                 apart  

2
                               It may not always be so                And I say 

1
                       in their intricate cells

2
that if your lips                                  which I have loved should touch 

1
               locked in                                                 and the touching

2
anothers                and your dear strong fingers 

1
                          becomes a memory                           yearning

2
clutch his heart                                     as mine in time

1
                      for renewal-----                                 And people touch

2
not far away                           If on another’s face

1
                        again                                 drift apart              abandoned

2
your sweet hair             lay in such silence                 as I know

1
                                            to their ambitions                               fears

2
or such great writhing words                             uttering overmuch

1
                        and touching becomes an unanswered pain

2
stand helpless before the spirit at bay                              If this should be 

(and it continues)

The concept and rational of this process is that, in my opinion. all art is a form of dialogue, and I simply stretch that reality to another level by pulling their words apart and inserting mine in the spaces to create that dialogue.  

But back to Durrell.  My composition, a trio called Serial for Three includes the following phrases from Durrell’s Justine.

Voice #1, One always falls in love with the love choice of the person one loves.

Voice #2, His only fear is that he will awake one morning and find himself lying dead.

Voice #3, In another century we shall lie with our tongues in each other’s mouths as passionless as sea-fruit.

These three phrases reoccur throughout the poem as loops lacing in and out of one another in a constant altered relationship between the three voices.  At times one statement is played back and forth between the three voices;  The text is sparse but the variety of relationships are limitless, bending and changing the meanings of words and defying traditional grammar.  Following is a segment of this work which can be found in my book, A Leaf of Voices, Journeys into Language, 1980, no longer in print.

SERIAL FOR THREE

1
                     One always falls                                           in love 

2
His only fear                                                            is that

3
                                                 In another century                        we shall

1
                     with                                                     the love-choice  

2
he will                                                 awake-----

3
           lie---             with out tongues                   in  

1
                            of                                                  the person

2
one morning-----                                        and find

3
                                 each other’s mouths                            as passionless

1
one loves                                                                     One

2
                 himself                    lying dead-----His only

3
                              as sea-fruit                                               In another

1
always            falls in                 love

2
              fear               is that                              he will        awake

3
                                   century            we shall               lie 

1
with-----              the love-choice

2
                                                     one morning

3
              with-----our tongues                               in each other’s mouths

1
                                                                     of the person one loves-----

2
and find himself lying dead

3
                           as passionless as sea-fruit  

1
His                is that he will awake                                  one morning 

2
His only fear                 is that he will awake

3
             fear                                                  is that-----

1
                                             and find himself 

2
                       one morning                                                    and find

3
he will awake                                                    one morning

And so it goes, applying the Schonberg invention of serial music to spoken language which is another way of saying ‘looping’.  When voices overlap there is a lamination of sorts;  dissonance, as well, which distorts clarity, but one’s mind and ears has heard the lines enough to fill in the meanings although I often favor the ‘right hemisphere ‘ over the ‘left’ and would rather not be overly concerned with the cognitive values of language.

In a therapeutic sense I’ve found this form very useful in conversations with others and with myself.  In conversations with myself I’ve been able to confront uncomfortable feelings by drawing upon my sub-personality which sometimes seems in conflict with reality.  For example, in the poem Conversation with Myself, from my previously mentioned and mined book Conversations and Constructions, the child in me comforts that part of me that is uncomfortable with growing old.  

CONVERSATION WITH MYSELF

1
Time is running                                It’s running out

2
                         Where is it running                             You mean outside

1
Inside and outside it’s all the same                              It’s because you’re

2
                                                         I don’t follow you

1
so young                                                            Well time is a strange thing

2
                  That’s what old people always say---

1
                                             It’s always running so fast-----

2
What’s so strange about it---                                                How fast

1
Faster than anything I know                    Not really

2
                                             That’s crazy                I’ve never seen time run

1
But you’ve felt it                                How long ago was yesterday

2
                          I’ve never felt time

1
                       And how fast did it pass                           It passed

2
24 hours ago                                         It took 24 hours

1
in a moment                             Doesn’t a year ago seem like yesterday

2
                       It took 24 hours

1
                                               That’s because you’re so young

2
No---it seems like a year ago                                                     There you 

1
                      But you’ve got to be older                                  to feel

2
go again-----                                              Someday I will be

1
the feeling                                 of no time at all----

2
                  if time ever passes                                  There’s too much time

1
There’s not enough time                    for me-----

2
                                         for me-----                    Time seems to stand still

1
It seems to me                                   that I was your age

2
                          Here he goes again                                 I don’t believe

1
                   just yesterday           or the day before  

2
he ever was                       a kid                            Let’s change the subject

1
-----Time does fly                                                    Well  it really flies

2
                           Oh no---now he has time flying

1
                                      on the wings of time

2
Next you’ll say it’s a bird                                   Can I ask a question

1
Indeed you may                                          It’s just about time----------

2
                             When will this poem end

1


2
It’s past time…

(Conversations and Constructions, Journeys into Language , 1978, for children, grades one through six)

Carolyne and I have written hundreds of pages of conversations.  During the first few years of our relationship, which was a long-distance relationship, we would reconnect by dialoguing on the page.  It seemed an essential process for us in reclaiming intimacy.  The force of the written word made it possible to go more deeply, more quickly with our feelings.  We’ve since abandoned that process as it seems no longer necessary.  But it was an amazingly effective tool when we needed it.

As I’ve said earlier in this book I feel that dialoging with other poets is an effective and intimate way of getting kids into poetry.  I’ve often been asked if I received permission from publishers and poets to use their works.  I figured that the Greek poets whose works dated back several thousand years wouldn’t mind.  As for Whitman, Stein, Beckett, A.A. Milne and a host of others, I contacted publishers for permission when possible, indicating in my letters of request that I would consider an unanswered letter a form of permission, which was most often the case, and have always given credit when using these poems, so never felt as though I had abused privilege.    

Its been a common practice for centuries for composers to borrow themes from each other and more often than not I’m borrowing limited fragments of writing, usually no more than a few words or sentences, as with Serial #4, shown earlier on these pages.

In my books, when I self-publish, I give permission for anyone to use whatever they wish for whatever reason.  I remember attending an Oral Interpretation Conference at a small university in the mid-west when a group of students from a school I had never heard of, performed a lengthily sound-poem I had composed some years earlier.  I was shocked, but delightfully to hear my composition performed.  What reason could I possibly have had to  disapprove  of their doing so.  It seems to me that words, particularly those constructed into poems, should not be items of ownership.  Actually I would prefer that people steal my poems rather than ignore them.  It has nothing to do with money;  money has nothing to do with poetry.  Just spell my name correctly when offering credits.  That’s even not mandatory.

In the early 70s (another digression) Baba Ram Das, sage, guru, reformed university professor, came to U.C.S.B. with his timely spirituality and his Tambura, an Indian instrument impressive in appearance and size, with four strings tuned to octaves and a fifth.  It produced a vibratory drone with rich overtones which act as a bass or tonic support system to other instruments which take the melody.  He sat in his robes with his instrument, gazing deeply into space while producing  sounds of captivating intensity.  His chants, in esoteric languages were powerful and exhilarating and his spellbound audience joined him with rapt enthusiasm.  I was hugely  impressed and several years later I purchased a Tambura at the Alli Akbar School of Indian Music and Dance..  Moved by the subtle power of this instrument I would sit for hours in mantric meditation practicing the simple fingerings for maintaining the drone while chanting mantras and meditations.  This instrument served me well because it required practically no skill which was what I had plenty of.  

It would be difficult today to board a plane with a Tambura, an instrument the size of a double-bass and shaped more like an instrument of destruction, say an oversized machine-gun.  Something that you might expect Sylvester Stallone to carry on set.  But I was there with it and a ball-busting recorder which I used in performances where intricate rhythms were a part of my scored conversation poems.  One or two voices on tape and the other live.

My readings with Tambura included my voice, live, usually chanting a single word mantra such as Meditation.  Playing with the sounds and words within and inviting my audience to join me when they felt like it.  We never failed to have a good time in that time when such events were in tune with those times and I believe I could bring those times back if I had the stamina and desire to do so, which I haven’t.

(This is not an easy thing to do.  Writing about myself as though I have something of great consequence to share when it is really, honest and truly, of such little consequence.  Autobiographies, in general, fall within this category.  People read about people whom they admire instead of getting out there with themselves.  They need not live lives of ‘quiet desperation’ as Thoreau so succinctly described the lives which most of us live.  The Zen masters say, ‘When you talk about it, it’s bull-shit;  when you do it, it’s Zen’.  We are so adept about talking about it from our ‘safety zone,’ but when it comes to getting out there we huddle in the corner, sit ourselves down before our T. V. and sink into another reality show and live vicariously, and I can tell you there is nothing more deadly than living vicariously.  That’s the unexamined life that Plato talked about;  a life unlived.  As I said on an early poster, ‘The Greatest Risk is Not Risking’.  So I talk about myself and my work with a passion that borders on megalomania because I believed in it and in myself and will continue talking and doping as long as there is breath and time to do so.  I apologize and I go on.  9/3/08)   

I’m fortunate to have felt comfortable with improvisation from early on in my creative life.  It may, in part have something to do with my resistance to study and tradition.  And also to a not insignificant tendency to laziness which has blessed and cursed my creative life.  Blessed because I never felt constricted or limited because I eschewed research and hard work;  and cursed because I could have gone further and done much more.  Whatever the reasons, improvisation has always been one of the major foundations of my creative life and philosophy and is becoming increasingly evident with my current poetry, painting and performance.  And this is a contradiction of my nature which is stubborn and controlling in that I wish to make all decisions and choices for my life.  I don’t take well to advice or criticism.  I admire the writings and teachings of some few souls, but could never surrender to the values of another unless they strongly agreed with my own.

Yet improvisation is a path which requires surrender of a kind:  letting go of models, a willingness to journey into unknown, uncharted territory and accept the consequences.  But there are controls present.  I control the extent and direction of my improvisations by the limits and knowledge of my instrument. my voice, and the materials which I can manufacture with my voice.  And improvisation is not entirely spontaneous.  There is thought affected by feelings and feelings affected by thought for the affective is rarely activated without the presence (what a marvelous discovery, pre-sense) of a cognitive mind.

(I’m not sure if I’ve engaged, early in this discourse, an extensive discussion of improvisation.  It’s my problem and my way;  jumping in without carefully surveying and preparing the landscape.  Autobiographies should move, I assume in a logical direction from back to front.  But mine is moving from back to front to back to in between without considering the burden this might place on a reader.  How fortunate that my readership will be limited to my family:  how unfortunate, as well, for there are matters of importance, I believe, in connection with the work I am doing.  9/4/08)

This is an impossible task, working from three different versions at the same time, and this is the reason I’m jumping in all directions. Please bear with me, I know there will be an ending as there is with all of life, in its time.

My poetry has been a great agent of healing for my inner life.  In my first few years of writing my focus was upon the painful years of frustration and sadness which needed to be expunged and it proved to be an enormous catharsis.  I wrote of my fears, vented my anger and cried from joy and relief that I had finally arrived at a place where I felt fully alive.  I was now forty years old and suddenly saw cause to value this person I was becoming.  Truly it was a resurrection of spirit and soul.     

One of my most meaningful poems of that period was constructed from a three word text, I Am Alive, and that I was.  (I’ve used that text in countless paintings in a multitude of forms.  It can be found in my book, New Forms New Spaces, and I’ve performed it as an improvisation countless times, often with dancers.  Some of my poems of that period are clearly defined by their titles:  I’m Cutting Out, Let Go, Live It, Where Did It Go, It’s Time To Say Goodbye, There Is Time, Success and Failure, I Lost Myself and Welcome To My Most Longing Heart.

I handle prose poorly because I never learned how to write prose.  I never really learned how to write poetry or paint.  It’s clear that I’m undisciplined, (a loose canon), but I’m innovative to my delight and have taught myself how to do well with my limited resources.  And there’s the matter of losing language, of which I’m sure I’ve spoken.  I’ve been losing language for a long time;  acutely aware that I’ve been losing it for at least twenty years and 

increasingly so with time’s passage..  As a consequence I’ve challenged myself with the task of tasking what’s left me and recompose it is as many different ways as possible and this is where my knowledge of music has served me so well.  In all of my books I stress the fact that my poetry is constructed from the materials of music and this is where my limited knowledge of music has so well served me.  So I’ve been able to take this shrinking resource and expand it through the architecture and discipline of the many forms of music.  Those forms include: fugue, crab-fugue, sonata, rondo, canon, ostinato and any others that come to mind.  So, here I am for the fourth time attempting to explain my life in prose and apologizing for my inadequacy.  

I made my first entry in my first journal on March 2, 1986 and had no idea that I was to become addicted to journalizing for the remainder of my days;  going strong in Journal #62 on this date, August 24, 200.  (Shortly thereafter I had knee surgery and shortly thereafter, heart surgery, all of which slowed my pace.  (Now in September of 2008 I’m just about finished with journal #64.)  

My first entry in my first journal read:  “Poems from my heart and head and from my hand.  A portrait of myself.  My ‘hows’ and ‘whys’ and ‘what’s inside.

Stroking the wooden railing at this perch at Buena Vista Park.  The sun frozen for an instant on eternity.  I reach across the years and stroke your flesh.”

Much of the writing in my first journal was intended as poetry and some of it found its way into my book, The Haight Street Blues.  I’m trying to be selective with the over 12,000 pages I’ve since written as much of them are of no consequence.  I’ll just brush lightly through a few pages of this first journal, paying attention to fragments which seem useful and informative.

Rushing through my 60th year, healthy in body and mind and full with energy.  My fires burn. Thankful for my life;  a bit alone.  The sun winks and dies. 3/2/86

And then tonight.  Minx Gallery where I will perform my paintings with music, poetry, dance and liveliness.  3/8/86

That night I met a beautiful soul and her young daughter.  We became close friends and remain so to this day.  Nancy has acquired a significant number of my paintings by gift and by purchase.  I officiated at the wedding of her daughter twenty years after that first meeting.  She has a beautiful daughter, a fine husband and they have also become collectors of my paintings.

My paintings sand silently in the gallery where last night they danced and sang.  Perhaps like toys at midnight they are able to speak together when left alone.  They are certainly family to one another, bred from the same hand and heart.  3/9/86

If you have nothing to say, why bother saying it.  The poem is far less necessary, far less important than that of which it speaks.  3/10/86

Double Rainbow has become the place.  Punkers paradise.  Loud brassy music.  Everybody getting fixed with ice cream and pastries.  Gangs of lost and found souls hanging out outside.  Leather jackets, studs, skateboards, motorcycles, outrageous hair colors and cuts.  Haight street is producing powerful energy at its intersection with Cole, where values and styles and endurances are being tested daily.  3/11/86

Jack, Jack.  You whom I can say I loved and knew so well with knowing.  Today is your birthday.  Have you any idea how alive you are;  dead these twenty years.  Wrecked soul that danced in Paradise.  I sang your praise along the Merrimack fifteen years ago and sing you still.  Happy birthday Jack.  You are loved by one who never knew you.  3/12/86   

That’s Jack Keourac whose books I devoured fifty years ago when I yearned to escape from the mainstream but had no idea how to manage it.  When I read my poetry at a university in Lowell his birthplace, looking out at the Merrimack River I was in Paradise.  3/14/86

Poems are word-paintings.  Do not fear dissonance, a vital part of the language of music:  a vital part of the music of language.  When you polish too much for effect, you lose affect.  3/14/86

(My poetry was becoming bonded more and more relentlessly with my music and my painting)

Krishnamurti,  I read in the Chronicle today that you had died.  What rubbish.  I felt no loss.  Ninety years you’ve lived with us and now you’ve moved beyond.  It’s time you had a rest and you are still alive.  3/14/86

I remember Krishnamurti from his summer talks in the orange groves outside of Ojai, his part-time west coast residence.  His talks affected our daughter profoundly.  She found another teacher whom she has followed for thirty-five years, living in his community on a tiny Island in the Fijis.  I think he’s a scam artist, but an excellent one.  But it makes no difference as long as he works well for Lisa, and I believe he must for she seems to be the most joyful member of my complete and joyful family.  I only suggested that she not call him “master” around me, for I feel that if we have a master and a free spirit, that master is ourselves.

My children, have I informed you sufficiently how dear you are to me?  I love you all beyond loving and will love you as passionately from beyond.  3/14/86

Today at the beach, sitting in the sand.  Flesh of beach softer than flesh of my own.  Carrots with cheese, iced turkey drumstick, sweet juicy tomato.  Seas chant soft;  blinding blue sky and a journal to fill.  3/14/86

It’s obvious, as I’ve only advanced twelve days into my first journal, that this will be an extended activity.  I may be on the wrong path. but feel as though this course is a good one and will continue with it, passing from journal to journal.  When I got solidly into the rhythm of journal writing there was no way out, (Like an addiction that commences with the first drink.).  I had no idea that this process would have such an enormous influence on my writing.  I figured, “One concludes a journal, hides it away, and it is lost for eternity”.  But not so for me.  The bulk of my poetry, these days, and for the past few years, comes directly from the pages in my journals.  I believe that most journal writers consider this property extremely personal and are loath to share it.  I feel quite differently.  Breaking into my journals is inexcusable but I am open to sharing my writings with almost everyone.  After all it is the clearest and most authentic mirror into who I am and this is the person I would have my friends know.

On the 14th of October, 1986 I was busted in Buena Vista Park where I often go from my Haight Street apartment with regularity to observe sunsets.  I was caught with a pipe in my pocket.  Had it been there when the patrol car rounded the corner of the broad path, I would not have been caught.  But when I saw the car I rushed my pipe from hand to pocket with a suspicious gesture.  The cop threw my pipe into the poison-oak thickets and told me to be a good boy.  Just a warning for me to take my pleasure in privacy.

I’ve never quite been able to separate the richness from the pain of being alone.  When I’m alone, and often I am, and it’s good I want to share it and when I share it, it’s not the same as being alone.  I know, I know, I need to know I’m never alone when I’m alone, and I’m getting there.  3/16/86

I’m seated in Headlands Café with a cup of jasmine tea, surrounded by the afternoon crowd.  Teens to the left of me, old farts to the right.  Eric of the trombone, of the ‘meds’, of spectacular prose  tells me he’s bumed.  Ugly words from his sister.  I tell him not to accept the burden of his sister’s ugly words.  Let her have them;  instead accept the approval from himself.  He thanks me.  I think of my sister:  sweet, tortured soul, never an ugly word, who left us twenty-seven years ago.  Yesterday.  8/24/07 

That lady was one magnificent soul.  She had no idea what I was doing with my poetry and my painting but that didn’t seem important.  So long as I was happy with my life she was happy.  A dearly loved and respected lady, my Mom and when it was time for her to depart she asked me to dial-up her friends so that she could say goodbye.  They were shocked by her call and tried to reassure her that she would be fine and home in a few days.

“I’m fine” she replied. “and I’m ready to go, so don’t worry.  Just take care of yourselves.”  Her energy, spirit and positive nature was an inspiration to all of us.  4/1/86

Beware of teachers of poetry.  Beware of illogical and mindless utterances of love.  Beware of pontification, of the podium and adulation.  Beware of material success and beware of poets freshly fallen in love.  4/3/86

Henry Miller said that a writer should not plan on success until at least ten years at the craft.  I’ve been at the craft of poetry for twenty years and though I’ve been able to support my family, as a poet, from early on, I’ve never managed to receive the quality of recognition I had hoped for.  I ascribe to the Zen advice that one should shed ambition in order to be free and clear of desire. I know it’s a reasonable way to live, but I still have strongly rooted ambitions which seem unwilling to be put to pasture. 

Haight street was my grazing place.  I wandered those streets, as a stranger, with fascination and abhorrence, wrote about it with tender love.  Embraced it as a parent embraces a recalcitrant child.  I hung-out in the Haight, celebrated in the Haight, loved and lost and loved again in the Haight and grew up in the Haight.

“If all the prophets disappeared from this planet, the rocks themselves would cry out to God”.  So says my newest friend, in from the streets.  And if the rocks, the trees and the darkest nights could speak. Oh, what they would say of this man before me now.  4/8/86

And he remains in San Francisco wandering the streets of North Beach, bearing his Doctorate Degree in metaphysical philosophy with no idea of where he is going or why he would want to go there.  A dear lonely soul barely searching anymore.

I’m looking into the eye of the sun.  The sun says, “This is dangerous, looking at me.  Look where I have been, where I am going.  Look past me, above and beneath me, through me but not at me.”  I am looking into the eye of the sun.  The eye is cut in two at the horizon.  The sun has now departed.  Now I see it.  4/8/86

I’ve been a water person my entire life.  Never lived more than half-an-hour from water;  usually within sight or sound of water.  (I’m sitting at the Mendocino Headlands at this moment within sight and sound of this great Pacific.  It is within and without me.).  8/25/07

Lisa says Franz inclines to failure, she to success.  Lisa says it is insignificant what they incline to so long as they dispense with ego;  eliminate desire.  Then those earth-bound instincts are meaningless.  Franz agrees.  Lisa says it’s a pleasure and a privilege cleaning out latrines and performing other menial tasks within the community.  Franz agrees.  Franz says the act of sex sabotages itself when its only concern is genital satisfaction.  Lisa agrees.  They are most agreeable.  4/8/86

Franz is Lisa’s husband.  They met in the spiritual community of their teacher, married and seem to be spiritually engaged.  (That marriage would end in a few years, but not the friendship.  Both moved on to other deeper relationships.).

It’s a small war.  Not really a war at all.  More like a skirmish or slap on the wrists.  Reagan on T. V., grim, voicing the conscience of a proud people.

“We will not be intimidated nor turn the other cheek  We have passed the border of tolerance and shall strike back with forceful purpose.”

American citizens, politicians, cheering their Commander-In-Chief.  Perhaps this species time has come and Reagan will lead us into the kingdom of Heaven.  Heaven forbid.  4/14/86

It was a trying time with a trying president.  Beloved by his party, despised by the other.  I remember his holding up a newspaper, pointing to the classified section of jobs offered and telling us, “Look there are plenty of jobs for everyone.”  And telling us there is a bountiful feast in America for everyone.

That no one need be hungry, but when asked the price of a loaf of bread he had no idea.

I may be too much in this journal and those to come, but what better way of returning to those days of this life.  I was captured in the joys of love and creativity.  And captured in the city which I would trade for no other.  I was maturing at the age of sixty;  connecting with myself as I had never done before,.  Wandering the streets of the Haight feeling alive as I had never felt before.  Maturing as a poet and painter, with a sufficient number of friends and happy to be alone.    

(Back again to stitch old dates together, dates from that first journal, first entered  3/2/86 and continuing to this date and as far beyond as life allows).

We retaliate from the act of retaliation enacted by he who has been retaliated against by those who in response to retaliation, retaliated.  The incessant cycle of perpetuations each birthing the next from the ashes of its demise.  We are captured in a shrinking vise of madness.  Rational minds at war in the arena of realities.  Rational minds ignore rational thoughts in quest of justification.  We are poisoned beyond healing in the contagion of our  contemporary infection, and that infections is fear-----fear alone.  4/19/86

I have tried for lifetimes to penetrate your disguise, to pity and to love you but your response is always artificial and lifeless.  I call you on special occasions and times of illness because you are my brother.  You cried at our father’s funeral.  Cried for your own mortality and for what you never had with him, and I’m afraid it will require another death before you cry again.  (It was our mother’s in 1989, twenty-three years later.)  Your laughter is as sad as your tears but much crueler and I have been its victim.  I wish I could be more charitable ;  accept you as you are;  allow you your pain, your isolation and understand that love cannot flow from one unloved and unlovable.  4/23/86

(This brother is now ninety-one years old, vulnerable and confused. and he has softened.  My feelings of anger toward him, for so many reasons over so many years are no longer with me.  He can no longer hurt me, or anyone, though he drives his poor wife crazy with unscrupulous nagging and complaining.  That humor which was so chilling and unnecessary has molded him into what he has now become.)

It occurred to me on my way to Henry’s Beach that I have three themes, (later to be called Word-Scales) which may provide me with all the language I may need for all the years to come.  I’ve been composing with these themes for the past few years and they seem to be forcing all other language from my resource bank.  4/28/86

Those themes over twenty years later are still alive and often present in my paintings and poetry, but they do not remain alone.  I’ve added many Word-Scales to the mix and continue adding new ones.  I didn’t recognize these scales as such but they were always present in my writing in looser form.  A product of music, particular those stronger elements of repetition, rhythm and dynamics.  8/25/07. 

Henry’s Beach.  Windless afternoon.  In three days my mom and I will leave for Spain to join Mark and company in La Herradura, on the Mediterranean Sea about sixty miles east of Malaga.  We’re celebrating mom’s 90th birthday a few months in advance. 4/28/86

Taxing out of Kennedy Airport beside my mom.  Next stop Madrid and on to Granada where we shall feast on the waiting presence of children, grandchildren and great grandchildren.  Oxygen canisters for mom which seem unnecessary.  I’ll have to persuade her not to break the seals to get her monies worth.  It’s an unsettled world where drama nudges insanity.  Our focus has become clear;  Hold to those who are dear to us;  those we love. 

5/1/86

Entering the month of my 61st year, with my mom to Spain.  She engrossed, as she so often is, in a book.  Me painting my world with words.  Instructions from our amiable captain in Spanish and English.  Is it possible that the years have vanished so suddenly. (That was 22 tears ago),  but graced with good health, sufficient passion and energy as I enter the month of my 61st year.  5/1/86

It was a great experience for all of us.  After three weeks there, we extended for another three.  My grandchildren were attending an elementary school close by and wanted me to come to their school to do my poetry.  I knew very little Spanish and the students knew no English and we had a great session.  I took a few Spanish words, deconstructed them and built on rhythms and dynamics.  I brought a group to the front of the class and conducted them, telling them, through my son, well spoken in their language, to say anything they wanted.  Not knowing the language I was not limited, so letting go of the cognitive I was conducting sound, color and dynamics. and we had great fun in a fail-safe procedure.   

From there mom and I flew to England, rented a car and drove to the Lake District, returning to where I’ve sublimed with the three other women in my life.  We were taken for a married couple which we might as well have been.  8/26/07

Happy birthday Toby Lurie, almost as old as father time

and yet so young your spirit thrives I toast it now in wine.

You’ve told a few, you’ve fucked around, you’ve blown it now and then

but when the final score is in you’ll measure well with men

and women too because you’ve lived according to your rules

Freedom passion sanity amidst this world of fools.  5/12/86

As I consider this project of an autobiography I wonder if I’m moving on a reasonable course.  Entries now from a journal to be followed by more such entries and leaps from then to now.  Wondering if this if an autobiography  or simply a collection of journal entries.  At least this period will be  accurate as I was not depending on memory, but it may be  deadly dull.  I hesitate and I advance knowing if my hesitation becomes too constricting the project will fall from my screen so I go on.

Midway in my 61st year.  Projects completed and projects on hold.  The year ended painfully for a few close friends and began painfully for me.  Back spasms, failure of recording equipment at gallery performances and when I offered assistance to a street person a few moments ago, he invited me to:

‘take a flying fuck at the moon’.  I do love the moon in all her moods and postures but it had never occurred to me that I should go fuck her.  1/26/87 

A favorite nesting place;  the cliffs above Pudding Creek Beach.  The fog touching and retreating will wrap us in its folds tonight.  A mild day, summer soon in retreat, I return to this journal.  I protest, I know, too often, not really a protest, more a question as to this form.  My poetry is dear to me, its form of my making.  An architecture as clear as an architect’s blue-print, but this book, another matter.  The principle problem being that I seem to insist on defining it, to assert its legitimacy.  Why not just continue with it, talk about it if I must and allow the book to define itself.  8/28/07

As for business and work, the year of ‘87 found me in Illinois schools and in schools in northwestern Nevada.  I did what I knew would work but the work was work and bored me because I’ve done it so many times.  Still the teachers and students loved what I was doing and urged me to continue.

VI

During a period of over twenty years, beginning in 1968 I gave hundreds of workshops and readings for teachers and students across America and in England, demonstrating ways of working and playing with words in the pro-

cess of writing and performing poetry.  I spoke with Rick Masten recently suggesting that he and I had probably given more readings and workshops than any other two poets on this planet,  But, I continued, neither of us have received the recognition that we perhaps deserved.  We agreed but in terms of recognition he quoted a rabbi who said, “One can’t see one’s own success until one gives up the tyranny of the dream.”  Obviously, and not to my credit, I’m still tyrannized by the dream, but, as I said long years ago to the chairman of the Psychology Department at Orange College when he asked if it wasn’t frustrating for a person of my age to have to knock on so many doors to get there, that I disliked the process but was attracted to the challenge.  (Not so still.  I ain’t going after nothing.  If nothing wants me it gotta come after me.). 

 And that feeling has persisted through many years of calling and writing, of sending out mailings to chairpersons of English Departments. to coordinators of Gifted programs, to administrators, to anyone who might be interested in bringing a poet on campus with a shrinking budget, particularly for the arts.  That was the drudge stuff and the challenge.  But the other, the ability to make myself known through the artistic community:  to get my poems published by prestigious publishers, to be invited to important events, to share the stage with respected peers, to be interviewed by significant magazines, to be invited into anthologies, to receive an occasional letter of appreciation, to be included in a occasional article or review.

A litany of yearnings.  These are some of the things for which a part of me hungers and which a part of me knows will never come, at least not during this life time.  But as frustration goes I’m in excellent company.

Following are some excerpts from a letter to John Quinn from James Joyce one of the greatest authors, now acknowledged, of the twentieth century.

“I do not understand part of your letter.  Who is Mr. Knopf?  I began to write Exiles in the Spring of 1914 on notes, and began to draft it in August 1914.  I sent it to Turin.  It was refused as ‘being of local interest’ and because of ‘the talk about tea in it’.  I sent it then to London to an American syndicate;  it was rejected as unfit for their repertory.  I offered it here;  the director of the theatre told me it was ‘zu gewact’ for his stage.  Then I sent it to Berne.  He kept it for five months and sent it back in an envelope without a letter.  It was then sent to Chicago, to Drama, kept for four months, and rejected.  Then it went to the Abbey Theatre.  It was kept for two months and returned without a letter.  Then the Stage Society wrote again asking for it.  It was sent again, kept for several months, and now I have written to my agent asking him to withdraw it by telephone.   Ten years of my life have been consumed in correspondence and litigation about my book Dubliners.  It was rejected by 40 publishers; three times set up and once burnt.  I was in correspondence with 110 newspapers, 7 solicitors, 8 societies, 40 publishers and several men of letters about it.  All refused to aid me, except Mr. Ezra Pound.  I write these fcts now once and for all because I do not want any correspondence of the same kind about my play.  I want a definite engagement to publish or produce by a certain date, or a refusal.”  (10 July 1917)

And years later when Jayce was years into the agony of writing Finnegan’s Wake, in response to a question from a friend who asked why he suffered on with the work, Joyce replied, with a seasoning of cynicism, “Because there are six or seven people out there waiting to read it.”

There are many such stories to be told.  I was never that tenacious and this may be a reason I have never been very successful.  There are many others who make more of an art of self-promotion than of artistic talent.  To mention a few:  Andy Warhol, Larry Koons, Peter Max, Leroy Neiman.  And there are those whose promotional abilities match their artistic achievements, including:  Picasso, Truman Capote, Salvador Dali, Norman Mailer.  Dali, shamelessly, would enter a hotel room with an empty briefcase and sign his name to several hundred blank sheets of museum quality paper and walk out with a briefcase no longer empty.  And finally those  monumental artists who toiled ceaselessly to bring their works forward.  For one, that holiest of holy men, Walt Whitman who wrote countless reviews of his life-long masterpiece, Leaves of Grass, signing other peoples names and sending them out in great volume to anyone who might publish them.    

I’m attempting, reluctantly and passionlessly, (not trying any more) to get my work out there in any way I can.  With a friends permission I used his name  in a letter of inquiry to magazine publishers of reviews of performances, poetry, gallery showings, anything which relates to my work.

It reads:  ‘I speak of this remarkable poet, painter and musician who has combined these disciplines into a form which he calls Synesthesia.  And I offer to send along reviews I’ve written of his unique approach, hastening to assure you that I’m not acting as his agent, but simply as someone with impressive credentials who has experienced this extraordinary talent’.  By using a surrogate I’m able to cushion an affront upon my sensitive soul. ’

I have the Writer’s Market, Artist’s Market and the Directory of Literary Magazines and Publishers which I thumb through irregularly and code according to which of several form letters are appropriate.  And every few months I send out a few dozen packages to which I generally get some sort of response because I include a self-addressed stamped return envelope. 

It’s a damnable, eternal struggle for recognition if one feels compelled by that need which will probably never be fulfilled.  If only I had the sense to realize that the only recognition of real value is the recognition of one for one’s self.

In the case of some mental illnesses statistics indicate that the reoccurrence rate among offspring is about one in three.  Is it possible that the same genetic statistic exists in the case of one’s musical proclivity.  We had three children, all of them possessed of rare and unusual talents, one of them with extraordinary musical talents.  At the age of two, our son Drew would hold any available object on his head while he marched, in a clockwise circle in perfect rhythm to whatever music was being played.  Soon after, he was keeping rhythm with spoons, sticks, whatever objects fit his tiny hands and the ecstatic look on his face convinced us that he was doing this from the sheer joy of the doing rather than to get our attention.  And so, this son started with drum lessons from about the age of six and flowered immediately.

On a Christmas morning several years later he rushed into our family room with his brother and sister searching under our tree for his share of the bounty. To his disappointment he found little and finally Jan and I suggested he turn around, which he did, to a full-blown set of adult drums.  He sat down on the small stool provided, took the sticks in his tiny hands, looked at us with speechless amazement and broke down crying.  And, of course we joined him.

Within a few years his skills surpassed his teacher who told us he could do no more for Drew and suggested there was only one teacher on the west coast, our son would study with:  Shelly Mann, in Los Angeles, and went on to say if he had a child who had Drew’s talent that’s where he would go.  But we found another teacher in Santa Barbara, a firm disciplinarian who brought him along at a rapid pace.  

When Drew was in his early teens he was playing drums at the only real jazz club in the city.  We were somewhat reluctant in approving, but the tenor sax man said they needed our son and assured us that he would pick him up, deliver him home and see to it that he came to no harm, and so it was.

Drew went the way of most young musicians in the early 70s;  rock, high decibel and drugs.  And the band seemed more concerned with what they should call themselves and whether they should concentrate on original material, top 40s, pure rock and roll or blues.  During this time he took up flute.  He was a quick study and was soon doubling on two instruments.  He played lots of gigs, stoned and in ecstasy, and one day realized that if he didn’t get out while he still had his health, it would kill him.

So he moved from Santa Barbara to San Francisco, lightened up, fell in love with the city, moved in with an older woman who taught him everything we were unable to teach him and became a young man.  

I had since left Jan and moved to the Haight, so Drew and I were able to become real close buddies.  When he was living with Sue we would double date, I with my young girl friend, he with his older woman and people often assumed that she was mine and he was hers.  Son and father shared deep personal feelings;  occasionally went dancing together in gay clubs;  often discussed our various futures.

He left Sue, moved into his final bachelor pad  in the city and shortly decided to attend a school of instrument repair in Sue City, Iowa.  There he would learn a trade which would keep him close to his beloved music and in that process he learned how to pick up almost any instrument and make it sound music, but as a drummer he always excelled,  (Still does).  He then returned to Santa Barbara, city of birth and got into the field of instrument repair, always playing music on the side.  Rarely was he challenged by the groups he played with, but he continued for a while until the late nights, smoke and alcohol took a toll and he decided it was more important to be home with his wife and children and play music selectively, for the pure joy of it-----which he continues doing to this day.

He made the bulk of his living by making whistles and flutes of clay, shaped mostly as animals, fish, birds, sea shells and avocados, some with two blow-holes.  These he sold at week-end fairs and his success, to a large degree, was because he was able to demonstrate his products with conviction.  This man could have been the greatest and he is in ways he wisely chose to follow  A man with integrity, tenderness and loyalty, this son, Drew.

My son Mark is also an artist, in his way.  In fact, how, but in one’s way, can anyone be an artist.  If one is an artist in someone else’s way, then one is someone else’s artist and not his own, which means he is no artist at all, except that all of us are what we are and to be an artist in someone else’s way, is for some, the way that some have chosen to be one’s own artist in one’s own way, and my son Mark, is an artist in his way.  When he traveled with his wife on their honeymoon through much of the world over a period of a year, they spent several months in Jo-Jakarta, Indonesia, Patty studying tie-dying with a master, Mark studying woodcarving with another master.  And so, on returning to Santa Barbara, he decided on a career in furniture restoration.  He told me that shortly after their return that as soon as he put a carving tool to wood he knew that he had uncovered his spirit. Not unlike the response of De Vinci  shortly after he entered marble.  One day he was asked by a friend to help him build his home, and so he continued working with wood, in magnified proportions and found himself a new career as a builder.  He and Patty soon got into low cost housing, founded Homes for People, which employed the buyers as participants in the building and received a commendation for excellence and community service from the then Governor Brown.  He also focused his energy and skills on the restoration of Victorians and was often called upon by the Santa Barbara Victorian Society for specialized work and advice;  soon amassed a Victorian Library of significance and began writing a book on building Victorians, low cost in the 80s, acquiring an impressive reputation in the process.

Mark has always been involved in tree restoration, planting well over 300,000 trees over the years.  This has certainly been one of his long term passions.  He plants trees wherever they will grow;  occasionally where they will not.  I’ve been on several tree runs with him, into the mountains east of Santa Barbara where forest service personnel are on the lookout for him.  He recently acquired a tattoo, huge, which attests to this passion.  Now he lives in Mexico where he purchased mountain property and is building a unique hobbit-type castle.  A condition of his for buying this property was that he could go deeper into the mountains and canyons, with volunteers and plant trees of his own purchase in order to forest areas which have not, for a very long time, seen forests of consequence.  This is his dedication and gift to this fading and tortured planet.  

When the youngest of their two children was five they pursued a long held plan and departed for Europe.  Their first long term destination was Spain, where they settled in the south, on the Mediterranean.  Their children were enrolled in school during their first week in the village of La Heridurra.  Mark, drawn to local architecture and monuments of historic interest, created some very special ink drawings which were reproduced in a series of postcards which sold well in local tourist shops.  Patty created a series of water-colors, softer and freer than Mark’s detailed work, which were reproduced in a series of note-cards.  Their children mastered the language as only children can do, in scant weeks. 

At the end of a year they pursued their master plan and headed to Italy where they settled for their second year in the exquisite, sophisticated and formal city of Siena.  Here Mark honed his technical skills in architecture and here the family learned another tongue.  

Their year in Italy was followed by six months in South America, after which they returned to Santa Barbara and Mark returned to the construction business which had suddenly lost its appeal.  He had a dream.  He wanted to get into the woods, into deep forests and simplify;  but not without a noble and goal orientated plan.  And so he developed the Forest Project for himself and others who were like-minded.  His plan:  to protect and enhance the environment by acquiring substantial parcels of land in a mountainous area in Trinity County where he already owned mountain land.  That project continues to this day on a more modest basis, in fact, this very day he and his son, Casey, are heading into the Trinity Alps to plant 10,000 trees, and I’ll be there.

that grandson, now sixteen and I will be having a two-man show in June---its title, ‘A Grandson and his Grandfather’..  (That was long ago.  Casey now almost thirty, married, with child and living in Chicago, is a student in a specially initiated program at Northwestern University in the creative arts.  He is a gentle, powerful soul with a huge heart which will carry him and his family all the way to wherever they will wish to go.)

Finally, my daughter Lisa.  From an early age it seemed as though Lisa somehow got

connected with the wrong family.  One brother constantly fought with her while the other brother constantly defended her.  She had a difficult time growing up with her mother who was too confrontive for Lisa’s sensitive nature, but we were a loving and supportive family despite our explosions and I had a special relationship with this one.  She seemed uncomfortable with boys during her teens;  came closest to having a relationship with one of her young teachers, when, in her early-mid teens she attended an alternative school.  

Her closest friend, a few years older was involved in a spiritual life:  Krishnamurti School in London, Findhorn Community in Scotland and other similar spiritual adventures.  Lisa experienced all of this vicariously and was very connected with it.  She told me when she was twelve that she knew her life would not be easy, but felt a strong calling to serve mankind.  She also became a vegetarian in that year.  One day when we were sitting on a chair together I asked her, “Lisa, if you could be anyplace in the world today where would it be?”  Without hesitation she replied, “Findhorn.” 

I knew nothing of Findhorn, but discussed it with Jan and the process of her realization of that dream took form.  

This gifted child was bored with school from an early age, and from her first year in Jr. Hi. we agreed that she could attend an alternative school.  It was not much of an improvement, so we then agreed that she could drop out of school entirely for a period of time while we arranged for her journey to Findhorn.  There she seemed to experience profound awakenings, but suddenly, without explanation, wished to return to Santa Barbara, where she enrolled in High School for a short time before moving to Palo Alto to live with a family deeply committed to a spiritual life-style called Psychosynthesis.   

From there Lisa attended a community college and from there she went on to the University of California in Santa Cruz, where in a class on comparative religions she discovered Da Free John, upon reading a single paragraph from one of his early books.  At once she knew that this was the guru that she had been searching for.  That was fifteen years ago (now almost thirty-five years ago) and she has never wavered from her love, devotion and commitment to this master.  She now lives in a community with Love Ananda (name change) and a small group of devoted followers, on a small Island in the Fiji chain.  It’s not an easy life, but one which she has chosen with all her heart.  I think her master, and I’ve made it clear to Lisa that I don’t appreciate the word ‘master’ as applied to her teacher, and she is respectful of my wish that he not be referred to as ‘master’ when I’m around.  She also knows how I feel about him, and we’ve made it clear to each other that it will never affect our closeness.  She is a dear soul, as precious as life, and though we see far too little of each other, our bond is sound and permanent and we are closer in certain ways than with anyone else in our lives.

Someone once asked me, “If you knew, absolutely, that Lisa was brainwashed what would you do?”  Had I been asked that question five years ago I would have said that I would get on the next plane, fly to the Fiji’s and rescue her from that monster.  But today my attitude has changed.  All of us who have passionate beliefs are, to some degree. brainwashed.  And though we of this family all feel a loss, I’m sure that we all envy Lisa, in a way, for she has found her way with a confidence and passion that few of us will ever know, and what right have any of us to judge the heart-felt belief’s of others.  

On Nana Rosie’s death bed my sis swore that she would marry ‘that older man’ who was a captain in the army medical corps., whom, my sis later said, she discovered on their wedding night, was an animal, which for all practical purposes was the end of a marriage which lasted about five years, terminating after the end of World War II.

Sis adored Nana Rosie, worshiped her and would have done anything she would have been asked to do, which she did, probably knowing, even at that time that her proclivity was for women.  Sis also adored me, and I do believe that her love for Nana Rosie had more influence on my love for Nana Rosie than Nana Rosie herself, though I do remember that I loved her dearly and for herself.  Yet how can one so young know one so old, or for that matter know anyone, when one doesn’t know about knowing.  Thinking back upon my childhood, the feeling of being young and apart, yet loved, brings to mind that remarkable opening segment to A Death in the Family, by James Agee, Knoxville:  Summer 1915, when the young boy says in that final paragraph-----‘After a while I’m taken in and put to bed.  Sleep, soft smiling, draws me unto her:  and those receive me, who quietly treat me, as one familiar and well-beloved in that home:  but will not, O will not, not ever:  but will not ever tell me who I am.’

Living in the Haight, in an old Victorian walk-up apartment, two blocks from the heart of Haight, Haight and Ashbury, wandering the streets of Haight, a resident for almost ten years, I was a happy soul.  Friends, hangouts and women I loved.  Five minute walk to Golden Gate Park;  fifteen minute drive to Ocean Beach;  twenty minute drive to North Beach, my favorite haunt.  Regular visits to my mom, children and grandchildren and my creative life on the boil.  How good is that?  8/29/07

A letter from you today.  Pain expressed and anger.  Will we ever know a resolution to our love dilemma.  I am fearful of your instability.  That comment might infuriate you, yet you know it is true.  So I respond as I do and you will call and we will return to cautious visitations on the trembling edge of love and disaster, resuming our endless cycle of non-resolution.  2/20/87

It wasn’t as bad as it sounds or was it worse.  She who is now my wife and a blessing in my life, was in a constant state of overload.  On weekends up the Feather River to our favorite nesting place.  A small cabin at river’s edge and she would bring fifty pounds of student papers to be corrected and graded   We once calculated that her work-week averaged eighty hours, in and out of the classroom and she was in a constant state of exhaustion.  Not only a great teacher was she, but too great a teacher she was.  Perhaps the world’s most dedicated teacher and caregiver.  

So this was an issue.  And there was her son and daughter, teenagers who required constant vigilance.  A difficult assignment for a single mother;  eighty hours a week into her job, an ongoing difficult relationship with the man she loved and trying to keep her dearest friend, her soul-sister from feeling neglected.  As Carolyne once described it, she felt like a juggler trying to keep too many things afloat.  8/29/07

Kaiser Permanente is doing a brisk business today, the mental and physically ill silently sit awaiting the sounds of their names. I sit with them , my knee propt

for comfort.  An old man just responded to his name, rising with his decrepitude, 

Shifting his leg painfully to a cane and limping in strides barely the measure of his shoes.  This business of staying alive is costly in money and pain, so why this incessant struggle to prolong ourselves.  Certainly there is nothing to fear more than life;  nothing that we cling to so frantically.  8/29/07

Then I observed the aged.  Feeling their pain, writing about it and eternally grateful that I was not one of them.  Suddenly I’ve caught up to them chronologically.  Suddenly I joined all the other members, every one, with a cancer of my own.  I researched Prostate Cancer, made a decision, a correct one, to treat my cancer with radiation.  Wrote a book about it.  A book in search of a publisher.  A book which might be useful to frightened, confused, mostly older men in search of a solution.

A book primarily dealing with the aftermath.  Now that we know we are mortal;  perhaps less than mortal, how should we look ahead.  Should we suddenly be risk takers.  Radically change the way we view the world and live in it.  Hell yes;  say yes to the universe, eschew timidity and take a big bite out of life.

And I passed beyond to a heaping of physical problems.  Hernia surgery, a knee transplant, a heart murmur which bears watching.  In fact, to old age.  One must wonder what’s beyond.  But I’m aggressively and joyfully engaged in this life which is filled with everything promising and good:  a wife, children, grandchildren, writing, painting and performing and living in one of the beauty spots on this planet.  

How good it all is.  8/29/07  (Clouds on the horizon.  My heart is failing)

But there I go.  Again I go there, but again, but again I go there, this being pretty much they way I always have but much more so now;  deconstructing language.  I once said permutations, but deconstruction is the in word now, so I’ll say there I go.  There I go, coming forward to present time in this curiously shaped book, when what I really want and need to do is go backward to another glance at 1987.  I have three journals which cover that year and I’m only using about 5% for this book.  I’m doing so because my writing is more in touch with my life during that period than my memory, so you will hear more from my journals, but less as I move in the direction of present time.  8/29/07  

I need to step aside from the work I do.  I watched myself on video today;  controlling

the kids, impatient, wanting it my way.  The screen was barren of joy.  I need to step aside.  And my voice like a worn tape spinning the same old tunes.  I need to reinvigorate my spirit.  Twenty years on the trail and I’ve lost my glow.  I need to step aside from the work I do.  I need to let go.  4/1/87

I wrote that poem, Let Go, about that time and it became an anthem for me.  The idea of letting go of that which is failing and finding a new path.  The idea of letting go of the past and entering the ‘now’.  I performed this poem soon after it was constructed with strict adherence to rhythm, tempo and dynamics.  But as I became more and more connected with improvisation and myself it became freer and more relaxed and interesting.  And I did begin to let go of my work in the schools and turned my energy to painting and performance.  I was later to form a group called the East Bay Word Music Quintet and will speak of this venture at a later time, if I remember to do so.

Shifting back a bit in time, in 1984 I returned to the Island of Rhodes, village of Fanes where Jan and I had lived for some months in 1981.  We had developed a close relationship with some of the villagers and I wished to renew that connection.  To my extreme disappointment those people with whom we had been closest were now distant and indifferent.  I was painfully hurt by this rejection, realizing that I was no longer welcome here, so I hitchhiked across the Island to its east coast stopping at 

pension in the tiny village of Kolymbia.

I injured my back while hitchhiking  and realized from past experiences that I’d have a few hours on my feet before it stiffened and forced me to bed.  I found a restaurant 

a few blocks from my pension and commenced with my dinner of charred chicken, 

(a specialty of that country) Greek salad and ouzo, in a standing position.  The only other person in the restaurant, a Greek man in his mid 30s came over to me and in a friendly voice said, “Sit down, please.”

“Thanks,” I responded, “but I’ve injured my back and can’t sit down.”

His name was Georgos, he was a goat-herder and we became instant dear and inseparable friends.   

We would meet each evening after his herd was settled in a nearby mountain.  We would have a few drinks, exchange the day at which time he would excuse himself, go home to shower, have a late dinner with his parents and return around 9:30 pm

to join me at Oranges Restaurant where we would drink and talk until midnight.  This was our ritual, almost without variation seven days a week for two months.  Sometimes we would go down to the sea for a late walk or swim.

We never tired of each other, never searched for things to say, were sometimes silent, but always comfortable together.  One afternoon he invited me to climb his mountain, along with his herd.  It was a steep and precarious climb and when we got to the top I wrote a poem, placed it in the bottle of wine we had just finished and buried it to be opened and read when I returned again.

“You’ll never come back,” he said.

“I promise to return,” I assured him.

“When must you go home?”

‘This is my home,” I said.  “While I’m here this is my home.  When I leave I’ll return to my next home.”

With a knowing smile he rubbed his thumb and index fingers together, an international sign that lots of money is involved.

‘No Georgos, if I had lots of money I could never afford this trip’.  Such logic he could not understand.  10/18/87

But it’s an important logic to understand.  Poverty has a quality, if understood which can be very liberating, whereas wealth can be very confining.  My freedom has come from the understanding that my only obligation is to myself.  If others are involved, (and they are) in my life, they become a part of my freedom and are never punished by it.  It’s a lesson to learn.  Take the most effective and thoughtful care of yourself and you are doing the same for others.  If you understand there is no reason to elaborate;  if you do not, then elaboration would be a waste of time.

When it was time for me to depart Rhodes he drove me to Rhodos town shaking his head sadly, with tears in his eyes muttering ‘soto voce,’  “You’re not coming back, you’re not coming back.”

I did return three years later and found him on the mountain with his herd and there was a joyous reunion but of short term.  Something had changed.  My friend no longer wished to meet me at Three Oranges.  We would meet at a Taverna where there was loud music and other friends to dilute our conversation.  The intimacy was no longer there and I needed to know what had happened.  I attempted to set up a meeting.  Georgos  agreed but failed to show up.  I pursued him and arranged another meeting which he also avoided.  A Greek friend told me, this was the nature of his brothers and not to take it personally, which, of course, I did.  

During the next few weeks, prior to my departure, he continued to avoid me, seeing me only on casual occasions in the local taberna.  When I departed Rhodes I left him a note expressing my disappointment and sadness that our friendship had ended, for what reason I would never know.  My trips to Greece have occurred every three years, (not be design but by coincidence) beginning 1978 with my stay, with Anne,

 on the Island of Crete, for a period of nearly six months, and continuing through 1990 when Carolyne joined me in Athens, after a stay, by myself on the Islands of Koss and Samos.  (Since 1990 I returned several more times, my last visit in 2002.).

What is it that calls me back to a country which each time I depart, I say, with conviction, I will never return to.  I’m not drawn to its antiquity nor to its climate which replicates our own.  The food is basic; beverages of low quality.  One asks for red or white wine, forget about varieties.  And I know nothing of its language as a consequence of my laziness.  As for its geography, we have as much and more varied beauty in California.  Our forests are thick and lush;  their forests barely exist.

We have rivers and lakes;  they are surrounded by the sea.  

What draws me there are its people, perhaps with the exception of their young men who smoke incessantly and spend much of their time fantasizing on the passing young female tourists.  They feel that Adonis exists not only in history but in their robust flesh.  And those Greek merchants who fawn and prey upon we tourists.  But the people of the villages.  Their innocence, their warmth and their passion.  

I’m also attracted to the adventure of being alone in an environment where I am the stranger and not in control.  It challenges without being threatening.  And most important, my choices and my time are entirely my own.  No telephones;  no friends to be serviced;  no family.  Complete isolation and indulgence and I indulge myself in a most productive manner.  This is how it usually goes:  one third the day for reading:

one third the day for writing and one third the day for hanging-out which includes beach, bistro, socializing and anything else that may come up.  This is a general plan and may vary with my whims, but it’s a good general statement. 

I composed my first symphony in Greece, on the Island of Rhodes, in October, 1981 over a period of thirteen days.  And other symphonies and larger works were also composed on the Islands, all as a result of the large blocks of uninterrupted time that I make for myself.  My Symphony #12 on the Holocaust was composed in May of 1996 over a fourteen day period.  The idea of a symphony for spoken voices may seem strange and it may so be but let me enter, at this point, my explanation of the process. 

Symphony #1

Concepts and Directions:

This is a symphony for voice orchestra.  The words in this composition are treated very much as individual notes of music, thus word relationships may often seem abstract and dissonant, as well they are.  Words, for me, have distinct colors, rhythms, dynamics and densities, and literal meanings are both important and unimportant and change as relations between them change.  So a tired sentence can often be enlivened, altered or destroyed as its contents are reordered.  

Sections A,B,C,D are designed for ten voices each and are sometimes divided into smaller parts, ie: A1-2, A3-4, A5-6, A7-8, A9-10 would indicate that section A has been divided into 5 parts of two voices each.  The number in this voice orchestra could be reduced to five voices for each section, a total of twenty voices, or increased to twenty voices for each section, a total of eighty voices.  I would prefer the larger numbers.  As for location, it might be interesting, if possible, to position each of the four sections in a different corner of the auditorium.  

Rhythms, tempo and general dynamics are indicated in the traditional manner of music composition.  There are no specific pitches as this is a spoken work, but there are suggestions for rising and falling pitches.

As with most experimental works this composition encourages individual inter-

pretations as this is a small and uncertain but determined step in my search for new methods of exploring the human voice as an instrument of infinite possibilities. 

Returning to America I promised myself that my Greek travels were at an end.  I missed my friends and life at home. and I’d come to realize that the beauties of California far exceeded the barren monotony of Greece. Yet something draws me back and again I’m making plans to return, this time to the Island of Samos where I had a most extraordinary experience.  

When I left the Island of Rhodes nursing my wounds of rejection I ferried to 

the Island of Kos which seemed a pleasing solution.  My next trip returned me to Kos which now seemed less inviting, so I took a small boat to Bodrum, Turkey and hitchhiked up the west coast for a few days and ferried to the Greek Island of Samos.  Here I planned to remain for at least a month before flying to Athens to meet Carolyne.  

I wanted to find a peaceful, microscopic village on the sea and voiced these wishes to a young Greek woman, working in a tourist shop.  She knew of just the place.

“It’s a tiny settlement on the tip of the Island, tourist free, with a few homes and a small pension with restaurant.  The road is too rough for cabs so you’ll have to hitchhike the few people who live there, walk the six miles or rent a bike or motorcycle.  When the road ends, on a bluff over the sea, go left about two-hundred meters;  you can’t miss it.”

I rented a vespa and went there with a lady I’d met coming across from Turkey.  It was a rough, rutted road but we made it with little effort and much laughter.  End of the road, cliffs, to the left, several structures and our destination was an easy find.  We went down the typically unfinished cement stairs with protruding steel reinforcing bars to a large patio which hung over the sea.

There was a single Greek man seated at a table.  When he saw me, he immediately rose to his feet, coming to me with outstretched arms.  I was amazed, but only partly by his reaction.  Was this Georgos.  He looked exactly like my dear lost friend, the goat herder from Rhodes.  As we embraced I said to him, “I know you,” to which he replied, “Of course my friend,” and thus began my friendship with Fortus, a fisherman who owned my new home which I was to stay at for months and return to several times in short years to come.

As we returned to Samos Town to pick up my back-pack my companion said, “That was a set-up.  You’ve known Fortis from before.”  She couldn’t believe that two men could meet for the first time with such a spontaneous show of affection.  I couldn’t believe it either.  

I was to stay at Nissi, with Fortis, in his pension for a few months.  It was a sweet time.  I was usually the only overnight guest, but locals came around for lunch and dinner and I made quite a few friends.  From the deck below I swam daily, usually across the crescent beach to the point, about a quarter mile away, and return.  It was a great private cement deck below for sunning and writing, and I became close friends with a couple from Bulgaria who were working there for the season.  They spoke not a work of English but we communicated through our other senses.  (They were to learn at the end of the season that Fortis was not going to pay them for their services, and he threatened to turn them over to the police if they made a fuss.). 

 I was to learn of this several years later when I returned to Nissi.  Fortis, my friend, the fisherman, was a bum and a drunk and no longer managed his pension, but the two men who leased it from him made me comfortable although one of them, Georgos was ill-prepared to deal with the public and ended up returning to New York where he became a limousine driver. 

Carolyne joined me there after a few months and we left Nissi for another part of the island and eventually found our way to Patmos, an Island I knew from  previous visits, and settled in a comfortable villa by the sea.  I rented a Vespa and was able to

persuade her to climb on the back-end and hold me tight.  We had two minor accidents on two successive days and her love for me was tested when, on the third day she was willing to climb on again, commenting, “They weren’t your fault.  I have complete confidence in you.”  Better than I could say for myself.

(A visit from my son, anxious eyes following me as I slightly struggled from here to there to anyplace.  Watching me with concern as I struggled to take a bite of food.  He had never seen me vulnerable in this way before.  Always strong, resilient, confident in body and mind.  Now compromised from open-heart surgery.  Arm within arm as we moved from place to place.  This kind, caring man seeing his father as he had never seen him before;  mortal.  And when it was time for him to depart he held me tightly, silently, for long moments and began to sob and I sobbed with him, celebrating the depth of our love.)  3/1/08

VII

People talk about money.  Always there is talk about money by most people

most of the time and I find such talk boring, negative and anti-life.  I’m not a snob about money.  I know its necessity and sometimes like it a lot, but I find the obsessive ness that most people have about money disturbing and a sorry reflection of our society;  our bankrupt society.  

An orange can be peeled and eaten or squeezed into juice;  a flower can be smelled and a sunset can delight the soul.  We know about these things and we know the practical aspect of money.  We know it has the power to buy us certain items of pleasure, and we know it pays our bills but it has no intrinsic value and consequently is soulless.  

I remember the words of that Zen Budaist  monk, “Seek poverty”, and I remember what he said of freedom and realities and I see the suffering of the poor and disenfranchised.  It’s a sad and shameful state to witness such pain for so many in a wealthy country such as ours.  (Wealthy in material things.).  And the wealthy shrug with indifference and look the other way.  

And, of course, when funding is reduced for education, the arts are the first to suffer.  It’s as though we would rather be remembered for our technology than for our music, literature, painting and other expressions of heart and soul.  A sad commentary, indeed.  And the artist is discouraged and disregarded and the artist suffers, for so few are able to meet their most basic financial needs through income derived from their artistic achievements.

As a poet I was fortunate because I was able to identify my market and develop it.  This as a consequence of my spending years in the mainstream learning solutions.

As a painter whose poetry market was shrinking it was a different matter.  The extrinsic value of my paintings would be determined, in degree, by demand and there has never been a demand for my work, so sales are occasional.  

My trips to Japan and Denmark where I had multiple showings of my paintings were great successes for as I told myself from the offset, “If I sell nothing I’ll be happy just to show my work.  If I make expenses I’ll be delighted and if I make money beyond expenses I’ll be ecstatic.”  I wasn’t ecstatic but I was delighted because I always managed to cover expenses with sales.  Quite an accomplishment for any artist.  And I made several trades with local artists in Denmark, which were very satisfying.       

Painting unlike poetry is a costly occupation and I feel fortunate, at this point, to be breaking even.

Poets and painters and others in the  fields of creative art, unless members of that rare elite who are celebrity, are not very appealing commodities to agents who generally work on commissions.  As I mentioned earlier, I’ve employed a number of agents for my painting, over the years.  They are a necessary commodity as they protect the artist from the harrowing, daunting experience of exposing their sensitive nature to the, for the most part, vultures who are only interested in packaging and selling their

clients items of art for future profit.  As I mentioned earlier, a Gallery owner once admitted to me that he was more in the business of selling signatures than selling art.  

A successful poet might cover his postage and general expenses from meager payments received from various publishing sources, primarily magazines.  The vast majority of magazines pay in copies which are of little interest to the vast number of poets.  A slim minority of magazines pay by the poem or line.  Most book publishers are small independent presses, (basement and garage operations), who consider themselves fortunate if they can break even on a book of poetry.  They got into the business because they were frustrated writers and having learned the process of self-publishing took on the sacred responsibility of publishing other poet’s poetry.  The work at other dismal, unrelated jobs until they accumulate enough money to publish another book.  It’s a painful and costly addiction.  I have my own publishing company;  Journey’s Into Language.  I publish only my poetry and over the years have just about broken even, but in that process I’ve accomplished the dream of every poet;  gotten into print;  made myself available to anyone who would have me.

But if one is fortunate enough to find acceptance from a major or semi-major publisher, then one can expect an initial printing of perhaps 5,000 to 10,000 copies, with huge, almost certain probabilities that the majority of copies will end up in ‘remainders’ and eventually in recycling bins.  For self publishers the bulk of a more modest, usually 1,000 edition edition will end up in the basement----I know.

Thoreau was called by his printer/publisher three years after the publication of his book, ‘Canoeing Down the Merrimac’, who told him, “We’re running out of space and just don’t have room to continue storing your book here.”  The original printing was 1,000 copies of which Thoreau had received fifty copies to send to reviewers and friends.  The printer had sold twenty-seven copies over that three year period, so had about 923 in cardboard boxes.  Thoreau told him to send them along, and from that time forth loved to tell his friends, ‘I have a library collection of over a thousand books and I’ve written almost all of them’.

I can tell my friends, without exaggeration that I have a library of around 5,000 and I’ve written about 90% of them.  (That was when this draft was written.  Today those numbers are greatly reduced).  A few years ago I finally connected with a semi-major publisher with offices in New York, Canada and South Wales.  The publish what they call, Scholarly books, whose authors, mostly dusty academics, are much more impressive than their books.  But I was delighted to finally connect with a publisher who would have me.  It was agreed that The Mellen Press would publish all of my multi-voiced books in hard-cover, from camera-ready copy which I would supervise, and they would assume all production costs.  Their financial incentives ended there.  

Their authors received five free copies of their book and must pay sixty percent of retail price for any additional copies.  My small poetry books sold for $24.95, an outrageous price.  I ended up giving away half of the books I purchased and selling a few for half the retail price.  But I remained enthusiastic about the arrangement because it placed my books in the hands of libraries, their focus group, and eventually, hopefully, into the hands of those favored few who might be fortunate enough to find them.

The first book they published was Trios, followed by Quartets, followed by Quintets, a noble trilogy which may never see the light of day because their policy was to hold up on printing until they had orders for 100 copies,  (Later reduced to 50).  Two years after I sent them the camera-ready copy for Quintets I decided to place an order for thirty copies to speed the process and months later when called to see how orders were going I was told that they had received orders for 32 copies.  Not bad, I thought.  I’m running well ahead of Thoreau, so considered increasing my order to 68 to speed the process along and get Quintets into the hands of my anxiously waiting and patient public.  But when I informed them of my willingness to increase my order I was told that the 32 copies on order included my 30, so I would have to order 98 to get the wheels in motion.  So that meant that there were only orders for two copies from the rest of the planet.  Conclusion, Thoreau, indeed, was in more demand than Lurie.  Mellen published four other books of mine and I doubt than many of them ever reached the required number for actual printing, though I did received honorable mention for two of my books entered in Mellen contests and a check for $500.00 for the last book of mine published several years ago in 2002.

I’ve published a few other books in collaboration with small book publishers, but it’s always the problem of distribution, so I eventually purchased most of their stocks at drastically reduced prices to pine-away on my basement-cedar shelves.  So at least these small-press publishers made expenses and I have a nice stock of books to sell and give away.  (These are stories and circumstances well known, through personal experience to most writers in America.).

Painting is another story, but the same.  As probably previously mentioned artist’s reps are only interested in artists who can make them money and if they can do that for their reps then they probably don’t need them, except for the fact that most successful artists don’t wish to be tainted by having to deal with the financial side of their work.  I’ve had a lot of one-man shows during my relatively short career, averaging two to three shows per year without let-up.  The bulk of my early shows, beginning at the University of Minnesota, have been in alternative spaces, so called because they are non-commercial.  It’s great fun showing in alternative spaces.  You send out invitations, invite all of your friends, who are generally supportive for the first few shows, pay all miscellaneous expenses including liquor and refreshments and hope that a few friends of friends and strangers will wander in out of curiosity or hoping for a decent spread of food and liquor.  

My openings always include a performance because my paintings are performance paintings.  After an opening night an alternative space is dead for the duration because there is usually  limited volunteers to sit with them if the gallery is open and such galleries are usually located in low rent districts which challenge the tenacity and bravery of anyone who might otherwise be inclined.  So for the next few weeks one’s paintings languish on the walls, rarely viewed, barely noticed, rarely purchased.

Universities seem quite interested in my work,  It challenges because of its interdisciplinary appeal.  My concept of Synesthesia, explained numerous times in this book, captures the imagination of students and faculty who sense some value attached to the idea, so I’ve never had difficulty persuading schools to present showings of my work. I’m even compensated for my performances and workshops.  But there are never sales, which is not the issue.  If making money had been a prime objective in my life I would not have wasted my time in the Arts;  I would have remained in the business world.  I chose otherwise and have never, for a moment regretted my choice.  But one would like to support his habit, to feel that there were sufficient people out there who cared enough about his work to finance it.  

I don’t create in a vacuum.  My work requires interaction and without acceptance there is none.  But I have little cause for complaint.  I’m far better off financially than most artists.  This my tenth year as a painter, (1983) has pulled me out of the red, as I’ve calculated that sales of my paintings have finally caught up with expenses of materials for the decade. 

A few years ago I decided to graduate from the ranks of alternative galleries and enter the commercial market with resounding success.  A few fringe galleries picked up on me.  I found two agents in Japan who arranged showings for me there.  A friend in Denmark set me up for a few showings there.  There were little sales in a very depressed market, so now I’m back in alternative galleries and Universities with a major showing scheduled for Northwestern University where all of my writings, music and poetry are being archived and where my paintings will be on display in the Music Library Gallery for six months and at the Green Dragon Gallery in Santa Barbara where I will have an opening with my grandson, Casey, whose multi-talents are evident.  There will be no sales but these will be special events for obvious reasons.

Later this year I will have openings in Truckee and Chico State University and two openings in Japan in December which I will attend.  Four of my paintings will be stored in a warehouse in Oakland for eternity.  They were painted in a space with 35 foot high ceilings and 8 foot doors.  I balanced myself on a 10 foot ladder and threw the paint from a distance of 5 or 6 feet.  They are each 120 square feet, 10x12 feet and will remain there.  (Later I removed these canvases from their frames, rolled them like a carpet and removed them to Fort Bragg where I am blessed with ample storage space.).  

After hearing my story it may be redundant to mention it but my advice to anyone in this racket or aspiring to come aboard is to get a day job, get on disability or unemployment, or as Gertrude Stein suggested, inherit a substantial sum of money.

(Shifting, now, back to my journal #2, for some gentle digression.)

‘We accuse them of accusing us of what we are accusing them of what they are accusing us.  Each side accusing the other of violations of which the other is accusing them.  And in this environment devoid of trust, rampant of violations, we meet to determine the survival or extinction of all kind’.  4/10/87

The world situation was lousy then, lousy most of the time in-between and lousy today.  It seems that we have learned little or nothing from past blindness.  Wars and human suffering is rampant on our planet and we seem unable to do much to improve it. We are a badly flawed species, possessed of greed, fear and dishonesty.  Man’s inhumanity to man is the norm rather than the exception.  When will we learn and when will it be too late?  8/29/07

My little mom is getting littler.  Everybody loves my little mom who has given much more than she has taken, but she’s getting littler.  The bad days increase in number as my little mom struggles through her 90th year.  Her mind is as sharp as she wants it to be but her body is getting littler.  She fell again yesterday rising to answer the phone.  I rushed to her and she waved me off.  “Get the telephone,” she cried.  “I’m O.K.”  That’s her 4th fall this year.  Lucky so far, but she’s getting littler and littler my little mom.  4/21/87

My mom was nearing her time.  No longer able to travel.  Our trip the previous year would be her last.  So I increased my visits to see her in Santa Barbara.  She had been an avid walker into her mid 80s, but now she was struggling to get from room to room in her comfortable condo.  When I was with her we would take meals out and rides in the country..  She had played cards all her life so we played gin-rummey and did some of our best talking at those sessions.  I brought home fake crab and shrimp from Safeway and we would sit out on her porch dipping the seafood into a sharp cocktail sauce and drinking bloody-marys.  She said I made the best she had ever tasted.  I might have added that I made the only bloody-marys she ever tasted.  I loved my mom, still do.  8/29/07

Zen masters say:  “Release yourself from desire”, and I desire to do so.  Zen masters say;

“Fear not loss of creativity.  The winds will flow when the time is right.”  This has been my experience and I know, if I fail to find the wind or the wind fails to find me, the word will find me.  Zen masters say:  “Take what the day offers;  that is enough.”  I take it, design it and  am satisfied’.  4/26/87

(And so concludes my second journal) 

Sitting on our porch in the afternoon heat, lazy and recumbent, wondering why one feels it necessary to burden others, even a few friends and family with the events of a life.  Aren’t we filled enough with our own?  I guess not when one observes our most obvious addictions:  food, liquor, cigarettes, drugs and T.V. which allows us to live our lives through the fictions of others.  It’s a calm afternoon, nature in full compliance, urging me to simply be present, and I am, but compelled by desires, none of which are unpleasant.  

To work on one of half a dozen unfinished books, fill a canvas with bright colors, music and poetry, sit myself to the piano which has been waiting several years for my serious touch.  Lots of choices, but the best is yet to come.  It will be a walk on the beach, stopping to observe the blessings of nature;  no finer choice this day.  8/30/07

I’m working on an extended book called, ‘Harvestings’, which contains selected entries from all journals to date and will continue until this journalizing is finished, which it will never be.  Never had I imagined returning to old journals and now they’ve become the principle source for all of my poetry.  And now, touching briefly at journal #3 which begins with my flight from America to Greece on 4/28/87 and concludes with my return on 7/6/87.  I arrived in Greece on day two and went looking for a few friends in Athens.   I found Dimitri in the restaurant, just below the Acropolis, where he has worked for years.  We had a bottle or two of wine and a nice visit, catching up.  I’m one of the rare folks who likes Athens, so I always stop there for a few days before heading to one of my favorite Islands.  I wander the Plaka;  that maze of tourist shops and restaurants, hang out in the squares watching the glut of tourists passing through.  But this was early in the season and I enjoyed the relative calm.  On the first day of May I flew to Rhodes, a favorite Island for my third visit there.  8/31/07

Georgette who runs the Three Oranges Restaurant has two daughters, now in their mid-teens have grown from fat to obese.  I named them on my last visit, Torpor and Sloth, because of their reluctance to give their mom any assistance.  All they seemed able to do was sit by the hour and watch inanities on their black and white T.V. while they ate and ate and ate some more.  Now they are busty and ripe for the plucking, a word which rhymes with the word that will be on the minds of the Greek men who will take them to nest.  A few weeks of passion and they will become what young Greek wives so soon become;  Baby producing machines.  5/2/87

Met a family in Kolymbia remembered from my last visit.  The entire family speak not a single word of English.  Their oldest daughter, 19, married when I was last here;  now has a child of two. There next daughter 17, is now married for two years.  The next 14, will shortly be on the chopping block and their youngest 12 will step forward in line.  On this Island it is the responsibility of the family of the bride to provide the home, and there they are side by side three homes occupied  , the fourth almost completed and the fifth half way along.  Kind, hospitable and friendly souls, living their lives and values as their families have for generations,  That night I saw the father in a taberna.  He was drunk and getting drunker.  What else is there to do?  5/3/87

Samuel Beckett you are a giant.  Your songs, wild, brilliant sculptures for the eye and ear.  Pictures of the darkest regions of the soul, where no one else has journeyed;  barren yet laced with dense, black humor.  I adore your work and read it over frequently, appreciating it as I appreciate a fine symphony or concerto.  5/5/87

I take Beckett with me wherever I go.  His writing has had a powerful effect on my own.

I’ve written dozens of conversation poems with Beckett’s prose and feel as though I know him in an unusual way.  I wrote him once telling him what I was doing.  He responded with a short letter, not unkind, encouraging.  

I do very little reading these days and haven’t read much for a long time.  When I do read, it is mostly Beckett, Stein, Joyce and Whitman.  I read the first three for their emphasis of form over content and I read Whitman for his form and content.  9/2/07

If it’s not chaotic it’s not Greek.  If ten Greek men have gathered in a field and ten people are not talking at once, at ten times the speed of sound and ten times the volume of reason then they are having a lousy time, and I’ve yet to see a group of Greek men who are not enjoying themselves.  5/17/87

On our first night in Athens in 1978, Ann took to our bed, ill and I took to the streets.  In Amonia Square there were hundreds of Greek men, (I failed to see any women), talking all at once and waving their arms in despair.  What could it have been?  Certainly a catastrophe of some scope:  an earthquake, another war, another blunder by America.  I inquired of a young Greek man by my side.

“They’re talking about the soccer game played this afternoon”, he replied.

As one journeys south from the countries of northern Europe and the United Kingdome, one experiences a heightening of the passions, due in some good part to the weather which must inflame the passions.  Booze might be a contributing element but northerners are just as addicted to booze as anyone.  And then there are the factors of innocence, tradition, maybe even genetics which contribute to the degrees of passion.   9/2/07

The years between our first meeting and this dissolved when we saw each other at the airport.  He came from the bedside of his dying father, from the death of his father, to perhaps, his father’s replacement.  He and his father had little between them.  He and I are as close as brothers or a father and his son.  We taxied over the mountains of Rhodes;  walked with glasses of ouzo down the midnight, moonlight road in the softness of the Aegean night. 5/20/87 

Christian and I met in Redding, California in 1982  Since that time he has come to America about ten times.  I to his home in Aarhus, Denmark twice, and we’ve met in Greece three times.  He is one of the most comfortable men I have ever known;  our silences as rich as our conversation.  I’ve seen his daughter grow from a crib to a Danish beauty.  Tall, confident, alluring;  a girl that boys could die for.  I love that man and I told him so;  held in his huge embrace.  Goodbye Christian, you are sweetly held in this man’s heart., as I am proud to be held in yours.  9/2/07

Last sitting with this family.  Lucas and I shouting at each other with laughter, not understanding a word.  His wife silently looking into another space.  Little Nicholas holding tightly to my hand.  (He follows me like a shadow.).  The cab arrives to change our moods.  All of us together, I insist, for a final portrait and I hold Lucas in my arms.  He is awkwardly silent.  I hold his wife, kiss her on her cheeks.  I hold Angela, she weeping for me and the loss of her hoped for marriage.  And finally Maggie who took care of me so well and whom I will miss most of all.  5/22/87

I never returned to Rhodes.  Got into some trouble with the police which I will not bother to detail.  It’s too complex and silly, but serious enough to prevent my returning there.  It would be risky.  I later learned that this sweet family left the Island and returned to Baltimore where Angela married a policeman and where Maggie’s husband awaited them.  Even if I was able to return to Rhodes I wouldn’t because it wouldn’t be the same without this family and I’m learning experience by experience that you can’t go home again, though I don’t believe it.  9/2/07

She carries her skin like a burlap sack loosely wrapt around her ancient body.  Once sweet and young, fresh, resilient, packed with promises, passed now, so far beyond desire as to make it an unfamiliar word.  Her bones and flesh now twist and move beneath her skin like an uncertain shadow.  How cruel of time to take sweet flesh and turn it sour.  5/27/87

The ancients of Greece seem so before their time.  Parched and wrinkled skin victim of the sun, hard work and liquor.  They guessed my age, judging by their own standards, far younger than I was.  Some of the old men have considerably younger wives because, when a husband dies, his wife goes into mourning, cloaked in black, perhaps for the remainder of her life.  But if, on rare occasions the wife goes first, her widower is searching for a new caretaker within short weeks.  It’s the way of another culture and we have no more right to attempt to change it than we have to invade Iraq and attempt to change its culture.  Saddam was a bad man.  There is little doubt on this issue, but there are lots of bad men presiding over other countries, perhaps including our own.  9/3/07

After my first few visits to Greece I began saying goodbye for the last time, however I continued returning there every three years.  I got into that rhythm.  I’ve always liked the climate, the people and they way I allocate my days.  Being mostly alone I had the luxury of spending my days, as earlier mentioned, reading, writing and hanging out.  And although painting has become my second passion I never missed it when apart from my easel.  I would only be frustrated if I attempted to capture this country.  Not only am I not equipped with the skills but I prefer painting big and it would be difficult dealing with the burden of supplies and transporting the finished products.  and most important, my creative urges are quite well satisfied with journal and pen which I’m doing at this moment on the back porch of our comfortable farm house.  Not really a farm house but it has the look and feel.  Redwood exterior, spacious, covered front and back porches.  Incredible storage for my run-amok inventory of paintings.  Few neighbors.  Still nights;

the peace and quietude which fill the heart.  9/3/07

And these days will pass and these days, quiet days frozen in the softness of time.  Days of loneliness when life sits stark and silent in the currents of melancholy.  And these days will pass and these days.  Trapped in the jagged grind and tumble of time.  Brooding days 

and days of envy.  Days of long silences, mind and spirit slack and recumbent.  And these days will pass and these days, stacking each upon the other in a bitter-sweet lamination of memories lost and found.  Days which pass unnoticed in the parade of days, the glut of days, the weight of days, the agony of days, the peace and, again, the loneliness of days.  And these days will pass and these days, and one day, all days will cease.  6/11/87

That last entry is a good example of how useful my journals have become.  It became a poem for several voices, later published in one of my books by Mellen Poetry Press.  I had no idea that my journal writing would become a principal source for much of my poetry.  The rhythm and cadence of this writing has become so conditioned by the page and by my preference for writing in this form that practically all of my entries lead to a final cadence at or next to the final line on each page.

My knee has turned ugly.  A shot of cortisone to my hip a few weeks ago relieved me of pain in that region and directed it all to my knee.  Not a surprise , as I noted in this journal that I was having a brutal time with back and knees.  Back going back over forty years and knees going back almost sixty years when ice hockey took its toll.  Now I’m bone on bone all over me.  Good to have lived long enough to be able to complain, but not so good to be one of the complainers.  This body has been so good to me.  9/3/07

I’m getting too comfortable here at the edge of Siena, Italy, with my family who are settled in for a year.  Son, his wife, grandchildren;  It’s like having a family all over again without any of the strain and all of the benefits.  I’ll be with them for a few weeks, then home to my dear mom who needs and deserves me.  6/15/87

The underbelly of Siena.  Tunnels set in brick and stone.  Labyrinthed passages mapping a history.  Tooled from clay.  City beneath a city.  Above, the sun, the sky, the air.  Below, eternal days, cool nights;  silence.  And the countryside circling this elegant city;  spinning, rolling beyond the eye.  Verdant hills, vineyards, forests and villages, each a cluster of tight dwellings screwed together at their center.  Brick and stone, stone and brick weathered by the days and seasons of gentle centuries.  That which is new, only its people who pass and return so soon.  6/16/87

A great time in Siena with this family, arrived here after a year in Spain and then to South America for a final six months.  So Casey and Moriah, my grandchildren had some worthy adventures during their pre-teen years.  It was an outstanding family, still is, but with radical changes.  Mark and Patty divorced.  They will continue to be in love until the end of their days.  Casey and Moriah married to beautiful free souls.  Casey with his wife and my great granddaughter, Edie, named for my mom, to leave in a few days for Evanston, where he is enrolled in an advanced highly specialized program in creativity at Northwestern University.  Moriah married a beautiful man, six foot eight, blazing red hair, a virtuoso musician.  They living in Los Angeles.  She studying hard to perform with him.  When I heard them perform at a club in San Francisco, recently, I was amazed at her progress.  From Siena I hurried home, anxious to be with my mom and to pick up the brush and get back to my painting.  9/3/07 

Tuesday:  Piazza del Campo.  The pigeons which own every piazza, square and park in every city and village, known and unknown. embellishing them with immortality and with the eloquent wisdom that life is here and everywhere just for this simple vast moment, and nothing else.  A beautiful Italian woman, enclosed in skin tight tights, as black as her flowing hair which frames her stunning body to her stunning waist.  Bejeweled fingers, neck and wrists.  Passionate face now cast in agony as she watches a pigeon try to rectify a broken neck.  6/23/87

If I had begun my journal writing twenty years before the more than twenty years ago when I began, or twenty years before the twenty years before the more than twenty years ago when I first began, what a record I would have today.  But enough is more than enough, certainly at least enough and I’m so grateful that I began when I began.  9/2/07

But isn’t it all lost in its time.  Lost from memory or lost because that person who may have experienced it is lost or because it has been replaced and replaced again by that which will be replaced in its time.  There’s nothing really but present time and that which seems a part of memory only exists in present time which is collective and eternal.   But there are contemplations for another time which has no relevance here.  I’m supposed to be rendering an autobiography which seems to be rendering me.  So back to business.

The station in Frankfurt.  Jurgen there searching for a gray beard turned white under a black fisherman’s hat turned gray.  .Flush of days.  Criss-crossing the city.  Struggling with my poetry in a café.  Attempting to overcome loud voices of indifference;  minds not tuned to mine.  The tenderness of Jurgen and Ziggey;  their friends.  Today the countryside.  Tomorrow, England, then home and I’m ready.  6/27/87

These pages make no claims except to be what they are.  I try to be at center with myself

and honest all the time.  I know it’s not always so, for all of us are trapped in what we are and that should be enough for anyone.  6/28/87

Back to England, to Neil’s Alley where I’ve sat with so many;  where I sit and write of so many and write again;  where I will always come for what it holds in memories;  where the food is as dull and tasteless as healthy food always seems to be.  

A young man asks if I’m here on holiday and I explain that my holiday began years ago when I decided that I deserved to be well taken care of and realized that if anyone was going to take care of me it had to be me.  That’s the way it works for everyone.  6/30/87

An excellent thing to know.  If life is boring.  If things aren’t going well, it’s time to be responsible and take over.  Kids in classrooms across America complain to me about boredom and I try to explain that their boredom is with themselves.  Life, I explain, is like a movie which can be an adventure flick, a romance, a comedy or a dull second-rate failure.  And I explain that they are not only the producer, the director, but also the star in their movie.  That they hire the other actors, they write the story and can change its direction at any time they wish. And finally, when it’s all over, they leave behind the film that is the record of the life they’ve lived.  Kids seem to respond to that kind of metaphor, but does it make a lasting impression;  a difference in their lives?  I doubt it.  9/5/07

I’ve started late but I’m running early.  I will not be put away or down.  I know my worth well enough and will not devalue that worth by a fraction of anything.  If I am to be judged badly, I will be that judge.  My failures are discovered.  If I am never known or understood it will be my secret.  I will not crawl to my grave but dance there ceaselessly.

Mine shall be a life lived of consequence.  7/2/87 

This is a matter that concerns me, and, I believe, I am as much concerned about being concerned as I am concerned about never being found and never being understood.  My passion is my work and I should not allow my desires to dilute it by a single drop.  Why cannot I simply be that person whom I cannot avoid being, with compassion, under- standing and delight?  Yet I know I have a strong desire to be acknowledged and understood.  I’ve said repeatedly, and I know, that I’m not an outstanding poet.  However, I know, I’m a great innovator and improviser.  I’ve introduced techniques to the craft of composing poetry that have never been tried before.  (Such a pompous claim).

My poems for multiple voices, as many as eighty voices which is the number I call for in all of my thirteen symphonies for spoken voiced orchestra, my word-scales and my serial poems which are as much music as poetry, are all unique.  And my sound poems and one-word poems which become improvisations when performed;  unique.

And my painting which consists mostly of my music and poetry which become scores for performance.  Again, I confess, I’m not a good painter, but I’m doing visual things with form which are innovative.  I’m tearing up hundreds of my paintings on paper and creating collages sometimes as large as 120 square feet, using a dozen or more torn paintings  on a single canvas.  But enough of what I’ve done and am doing.  Lets return to England.  9/5/07

Into the stone church at Abbotsbury, coast of southwest England.  There I stood alone on the pulpit and sang “Steal Away” and “Jesus Son of Man’s Desiring”.  Then I glanced at the bible opening it to a random page, the book of Tobit.  This must be my book.  

“I am Tobit and this is the story of my life.  All my life I have been honest and tried to do what was right.  When I was young I lived in northern Israel.  When I grew up I married Anna, a member of my own tribe.  We had a son and named him Tobias.”

Tobit was 62 when he became blind, but after his sight was restored he lived a very full life.  Tobit died a peaceful death at the age of 112.  Bless this day;  this finding.  7/4/87

If I were a true believer, I suppose that discovery would have meant everything.  But I’m not a believer on any level of much of anything connected with the bible.  If I weren’t so stubborn I might get a great deal from the book of Tobit.  As for my given name, Tobert, I’ve never encountered it and it’s likely that I’m the only Tobert on the planet.  If there was another I’d love to meet him.  

I asked my mother years ago how I got my name.  She hadn’t the slightest idea and was surprised and impatient at my interest.

“It’s my name Mom and I’d like to know where it came from.”

“Well all I can tell you is that I don’t know.”

“I think I do,” I replied.  ”Someone told me when I was very young that grandpa named me and that he chose the name Tova, which means ‘little pigeon’ in Russian.  He knew I would be a baby girl and when I turned out otherwise he did something very creative.  He retained the first letter of the word Tova replacing it with the first letter of his name, Robert, thus Tobert which sounds enough like a male Tova to satisfy grandpa Robert, and he got away with it.”

That was my reconstruction and it makes as much sense as anything else I could come up with.  Now we have Tobit to consider.  But what does it all mean and why bother.  9/5/07

London, my efforts in the galleries.  My failures which only fires my determination.  The countryside, southwestern England.  A swim in the English Channel.  Final night in the Fountain Hotel, rescuing a sad day and now in flight across the western flanks of England, now Scotland, outer Hebrides, Iceland, Greenland, northwest territories, Hudson Bay, Alberta, across Calgary, Oregon, Fresno to San Francisco.  Ten hours five minutes air-born and home.  7/6/87

And so ends my journal #3 which I promised would consist of fewer entries than the previous two, but it didn’t.  Hopefully those which follow will be reduced in size and as I  approach the 90s I will rely more on memory and eventually turn away entirely from my journals.  9/5/07

The 80s were great years for me.  Single but committed but single.  Wandering the Haight, feeling like it belonged to me.  Hanging out in the sun and fog.  Spinning my life in poetry and painting and being in love.  9/6/07

VIII

I’ve spoken of and will speak again of my brother Alan.  He was the only one of my siblings whom I remember having a close relationship with as a young boy.  A photograph which sparks memories of our relationship shows us standing on the brick stairs in front of my first home.  Alan, who is four years older than me stood in his leather jacket with an arm around my shoulders.  The picture shows us smiling and reflects the affection we felt for each other.  My brother was good to me and on the few occasions when we fought we put on well padded boxing gloves and he laughed softly as I vented my frustration in hopeless assault.  When I got into trouble my brother protected me.  I remember a fight he had with a bully in the neighborhood who was tormenting me.

My brother won.

As he approached his mid-teens he found friends his own age and drifted away from me.  There was nothing I could do to prevent it.  This was a difficult time.  I felt lonely and rejected by my closest friend.  On December 7th 1941, we were on Puget Sound in our father’s boat returning from a weekend cruise when we heard of Japan’s unprovoked attack on Pearl Harbor.  I remember my father saying Japan would be on fire and defeated within two weeks.

My brothers went down town the next day and signed on:  Melvin to the Army, Alan to the Navy.  I was too young, only sixteen, but the following year I joined the Navy.  I saw little of Alan during the next few years, but read some of his letters home to our parents and grandparents, and a few to me.  They reflected the visions of a thoughtful, idealistic young man and his aspirations for the future.  He was very handsome, had a captivating sense of humor and personality and had all the women he ever wanted.

In 1945 I was shipped to the Philippines, learned that my brother was stationed aboard a ship at one of our bases nearby and got a few days leave to look him up.  I traveled across several Islands and inland waters to the base where his ship was located and arrived the afternoon of the morning he had departed for America.  (He has never spoken of his Navy experiences but I know, from what source I’m not certain, that he was in some significant and costly landing operations.).

When the war was over I had grown up and we became closer.  Our favorite pastime was going to pool halls, having a bit more than necessary to drink and playing a few sharp games of call-shot.  He usually won, but it was close, competitive in a friendly way and to this day the pool hall is our principal way of connecting, so we never got intimate in the way that I would have liked.

This brother went to Law School after graduating from the University of Washington but chose not to finish, taking over our father’s jewelry store which he eventually gave to our sister, joining up with our brother, Melvin, in a partnership which has endured to this day.

It was always an amazement to me that two individuals of such diverse natures and temperaments could function so successfully together, but that diversity may have forged their effectiveness.

I don’t remember having a serious argument with this brother, or for that matter, a serious discussion.  It’s just not his nature and I’ve been successful, for the most part, in keeping it light.  When Alan was fifty he had a very serious and unexpected operation.  It was colon cancer;  the most deadly.  I remember visiting him at the hospital in Los Angeles during his recovery and he spoke seriously of his future and how it might be affected by this experience.  I was pleased to hear such feelings expressed and eagerly gave him a book by Allen Watts, one of my most cherished, “The Wisdom of Insecurity”.  I don’t believe he ever read it.

When he recovered he returned to his previous life.  I had been partners with my brothers in the Alaska project and early on into our Hotel operations, but it became clear to me that I was of no real value to them, and we thought, acted and valued differently.  So we severed business ties, at my request, in 1959.  I barely spoke to Mel, had never had much to do with him, but Alan and I continued connecting over the pool table.  The bad business we had in connection with our considerable hotel chain I will pass over;  not even touch upon lightly.

In the early 80s during my long period of living alone in the Haight of San Francisco, Alan called me from a Nob Hill apartment where he was spending the night, asking me to join him in a few beers and a few games of pool.  For the first time, I declined, insisting that he catch a cab over to my apartment because I wished to show him where and how I lived.  He was responsive and came over at once.  

So we wandered the Haight, stopped in at the Grand Piano and he experienced street-people, hippies, crazies and a few friends who wandered over to our table.  The regular soul in the red knit cap sat at the next table reading the Chronicle out loud upside down and backwards, made quite an impression on my brother and probably made as much sense had he read it as most of us do.  Most important, we had a touching conversation.  I had written him a letter a few months earlier telling him I appreciated his interest in my work, but wished that it could extend beyond a concern for my financial situation.  I wanted him to understand my reasons, beyond material considerations, for doing what I was doing.  I wanted him to know who I was.   

Now he spoke.  “I want you to know that I’m proud of what your doing though I have no idea what it’s all about.  I brag to my friends about you.  I even heard your name mentioned once on a car radio and someone said you were doing some very special things”.  I was stunned, and this brother continued.

“Of course I’m concerned about your making a living.  I know the schools don’t have much money any more, but I have more than I need and I would like to help you,  Decide what you need to make it easier for yourself, whatever the amount and I’ll make arrangements with my accountant to deposit a check to your bank account each month”.  What a generous and loving offer.  I was touched and I declined.

This brother is a most generous man.  Saw to it that our mother had all that she needed to live out her years comfortably after our father died.  Called her regularly, had a special relationship with her from the very beginning and always credited our brother Melvin for participating in his generosity, and I always doubted it.

A few months ago while speaking with this brother by telephone he mentioned that he had written down a list of New Year’s resolutions.  I was impressed, asked him to share a few to which he responded, “Certainly not, that list is personal.”

“Of course it is,” I responded, “I do it every year and  my list is personal too, but I share it with people I care for”.

“Fine,” he replied’ “I don’t.”

That was the end of it, but it wasn’t due to my indefatigable stubbornness over such matters.  I was bothered by his adamant resistance, so wrote him a letter including a copy of my most recent book, Cliff House Poems.  In that letter I attempted to make a case for intimacy.  I told him we had communicated over a pool table with pool talk for fifty years and I would appreciate it if we might expand our conversation to a more personal level.  Share our lives with more intimacy as the unforgiving years advanced upon us.  I didn’t want to wait for a major illness or a death to bring us closer together.  No response from this brother;  not from the book nor the letter.  As though neither existed.  I called a few weeks later to wish his wife a happy birthday and spoke with my brother.  It was short and passionless.  Should I accept our pattern of communication, encrusted in years of superficiality, or should I rock the boat.  Close friends reminded me, “You don’t change the other person, you change yourself, accept others for whom they are, don’t punish yourself in a hopeless quest.  You have no right to impose your value system on others and we must learn to crawl before we walk”.  

I know all of this and I know its validity, but I too am stubborn and I know how to make waves, though I rarely do.  So, another letter to this brother, reminding him in gentle tones how I loved and respected him, that I am not setting forth the rules of the game, that however he responds is fine with me, but would he please consider my request.  No answer and I guess that no answer is his answer.

Without a question this brother is more charitable than me.  He calls his nieces and nephews several times a year just to check in with them.  I do not.  He is forgiving and forgetting of malfeasances.  I am not.  But now it is my turn to be charitable, to respect my brother’s tacitly expressed wishes, at least until death do us part.

I am devoid of addictions either of body or mind, unless desirable, prolonged and on-going habits might be so construed.  I’ve spoken of my addiction to Earl Grey tea and journal writing, but these are harmless and beneficial as would be an addiction to genitalia.  I do have a habit, however, which disturbs me though I’ve been told that the Talmud praises involvement with numbers.  I’m a counter and inclined to believe that I carry my counting to extremes.  I’ve written about it in an unpublished work called, Counting, and I’ve concluded that my counting obsession is an outgrowth of the rhythm of language and music which is constantly expressing itself within my being.  Following are the opening pages of this personal investigation.

COUNTING

And I say stop.  It is not necessary to count the world.  And after I have counted it I count it again, over and over, for I am a counter of everything and everything is countable and everything I count over and over.  As surely as I breathe I count and as surely as I count, I count my breathing;  eternal everlasting mantra.  All breaths in every moment of every minute, counting the breaths within the minutes and moments within the breaths.  If I were not perfectly sane I would be insane;  victim of this irrepressible urge to count and count again-----everything.

I am unable to walk by myself without counting and measuring the number of steps from curb to curb, the number of squares contained within a measure of space and blocks within destinations.  Even with others and not counting, I am counting.

I am a counter in tens because ten has been my number as long as I have been into numbers which is the entire span of my present life, and I am able to automatically adjust my stride, by length, in order to arrive with perfect precision, well almost perfect, and strides of absolute consistency totaling ten steps, or variations thereof, at any location.  Leaves, shadows, cement cracks, oil slicks, turds, people, trees, posts-----everything and nothing falling within the measured cadence of ten.  By now my eye knows and my stride adjusts, without manipulation, counting for me as natural and unconscious a process as breathing.   

STOP, STOP, I cry, but to no avail for as soon as I am calmed and comfortable I begin again my count:  1,2,3,4,5,6,7,8,9,10-----1,2,3,4,5, STOP, 6,7,8,9,10, and again with sublime accuracy my foot cuts the crack, smothers the leaf, sinks comfortably into the creamy mound of San Francisco dog shit, strikes the curb.  

I propel myself up stairs with the energy of my counting technique.  No elevators for me;  I am a dweller of stairwells.  I can’t remember the names of some of my best friends, but I can tell you the number of stairs, by floor, of at least 25 buildings in this city, and what is worse, once the count is firmly stored, I count and count again the same flights, hoping, perhaps, that a riser has been added or stolen, to manufacture some drama, knowing that the count will remain unchanged, and knowing that I know this to be fact as I continue my inexorable count.  And naturally, all flights in excess of ten have been reduced to that number;  a simple process of factoring and always accomplished with a keen sensitivity

for balance.  For instance---fifteen stairs---five beyond ten of which ten is twice the number---a myriad of solutions.  Double risers on the odd step;  single risers on the even.  Thusly, step one, two stairs, step two, one stair, step three, two stairs, step four, one stair and onward to the next landing.  Ten steps, fifteen stairs.  Or reverse the process;  step one, one stair, step two,  two stairs, to an obvious and balanced conclusion.  How about fourteen risers in ten steps.  The variations and in ways to maintain and exquisite balance are immeasurable.  Leap the first three risers with a single stride, following riser by riser step by step until the final three risers and leap again.  A perfect balance with three risers per step at beginning and end.  Or the first two steps, two risers each, followed by a single riser per step until the final two steps of two risers each.

‘Fewer that ten risers’, you say, with an impatient shrug, thinking you have me.  Not so.

Up a step and back a step, (two steps, one riser) and step by step, riser by riser to the eighth step, then back to the seventh, returning to the eighth and top riser with ten steps.

Anything is possible if one is ready to embrace the impossible.  Simple logic;  basic arithmetic.  Murphy understood in Beckett’s great saga with great coat and sucking stones, as did Beckett in everything he wrote and didn’t write.

That concludes the opening section of Counting and must give one an idea of my obsession with numbers which seems somewhat excessive, I must admit.    I won’t bother to convince further by discussing my morning walks to Simple Pleasures and the counting which goes on during that nineteen block walk.  Only to conclude by saying  that over the years while walking, running, swimming, boating and driving I can estimate distances with an accuracy which borders on frightening.  I wish, with all my being, that I wasn’t so accurate and I will continue to take comfort from the fact that this obsession must be a natural reflection of my inner rhythms which simply refuse to be stilled.

My mom who struggles with her nights is awake now, struggling with her days.  Life is difficult for my mom but she will not let go of it easily and I believe one reason she will fight for life is because we who love her are not willing to let her go.  And another reason is because she has no other place to go.  8/10/87

I treasure a small collection of photographs of my mother, as a teen-ager, nothing before.  She was easy to find in a group because she was the one who was smiling and the one whose raven-toned hair cascaded, in its fullness, to her butt.   People in those days, in the early 1900s looked so grim in photographs, but my mom refused to accept the standard.  No wonder when my dad first saw her from half a block away he said, ‘There is the girl I’m going to marry’.  And when he wrote on the last page of her high school annual, ‘If anyone loves you more than I do let him write on this page if he wishes to’.  And they lived together gloriously for fifty years, at which point they were remarried, shortly after which, my father put his weary bones to rest and my mom lived on for almost a quarter of a century.  She never stopped loving my dad but was able to carry on with a great support system, a passion for the survival of the state of Israel which kept her politically active, and a passion for her family and for all of life-----all sustaining.  9/6/07

I’m coming to you, rushing up highway 5, Neil Diamond blasting, urging me forward through parched fields, lost beyond the care of water.  Past acres of cattle, silently standing in their mourning.  (We may devour one this evening)  Locked in the monotonous grind and groan of strictly functional highway 5.  I’m coming to you.

9/11/87

The cliff’s, Land’s End, Ocean Beach, Sutro Heights, all places of magic where I find myself in purest form.  And the Cliff House which would later become my second home, as I was to live nearby through most of the 90s.  I’ve always been a water person.  First Seattle, two homes within sight of Lake Washington and one at her edge.  Southern California, near Santa Monica, Anchorage, Alaska by Cook Inlet, Bremerton, Washington, Oakland, Santa Barbara, San Francisco, Alameda and Fort Bragg beside the Pacific.  And I was a water-baby, clinging to my father’s neck as his power-strokes carried us to a raft at Lake Geneva, Lake Twelve, Cottage Lake and Lake Wilderness.  At Madrona Beach, Lake Washington I was entered, at the age of four in a contest called Dead-Man’s Float and was pulled from the water after all the other kids had come up for air, because the lifeguards were afraid I might have drowned.  (I was just holding my breath as we were told to do.).  Water was my sacred home.  Later I mixed it with Scotch and now I drink water straight for my health.  The flavor or taste of water is impossible to define, yet we love it and require it beyond anything we consume on this planet;  do you know anyone who doesn’t like it?  9/7/07

I need to say “It’s never too late before it’s too late to say it’s never too late to say it’s never too late.”  So I’ll say it.  “It’s never too late, never too late”.  I’ve said it finally, clear enough and loud enough before it’s too late which it probably already is.  9/16/87  

And it often is too late.  Too late because we were too timid, too conservative, afraid of the risk which might be involved.  I’ve said, “The greatest risk is not risking.”  and I’ve attempted to make the concept of risking a vital element in the way I live my life.  But I know I’m not the risk taker I advertise myself to be.  I risk within the clearly framed parameters of my designated safety zone.  I never got into the trenches and fought for anything that I felt passionately about.  I never risked my skin or reputation for others, and the risks I’ve taken of behalf of myself only seem like risks to others.  I did, I’ve done and I’m doing what I want and need to do for myself.  I’m grateful to the Gods of chance that I’ve made few mistakes and done a damn good job of nurturing my passions and it’s never too late, but it’s getting close, so hurry, hurry.  9/7/07

Last night I took a risk of considerable magnitude.  I did something that few others have done and few others would consider doing.  I improvised my life, in a theatre, before about seventy people, friends and strangers alike.  It’s something I’ve wanted to do for years. Just get up in front of the crowd and start talking.  

I was walking with a friend on Haul Road about four months ago and I spoke of my desire to do it.  I wanted to get up there with as fresh and empty a mind as possible and do it.  I wanted to go back to my childhood, as far back as I could go which is almost back to my beginnings.  Then I wanted to advance forward, speaking and singing and reciting my life.  I wanted to do something devoid of ego, something that my audience might relate to in a way that might be useful.  I wanted my friends and those I didn’t know to know me as fully as I know myself.  

My friend thought it was a great idea and said he would like to direct the event.  But what would there be to direct?  There would be no script, no set, no idea of what would come next.  No sense of time.  So what would there be to direct?  My friend, an actor and director, didn’t care.  He wanted to direct the event.  And so it was agreed during our walk on Haul Road, several months after my open-heart surgery, before it was too late that it would happen.  

For a few weeks I debated with myself over the wisdom of actually doing it.  It seemed a fearful task;  getting up on stage and doing a one-man show without any preparations.  But that was the only way I would consider doing it.  So I obsessed for a few more weeks and finally decided if it was to happen I had to commit, and I did, by calling the local theater and reserving the theatre space and date.

As the time grew closer I began experiencing doubts.  I knew there would be difficult moments on stage and I hoped there would also be glorious moments as well.  When I thought of the difficult moments I worried and when I thought of the glorious moments I relaxed.  I experiences plenty of both feelings. 

Posters were printed and the event was officially announced:  The Me I Was Born With, an improvised journey with Toby Lurie.  Alan, my director, began asking questions.

“We need some kind of chronology.  How long do you think you will be on stage?”’

I reminded him of my original plan;  to improvise my life and I had no idea how long that might take.  He told me that there had to be some reasonable parameters and some general sense of how long it would take to get the job done.  I agreed to consider some kind of order of events and suggested that I would carry-on for at least fifteen minutes and no more than three hours.  I was being facetious.  I had a pretty good idea that I would be on stage for around an hour, give or take fifteen or twenty minutes.  He was satisfied.  

Yesterday afternoon at about 5:00 pm people began entering the theater.  Donations were optional.  I was providing wine, non-alcoholic beverages and several trays of finger food.

This would be a non-traditional function.  Refreshments would be in advance of the event. My plan was to get everyone into a compliant mood, if not drunk.  When someone came to me at 5:15 pm and asked me when the event would begin I told him,  “It already had.”

And at 5:30, almost sharp, I herded the audience into the theater, following behind, and stepped on to the stage.  My experience, a vast one because I’ve been a performing poet over forty years, belies the fact that I often get nervous before going before an audience.  As soon as I’m there it’s cool but it can be a bit frightening for the first few moments.  

Strangely, just the experience of hearing my voice is calming.  It tells me that I’m present before a friendly audience and that I am being heard and supported.  And so it was on September 21, 2008 as I welcomed my audience, told them I hoped they would not be disappointed and that I would not be disappointed either and opened with a short reading of the prologue to my autobiography, The me I Was Born With, part of which follows.

PROLOGUE

I first decided to write of my life when that life had hardly begun.  I thought I had lived sufficiently to compose a worthy narrative.  I was wrong for I had barely begun living.  I tried again in my mid-forties feeling that I had accumulated enough history to produce a fairly compelling document.  I stumbled through a hundred or so pages of dull and poorly composed prose and was relieved to suspend that project again.

Then as I acquired some degree of knowledge and experience as a painter and poet, I decided I might be ready and once again made the effort.  Emboldened and shocked by my advancing years I figured it was now or never, but as with my previous efforts I arrived at a dead end.  It just wasn’t working.  Something which was needed was not there.  I asked myself why am I attempting to do this again.  Who could possible be interested in reading about this life.  (Possibly my children?)  I should get back to painting and poetry, where I belong.  

Advancing twenty years.  Now I’m eighty-two and suffering from a condition not uncommon with people of this age, in fact I’ve been aware of its advance for at least twenty years-----loss of language.  Most middle-aged to older people are aware of this condition to greater or lesser degrees:  slowly, incrementally, vocabulary slips from the screen.  Forgotten, remembered, forgotten and remembered again and finally forgotten.

It’s words that name things;  labels which apply to lots of things:  peoples names, book titles, movies, vegetables, items, the nouns of language.  These are the first things that slip away.  Adjectives are next.  We know what we want to say to describe some event, person or thing, but the appropriate word is not waiting for us.  We are the ones who are waiting, and sometimes what we are waiting for fails to arrive.

Now, once again and for the last time, I’m about to embark on a book speaking my life.  I know it will re-ignite memories and take me down corridors to places I’ve never written about or remembered.  It will be joyous and painful.  A sour mulch;  a glorious harvest.  I’m a sucker for nostalgia, so I know I’ll enjoy the journey.  This will be my final effort so I must succeed.

And so this book is well underway and I am determined to succeed;  at least to completion.  And during the process of writing this book I thought again about my wish to stand before an audience and speak my life as form of improvisation.  It’s strange that both events are happening together;  one which requires a fine-tuned memory and one that wishes to speak with as clear as possible a slate and step aside to let whatever needs or wants to be said, to be said.

I did it two days ago, stepped to the stage at the Mendocino Theater and spoke my life.  What seemed a short distance into the event I asked the time and was told it was 7:00 pm.  I was sure this was incorrect, that it must be 6:00 pm.  I was wrong.  I had been playing, sermonizing, performing my poetry, having a good time before a responsive audience for ninety minutes, well beyond what I thought the time to be.  So I rushed along with what was to be, in a general way, a time with audience involvement.  Another forty-five minutes and it was over.  A standing ovation from those who had remained and braved the marathon.  Friends in support, strangers in support and empty seats vacated by those who had grown weary and drifted away.  Now I can relax, recompose and get on with my life 

IX

Tassajara on a Saturday morning.  Eric reading from my Haight Street Blues.  Some, he says, are gems, others partly so, others pure shit.  Eric who should have been a poet, a singer, an actor;  something other than what he is, and will be in his proper time.

The bakery is a Jewish-mother disguised in Zen, bestowing her affection on those of us who seek it in its forms of physical nourishment and filial affection.  And she always sends us home satisfied.  9/19/87

Following is a poem that speaks the haight and Tassajara Bakery.

SOMETIMES

Sometimes when the Haight is too dense

I come to Tassajara for relief.

Here the cups the people and the bran muffins are immaculate.

Those who run the bakery

mostly students of Zen are soft and bright.

Here one does not hear the blasphemous ragings

of the human heart.

Here is conviviality and friendship

Here is proper restraint

Here the modulations of gentility.

And when Tassajara becomes unbearably dense

I return for relief to the Haight.

And so it was for me.  Wandering from one environment to the other, each serving my needs for the moment.  The Grand Piano where a street person with one arm amazed us at the piano.  Where musicians from the San Francisco Conservatory of Music, where I was a student in the late 40s, often stepped by to entertain.  Where Lexie, the owner, once told me that she would probably make more money if she gave away her food and beverages and charged chair rental.  Lexie, a former kindergarten teacher at a Rudolph Steiner school, wanted to create an environment where all the lost and lonely souls of the Haight could come and feel comfortable and cared for.  They learned quickly and many of them would wander in and out a dozen times a day, serving their needs at the counter.  Honey and water, sugar cubes, a jigger of milk, whatever was free, and settle down, out of the weather to conversation and silence.

All You Kneed, down the street by Masonic, the easterly edge of upper Haight, for a good cheap meal.  Great lasagna, dynamite, huge salads with potent dressing as thick as crank-case oil. 

And Kiss My Sweet, featuring heart-attack triple chocolate cake and brownies.  Outstanding window-viewing of the street and constantly good vibes.  And so on and so on.  The street was filled with opportunities for hanging-out.  9/6/07

Final day. Lake Tahoe.  I’ll entertain the students at a nearby school for the last time, amazing them with my skills.  Skills grown rusty from repetition.  Then home.  How rapidly, beyond reason these days descend, one upon the other, each collapsing as it rises.  We must forget the vanishing days, center ourselves and live only for and in the moment.  I know this and try as best I can, still victim to desire.  10/16/87

I know that and I try.  Therein my problem.  Trying is seeking;  seeking is desiring;  desiring a ramping-up of Ego.  We are told time and time again, “Release yourself from desire and you have everything.”  If I believed that I would have it, but my desire for certain things remains high priority;  not for money or fame.  Just for my work to be noticed, acknowledged in certain circles which seem forbidden to me.  Maybe I don’t deserve better. We’ll see.  9/7/07

My paints are hardening in their tubes;  my brushes are dry and words are struggling for the surface.  The only discipline that interests me is the discipline of freedom.  10/25/87

I select the journal entries which say something to me which I feel may say something to you.  It’s rare that I find myself without desire.  I’ll call this ‘good desire’ as contrasted with ‘bad desire’, the material desire.  The good desire being my desire to express myself creatively.  If I don’t feel like painting I’ll pick up my pen, begin writing or sit down to my piano  And if I don’t feel like doing anything, I’ll revile in my freedom.  9/7/07

Sometimes gazing;  an unexpected glance, catching myself, unprepared, I’m shocked to see that I am as old as my years.  Forget my spirit, the excitement of my life;  that fire burns within a body gray and aging for there is no escape from what comes to all of us if we are lucky enough or unlucky enough to survive our youth.  11/16/87

(“Age is measured by the age of the spirit,”  Ralph Nader quoting someone.

“It’s far better to die too soon than too late,” a young man, nephew of J.P. Morgan who committed suicide at the age of twenty-seven.)

That was twenty years ago.  Me complaining about what I saw in a mirror or a sidewalk window.  I had then the same aches of back and knee that I have today.  Otherwise I feel no different now than then and the fire in my belly is just as bright.  I complained then, at sixty-two, knowing that I was only forty and I complain now at eighty-two knowing I am only sixty.  Ain’t it all relative though.

Of course it is.  When I was nearing twenty a movie called Life Begins at Forty came to town.  We all laughed at the title.  Life Begins at Forty;  it would be more accurate to call it Life Ends at Forty.  How could anyone that old be cool, and at forty I looked at sixty with the same disdain.  When I arrived at sixty I began thinking about mortality.  It was a familiar word but one I had never given much thought.  It comes to all of in the fullness of time;  an awareness that mind and body may have lost a modicum of elasticity.  I would hesitate before jumping from a rock over three feet high and not even consider any boulder beyond.  I told myself, that when I saw the first gray hair on one of my children I would know I was moving along.  Now I’m avoiding looking for gray hair on any of my grandchildren, and they wouldn’t be too difficult to find.  

How suddenly we arrive.  How suddenly we are here which is the only place we could possibly be unless we were there which would be the here of there which is where we are in this, the only moment of our lives;  the moment of eternity.  9/7/07

My dear mother has given herself to sleep.  A few years ago this might have caused her embarrassment but now my mother has given herself to sleep, the most powerful force in her waking day.  At night she struggles to sleep and during the day she struggles to remain awake.  But that is no longer so, for now my mother has unabashedly given herself to sleep, as she now has done before my anxious eyes.  11/22/87

So suddenly begun, so suddenly ended, all the days, months and years of our lives.  Only the moment is eternal as we pass from one to the other, each complete and eternal within itself.  We are always here where we are.  Even if we are someplace else we are here;  present in present time.  It’s a difficult concept to comprehend but so simple and logical, yet so difficult to explain to anyone who sees it otherwise or not at all.  One’s reality is not another’s.  If 40,000 people are in a stadium watching a football game, 40,000 games are being played.  Yet they all experience the same final score.  

I just entered into 1988.  It was a good year for my paintings which were installed in three district libraries in San Francisco and at the California Institute of Integral Studies.  I stayed on the west coast, going to Los Angeles for a week in the schools and a week in Nevada schools and later, still, back to southern California for another week.  I find my work in public schools more and more boring because I’ve been negligent about challenging myself by introducing new material.  I earned about $8,000.00, allowing a little extra for unreported income;  was living well and denying myself nothing.  And now I move ahead to journal #5.  9/7/07

A year following a year that rated ten on the standard scale of one to ten.  If I rated any less it would indicate my inability to appreciate loss, failure and pain, life’s most effective teachers.  So onward, into the new, and I will not go gentle into this good year.

1/1/88

I’m watching her fumbling with the newspaper.  She is six years older than me;  my wife’s mother.  The paper could almost be in a foreign language though the words are familiar.  She examines across and back, up and down, carefully turning and folding from page to page.  It will not be remembered beyond the moment.  She will struggle from her recliner, stack it carefully on the table and return to it several more times repeating her ritual.

Struggling through the clogged arteries of memory.  A name and another is remembered then lost as a shadow in descending light.  I had three names;  three nurses who cared for me.  Came to the house to test my vital signs, take blood, two or three times a week.  I remembered their names with ease;  then they were gone as if they had never been with me.  (She has forgotten to forget and remembers none of it).  A tragedy and a blessing.  The acceptance that nothing really matters and that each moment is a miracle is all I need to know other than Ann, Barbara and Lori.  3/3/08

I’ve lost any desire for it but I know from personal experience that marijuana is an outstanding food enhancer.  So I tried it this evening.  It did nothing for me.  My wife cooked dinner for me trying to make it as seductive as possible, but it failed as did the marijuana.  The anti-biotic has destroyed my appetite.  3/3/08

Sometimes the taste is intense and sometimes without any taste, just texture;  disagreeable texture.  Carolyne tried a hamburger.  The meat was grainy and tasteless and difficult to swallow.  Now I sit with a fig-newton something I requested of my ever patient and accommodating wife.  Earlier I was able to take a few bites of an apple with some degree of acceptance.  Most everything tastes like sawdust.  Now I understand what my dear sister was saying. 

And the days pass through me.  Three weeks today beyond ground zero from which I arose to greet this life, observing that I was still in it, and if I am it must be for some reason other than to feel the burden of feeling sorry for this self.  It’s all a cartoon;  we the characters in this implausible drama, and bearing the responsibility of making it seem valuable and necessary for at least the moment we are in it.   So, on to glory;  to a moment of this and that.  3/3/08

I’ve learned today that the anti-biotic I’ve been taking intravenously to deal with my internal infection, is now, in a negative way, affecting my kidneys.  I didn’t need to hear that, but having heard, we are making the necessary, hopefully the necessary, adjustments.  No more anti-biotics for the moment while my team converges on a new strategy.  Kidney failure is not an option.  There is only one option;  eliminate what’s bad inside and get back on the path of following my long held and cherished ideals.  3/4/08

And one final time back to the ‘now’ and possibly a time remaining beyond this ‘now’ and beyond that one, a time to say that I have turned the corner, turning in the right direction, turning away from myself in the way that I have been..  Now I’m with myself positively, looking out and beyond to the self of me that is alive to the world.

I’m allowing myself to heal as quickly or slowly as necessary.  This episode in my life is coming to a close and I’m ready to leave it behind.  3/16/08

“How it rushes how it flies time without a compromise.  And when the tape, the tape is at its end, we improvise but do not comprehend.”  This is a two-part chant which I’ve used a hundred and more times and incorporated into numerous poems and paintings.  Oh yes, I borrow from myself constantly.  It’s just a matter of taking that which I’ve already composed and reshaping and mixing it into new forms.  Like a musician working with the various scales available to create new compositions.  So I have a proven model from which to build my language compositions.  9/10/07

Back to my city;  painting and poetry and good friends.  Some unanswered questions;  answers really known but avoided in the presence of their gravity.  We need more laughter.  We need to be held, to hold ourselves;  to survive with dignity.  1/15/87

Perhaps when one resorts to the form autobiography one is expressing an insecurity;  a fear of being passed, unrecognized, a need to be known, to be remembered;  to know that one is remembered, thanks to good housekeeping, hopefully a well maintained archive and through this process acquire a kind of immortality, a barrier against the finality of death.  I would confess to some of these feelings.  

Victor Frankel in his seminal book, Logo-therapy wrote of his observations while interned in a concentration camp during World War II,  noting that those prisoners who had something of value in their lives to look forward to were most likely to survive.  Whether some important research, an unfinished book or a loved one waiting on the other side, it was a thing of profound value and importance.  Neither age nor physical condition were the primary factors;  it was that purpose ahead.  I would imagine that this could be a general model in judging those factors, beyond the physical, which have to do with                      longevity in life.)

This is not my first effort to record this life.  My nature is to abandon any distasteful project, to begin anew, certainly when writing is the subject.  My creative life is often an improvisation and I’m not a good trouble-shooter.  Polishing is not my style.  If it feels wrong I let it go.  I’ve filed away several manuscripts which were uncomfortable;  not flowing, not feeling right.  (I’m working with these as I write about them.  Two of them are before me now 2008, and I’ve spoken of them before.)  

I’m completing a painting today which is a precise illustration of my concept, Word-Scales.  It consists of twenty separate paintings, 9”x12”, on paper.  All of which are glued, vertically, in four rows of five paintings each, to a canvas 4”x4”.  I dealt the paintings onto the canvas, like dealing a deck of cards, in random order.  Then I circled the arrangement, viewing it from all four sides and in between,  My first effort, again,

seemed to be what I wanted, so I commenced gluing.

This painting is named, Word Scales, and is based on a nineteen word, Word Scale.

“I will not be confined within the breathless shackles of diminished space:  My heart must dance loose and free.”  I’ve used this scale in dozens of my poems, a number of paintings and it became the foundation of two of my symphonies and several videotaped improvisations with various dancers, so its given me good mileage.

In this particular painting, which will be completed this afternoon, I’ll paint a single word from that scale on nineteen of the twenty panels.  The twentieth panel will have a brief explanation of the purpose and process of this composition.  The words will not be painted in any prearranged order so that it will be possible for a viewer to create his or her own poetry by reading from left to right, right to left, up or down, sideways or upside down or any other way if anyone is interested in pursuing the project.  But that is not of any particular concern or urgency.  What’s important is that the work will be done, the formula will be clear and the process will give me great satisfaction and pleasure.  This may be my most concrete expression of the concept, Word-Scale, binding together language, music and painting into that form which I call Synesthesia.  10/24/95

It’s a late summer mid-afternoon on Ocean Beach and I’m stripped to the waist beneath a greedy sun.  What sublime pleasure to be teased into sleep.  This warmth envelopes me and seduces me into the delightful confusion of that holy place between consciousness and unconsciousness.  That’s what it did to me today and then I awakened, fully refreshed;  watching drifting youth embraced in the security of love and tenderness.  And this too will pass, which makes it all the more precious.  10/26/95

A few years ago I saw a movie called New York Stories, consisting of three stories written and directed by well known and respected film directors.  One by Woody Allen about an artist who created his masterpieces  in a huge, well designed warehouse/  He was shown working on a large brilliantly colored canvas, applying great layers of oil paint with delight and random perfection to the loud supportive music of the Beetles.  

(And, of course, there was a beautiful woman in the background).  

That day I knew I must have such a space in which to create paintings of great proportions.  To climb on ladders to dizzying heights and literally throw my paints at the canvas.  Shortly I found such a space in an Oakland warehouse which I rented by the day from two young artists who worked days and painted nights.  One of them agreed to stretch my canvas to stretcher bars which required the construction of sturdy frames to support 120 square feet of canvas, for my paintings were to be 10x12 feet.

I thought, “Now I will be able to create entire symphonies on a single canvas.”  When my four canvases were stretched, I purchased paints in quantities I had never before considered.  These huge walls of canvas were somewhat intimidating until I began painting.  The Beetles were not available but my music is jazz and KJAZZ pumps it out

24 hours a day.  Nick Naulty, out of my way.  10/28/95

I mounted a ten foot ladder with a gallon bucket half filled with my first color and started splattering paint on my first canvas.  Huge blotches and streaks burst back at me as that awesome mass of canvas surrendered to my spontaneous thrusts.  In a few hours I had filled the canvas with a glow of colors, some of which had melted into others, producing unplanned shades and tones.  This would be my symphony, created from those random notes and chords which would be given some order when I filled in my staff lines from a large brush which I had designed with five fingers of bristle to duplicate the five lines of a music staff.  

I created three other large works within the next several months, thus realizing my fantasy to be a painter of paintings of awesome proportions.  I only had to substitute the badly run-down environment of east Oakland for Manhattan, K Jazz for the Beetles and solitude for the seductive presence of a passionate young mistress.

It was now that I realized my paintings were too large to get through the oversized doors or windows of this oversized warehouse, and was faced with the decision of paying storage or taking the frames apart and rolling them like carpets.  I solved the problem by putting it off;  paying rent for three years and when the tenant was forced out, taking the paintings apart and storing them in my garage where they await demand.  (I’ve since moved them from that garage in Alameda to much more accommodating storage here in Fort Bragg).  10/30/95

There’s always my concern about this document which carries dates from the 80s into the 90s into present time.  Will this cause undo confusion, any confusion at all.  I hope not and I see no solution to the process if it does.  It seems clear to me;  perhaps only to me, but I see no other way having advanced to this stage.  Be forgiving.

In 1989 my dear friend Christian, of Denmark, suggested I consider showing my work there.  “A great idea”, I enthused, “but you would have to be my agent and line up some meetings with gallery owners.”  This he did and the following year I met him in Copenhagen  and visited the Atelier 53 Gallery in an area of galleries and breweries in that colorful city.  Max Seidenfaden, the owner, spoke less English than I Danish and I spoke not a word.  So Christian was our interpreter and within minutes a date had been set.  Max was particularly intrigued with my idea of mounting cassettes beside my paintings so that viewers might punch-in and hear a performance of the score within the painting,  He understood the added dimension which this concept brought to my work.

On to Aarhus where Christian lived, to a spacious city-funded community gallery, more to the form of a museum.  There we met with the curator who also responded with enthusiasm, responding to the idea of mounted cassettes.  A date was set which would correspond with my show in Copenhagen, in fact, the two shows would run simultaneously, thus shortening my stay in Denmark by a month.

The next year I made the tedious and complex arrangements of having over half-a-ton of paintings including packaging shipped to Denmark and I followed by plane several months later to join them in Copenhagen..  Max sold three of my large canvases to one of his collectors as they were removed from their cumbersome crates.  He also purchased one for his private collection.  The opening was sparsely attended and nothing more was sold during the month they remained on display.  

Following that opening Christian and I loaded my remaining stock on a trailer and headed for Aarhus where we hung that show the following day and opened the day following to a substantial attendance.  I was anxious to document that opening professionally and arranged for a crew with state of the art equipment and expertise to film the event. Christian also had a friend bring her modest hand-held camera to capture it in a more candid, spontaneous manner.  When I converted those two dissimilar videotapes upon my return I was shocked at the difference.  The hand-held camera captured the mood, the color and the sound with sensitivity and candor.  The professional job was cold, rigid, ragged, humorless and even less accurate.  Technology is not always the solution to matters of the heart, in fact, rarely so.  10/31/95  

There were a few small sales in Aarhus, but much more important I made three outstanding trades.  In the village of Skagen on the northeast coast of Denmark we visited the studio of a well known glass artist.  He had purchased a four story Post-Office, converting the upper floors to living space and the lower floors to work and gallery space.  I was immediately drawn to a great Viking mask with imbedded pieces of copper for facial features.  It was solid glass and must weigh twenty-five pounds.  Also two tall stemmed goblets and a marvelous decanter just out of the furnace.  He was coming to Aarhus the following week and was sufficiently interested to bring along these pieces.  He met me at the gallery, liked my work and we negotiated a mutually satisfying trade.

I also traded a painting for a high-style body-length leather coat, and another for an unusual metal sculpture which I discovered in the English Café, down a cobblestone alley in Aarhus.

The following year I traveled with my paintings in the opposite direction, west, to the Island country of Japan.  I had met a New Zealander married to a Japanese woman, living in Tokyo, at a party in Venice, California.  He was a photographer who planned on opening a gallery in Osaka.  I thought little of it at the time, but showed him a few photographs of my paintings which he seemed to appreciate and we agreed to keep in touch.  

Two years later I met a lady from Japan, living in San Francisco where she owned a small gallery on the verge of shutting down.  She liked my work and said she might be able to arrange a show for me in Japan.  She traveled between our two countries on a regular basis and seemed to be shifting her focus and energy to her home country.  In late ’91 Shoko Toma informed me that an opening could be arranged in Spring of ’92 in a city north of Tokyo, Utsunomiya.  She asked me if I could come over to perform my paintings at the opening.  I contacted Grant Taylor, my New Zealand connection at his home in Tokyo and we were able to coordinate my visit with an opening at his recently opened gallery in Osaka.  While in Tokyo I would stay with Grant which would save me considerable expenses in that most expensive city.  Both Grant and Shoko warned me that a Japanese audience would not be as responsive to my audience involvement techniques as an American audience.  “We’re a reticent people,” said Shoko

“As bad as the British,” echoed Grant.  I ignored both of them.  I knew better.

I arrived in Tokyo, heeding Grant’s advice not to take a cab to town because it would cost me over $200.00.  Instead I paid $35.00 for a bus.  Arriving in Tokyo I called Shoko who told me in a very dispassionate voice that the manager of the gallery in Utsunomiya had suddenly taken very mysteriously ill, so the opening was cancelled.  Shoko had sufficient notice so that she could have called me before I left America.  I overlooked that detail, set aside my disappointment and concentrated my energy on Grant’s opening in Osaka.  We arrived there from Tokyo, struggling through a righteous typhoon, Japanese style.  The gallery was incredibly small and turned out to be a combination gallery-café.  

I wanted a voice in deciding the arrangement of my paintings but they would have none of it, so I took my frustration to the streets and alleys of Osaka.  The opening on the following day was sparsely attended but those who came were warm and responsive.  Responsive with warmth but not with their pocketbooks.  

Back in Tokyo in a few days, suddenly thinking, “I’m going to cut this trip short and get out of here.”  Calling Shoko, I suggested she invite a few people to her apartment where I could do a short performance of my paintings.  She thought it a good idea, also telling me that the man who owned the gallery in Utsunomiya felt very badly about the cancellation and was inviting me to his city to stay as his guest and then drive me into the northern countryside where the most famous shrines and gardens were located.  So I decided to stay on and pursue my plan to spend a few days in the Japan Alps.  

A few evenings later I was walking on a hiking path near a small village when I met

a hiker about my age.  I stopped to greet him, we became instant friends and he insisted that I join him for dinner.  When he told me he had served in the Japanese army during World War II, I thought to myself, “How amazing that I’m sitting at a table drinking and eating with a man I’ve just met who served in the same war that I was in, as the enemy.”  

(We rarely see the enemy in the face anymore.  We just kill him and kill him and be killed.  That’s the beauty of modern warfare, we don’t have to lie awake at night and see the face of the enemy, who might be a brother walking a path in a distant land.). 

The Alps were stunning.  I ended up in a mountain village with a few lovely Inns.  I followed the advice of a young American I’d met in Tokyo and hiked for fifteen minutes to the last resort in the woods.  When the desk clerk informed me in writing that the room with breakfast would cost 75,000 Yen, about $150.00, I gestured, ‘impossible’, and then gestured, ‘Can you direct me to something less expensive’.  he responded “Hi”, and drew me a reasonable map.  I returned to the village, found the large log fortress and inquired at the desk.  The price was 70,000 Yen, including breakfast and dinner.  

I took a key and followed directions to my room which turned out to be a room with bunk-beds for about twenty guests.  I rushed back to the desk but stopped myself, thinking, ‘This would be an opportunity to have a more personal connection with the average person’.  

At dinner which consisted of rice, miso soup and several kinds of fish and vegetables I sat with a nice group of men spending the weekend on the generosity of their employer

and hot-tubbed  with one of them in the Inn’s springs.  I slept comfortably, after a refreshing night walk with my new friend, serenaded by various levels and ranges of snoring.  We met again at breakfast, a replication of dinner, but in smaller portions.  

No wonder the only fat people in Japan are tourists.

On my return to Tokyo I transferred trains at the station in Utsunomiya, taking the bullet which arrived in Tokyo, 100 miles distant in 45 minutes.

One quality which reflects the Japanese character with keen accuracy was demonstrated by an experience I had the day of my return.  I left my black leather jacket on a railing in the station at Utsunomiya.  I realized what I’d done ten minutes out of the station, suffered a moment of agony then forcefully told myself to accept the loss, let go of it, and enjoy the balance of my trip.  

Several hours later in Tokyo I was sharing my experience with Grant’s wife, Sutomi, who immediately responded saying, “Your jacket is not lost.  It’s still where you left it.  I’ll go to the local station and have them call Utsunomiya station to return it.”

“Please Sutomi, don’t bother.  There were thousands of people in the station, my jacket is gone.”  She would not be deterred, asking me some details and pushing her way to the door, out into the rainy night and to my disbelief, returning 45 minutes later to tell me that they had sent someone to the location I described where the jacket hung.  It would be returned to me in the morning.  In America the jacket would have been torn from my back.

The following weekend Shoko had  close to twenty people packed into her tiny apartment.  I spoke for a few moments, demonstrated my approach and Shoko sold six paintings that evening.  Flying home I calculated sales and once again I had made expenses plus a little  and was pleased with the outcome.

My purpose as a poet and painter has always been to enjoy myself and convey the message of my life to others that it might in some measure influence, in a positive way, their lives.  So breaking even is an acceptable outcome.  

When I moved, on 1/1/91 from the Haight I knew that I was sacrificing funk and energy 

for the sterility of outer-Richmond.  When I went searching for some acceptable substitutes I found nature in its full-blown glory on the nearby cliffs overlooking the Golden Gate but I needed to balance it with human-energy.  I found two coffee houses a mile away on Balboa street.  One was funk and the other sterility.  Funk carried the Haight Street Blues and on my first day there a man about my age purchased a copy and asked me to autograph it.  I sat with him at his table and Gene Anthony who was the seminal chronicler of the unforgettable ‘Summer of Love’, and later wrote a book stuffed with his glorious photographs (which became a national treasure) became one of my best friends, and remains so to this day.  Gene’s mistress is the sea and during his time in the Bay Area I sailed with him on two boats which he handled with mastery in the unpredictable bay.  He lived close by at the time, later moved to East Bay where he had several addresses and later still, moved to Reno where he lives with his former wife, also a writer of considerable talents.  

Then I discovered the Cliff House, (mentioned earlier), not exactly for the first time.  Not exactly for the first time which goes back half-a-century.  I remember going there of a morning with Jan and her parents and ordering up a round of Ramos Gin Fizzes.  We were passing the time until scheduled to attend a marriage ceremony for some member of 

my wife’s family.  I loved Ramos Gin Fizzes and wanted to share that love with Jan and her parents.  I’d had them before during World War II, when I spent a short while in the Bay Area.  The waiter, fifty years of waiting tables in the Cliff House, placed my drink on a fork I’d been playing with, an uneven surface, a thick creamy Ramos Gin Fizz, a drink that helped make the Cliff House the famous icon it was known to be, spilled into my lap and, as I jumped to my feet, trailed down both  legs of my freshly ironed pants. 

What a laugh we had as our waiter angrily admonished me for playing with my silverware as he brushed me down with a bar rag.

( I must return to present time to discuss, for a moment, the meltdown of Wall Street, and predict its consequences.  We may be returning to the ugliness of the Great Depression as financial institutions of prestigious reputations succumb on a daily basis.  President Roosevelt who led us out of the last Great Depression said, years later, during the outbreak of World War II, “We have nothing to fear but fear itself.”  We have plenty to fear at this time and beyond the fear, the unmistakable realities of impending losses of dignity, retirement security and homes.  Thousands of homes have already suffered foreclosure and millions of Americans have been driven from their homes or will lose them shortly.  Our president Bush and his gang are certainly not immune from responsibility, in some large part, but he did the right thing in supporting our Secretary of

Treasury Paulson’s plea for a bailout.  The price tag was for 600 billion dollars and many financial experts insisted that it would require three times that amount to stanch the hemorrhaging.  Two thirds of Democrats voted for the bailout while two thirds of our president’s men voted against.  These are times of peril.  Peril beyond belief.  America will never be the same.  9/29/08)

In current terms, (not quite as current as immediately above) I’m in bed with at least a knee and a hip, both on the left side, which are bone on bone, which means an absence of cartilage in those respective sockets.  Pain is never fun and if it’s so severe that I’m forced horizontal then it’s no fun at all.  It’s mostly about age and applies to all sorts of things.  If one lives long enough then one most reasonable accept the exigencies which are a condition of old age.  Enough on this.  I’ve made arrangements to have a total knee replacement on October 15th, and then I shall look into my hip.  9/10/07

On a happier and more hopeful note, I’ve employed an agent to help me get connected with that frustrating but necessary world of art galleries.  I need my paintings to be shown in more prestigious locations than:  libraries, cafés, schools, restaurants and rented spaces, all falling under the banner of alternative spaces.  We plan three week-long trips to pre-appointed galleries in Chicago, New York and a third location yet to be determined.  My agent Bob Booker will arrange the meetings and I insist on a minimum of three formalized dates before I commit to a trip.  Bob insists there will be no problem. If this plan fails then I will probably accept the reality that it ain’t going to happen while I’m around, forget about the glory of which I’ve had my share, put those stresses aside and continue having a hell of a good time doing what I’m doing.  And now back to ’88 barely begun.  9/10/07

‘

            Tony, the Vagabond Poet called me a saint.  Tony kids a lot and bull-shits a lot too.

He knows it and I know it and he knows that I know it, but that doesn’t slow him down.

Tony is a nice man but really fucked.  He might be the first to admit it if he were honest 

with himself.  I told him I needed honesty if we were to remain friends and I would like 

to remain his friend.  I’m no saint and we both know it.  I said to him, “Tony you bull shit

all the time.  I don’t know who you are most of the time and I refuse to continue with you  

            unless you make up your mind to eliminate the bull-shit and go straight with me.”  He looked at me, smiled and winked and I knew he understood.

For years I’ve known Tony, the Vagabond Poet.  That’s how he wanted to be known, but I insisted on just calling him Tony.  He liked me and would get in touch whenever he touched down in San Francisco.  Earlier on when he was living in the city his mom came for a visit and he asked me if he could bring her by.  He wanted to gain a bit of respect by showing her a successful poet, one who painted as well, lived in a comfortable well-kept apartment and attained a degree of refinement to matc her own.  (We are judged by the friends we keep.).  Tony’s brother was a successful lawyer practicing in Ithica and his sister was a legal secretary.  Then there was Tony, a hundred pounds overweight, living, as they say, from hand to mouth and a chain smoker.  Kind of a mess and a lousy poet.

Tony had a lot to overcome..  And there was the matter of his health.  He claimed that he had picked up the crud in Vietnam and was slowly dying.  I took him to a hospital once and he seemed disappointed when the doctor told him all tests were negative and he was in good health.  Well he wasn’t.  And the Vagabond Poet passed on to Poet’s Paradise a few years ago.  He was a sweet, suffering poet who found peace during the last several years of his life when he married a good woman who adored him.  And now I remember him as Tony, the Vagabond Poet.  9/10/07

My body feels neglected.  A stomach rising from my stomach.  Ten new pounds of flesh to tote about, clear evidence of neglect and advancing age.  I had no idea this could happen to me.  Walter would say. “Let go, welcome your years.  They belong to you.”

Yesterday I had a physical.  My heart is perfect, blood pressure good and low, my prostate firm and small enough.  All other signs;  urine, blood, cholesterol , stool;  outstanding.  Only my age is not well.  1/28/88

It makes no sense for a person with my good sense to be obsessed with age.  Such concern runs deeply contrary to my often expressed belief that there is no such thing as time, therefore no such thing as age.  As for the physical of me, my doctor and I discovered a heart murmur a few years ago.  This after a nurse discovered my heart murmur and my doctor, taking a second, more thoughtful look, agreed.

In the first year of our new millennium it was discovered that I had prostate cancer which I erased the following year with thirty-seven blasts of radiation, five days per week, 180 rads each visit to put the monster down.  I did considerable research on the subject before deciding on radiation.  I was convinced that I would decide on radiation when I learned that the head of my team was a doctor Roach and when he assured me that I need not be concerned about incontinence or impotence, as he had developed a new technique of radiating that would spare my nerves.  Many prostate cancer patients worry more about these issues than the cancer itself.

I was so intrigued by the entire process, not least of all by my interaction with the large number of patients I met during the course of my treatment, that I maintained a daily cancer journal which became the foundation of a book I wrote on the subject, yet to be published.  In essence it’s a book of hope.  There are so many confusing, disturbing and contradictory books on the subject that it’s depressing to come to any conclusions as to the most effective method of treatment.  We are told to take control of our situation and make valued decisions based on acquired knowledge.  My focus is to encourage the reader to take charge of his life and redirect it, if necessary, in a positive direction.

What follows is a portion of the preface to this book  

“Dear Reader:  This book is for you.  My hope is that it will guide you through the 

troubled waters of attacking and surviving PC.  During this crisis I’ve continued journal 

writing on a daily basis, and it has been an invaluable form of therapy in the process of confronting my demons,  The healthiest way of dealing with the frustrations which cloud the heads of PC patients is to examine them in the clear light of reason and take care of business item by item day by day.

It’s an incredible experience and a wake-up call to discover that one has been struck with

PC.  (This is supposed to happen to other people;  not to us.).  It tears one out of  life’s safety-zone with unbelievable violence, and then, after one has recovered from the initial shock, a rebuilding and rebirthing can begin. 

I’ve always been obsessed with time (though I should know better) and time has been a principal focus of my poetry;  the quality of time over the quantity.  Realizing that dreams are not to be talked about or held in our silent folds of memory, but to be lived, and I’ve lived most of my dreams as well as a good share of my fantasies.  That’s my nature.  I’ve observed a number of PC patients, at our support group, whose lives  seem quite mundane and conservative. Yet I’ve noticed others who, as a result of feeling the fragility and pressures of time, have become more alive than ever they were, before.

This is not a book filled with data, charts, studies, tables and other grand information.  I’ve read countless books on the subject and, must say, have become more confused with each reading.  We know that PC is epidemic in this country as it is in numerous other countries, particularly in northern Europe.  Not only do experts contradict one another but they contradict themselves.  This makes for confusion and adds to the difficulty of making confident decisions as to how we can best deal with this problem.

I hope that my book helps you along your way, and I promise that should it inspire you to create a journal of your own, and do something radical and exciting with your life, you will be rewarded beyond measure.  What a window of opportunity we’ve been given;  open it wide and fly away.”  6/10/2001    

Two days following my final treatment, Carolyne and I were married at the Silver Queen Hotel in Virginia City, on March 27, 2001.  It was an expensive wedding.  Carolyne paid $12.95 for my ring;  I paid $10.95 for hers.  Our wedding including an over-zealous minister, the wedding chapel in the Silver Queen, a bottle of champagne, two souvenir tall stemmed glasses, our name in headlines in the local paper, a photograph next door in any costume of our choosing and a traditional garter, cost a total, including tax, $!35.00.

But that was OK, I wanted to go first class and I had a week of work coming up in Nevada schools, so we went for it.

My younger of my older brothers told me that I would experience radical changes in my health between eighty and eighty-four.  He may not be far off, but with hernia surgery last year, a heart-murmur to worry about (which developed into open-heart surgery this year, 08), and surgery coming up next month to replace a worn-out knee and hip replacement to be considered at a later date.  So much for now;  let’s return to then.  9/10/07 

Today I was born again;  not Christian, not Jew, just plain me.  Born on Highway 70, beside the Feather River, in a car, out of control skidding across an icy road, passing a few feet in front of an oncoming eighteen wheeler that could only hold course. I continued tht slide back to my side of the road settling to rest in a narrow turn-off.  I call that a miracle and I don’t believe in miracles.  I call it a message too and I don’t believe in messages.  How simple and quick it is to become a believer in both miracles and messages.  2/1/88 

That was a horrendous experience, yet invigorating as well.  There was the near-death experience and the experience of rebirth.  As I sat for a moment, in recovery, contemplating the consequence of demise I thought to myself, “I must be here for a higher purpose,” and realized, as I’ve long realized, that I do believe in miracles as well as the messages contained within.  I’ve said in the past, “Show me a miracle, a single miracle, and I will become a devoted believer.”  And I realized that I’ve been an avid believer in miracles for a great long time.

The miracles which fill the pages of that greatest book of poetry and life, “Leaves of Grass,” by Walt Whitman.  The miracles of nature and all the species she contains.  And the miracles I’ve believed long and long without recognizing or identifying them, but sensing them.  I was for years a dedicated cynic, but have long since been converted to the status of a believer.  

The so called miracles in which I do not believe are those assumptions which are a product of formalized religions, and the pontifications and ragings  of those who espouse them;  those who are most ready to condemn the blasphemers are often the most egregious of the blasphemers.  And I’ve always been impatient with those who buy into  worn slogans such as:  Everything happens for the best, which is unadulterated bull-shit when one considers the sufferings of this species and the devastating misuse of our planet which may, one day, destroy planet-earth, for which we have become the most exploitative and failed caretakers.  9/12/07

I call them slatted paintings.  A network of slats at odd angles, crossing my canvas and breaking the painting into triangles and rectangles of shapes and sizes.  I do the same thing with language;  breaking my themes into segments and fragments.  Not unlike cubism. creating many surfaces upon the common plane.  ‘88 

I’ve called myself a lazy person and I’m not really but I am.  Not really in terms of what I’ve accomplished as a poet and painter, but really, in terms of what I do around the house which is nearer to nothing than anything.  When we purchased our last home, before this one, in 1966, I made it clear to our broker, in fact I told him to read my lips and said, “I’m looking for a home that thrives on neglect.”  We found such a home in the lush, seductive terrain of Mission Canyon, Santa Barbara.  In Fort Bragg we also found such a home, though Carolyne would not agree and does something about it on a daily basis.  I just never learned how to use tools and never had the desire to learn.  Nor do I receive the slightest pleasure from working in the garden, although I can’t honestly judge what that degree of pleasure might be for I’ve never made an honest effort to find out.

But in matters of poetry art and performance it’s quite a different outcome.  My passion is with my creative life and though I’m not, or seem not to be, disciplined, I come to it naturally, out of pleasure and it would be ingenuous for me to place it in the category of work.  I’ve never agonized, as some do, over composing my poetry and painting.  For me this process is pure pleasure.  Probably if I had to work at it I’d be searching for something else to do.  And I remain grateful that at my severely advancing age, the spigots are wide open as I play in my pigments and dance in my words.  9/12/07  

I just took a toke.  Very good stuff, and I’d like you to judge, if you’re still there, if the quality of my writing style and lucidity of my thoughts is effected but first, back to a final entry from journal #5.

Last and largest day of this short month.  Last leaf of this book recording this moment of my life.  How I held to hold a sunset to its final light.  How I tried to show it all down;  to hold a place, a time and sometimes it seemed that I could slow that passage, but only briefly.  It does accelerate.  But I do record the days and nights and reading back it seems that they return;  but never.  2/29/88 

Such a pleasant tangle the days that pass through me.  Like a road which leads nowhere;  it’s the car which goes everywhere.  The days don’t pass through me;  I pass through the days, and the days are transparent beyond the eyes which pass through them.  Time can be slowed to nothing by the simple act of accepting the thought that there is no time.  I’ve said it and I’ve said it again and I believe it because the thought enriches my life if I am smart enough to understand and I am, but am I really?

I know that I am born and that I die in each moment, and am reborn and die in the next and all beyond, but that’s really not good enough if I’m unable to separate myself from the fact that there is, at least seems to be, memory.  Without memory I would be unable to write this book.  When I look at a photograph of myself taken over eighty years ago, I see myself inside that skin .  And when I look back seventy years I see myself even more clearly.  So I know there is memory and change.  Yet we are only alive in the moment and all moments that follow;  different and the same;  yet never the same and different from what?  

Memory is always present. Not only memory of the past but future memory and always present and only present in present time.  When we remember something we remember it in present time at which time it is no longer past.  This thought of time or no time is as endless and provocative, for me, as eternity.  Enough already.  Let’s detach from present time and wander back to volume #6, 1988.  9/12/07 

First entry saying, that from our mistakes we learn that we learn nothing.  I had never thought I would make money from The Haight Street Blues.  I had hoped to break even and get a little recognition in my neighborhood.  From my experience I may have learned that hoping precludes that for which one hopes.  3/2/88

Release me from the responsibility of these pages.  Lazy mind adrift in the fluids of contentment.  Nothing awesome;  simply nothing.  My message, and I am the messenger, comes from my life, well lived on the outskirts of reality.  I am the victim of my words and life choices;  a willing and happy victim.  Thrusting for recognition, at the same time realizing that the only worthwhile recognition is that of myself by myself.  4/2/88

Recognition;  this is a tough one for most of us.  To be recognized; to be understood;  accepted;  loved.  We say this is not important but it is.  When I was much younger, in my early 20s, I insisted that my greatest passion was the pure act of composing.  I insisted that it made no difference if my music was ever performed;  heard by others.  All I wanted to do was to write it.  Only the act of creation was important.  But I’ve grown up a bit and understand that my compositions, my paintings and my poetry are not complete until seen and heard, for they are all a form of conversations

There is the act of creation and the act of communication.  A communication must occur between the artist, the artist’s work and one or many who receive it.  Does a painting exist before seen?  Does a poem exist before seen or heard?  I wonder;  and I know.  

These journals will reveal no quirks, secrets or treasures about me.  I am as seen.  What I withhold from others I withhold from myself.  I’m stimulating and I’m a bore.  I’m brilliant and shallow;  generous and tight.  Most passionate in my love of family and my work.  An ego damaged beyond what it will admit.  Most important asset;  my freedom, which I practice and squander with a reasonable degree of success.  4/20/88

If one were able in some manner to graph my entries I suspect the lines would reveal some modest degree of growth from year to year.  I recognize and feel like that person who speaks from twenty years ago.  But this last entry feels unlike me.  I believe I withhold less of me than I did twenty years ago and less twenty years ago than twenty years prior to that and so on down the line.  I’ve always been a joker and enjoy pulling peoples chains;  perhaps too often and too hard but never in a malicious way and I hope the persons with the chains agree.  9/13/07

A beautiful lady, long curling, blond cascading hair sits beside me reading my book.  She said she liked my aura asked me if I’m an writer.  Now she knows;  maybe not.  Fred ran across the street to get me some honey.  The day drifts lazily.  Another small eternity.  Days lasting forever and forever lasting a moment.  

“It’s all a movie,” he said, “and we are characters in a cartoon.”  She said, “I love you,” and she said, “Come to Jesus.”  I say-----what do I say?     I say nothing.  4/25/88

Jerry Boxer, I call him Shanghai Jerry, sweet spiritual soul whose brother is married to Barbara Boxer, one of two Jewish senators from the state of California;  now living in Thailand with, probably, his fourth or so wife who is about ready to gift him a child, (after about a year it was agreed that she was not pregnant) was the one who called us characters in a cartoon.  He said much too much to be repeated here.  Shanghai is mad, authentically mad and I appreciate and envy his madness;  my madness is inauthentic and I regret it.  Jerry’s letters are masterpieces of juxtapositioning of brands of spirituality.  Jerry, tall, lanky, formerly red-headed, formerly an all-American baseball player from a major University in Florida and shortly to the minor leagues, has lived in China and Thailand for the last fifteen or twenty years.  He lives there on a less than modest income and probably will live out his days there for that reason.  He is a divine character, often intolerable and I will always love him as a brother.  9/13/07  

Seen through the son of the son of this man-----this son, that man.

Seen through this son, the son of that man, father of the father of this man, that man.

Seen through that man to son of the father of the son of that man, the father of the father of this man.  4/28/88

(That could almost qualify as authentic madness, but there’s always a little sanity in reserve)

Tonight my songs, and I ask myself, why any night, remembering, the answer is in the question.  And looking back to the last page;  a way out of loneliness;  a way to connect my life with another;  a way to be stroked and loved;  to be valued;  to find among the folds of this  disguise something hidden of myself to value.  Excuse me, my pancakes have arrived.  4/29/88

Ann is pregnant with child

Jan is pregnant with grief

Carolyne is pregnant with love

And Lisa, with /god, is pregnant.

Mark is pregnant with Patty

Patty pregnant with Mark

Drew is pregnant with concern

Claudia is pregnant with doubt.

And I am pregnant with myself

with child with grief with love

with all those souls spoken of above

and full pregnant with life.  5/2/88

Our economy is in a shambles.  Banks, Insurance Companies, other lending institutions and businesses in all sectors of our economy are going under.  Today the House of Representatives passed the 600 Billion dollar bail-out package, sent them by the Senate,

which they had rejected earlier in the week with acrimony.  Governor Palin and Senator Biden had their Vice-Presidential debate last night with much ballyhoo and minimal significance.  The economy of all major countries is significantly effected by what happens in America and it is happening.  659,000 jobs, the largest single month loss, were lost in America last month.  In thirty-two days a new president will be elected.  We are praying, but, in reality, wondering what difference it will make who is elected.  We are on the brink of a great depression;  not a simple recession.  I’ve probably lost half of my investment portfolio, but it’s only money and we will get along.  We have a perfect home in a special community, we love and we have each other.  What more is there?  

Ollie North was duly quartered and fried.  Shredded as well.  Shredding from a roll of hand-towel paper four-hundred feet long;  the world’s longest poem and painting cascading down upon my head.  I seated in meditation beneath a ladder from which the shredding flowed;  Ollie’s words flowing from my throat, entire body soon to be buried by the patriotic mouth-wash of Ollie North;  shredding soon to be thrown off-stage into the responding audience.  5/4/88

The event described above was authenticated and I sent this information the Guinness

Book of Records as the longest poem ever written.  They responded telling me that they had no such category but knew of a poem composed in France that was recorded as being two miles long, so, in any event, I was not a winner.

I’ve shifted locations from Chattanooga to For heaven’s Cake.  Here, the extremes;  street folks mixed with tired and jacketed tourists.  Here;  a touch of class.  Trays, ceramic pots of tea served with silver and napkins.  There:  a sour faced owner who sold my books claiming they were stolen.  Promised to pay but never did.  Here, my books selling, paying for my fixes.  So I will content myself with this venue, by the window, keyhole to the ever-changing, ever-flowing Haight.  5/6/88 

She is a fallen woman falling, or is she a falling woman fallen.  Cigarette in one hand, coffee cup in the other.  Breasts mostly exposed, painfully arranged before a mirror with her shredded black-laced dress.  She cannot remain quiet;  so conscious of her physical being;  its effect.  She sits by the window, a pet rat settling in her crotch or between her tits.  Neglect, drugs, booze, everything evident from the movements of her nervous body 

She will be middle-aged by the time she is twenty-five.  5/7/88

Happy birthday Toby boy

you’re my dearest friend.

We’ve been together all our lives

and that’s how we will end.

I’ll never let you from my sight

I’ll love you all the while

And while we live we’ll do it well

with passion and with style.

Happy birthday Toby boy

I’m glad that you’re around

And while we live;  sometime to come

a force above the ground  5/12/88

As my 6th journal comes to an end I decided upon a new approach.  String together half a dozen entries without bothering to comment on any of them..  Are my thoughts connected from day to day or week to week affording a degree of consistency?  Probably or probably not;  what the difference.  Once I connected with the idea of introducing my journals into this mix I created a huge reservoir of words and I’m dragging, sludging very slowly and painfully through the years.  

Still, what could be more of me than a day by day reflection of what was happening in this life and how I was responding.  So I’ve done it as I’ve done it and if I’ve done it wrong;, so be it.  But is there a difference between right and wrong?

(A beautiful soul has been taken from us,  Taken by her own hand.  A beautiful tortured soul.  Three years ago I went to the cliffs, overlooking Pudding Creek Beach.  To a place I often go.  To a sturdy, bleached log where I sit and watch and write.  I heard movement, turned and saw a couple behind me in tender embrace.  I quickly rose, apologized and prepared to go on to Lorna’s Point.  They urged me to stay, so I stayed, writing in my journal, looking to the sea, forgetting my intrusion until I rose to go home.  I had no idea they were still there;  so quiet they were.  It was then we talked became immediate friends, Jett and Svetla and I invited them to my birthday party that evening.  (A beautiful soul has been taken from us).  Svetla, Greek Bulgerian, forty years of age, a child and a wise-woman.  As filled with life as any life can be.  A brilliant painter and so in love with this man, Jett.  Jett, American, sixty years old, just retired as a school psychologist.  Planned to spend some time in Greece.  Connects with Svetla on chat-computer.  She invites him to spend a few days with her in Athens.  Plans become reality.  They meet.  They fall in love, full passion and marry.  Months in Greece, returning to America and discovering Fort Bragg where they have settled for a few months.  Their master plan:  half years in America;  half years in Greece.  (What might have been done to prevent it?)

After a second trip to Greece and return to northwestern California;  Yreka, they decide to remain in America.  And after a few months are able to find an apartment in Berkeley.

A small apartment on Shattuck street, in the center of things.  They are blissed-out with their good luck.  Berkeley;  the art scene, the hillside trails, an affordable apartment and each other.  Svetla and I plan to have a show of our paintings in  San Francisco next March.  I travel to the Bay area, stay with them in their small apartment.  A single mattress on their living-room floor.  Dinner with Svetla in a Turkish restaurant.  Future plans;  excitement;  life is rich and full.  (Svetla my dear, why have you left us?  What was your fear?  Is there no way to bring you back?)  A beautiful soul has been taken from us and a beautiful soul remains.  There are no good answers.)  10/4/08  

My attitude of letting things simply fall as they may has been a major influence on my entire approach to creativity.  First, in composition at the University of Washington where I learned of Arnold Schoenberg and serial music, an invention of his that destroyed the rigidity of diatonic music.  Composers now were free of the constraints of chordal progressions.  Where all notes were of equal value.  Then the music of John Cage which 

freed music completely from any rules.  Others as well; who embraced serial music, thus atonality.  Later I was able to apply the principals of atonality to my approach to poetry and painting.  (Next weekend, 10/11/08 I will have a blank canvas at an art opening with a number of plastic cups of thinned paint.  I will invite the people at this opening to throw, with a brush, paint at the canvas.  I will then create a music score from their blobs and drips, adding language as it comes to me.  John Cage would heartily approve.  Arnold Schoenberg might not.).

Synesthesia, the interlacing of all the major art disciplines seems to be the perfect vessel for my approach to creativity, and it reinforces my ultimate method of expression;  improvisation.  Without music, my foundation, none of this would have been possible, for it is the essence of my work and painting is the mortar which binds all of the other disciplines together.

I know I’ve brought this up numerous times in this, yet young, process of explaining this life.  It’s in my creative life that I feel most alive and potent.  My greatest creative joy comes to me when I’m on stage performing my poetry and greater still when I’m improvising, which I’m doing more and more often.  Pushing away from the safe harbor of shore, as Whitman spoke, and testing the uncharted waters beyond.

In 1983 I gave several readings in St. Cloud, Minnesota.  I’d made the dumb mistake of checking my briefcase at the airport and it didn’t find me for several weeks.  I had only memorized a few of my poems so was faced with the challenge of improvising, for an entire evening.  A challenge that I had wished upon myself for some time.  It was a great

experience.  I was comfortable and enlivened.  Since that experience at St. Olaf College I’ve never hesitated at the opportunity of improvising my poetry.  It’s the nearest thing to the feeling that must come to a jazz musician who goes way-out with his improvisations.  All one need do is observe what goes on in the body and face of an improvising musician when he or she really goes there.  I’ve always been envious of that feeling until it became a part of me and now it’s mine. 9/14/07

X

This journal falters like all the others, a faltering journal struggling in a faltering way to purchase a rhythm, a voice, a momentum, an energy which it seems unable to do as it struggles falteringly from one vague, painful page to the next.  Advancing for a moment, then falling back in a struggling fashion, as it falters in this effort to express a life too busy to express itself.  6/23/88

The cliffs;  dear souls gathered.  Tibetan chimes;  circle of silence.  Walter with his prepared text.  Dennis and Sean with Pablo Naruda .  Jack, calling me the world’s greatest trouble-maker.  Renee with Renee.  The sea responding.  Carolyne and I read a few conversations.  Jack and Dahlia with gestures, dramatics and heart.  Holding, champagne toasts, our celebration of love records itself into memory.  8/3/88

I’ve spoken little of Carolyne, my other self, my wife.  We met on May 12, 1981, my birthday, when I was invited to her school to read my poetry.  We may have fallen in love that day.  We were certainly lovers that day.  And again the following weekend we were lovers in Fort Bragg and at the edge of the Russian River where we said goodbye for almost a year;  me to Europe with Jan, my first wife.  Returning to America Carolyne and I got back together, experienced the vicissitudes of any relationship;  survived and married March 24th, 2001, moved to Fort Bragg on December 20th, 2003, where we now love and live almost twenty-six years after our first weekend here.  9/15/07

I must not become embroiled in form at the expense of content.  If I do, and this is my tendency I am left with an intricate network of mush.  If I have nothing to say, then I should not bother to say it.  (An excellent thought to remember and act upon).  Better silence, meditation, ocean and sunsets perceived with a grateful heart.  9/1/88

I’ve spoken often and long about the merits of form over content, but that statement could use some clarification.  Form without content is formless and content without form is dull.  The challenge for me is to start with minimal content and develop it through the re-enforcement of new and unique forms.  The forms may not be new and unique within themselves, but their application within the borders of language may be, and the results

can be quite unusual and exciting.

So form and content become a balanced product.  The forms which I apply to language are the forms of music, particularly the fugue and often the crab-fugue with variations.

The ostinato, primarily  repetition is another form I use frequently.  These are marvelous devices, and although they can be rigid if not loosely applied, their applications are endless when applied freely and the possibilities are endless.   

Half of my life is spent watching other people’s lives and much of what I recognize of their lives I recognize in my own.  The other half of my life is spent living my life.  No time for sitting or looking;  no time for planning or thinking.  Just living so that I can spin around to the other side and repeat the cycle.  But aren’t they  both the same?  9/23/88

Dance with me Carolyne.  Bath me with your tears.  Live with me beyond the earth, beyond time, and never forget this night.  I am intoxicated in Winnemucca.  9/28/88

There’s a real sadness, a deep impenetrable sadness which surrounds the aged when their bodies have turned weak and their minds have swollen with fear and emptiness.  When all purpose seems to focus on surviving another day and joy and expectation are strangers, long departed...Why go on?  How can one maintain a dignity? 

“Do not go gentle into that good night;   rage rage against the dying of the light” Thomas. 

“I will not stand silent in the parade of days;  I will not dance the dance of another man nor sing his song—mine will do.”  Lurie

Follow an unsubstantial dirt road from Winnemucca.  You are surrounded by plains pock-marked with shrubs of sage and unmarked single-lane dirt roads, barely visible.  Make choices along the way, determined by the depth of ruts and with the help of  rarely encountered vehicles, likewise uncertain.  The principal at Battle Mountain Elementary school said that Midas, a village of fewer than fifty souls had a single store that served the best seafood in Nevada and that’s what I was yearning for.  Pass a sign which announces, ‘rough road’ and another which warns, ‘children playing’.  There’s not a dwelling in sight.  No children at play and a singular rough road.  The Midas Bar, only business in the village serves steaks over two pounds and huge live lobsters from their bubbling aquarium.  Observing this over-abundance I seemed to lose my appetite and decided to continue my journey to the next village, Wells, to my next school.  10/2/88

I wrote extensively of my numerous trips to Nevada to present my poetry in the schools.  

My patron, in charge of cultural enrichment for northern Nevada schools asked me if I would be willing to go to the back-country schools where kids were rarely visited, muchly neglected and in dire need of some humanistic encounters.  Where teachers were given the added incentive of ‘isolation pay’ for taking on the hardships of teaching and living in such an environment.  Midas was just a stop on the rut, torn, dust and wind swept road between two such villages. 

 For me it was a great adventure going to remote schools with as few as eight students where a young couple did it all;  a reservation school in a village with a single restaurant in a Quonset hut;  a school in Jackpot where the main street consisted of a dozen casinos

and a gas station.  Nothing else, and the gamblers were mostly senior citizens bussed in from Idaho.  

Some evenings I slept in my truck to avoid the invasive feeling, depression and artificial gayety, which I found suffocating in my only other choice of bedding-down;  the Casinos. 9/16/07

Buddha said we should judge people by the quality of their dreams.  It seems a harsh judgment given the nature of so many of my dreams, and who shall be the judge and the judge of whom.  My waiter just passed and asked, “How is the sole?” to which I replied, “My soul is fine, the sole on my plate is adequate and my other soles are due replacement.”  He understood and I understood that the final judgment is that no one should judge or be judged and that’s my judgment.  10/2/88

A man sits fat and heavy in his chair.  His wife sits silently beside him.  They are drinking wine and devouring their meat and potatoes.  In all the time I have watched them they have not looked at one another nor have they spoken.  They pick grimly

and forcefully at their dinner.  When was the last time they made love with tenderness and passion?  When was the last time they even held?  It has been a long, long, long time. Nothing is more harsh.  Nothing is more deadly.  10/2/88

And, Oh boy do I watch and Oh boy do I judge.  I seem unable to avoid it.

Old man trudging in the sage brush from Wells to Elko.  I bring him in;  thirsty and weak.  One year in school.  Father forced him into the coal mines.  Ran from home at twelve.  Has been on the bum most of his life.  Shows me a knife;  pulls the blade.  I wonder-----have I made a mistake.  He talks non-stop into Elko.  I ask him what he most regrets.  “That I was born,” he replies.  In Elko I buy him an iced tea, two boxes of donuts and give him a few dollars.  He blesses me.  He is a sad good man and he is dying.  10/4/88

Today on a reservation;  an Indian school.  Their principal Harold Savage.  Harold Savage from Anchorage, Alaska.  Came to Owyhee, accepted their free housing, their isolation bonus and became their principal.  Harold Savage, over the Indians.  Shoshone, Piute.  I bedded down in the Feather Lodge.  Eight neglected units.  TV black and white (two colors) rabbit ears, ancient broken-down mattress which I threw onto the floor.    

God Bless you Harold Savage.  You are so out of touch.  10/5/88

It never occurred to me that I might not be around.  When you’re fifty I’ll be sixty-seven.  When you’re sixty-seven I’ll be eighty-four and when you’re eighty-four I’ll be one-hundred-one.  And so on.  And naturally I’ve always stressed quality  over quantity.  I wonder how old I’ll be when someone picks up this book.  10/20/88

(I’m eighty-two and you’re sixty-five, and so ends journal #6 with a hefty bunch to come).

How much of life is memory, both past and future.  I ask this question without much thought, therefore I have little idea where it will take me, only that it may take me to a place I’ve never been before.  In general, we speak of and from memory and we know that memory can be as sharp as perfect pitch or as dull as forgetfulness.  And memory can be false, misleading, as my memory, in detail, of some events in my life which I’ve been assured never happened.  Yet I know they did, for I was there.  I think I was there.  I know I was there in some measure, wishing, at least, that I was there for some reason.

Maybe it was a dream which translated itself into reality because that was what I wished it to be.  And dreams are so tricky.  When does one begin and end?  How can one separate a dream from reality?  There’s a game we’ve all played;  gathering with friends in a circle when one whispers something to a neighbor and it’s passed silently from ear to ear around the circle.  By the time the circle is complete, the first and last persons share what was said and the final product is barely recognizable by what the first person said.  Or when siblings or friends recall a shared experience from years past. Radically different recalls.  

And memory often becomes intertwined with photographs, fantasy, positive or negative feelings, conversations, loss of memory and much more.  Fair to say that memory might be as much fiction as fact.  I must consider all of this because an autobiography depends,

so much, on substantial memory.  Perfect memory, like perfect pitch is a rare, sometimes a painful gift.

Then there is memory of future events or plans.  One thinks of memory as remembering

and remembering assumes, or implies that something has already occurred, to be remembered.  But how about a future plan which has already been given great thought?  Is it not possible that thought and planning have entered into the realm of remembering, a form of memory, for the preparation is now passed or past, and has become, in the traditional sense, memory, while the planned event is yet to come?

While this sort of memory has little to do with the kind of memory which is helpful in constructing an autobiography, it may still be an element which brings some clarity to a discussion of memory.  Perhaps it’s best that I proceed forward that I might proceed backward;  sideways if necessary as we approach Journal # 7 or 8 which I hope will take us through the balance of lengthy, rather tedious 1988.  9/18/07 

This is a work in progress.  (A lame excuse for an unfinished work which may never arrive at conclusion.).  I realized that what I had written earlier in this day might well translate into a composition for two voices, opening with the text from the previous text, ‘Perfect memory like perfect pitch’, sensing that this would be treated as an ostinato, underpinning the work.  So I began what I thought would be a duet which quickly informed me that it wished to become a trio which told me that it wanted to be a quartet, and the poem seems to be moving well with that number of voices, though it can and may change.  That’s the delight I have when working with words.  9/18/07

That composition is moving well.  It’s almost as if the words are telling me where they wish to go.  The four voices seem comfortable together and seem not to want or need another voice.  The text is about the intricacies of memory;  past and future.  It seems to be written in the form, the loose form, of a rondo, returning again and again to the beginning or to some other section of the text.  Voices one and three have become attached to each other as have voices two and four.  I include here several pages of the composition which will probably be called Memory which will appear in my books 82 and Beyond, and Reconfigurations.

MEMORY

1  One thinks of memory                                               as remembering

2                                                                   One thinks                            of memory

3

4                                         Perfect memory 

1                                                        And remembering

2                                                                                       as remembering

3  One thinks                                                                                               of memory

4                      like prefect pitch-----

1                                                        assumes that something

2                                                                                                 and remembering

3

4  a rare sometimes painful gift-----                                                    

1  has already occurred                                                                        to be remembered

2                                                               assumes

3                                    as remembering                and remembering

4

1                                                                                  And then

2  that something has already occurred-----And then there’s future memory-----

3                                                                                 And then

4                                                                  And then there’s future memory-----

1  future memory                                                                 How much of life is memory

2                          -----Our filter systems are very complex 

3  future memory

4

1                                                                                                                  both past

2                                 for a complexity of reasons----- 

3                                                                                     How much of life

4  Our filter systems

1  and future                                               I ask that question   

2                                                                                                 both past and future

3                                         in memory-----

4                     are complex

1 Perfect memory like perfect pitch a rare sometimes painful gift

2                                                        Perfect memory like perfect pitch a rare sometimes

3 Perfect memory like perfect pitch a rare sometimes painful gift

4                                                        Perfect memory like perfect pitch a rare sometimes

1                           How much of life is memory as much fiction as fact

2  painful gift-----                              How much of life is memory as much fact as fiction          

3                           How much of life is memory as much fiction as fact

4  painful gift-----                              How much of life is memory as much fact as fiction

A drugged-out afternoon in For heaven’s Cake.  Cigarette smokers, coffee drinkers to the right and left of me, in front of me;  nor behind me.  (back to the wall).    We are a drugged society.  Misused by ourselves and others.  I am surrounded on three sides by someone’s wasted children.  (back to the wall).  Where are my friends?  Why are they not here with me?  I am here.  (back to the wall).

I walk the beach again.  Beach of my children and theirs.  Beach of thirty years and more ago.  Beach of tears and laughter.  Channel Islands, friendly chain of protection;  rarely an angry sea.  I can hear the songs I sang at midnight to ease a troubled, suffering heart. The beach at Santa Barbara, crescent shaped and the encircling costal range.  My mom, ninety-two this date.  Give her another year of this beauty;  me too.  12/8/88

I’m held by the final utterance of this day.  Orange and golden sky, receding to tones of rust as this day kneels.  I’m held by the ocean, rusting beneath the sky and the beach, gold where touched by the sea.  And the clouds responding to the tides, the winds and what remains of tone from the sun.  And I’m held by memory.  How many times have I lived and died on this beach where I am now held, and how many more?  12/9/88

The Buddha Lady sits in her stench, a stench only she can endure.  Sometimes she escapes into madness where she is safe and protected.  She has become angry and suspicious.  This morning she looked at the money I gave her as though it was a disease.  I have become a threat to Buddha Lady because I decided to help her in a real way.  I found her a refuge:  food, clothing, a bed and shower.  She became angry;  would not listen to me;  moved to another doorway.  I believe she is readying herself.  12/23/88

It’s the final day of this year.  Carolyne and I in Willows.  A suite with Jacuzzi, four-poster bed, wet bar.  An elegance to suspend, for a time, simple, modest taste and confirm the argument of opulence.  Last day of this year:  me determined to take the next one in my teeth and fly with it.  12/31/88 

In 1989 my focus was away from poetry in the schools;  more directed to my painting which was slowly becoming a source of income.  My mom was failing more rapidly so I was going to Santa Barbara with more regularity.  Attention to mom was my top priority.

The letters of Carl Jung are like prayers of hope and forgiveness.   I understand that it is not necessary to understand in order to understand the mystery of that which can only be understood by not understanding.  1/7/89

The above entry is relevant to a statement by Carl Jung. “It is best not to understand everything for that would eliminate all mystery.”.  I used my paraphrase of his statement in dozens of my paintings and dozens more of my poems.  It has meant a great deal to me in terms of acceptance;  not only in nature but with people was well.  9/20/07

My dear mother is fading.  My children tell me we must provide care for her, even if she refuses, and I have, with her consent.  She is very sensitive, bright and aware.  I will not take her pride from her.  That is, her power of free choice.  It may be an added burden on her children and friends, but she will live her time with dignity and the respect she deserves.  I will see to that.  1/27/89

My paintings are my poems presented against the landscape of my color and my music.  My poems are my paintings presented against the landscape of my language and my music.  My music is my poetry and painting and my music commingled; inseparable.

This is the essence of Synesthesia.  2/13/89

Back to the city, a heavy feeling in my heart.  Not loss but uncertainty.  Not knowing what I want or what I have.  I need to rediscover my center, lost and found and lost again so many times.  Knowing more of what I need than what I have and not certain if what I need is what I want or need at all.  Starting again from square one;  adoring a sunset which is so clear and so uncomplicated.  2/13/89

That must have been a bad day.  I barely recognize that person because most of my days are filled with positive energy.  From the time I started writing poetry I was clear on where I wished to go and I went there and always with the support of my family.  I’ve never suffered from depression, but have certainly felt, at times, alone, neglected and its from the mulch of that gloom that one returns, with creative vigor, to the light.  9/20/07   

We function as creatures of response.  If money produces happiness we are miserable without it.  If love begets, for us, companionship and passion, we are lonely and passionless without it.  Be happy prior to the event and see if happiness can influence it, but be truly happy, not artificially.  Maybe life events can flow in both directions;  from cause to effect;  from effect to cause.  Sounds simplistic.  Try it.

It’s a matter of readiness.  If one is ready to receive, the vessel will be filled.  Effect to cause.  2/24/89 

Fading patches of snow along the trail beside Rush Creek, panned and sluiced by miners over one hundred years ago.  I sit on a modest boulder which has rested here beyond all human civilization.  It is enough that I am present in this late February afternoon beside Rush Creek.  2/24/89

That February day was a busy one for me.  A glorious early morning at Woody’s in that holy sulfur hot springs at the edge of Feather River, where I have nursed this body and spirit on numerous occasions and never felt more alive.  And then to Rush Creek where I spent hours, in the afternoon, recording much of that day in my journal.  I’m so grateful for whatever decision led to my journal writing.  Not only has it enriched my life, from day to day, but as I return to my journals they return me to thoughts and feelings which brought me to where I now am.  9/20/07

This journal is winding down;  pictures, poems, promises and prayers.  Something for my family, for my friends.  Me stript that I might be better known;  by you and by myself.  My grammar;  lazy.  Grammar of my mind;  better focused.  Grammar of my body and spirit;  much better.  Here I am, expunged.  Not to be judged or appreciated, but to be better known.    3/9/89

Fewer entries, less comments as journal #8 comes to an end.  Have I lost anyone? Was anyone there to be lost?  If you are then you are not lost and I am encouraged to continue and if I do, and I will.  The years will quicken in this telling and I will be able to pick up on events most important to this life by memory rather than by journal.

Carolyne’s mom had a trembly morning along with those responses which usually result from having the trembles.  This affects all of us for it is not easy to see her in confusion and suffering.  I am only a few years younger than Evelyn and she was a different person when she was my age, so associations are unavoidable.  She is my teacher.

This afternoon I returned to the quartet which I have been working on for several days.  I fell into it immediately and it flowed.  It’s a piece about memory, taken from a journal entry and quite abstract.  So I’ve been doing the dance with words.  It’s like four jugglers juggling words and passing them back and forth in a random fashion, but conscious within the improvisation that these jugglers were well acquainted;  sensitive enough within the improvisation to bring together fragments of language which responded to one another.  This was just one of those days and I’m so fortunate to have so many of them.  

Now I’m writing on our back porch; large covered deck sturdily posted, watching the day slip away.  The wind has died;  surf down but can be heard as a low continuum.  Sky air-

brushed with all the tones of rust.  Very soft;  very unabrasive.  The rust tone is receding, backing into the Pacific, over the horizon, and the sky above reflects the transition of pale green into dark blue which leads us to the moon.  9/20/07

Mother, I remember a few years ago asking you to slow down, smell the flowers.  Now you are unable to find them.  Mother, in your favorite green lounge;  dream sweet dreams.  Stay with us a while longer.  3/21/89 

Dylan Thomas buried himself in the obscurity of his language.  Critics said he did this to disguise his inadequacies.  Mine are exposed in simplicity of language, the obscurity of form.  Isn’t it all connected to the one issue of needing to be loved.  3/29/89

My conversation poems disembody words as language and translate them into music for spoken voices.  My words are lost in a purpose apart from definitions.  My paintings are an opportunity for my language to rest in peace.  3/31/89 

The child’s mind;  instant gratification over consequences.  The mature adult’s mind;  consequences over instant gratification.  The Zen mind;  neither one nor the other.  The child’s mind makes no choice.  The adult’s mind makes a choice.  The Zen mind has no choice, need not make a choice or has chosen not to choose.  4/14/89

My mother measures her days with nods and dreams.  She measures her days with shuffling strides which carry her to and from the bathroom.  She measures her days with faulty dreams and sips of tea.  My mother measures her days with pain and memories.

I did it again briefly.  Presented myself to a few galleries.  A good exercise in restraint and humility.

“Our stable is complete.  We’re not looking to add.”

“We will not look at slides in the presence of the artist.  Not interested.”  Fuck ‘em.

We pay their bills and they call us a stable.  We paint and sacrifice and they treat us like beggars.  I’ll do it my way, but show me a way.  4/27/89

I stumble through my days gloriously.  Writing my poems, painting my paintings, performing them both together.  I am present when the day begins and at its closing. Passing through, grateful for my powers of observation and my blindness.  (I’m sitting beside a lady who has seizures, heart problems, is crippled and cheerful.  She is my teacher.).  5/5/89 

Bone weary, head weary, heart weary, soul weary.  That ain’t me;  couldn’t possibly be on this special day to which I can say happy birthday to me.  5/12/89

I dreamed last night of a huge poetry construction.  It was a home built of poems.  Tapestries of poetry hanging from the walls of poems.  Tiny poems painted on the light bulbs and door knobs.  Poems ran across the windows and the furniture was covered with poems.  And, yes, the toilet paper was one huge continuous poem.  I awakened thinking it was a great idea for a construction piece.  Now it sounds crazy, but----------5/30/89

The philosophers of For Heaven’s Cake are stripping words from reality.  It’s a fog filled Saturday morning in the Haight.  Here the mad are just as sane as the sane are mad and no one gives a damn or notices the difference.  Talk is music and drugs, mortality and immortality, tarot and astrology and plans which will never mature beyond the stage of talk.  But what are the bankers, lawyers and doctors talking about?  I think I’d rather ignore what’s spoken here than hear what’s spoken there.  6/3/89

And so the conclusion of journal #9, heading into double-digit territory.  I’m realizing now that an autobiography does not and need not move chronologically, and that lives apart from the flesh don’t necessarily move chronologically, with the exception of the formative years.  

However, as I trace my life as an artist and poet my change and growth moves very chronologically, up to a fine point.  I do get stuck for a while in methodology.  Sometimes, I’m seduced by a form for quite a while.  Moving, then, ahead, forward for a time.  Then pausing and sometimes returning to safer ground.  I don’t care for my periods of stagnation;  sometimes falling victim to a process which particularly pleases me.  A few years ago I set a standard for myself.  Every new poem would contain some element of form which I had never used before.  It might be subtle and slight but it would be something different.  That worked for a few years, but I got lazy and slipped back into routine.  That’s where I am at this moment and this morning as I was entering a quartet into my computer I realized this fact and promised myself that I would move ahead to new territory.  It’s not an imposing task.  All I need do is give myself permission to break away;  give myself a good kick in the ass and do it.  9/21/07    

(It has been a year since that last entry and I guess I didn’t kick hard enough.)  10/8/08

As for my painting and as previously discussed, I expanded my awareness from the day I began and grew rapidly for the first ten years.  I never studied technique;  never developed painterly skills.  Beginning with small paper pads, increasing in size until I was painting on surfaces the size of my drafting table and after a few years switching almost entirely from paper to wood to canvas.  The size of my paintings increased to dyptics 4’x6’ each, and larger to 6’x8’ which I had to execute outside or down the basement.  Finally I rented warehouse space and completed paintings up to 120 square feet, my magnum opus, a painting of Beethoven’s 9th symphony, also 10’x12’, and a painting of my symphony #12 on the Holocaust, encased in barbed wire.  Now I’ve settled into a groove, where I’ve been stuck for a few years working on canvas 4’x4’ and 4’x5’ which is very comfortable, manageable and lends itself is shape and size to the work I’m mostly, these days, doing, creating performance scores, carrying on with my concept of Synesthesia.   

Where was my family during the 80s?  Married in 1950.  Our three children came to us in that decade.  In the decade that followed they passed through our public school system, our daughter, Lisa to Findhorn for a year and in the 70s out into the world on their own.

Mark to marriage, Drew to San Francisco and Lisa to a commune to continue with her spiritual adventure.  Then we enter the decade of the 80s and I call upon the contradictions of memory to help me through.

This was the decade that Mark, Patty and my grandchildren Casey and Moriah experienced their great, long anticipated and well planned two and one-half year adventure.  First to England, then Holland where they purchased their vehicle and then south, eventually to Spain where they were to live for a year at the edge of the Mediterranean Sea in the quaint village of La Herridura.  As I mentioned earlier, Mom and I were to join them for a few weeks in 1985.  

After a year, well-spent they went to Italy, the fashionable walled-city of Siena where they were to live their second year.  Whereas Mark and Patty with their knowledge of Spanish had an edge on Casey and Moriah, for the first few months, it was a new game in Italy, all beginning with the support of Spanish, on a level playing-field and it was no contest.  The kids enrolled in school, speaking Italian for hours each day quickly learned Italian with Mark and Patty not far behind but behind.  I joined them for a few weeks during that leg of their journey.  Then rushed home to mom who was having some health problems.

For Mark et al it was home after their year in Italy for a short visit and down to South America for six months of travel and visitation with Mark’s adopted family from his teen year when he lived his junior year with a family in Tucumon, Argentina.  A family that, to this day, remains a part of his life.  

Mark’s head has always been filled with ambitious plans and projects, some realized to maturation and some not.  During the 80s he and Patty developed a plan for low cost housing.  Formed a company Homes for People.  Received a citation from then Governor 

Jerry Brown for excellence in planning and initiating this project which involved utilizing the labor and developed skills of the eventual owners of many of the homes which grew as a result of this project.

Mark who has always, and continues to have a noble dedication to forestation, acquired vast acreage in the Trinity Alps which he planned to sell to others of like mind to create a green community, always with the condition that forest development and conservation was the central issue.  There was a certain degree of success with this project but it never achieved the expectation of my creative and sometimes over-exuberant, dear son.   Other projects were considered and developed to a level, all with the intention of saving and enhancing forests.  I went with him once to the mountains east of Santa Barbara where he was planting trees without consent.  We had to sneak past forestry agents who discouraged such activities.  Mark created a private road where he was able to park undetected and proceed with his project of creating a significant grove of trees.  This son is thorough in his research before embarking on any project and he knew what varieties would flourish in any environment.  This was Mark in the 80s in his thirties when he was beginning to experience resistance to some of his adventures from his more conservative wife, Patty, who was like a second daughter through the years. 

Drew in the 80s was living an alternative life style.  He and Claudia married in the early 80s shortly after I met Carolyne.  I remember a barbecue we had across the street from where they lived which was across the street from the El Mirasol hotel (which we owned in the 50s).  The four of us enjoyed our hours in the park which separated their cottage from the hotel.

Drew was supporting himself and his family, primarily by selling clay whistles at week-end venues.  Much more than whistles these creations were shaped like turtles, frogs, dolphins and other creatures and were keyed so that one could build melodies with them.  Drew with his dynamic personality and music skills was able to demonstrate these items in a convincing fashion, so sales were substantial and along with odd maintenance jobs 

and Claudia’s support and skills as a massage therapist they were able to purchase a comfortable home in Oakview near Ojai, (where they live to this day), and introduce my two grandchildren, Rachel and Nathan to a kinder world than we are now experiencing.

Drew, a natural athlete took to tennis in his thirties, developing quickly and teaching at the Ojai public courts within a very few years.  Drew has never been without his music, possessed as he is with unusual skills, measuring back to childhood.  So during the 80s he was involved with various performing groups, playing a variety of venues, but backing off from playing in clubs where alcohol and smoking and loud conversations were the primary objectives.  The musicians were usually paid in all they could eat and drink plus a monetary pittance from the door or donation jar.  He was more interested in seeking out musicians of a better matched temperament along with challenging skills.

Drew and Mark were opposite sides of the coin;  one  risk-taker and the other quite conservative.  They’ve always been close and supportive of each other and loyal and caring to their family.  I can’t remember, at any stage of their lives, feeling or expressing anger of any consequence and I doubt that either of them would disagree.  They were and remain delightful and rare human beings.

And finally, Lisa, youngest of our children;  the spiritual one.  Certainly spiritual in deed and commitment although I see all of my children and, certainly, their mother as spiritual souls.  Jan, my first wife, their mother has been on an unending spiritual journey which has taken her in many directions, each path serving its purpose in its time.  And I’m sure that her influence on their spiritual attainments has exceeded mine.

Lisa became a vegetarian when she was twelve, and knew by that time that her life would be devoted to some kind of spiritual practice.  When Ann and I were preparing to travel, for a year, in Europe, I went to see Lisa, a student at U. C. Santa Cruz, to say goodbye.

This was in summer 1978.  She told me that it was possible her life was about to change radically   She had encountered the writings of a spiritual teacher, Bubba Free John, while taking a course in comparative religions, and she felt that this was the person she needed to follow.  When we returned from Europe she was a member of that community.

The community was located on a large ranch near Clear Lake in north-central California.

During the 80s Lisa was a devoted member of that community traveling significantly in Europe and America with her husband, organizing communities and doing a certain level of missionary work an behalf of her teacher.  (She would call him master.  I would request that she call him teacher or guru for my benefit when his name came up.).  

She remains devoted to that community to this day, living on a tiny Island, once owned by Raymond Burr,  Ironside, who had sold it to a community member who had given it to his master.  During the past twenty-five years Lisa has probably spent half the time on this Island.  The community at one end of the Island and a small native village at the other end, a short walk distance away.  The work is hard.  The life is not easy but my daughter would never give it up and feels blessed to be a part of that community.  I do not believe that my daughter is brainwashed in the traditional sense of the word.  She seems utterly clear, utterly aware and utterly happy with the life she has chosen.  We are clear with one another.  She knows exactly how I feel about her teacher.  I think he is fucked.  But I’ve made it very clear to her that I approve and honor the life she is living.  The choice should be hers and her choice should be honored.  I do believe that she lives a happier more evolved life than her brothers or parents.  She is a joy to be around and therein my sadness.  I see her briefly when she touches base every year or so.  We are close, open and affectionate when together.  We love and respect one another.  My sadness is that I don’t have enough of her and she is an abject failure at keeping in touch when she is away.  Lisa is very apologetic, promises to do better and fails again.  It’s something I must accept because I know it will not change.     

A rare child is this child as are all our others rare.  And I say child because we are children together and this is the only way I would want it to be.  I could ask for nothing more than their spirit and wonder;  their love and integrity.

I spoke briefly of my first wife and will speak briefly of her again.  A beautiful soul in body and in mind.  Honest to a fault.  In love with me as I am in love with her.  It will always be so, but it would never be so that we could continue living together, a married couple.  I’ll not list her good qualities or her bad ones.  We went through a lot together;  a lot of joy and a lot of pain.  Our separation was mutual and we remain dear friends to this day.  There are long periods when we do not communicate, but we always get back together.

The 80s were certainly filled for Jan.  In 1981, a few weeks after I met Carolyne, (on my birthday when I came to her elementary mountain-school in Concow.) Jan and I left for a year in Europe.  The trip was to be a journey with two dear friends, but without motives of reconciliation.  I believe Jan had a different agenda than me.  It was a difficult trip for both of us.  The positive and negative aspects were prevalent.  We had settled on the Island of Rhodes on the Aegean Sea in the small village of Fanes.  We were told that we were the only tourists who had ever lived there and we certainly were at the time.  It was a good period for both of us but Jan was feeling the pressure of the frequency of my correspondence with Carolyne, and finally said she had enough and wanted to return to America which we did in late November, about six months into our journey.  

Jan has an apartment in the Noe Valley district of San Francisco.  She moved there in the late 70s and remains there today.  She had a kind of love hate relationship with her landlord an obnoxious Republican who posted incendiary photographs and articles in the windows of his real estate office, in the building which he owns where Jan lives.  They blow-off at one another and appreciate the battle.  Harry has been very good to Jan as far as rent is concerned, charging her less than half of what the market is getting.  He knows she lives rather frugally, so gives her his shirts to iron.  They kid back and forth all the time, at least before he died.  

Noe Valley in the 80s was a lovely village bordering the village of the Castro with its predominant gay population.  In the 80s Jan had a number of jobs.  She ran the Gestalt Institute for over a year.  She did some secretarial work and possibly near the end of the 80s began working for a catering company.  She became well known to a good number of men from the Castro and would be invited to their parties and would be called upon to personally cater dinner parties and celebrations.  She would do the entire thing;  shopping, menu planning, cooking and clean-up.  She was well paid and enjoyed the work.  (Later Jan was to create the finest, most rewarding and easiest job of her career;  dealing drugs, marijuana only, and her best customers continued to be the men of  Castro.).  10/9/08   

XI

There are times when beauty pleads the pen to silence.  Times when the senses blend    into a single organ receiving life.  Times when time, for a moment, ceases to be time, in  the lost and found again cry of wonder;  cry of life.  6/17/89

I’ll be meeting with my agent in a few days in San Francisco at St. Frances Hospital where I’ll also meet with the doctor who will perform knee replacement surgery on my gimpy knee, to be followed, possibly, by hip replacement.  (Such things often happen to those of us fortunate enough to outlive the usefulness of decrepit joints.).  My agent has been working with me for nine months and only managed to secure one gallery for a show, and it’s a rental gallery at a considerable cost.  Such an arrangement might be compared to a ‘vanity press’ which published books, at an inflated cost, for authors unable to secure legitimate publishers, but are compelled to see their labors in print.  I’m not yet certain if I am anxious enough to pay the bucks to see my paintings on the walls, particularly in this economy (2008) so am withholding, for the moment, my judgment on that issue.

My agent has made a number of connections during our months together, but only this one has born fruit.  I call his initial connections ‘shallow diggings’, or ‘small holes’.  I have and must continue impressing on him that we must eliminate the ‘small holes’ if they show little promise and dig deeper those holes which are more promising.  I’ll give him another three months and if nothing more develops must let him go.

Finding an effective agent is a thankless task.  Most gallery owners know what artists they want and don’t appreciate a salesman pitching unknown artists.  A huge amount of art being shown with regularity is garbage.  But as several gallery owners have told me, in defense of garbage, “people aren’t buying art these days, they’re buying signatures.”  A sad commentary of the art scene, but in opposition, there’s also a lot of creative and outstanding art being shown and sold to collectors who are not buying art for profit, signatures, but buying art for its intrinsic worth.  Enough of my prejudices for now.  Let’s return to the late 80s.

I’m a presence on Haight street.  My books, at least, in a dozen shops, some selling, some just being stored.  My paintings hanging in at least three locations in the Haight.  Noticed and unnoticed, exposed and overexposed.  Anything better than the dank, dark storage of closets and basements.  6/25/89

Here again with mom in Santa Barbara.  Her decline more apparent with every visit, but a good sport always.  Mom is in the other room fixing me breakfast.  There’s not much she can fix, but she needs to be able to do something for a son;  she needs that kind of respect.  She says she is failing but wants to wake up every day.  7/8/89

These past months I’ve been a victim of slippage.  I’ve got to get back on the boil;  back to the rhythms of my voice and soul;  light and refuel the fires of indignation.  A celebration through the actions of myself at my finest.  7/13/89

Back to the regulars of this street.  Back from Reno where teachers and bored students applauded me.  Back from Carolyne;  the Feather River.  Back from passion and tenderness to another kind.  8/18/89

(The idea of going inside one’s self to discover the universe.  So we go inside to discover the universe which is ourselves which leads us outside again.)  8/26/89

I will always honor this body which has, so well, cared for me, but I will not prevent its natural course, as I reach to spirit and soul, for they will carry me beyond when it is time to let go of earthly pickings.  9/7/89

My mother teaches the process with gentlest radiance.  Her eyes articulate what her lips are unable to say.  There is no anger or fear.  Dear lady, do it your way.  You’ve been the best possible person, the best possible model for living a life, and though we say goodbye we will never let go of you.  9/12/89

(My mother:  a spirit and force this planet was privileged to know.).  9/16/89

I’m weaning myself from my journals as they approach present time, at least a time of clearer memory.  This year and this month was the time of her passing.  I know of no one more respected and loved than this lady who lived three months short of her 93rd birthday.  So much of her spirit and energy was passed on to her children and the best of it came to me.  I say this in all humility.  She gave it to us;  we were fortunate enough to receive it.  

During her final days at Cottage Hospital my brothers came with their wives.  I see them clearly by the wall at the foot of her bed, fumbling with their car keys, distressed and uncomfortable.  It wasn’t that they didn’t love her, but they never learned how to express that love, other than in their way.  That’s the way it has been with them all of their lives, and it’s hard for me to understand, growing up, as we did, in a family where our parents were such outstanding role models in the art of expressing their love for one another.  

The most touching moment for me during her final days was when she started calling me by my dad’s name.  She couldn’t have given me more than that.  9/22/89

I believe one reason I’m comfortable with most of my journal entries is because I was already a man in my early 60s when I started journalizing and had made reasonable progress with my life.  I had been living alone over ten years so had a good opportunity of getting to know myself.  I was completely committed to living my passions, paying careful attention to servicing them.  To be free is certainly a high-priority passion of mine.  To be free in the finest way possible, which is to become a fulfilled person.  And my passions for writing poetry, painting and performing have been well realized.  And finally, not least of all, my passion for those I love, and they know who they are, even those who have passed beyond.  

And now, a stunning woman, up from the beach, drifting my way.  I think one could qualify this as instant love.  She has no age;  perhaps a teen-ager or a woman in her 30s.  I see the innocence of a child and the maturity of an adult.  Her body and face seem flawless and inarticulately beautiful.  She pauses, for a moment, where I sit;  exchanging friendly and warm conversation, then continues on her way.  Such a practical and uncomplicated way to fall in love.

And now back, briefly, to a new Journal, journal #11, dedicated to my mother’s final days.  9/23/07

There was a lot of love in that room:  a son, two grandsons, a girl from Argentina.  A lot of love in that room.  My mother, trying to cut loose from her earthly bindings.  Her hands were being held;  her arms caressed, legs massaged, moistened towels to her forehead, smiles and tears strewn across her body.  There was a lot of love in that room.  This is not a death watch.  This is a watch of love;  a painful, tender ritual of passage.  A ceremony we would never have missed.  Being present at the beginning of a journey which we all will, one day, experience, of one so deeply loved and there is a lot of love in this room.  9/12-13/89 

This life goes on and it will continue as long as there is memory, and there will be memory as long as there is life.  10/7/89

Yesterday the great and fearsome San Andreas rose on its haunches, smote the Bay Area and terrified thousands.  Now lingering doubts and fears, some predicting a new calamity in the strange beat and silence of this day.  Have we finally earned that reward?  10/18/89

I celebrate and sanctify this day of your arrival, 12/8/1896.  I celebrate your spirit and humor.  I celebrate your mind and humor;  your loyalty, your generosity.  You were so many things for so many people.  And I celebrate your love for me and mine for you.  12/8/89

Two minutes away from 1990.  (So suddenly arrived).  Is it possible?  I’m waiting.  I’m ready.  Madness on Time Square.  One minute to midnight.  It’s almost time.  I love you all and you know who you are.  Happy New Year.  12/31/89, 1/1/90

Fast forward to present time.  Wondering as I never wondered before, the efficacy of smoking dope as a means of enhancing the quality of my writing.  It’s been a consideration I’ve never considered over the forty-five years I’ve been imbibing, with greatest of pleasure, in the product.  

There was a time when I avoided doing anything creative , under the influence  Doing anything creative other than improvising with my poetry and at piano was useless  These activities seemed to benefit but my attempts at writing under the influence seemed failed.  As with dreams which seem so profound when happening and so trivial when reviewed.  But in recent years my writing and my poetry seem to benefit from a few tokes.  

This may have something to do with the aging process which has contributed to my increasing loss of language.  The dope helps me find some of that misplaced verbage, and it seems to further enhance the creative aspect of my writing, giving me permission to

explore outer boundaries, to cross over those boundaries into fresh, new territory, and upon revisiting my efforts the following morning I was no longer disappointed with what was accomplished;  in fact I was delighted.

But now, a reassessment.  The dope has become significantly stronger and it seems to deliver me to a place where I am sometimes uncomfortable around people but less so with myself.  I even seem to be experiencing hang-overs, not all the time but from time to time, so I’m at a place of reevaluation.    

I usually toke at night and write for a few hours, but I think I’ll cut back.  Maybe the dope has something to do with my loss of language.  Maybe, under this plan I’ll experience a resurrection of memory.  Not to suggest that I’m going to completely deny myself that singular pleasure;  rather cut back and become more recreational in my approach.

Soon after discovering this magic weed I said, with relief, “Now I can grow old effortlessly and joyfully,” and as I advance in that direction that fact has been supported frequently.  And I’ve discovered a number of people, designated as ‘old farts’, who are in full agreement with my premise.  

One thing is certain.  I live in a village where one need barely imbibe.  Simply stroll down Main Street, Fort Bragg and breath deeply of that pure, sweet, invigorating filtered aroma.  It will put a smile to your face.  9/24/07

(My slight case of paranoia was short lived.  No more hang-overs.  I imbibe, with regularity in the evening and usually write for several hours, producing my finest work.

At least I think so.  I hope so.)  10/11/08  

I’ve finally arrived in the 90s, more secure with memory, and less dependent on my Journals.  We shall see.  I do think it might be a matter of interest to review, briefly, my financial picture in the 80s and a few of the schools which stand out in memory in my black book.

1980;  Two weeks in Spokane, public schools, two weeks in Chicago public schools and two weeks in southern California.  Total income, $13,767.39.

 1981:  Bay Area public schools, two weeks in Illinois, about two weeks in California public schools including several reading conferences.  (Carolyne discovered me at the Shasta Reading Conference. I was subsequently invited to her school.  There we met formally, became lovers and were united.).  Readers theatre, London and public schools London.  Income, $17,701.00.

1982:  Mostly public schools in California.  Two weeks in Illinois, Illinois Gifted Conference.  Tulsa State Gifted Conference, Colleges Southern California, Conference Okalahoma.  Income, $11,889,33

1983:  Public schools California, Chico State, first performance of my Symphony #1, St. Olaf College, Walker Art Gallery, first showing of my early paintings, Arts and Humanities, Tulsa, writers Conferences.  Income, $12,287.97.

1984:  Public schools, California, London Workshops, Chicago Gifted Conference, Cape Girardeau, Missouri, Colleges, California.  $11,881.59.

1985:  Public schools, Chicago area, Writers Conferences, Gilroy, Santa Clara, Chicago,

performance Santa Barbara Art Museum, Colleges, Southern California.  Income, $12,375.00.

1986:  Two weeks Reno area public schools, Two weeks, Chicago schools, Illinois Gifted Conference.  Income, $11,268.87.

1987:  Two weeks, Chicago area schools, Two weeks Nevada public schools, Summer Arts Festival, one week, San Luis Obispo.  Income, $10,290.30.

1988:  Public schools, Nevada, Southern California.  Income, $6,337.00.

1989:  Public schools, Nevada, California, several teachers conferences.  Income, $6,395.75

Thus a general sense of my activities, in the schools, during the 80s.  Above incomes include sales from books and paintings which represent, roughly 10% of the totals.  

The ratio of income from books and painting increased year by year.  I took Social Security benefits at age sixty-two, commencing in 1987 which helped with the slacking of my income, but clearly, I never made excessively, as indicated, but always made enough to satisfy my modest financial requirements.  I wouldn’t have wished it another way.  My freedom was far too important.  I lived in comfort and denied myself nothing of real value.  10/11/08 

I’m rarely down, but I’m down.  Down because my body is not quite right.  Down because we’ve entered a new decade, not my last but closing in.  Down because my friends are down, and feeling great.  Great because if this is as far down as down

goes, then I’m close to feeling up.  1/10/90

I remember wondering if I’d make it to the millennium, and if I did would I have the strength to toot a horn or limp out on the porch and croak a short greeting to the world.  Now we’re passing through ’07 and I’m still tooting and croaking and limping and making love.  9/24/07

She sobbed in my arms;  a grandchild loved as deeply as my own.  I will never forget the way she held my mother’s hands and eyes within her own.  1/29/90

Back in the saddle.  Back on task.  Stanford University.  I’m an agent again.  Agent on my own behalf.  I hate it;  I love it.  Nancy wants me next year.  Exhibit my paintings with full-bodied performance.  The choral director wants me next year;  my sympnonies for spoken-voiced-orchestra, and Carl, in drama, adored my work.  Wants it in his curriculum next year.  And so, gloriously, this year, year of the horse.  Next year, year of the Me at Stanford University, but I don’t believe it.  2/24/90

A new Krishnamurti who declares that all prophets are false;  all religions false;  all enlightenment false.  The only enlightenment is to realize the truth of these proclamations.  The disillusioned are rushing to him, and he says, “Leave me alone, I have nothing for you.”  I believe I have finally found me a guru.  2/27/90

There is always, for me, the question with my writing.  How much should I tell and how much should I leave for the reader to discover?  3/11/90  

Again up to Feather River.  Again the soft, dense, pure nights;  sky bursting.  But our pine forest has been cannibalized;  proud trees murdered.  Norm claims they were infested with pine beetles, but what remains reflects only carnage.  Carolyne cried when she saw the destruction.  Like a battle field, the grave-stones rising stumps of trees.  An evidence of greed.  These centuries of growth wasted and destroyed in moments.  3/23/90

Recapture innocence through forgetfulness;  total rapt attention to nothing, which is what everything becomes.  Then one is completely present in present time.  3/27/90

In retrospect, it was fortunate for us that Norm took out those trees, because they had protected our favorite cabin from the traffic of Highway 70.  Now we were entirely exposed and lost all interest in purchasing that property from him.  Had we owned it, we would have lost it all in the devastating floods of several years later.  9/24/07

Quick run through Journal #12, making only a few short stops.  There was a vacancy in its middle of about five months.  These spent in Denmark where I arranged for two gallery showings in 1991.  Then down to Greece with Christian after purchasing a car in Germany.  It was a fascinating drive with a dear friend.  Stopovers in Yugoslavia; magnificent falls in the north, some invigorating hikes into the costal mountains. Montenegro.  Meteria;  The amazing forest of stone rising hundreds of meters, one crested with a monastery which took years to build.  Where supplies and people were transported by a huge net.  The graveyard of Metoria aglow with the illumination of fireflies.  (I was to return there with Carolyne later that year, to her amaze.)  

Christian and I put the car in storage in Athens and continued on to Smos and Patmos where I was to remain after he departed.  After a few months I went back to Athens to meet Carolyne, and after a few days in Athens we picked up the car and started on our journey through Greece, Italy, Germany, France and Holland, to England where we spent a few weeks before returning to America where this journal picks up again in mid August, 1990   

This might be a good place for an interlude.  A respite from the drudgery of being swamped in the self-serving, self-deprecating, aggrandizement of this persons life.  So I’ll find an appropriate entry and compose a trio for spoken voices.  I had a dream last night about doing this and the idea appealed to me.  And so. a three part fugue.

LET GO

1  Such a simple plan---so well understood---so dependable  

2                                                                                               Such a simple plan

3

1  Simply let go                                 in order to receive-----

2                        So well understood 

3                                                                                               Such a simple plan 

1                          But the fear-----the fear of loss-----                       exceeds understanding

2  so dependable                                                          Simply let go

3

1                                                                 and the mere suggestion 

2                                   in order to receive                                          But the fear of loss

3  So well understood 

1  of loss                                                                tightens the grip-----Simply let go-----

2                                        exceeds understanding                                 Simple let go-----

3                so dependable                                                                       Simply let go-----

1                                and what might so easily have been

2                                                                                           and the mere suggestion

3  in order to receive 

1                                                     what we deserved                             vanishes-----

2  of loss-----                                                                tightens the grip

3                     but the fear of loss

1

2                                       and what might so easily-----so easily have been-----have been

3  exceeds understanding

1  and the consequence                                          is the idea

2                                                                                                           what we deserved

3                                     and the mere suggestion                   of loss 

1  (Such a simple plan so well understood so dependable

2                                  (Such a simple plan so well understood so dependable

3                                                                  (Such a simple plan so well understood 

1                               Simply let go)-----that we let it slip away-----

2                               Simply let go)                                                   vanishes-----

3  so dependable-----Simply let go)                                                                       tightens

1                     If we could only substitute

2                                                                  and the consequence 

3  the grip-----                                                                                and what might

1   for desire                                                                               confidence and ease-----

2                    is the idea

3                                      and what might so easily have been 

1                                                                                             too much fear-----

2  that we let it slip away                                slip away-----                               if we could

3                                         what we deserved

1                            too much uncertainty                                      too much memory

2  only substitute                                      for desire

3                                                                                vanishes-----

1                                                                                                       and the consequence

2  confidence and ease                                   and the consequence is the idea that we let it 

3                                    and the consequence is the idea that we let it slip away

1  is the idea that we let it slip away-----

2  slip away                                               slip away-----                        Too much fear

3                                                                                        slip away-----

1  of failed history                                                                         of failed history

2                              too much uncertainty-----

3                                                                        too much fear-----

1

2  to much memory-----                                    of failed history-----

3                                     too much uncertainty                                   to much memory

1                                         Such a simple plan                        Simply let go----------

2                                                    Such a simple plan---------Simply let go----------

3  of failed history----------Such a simple plan                        Simply let go----------

1  let go----------let go…

2  let go----------let go…

3  let go----------let go…

The fugue is the essence of the form of this composition.  Fresh, dissonant and unexpected relationships occur as a result of this form, and as with music the ear and the eye must adapt to the unexpected in order to let it in.  9/25/07

I’ll soon be out of the Haight, home of fourteen years, in search of a new nesting place.

Our building has been sold and now I’ll have to pay a reasonable market rent.  A home in suburbia.  Impossible, me in that medicated atmosphere.   A yuppified loft in a converted warehouse south of Market, graveyard of decay.  Expensive beyond my means;  impossible.  Time of decision and I’m uncertain, but forget about making mistakes and revel in change.  11/28/90

This year is fast being sucked into the vacuum of memory.  How to slow it down, be present in every moment, denying past and future.  Then, ‘now’ becomes eternity which passes in the next moment.  12/13/90

Carolyne sleeps in Chico this final day of this year.  The communist world has fallen but what can replace it.  Our president is blind, our vice-president is stupid.  Why do we inherit such fools?  We are too culpable.  I will awaken Carolyne;  we will go to breakfast.  The world will somehow survive another year.  12/31/90

The year just passed saw a reduction in gallery showings and poetry in the schools.  I struggled with the loss of my mother.  I spent over one third of the year in Europe and dealt with the crushing details of handling my mother’s estate with an ass-hole lawyer who drove me crazy.  I inherited a reasonable sum of money from her estate, divided equally with my brothers who let me handle all the details.  They didn’t offer to assist

and I was grateful.

Finally I searched out and found an apartment in a duplex close to the cliffs, ocean beach and the Cliff House which became my second home.  Now to the conclusion of my 13th journal and into the new.  9/15/07

We’re at war.  Baghdad in darkness.  Early morning;  it’s happened.  All T.V. channels on focus to bring the war into our living-rooms and bed-rooms.  How convenient, how entertaining.  Three waves of F 15s sweeping in.  And our president enjoying unanimous support from politicians and citizens of America.  (Wartime presidents are such popular guys).  Desert Shield has now become Desert Storm.  God Bless America.  To hell with the rest of the world.  How sad;  how wrong;  how ugly.  1/16/91

Morning walk with Michael to Simple Pleasures.  He needs to talk of Michael and I’m a good listener.  Such a good listener that sometimes I can listen without hearing a thing.  Evening walk with Jerry who needs to talk about the war, its impenetrable consequences.

I divert his attention to the perfect impenetrable solutions of the ocean, the cliffs, the sunset.  A nighttime walk with Abdullah to the cliffs.  He is the most hopeless depression of all, but I am able to bring him home to nature.  He tells me I have been blessed by God.  His God not mine.  1/22/91

Most of my friends are in, or bordering on an existential crisis.  If any of them had $100,000 in the bank, and a gorgeous blond in bed they would be 90% cured, and their condition would last as long as the money held out and the blond held in, after which time the 10% would have expanded exponentially and they would be back in the box,

no exit.  9/26/07 

Mournful, pitiful tracings of snow.  Scattered waning fields of snow.  Dwarfish drifts;  diminishing footprints;  fragile, frail snow webbings;;  barren dry meadows.  The ragings of winter have departed with barely a whisper.  This feeble snow a no-snow.  The terrain sucked dry, punished by an embittered Mother of Nature.  This human species has done remarkably well in its quest for extinction.  The utter emptiness of nothing at all;  a baked fiasco.  Las Vegas.  1/25/91

The war is a reality;  we are in it because we are slow learners or because we refuse to learn.  We do not yet understand that war is impossible, so we make it possible.  And we may destroy ourselves in the process which might be the noblest deed of our species which has demonstrated a huge skill in greed which exceeds all of our other skills and that’s the truth.  2/6/91

I love you because you love this planet.  Because you love humanity.  Because of the tears you bleed for almost anything.  Because you love me in spite of my pomposity, because you see through it.  Because you are a rescuer even though you know it’s wrong.   

Because you blame no one except yourself for your failures.  Because of your wisdom, generosity and loyalty.  2/16/91

Got my paintings together for shipment to Denmark.  Plenty of words and music on canvas and masonite.  My forms are growing and I must find a space, soon, where I can paint on canvas fifteen feet high and at least that wide.  Soon---very soon, but now my energies to masonite, panels and plywood.  2/27/91 

Another journal back to storage as this journey winds down.  As I mentioned previously I never thought my journals would become such a resource.  I figured I was creating a kind of history for my children that might answer some questions about my life, which might, in some measure, give my loved ones a deeper insight into their own.   

Not only to reveal myself as honestly as I am able, but to explain how I came to a creative life and what I did with it.  I’ve tried to make a case for my extensive use of my journals, and realized, only today, that not only are my entries a more accurate account of my life than my memory, but they also jog my memory making it possible for me to go deeper on occasions.  And this adventure has also brought me home to past lives, a journey which has always delighted my soul.  

I keep promising to limit dependency on my journals and I continue promising.  My problem is being selective and I keep on finding entries that I feel should be included.  That’s stuff for another book and that book, Harvestings, includes much more from my journals.  It’s on hold now;  has been for nearly a year, at about 700 pages and approaching my 40th journal.  So that should be coming around, in time, for anybody brave enough to go that deep with me.  9/26/07

So it became on January 6th 1991, a two bedroom duplex unit on Seal Rock Drive, feeling much like suburbia, the last place I would want to be and I came to love it.  My rent was three times what it was in the Haight, but I found a good roommate to take up the slack, and we had a fireplace.  On 47th avenue, six buildings from the magnificent cliffs, part of the regional forests which afforded numerous perches to hang-out and feast on sunsets, the grand entrance of shipping through the Golden Gate and under the Golden Gate Bridge, an architectural marvel and the cliffs and headlands of Marin.  The network of paths along the cliffs were several miles long, one of which led to the Palace of the Legion of Honor Museum.  And the dense forest backed up to our row of duplexes, making it feel as though it belonged to us, and it did.

On down the hill we were a five minute walk from the Cliff House which was to become a daily event in my life.  I had my own table in the Crown Restaurant.  Was generally the first to arrive for a morning ritual;  a basket of Cliff House famous pop-overs, a selection of jams in jars and my Earl Grey served in a silver teapot nestled in a linen napkin.  It was style.  And on beyond the Cliff House, Ocean Beach spread like a blanket as far as this eye could see.   

And we had our village on Balboa Street.  A few good restaurants, a cinema, grocery store and a delightful, funky coffee house, Simple Pleasures, which I frequented.

I converted a formal dining room into a studio from which I could glimpse the ocean.  It was an altogether easy transition from the madness and delights of Haight.  I was home again.  9/26/07

And again I am home in present time.  The sun is down, the horizon a tangerine orange.  The air is still;  a moon just turned around from full, will rise shortly and spread its ointment across the land.  The shadows she creates are as real and etched as shadows at high-noon, before and beyond.  Carolyne’s mother is watching her favorite T.V. show;  Jeopardy.  I don’t believe she has come with an answer in at least ten years, but she loves the show, after which, Wheel of Fortune, after which, bed. 

Carolyne is in the garage which is where she goes when the phone is for her and when she wants to light up, as does she when the telephone takes her there.  This is a matter not to be shared with her mother who would drive her crazy if she knew that she smoked.  I agree with that conclusion.  And I am where I am taken almost every day to continue with this book, as well as several others;  that’s upstairs in my studio and Evelyn is below, calling out for her daughter every few minutes.  I call down and tell her Carolyne is on the phone and she is calmed.  At least I thought so.  It is at about this time that Evelyn becomes unreasonable;  the sun-down syndrome is taking effect.  How difficult a time for Evelyn and anyone with her.  One must just remember that she is extremely forgetful and often confused, and remember kindly. 

 My health is good;  finally assured that the internal infection I once had is no longer with me.  My knee replacement is far from perfect but far from lousy too and my new pigs valve has got the rhythm.  So I’m well and confident in my body and my mind.  I spend a few hours here at my computer most every day, bringing things to closure and continuing on with those that are not.  My life is easy.  I have a supportive wife who loves me and is not shy about letting me know.  We are comfortable with each other. 

Working with a film maker to film certain activities including;  painting, performing alone and with a group which I formed for occasional chamber concerts and discussing my life as a painter while painting, to conclusion on a  4’x4’ canvas.  All of this to be reduced from about ten h ours to about ninety minutes.  This to be a part of any archive I may have covering my creative life.  

I’m working weekly with an outstanding sound engineer and keyboard artist, Chuck Bush.  We’ve been recording improvisations together for about a year.  We just came out with a C.D. called, ‘Improvisations’.  We are amazingly attuned to one another and our improvisations, as pure as improvisations can be, are at a point where we are responding to one another, sometimes without even knowing it is happening.  This form of making music has arrived at a stage we couldn’t believe possible and we are basking in the pleasure of being here at the right time with the right thing.  But this is getting away from this book so I will return there now.  10/13/08

I discovered a treasure in Journal #15.  A third of the book consists of my mother’s writings, or verbal recall of her family and my dad’s family.  I’ve been after her to do this for years and finally I knew it was now or never, and it would be now.  During the last year of her earthly life she was embarrassed about the legibility of her long hand, so I asked questions and took dictation.  I’d forgotten about this book which went back twenty years, so what a pleasure and surprise to rediscover it.  Stop I’ll pick up where Mom and I left off, which finds me in Denmark for the two gallery openings arranged by my dear on-going friend, Christian..  I spoke of them earlier, a case of disconnected chronologies. but this version might be a little brighter.  9/26/07

Now I’m in northern Denmark, April 27th, 1991  My paintings in galleries in Aarhus and 

Copenhagen.  The village where we stayed, our journey up the coast to Skagen, furthermost northern village in Denmark, our walk against a fierce blow to the furthermost northern reach of Denmark, Grenan, a fine finger of white sand, confluence of the Great northern Sea and the eastern sea.  I marched into the water and straddled the fine line where they come together.

In Denmark forests are called plantations, as new forests are planted row on row as precise as orchards in California.  I wandered a country road to a park which carried me to the highest elevation in all of Denmark, 200 meters.  There I stood long and long watching, listening and feeling this tiny magnitude.  Tomorrow returning to Aarhus as the fallen days multiply, both shows to be taken down on my 66th birthday.  4/27/91 

A mother and a daughter liking my colors, appreciating my concepts.  They stop, spending substantial time before each painting, in earnest conversation.  Maybe they are talking of dinner plans;  how they might back out of the gallery without hurting my feelings.  Mother moves on ahead away from Color Improvisation #3 to ‘Jimmy Carter’,

Daughter remains behind, faithful to the cassette.  (I’ve placed cassettes on the wall beside my paintings so that a viewer may become a listener as well).  Then we talk and I learn that daughter worked in Chatannuga Café on Haight street where my paintings hung

and she knew of my work.  Daughter and mother saw what I had placed within my paintings;  my joy and myself.  4/30/91

It’s possible to walk away from our body.  My body was sick with a roaring cold and on this warm spring day, with Christian, I walked out of my body.  Left the sick body behind and walked into wellness.  I walked out of that body into good health.  Only problem, when we returned home it was waiting for me.  5/9/91   

Death is not provable.  We can only prove that we cease living in a certain form.  But death, as death is understood by those who believe in it, is pure speculation.  5/22/91

Oh, those glorious days of youth when the problem was dismantling rather than erecting erections.  6/10/91 

I welcome you days.  I seize you hungrily;  release you reluctantly, but I am learning to let go;  looking ahead as each succeeding day brings within it the accumulation of this life.  6/20/81

Home to a delicious dinner of carrot juice spiced with spinach and celery juice.  When I arrived home from the Cliff House I decided to distract my hunger with a friendly fire, but looking into its lapping flames all I saw were hot dogs and marshmallows.  6/27/91

We pass in the instant that our soul and spirit gasp their first and final breath.  There is no measurement of time, but we do exist and that immeasurable time is sacred.  6/91

I spoke to my brother Alan last night asking him if he knew who he was named after.  It was our great grandfather on mother’s side.  In the past he has reiterated his disinterest in family history, but I know differently and when I offered to copy mother’s recollections from my journal and send them along, he was more than vaguely interested.

This I will do today, but slowly as I am becoming increasingly immobilized.  Did I mention, I’m bone on bone, which includes both knees and my left hip.  That may be normal in certain inside locations, but not where knee and hip joints are concerned.  Not normal but commonplace.  We begin in these places with padding, called cartilage and through the process of aging and activity this padding shrinks and may disappear.  Mine is gone;  both knees and practically both hips.

Fortunately, medical science has provided us with the option of replacement, over canes and crutches.  Other options as well which alleviate rather than eliminate.  I’ve tried several of these with minimal relief, so I’m about to commit to a replacement.  Surgery is

a solution to be avoided unless all other options have failed.  We must do what we must do and a final option is to do nothing and suffer the consequences.  At some point in the pain register that option is unacceptable.  I’m not ready to hang it up and seek the solution of a rocking chair.  I’m too young and full of it to surrender at this time.  So I say, onward into life, into surgery. 

And onward into my next journal which I will reduce and distill by simply offering a few fragments from page one and perhaps one or two entries.  9/27/07

XII

It’s all been said and I will continue saying, it, again and again, over and over, as long as there is life and breath to say, there is nothing more to say, nothing more, nothing more to say, nothing more.  7/1/91 

If only  we realized that we needed nothing then there would be nothing to need.  7/14/91

If I am ‘present’ for you then I am ‘present’ for myself.  7/30/91

The themes of my life are becoming fewer and fewer.  These themes distilled into word-scales from which I construct my multiple voiced language compositions.  8/21/91

Sons and lovers, lovers and friends, friends and strangers;  failures, losses and pain can become your finest teachers if you are willing to become your finest student.  I tell my son, “You have not failed, only the project has failed.”  9/28/91

I’m putting my life in order.  Thousands of pages of poetry put to binders and thousands of pages remain unbound.  I’m documenting my spirit and my soul.  But today I was criticized about my carelessness in connection with my paintings.  They must be documented as well.  Slides of all my paintings and detailed records of sales and collectors.  It may mean little to anyone, but it may mean a lot, and I must proceed on the premise that I am reasonable, nearly, somewhat close to being what I think I am.  10/8/91

This need to document has been an issue for many years and my resistance has been more notable than my accomplishment.  That was until we made our move to Fort Bragg on December 20th, 2003.  Here was my opportunity to put my affairs in order.  A large sprawling home.  More than adequate storage for acres of paintings and poetry and the will to proceed with the task.

No longer the seductions of San Francisco;  no more excuses.  And the ever present mortality-clock ever present to remind me that time, as we’ve been assured in our youth, is not eternal.  On the contrary, it’s very present and on-going and accelerating.

So the village of Fort Bragg was the perfect solution, and soon after settling in, the process was underway.  But as with previous efforts to discard the old stuff, the garbage, it’s never easy to destroy a history, at least not so for me.  The bad stuff still stirred me with memories and was usually an accurate reflection of this person, then.  Still, I’ve been able to trash hundreds of pages, perhaps several thousand of my old poetry dating back forty years.

What seemed salvageable I’ve reconstructed into multi-voiced poems, gathered into a series of books, about forty-five since landing here.  This includes a significant amount of new poems which I’ve composed since arriving here.  (Some people run-off at the mouth.  I run off at the pen.).  As I told my dear friend Shaun Griffin, an outstanding Nevada poet,  “Shaun, you’re a craftsman.  You will spend days, perhaps weeks to perfect a poem.  But I haven’t time to be a craftsman.  Never had time.”  When the spigot is on and it usually is, I rush into my poems, rarely taking time to work them over.  That’s my style.  That’s who I am.  I think I’m about half way finished with this project.  So there is much ahead of me awaiting my attention and I will carry on.

As for my paintings I never took that advice.  Early on it was difficult for me to give up a work.  They seemed like members of my family and it was difficult for me to let them go.

I got over that in a hurry and have probably given away almost as many paintings as I have sold.  I don’t record my sales, so records of ownership are vague and incomplete.  I have a good number, perhaps forty of my paintings, still in Japan, stored in a gallery in Chuba City.  I have no idea how to get in touch with the gallery.  My Japanese agent handled my affairs in that country.  I may never see any of those paintings and don’t really care.  I have paintings in San Francisco stored in a building owned by my only real collector.  At least a dozen large paintings are stored somewhere in his building, and I haven’t showed much interest in picking them up.  I think one reason for my indifference is that I have so many paintings with me in Fort Bragg that I feel overwhelmed.

As for storage of this vast inventory;  another matter.  I’ve built vast storage in our oversized garage, and after packaging many of them in bundles of four and wrapping them in plastic, these are stored on our second level.  It remains to be proven whether or not sealed bundles are the best solution.  I can’t avoid thinking that our near proximity

to the ocean might produce moisture which could result in serious damage.  But I do manage to avoid doing much about that possibility.  I’ve got so damn many of them that I can always use the extra space if I must throw some of them out.  I’ll just not tease myself over that possibility.  9/27/07,  10/15/08

Crazy man with gray beard, waist deep in Trinity River, screaming with glee.  “I’ll have you, I’ll get you.”  Splashing at the chill.  Advancing---retreating.  Noising-off   Leaping, screaming at the icy waters, waist deep again;  splashing, his body.  Head beneath flesh of Trinity delicious chill.  Crazy man with gray beard, naked on a granite shelf, sun-stroked, mind-stroked, soul-stroked.  Such delight;  a violation of seriousness.  9/18/91

It’s a mad rush between recognition and old age.  I’m famous to myself;  that should be enough.  Unfortunately I have a few needs.  I’m competitive and the mad rush is really exciting and seductive.  9/28/91

The waterfall of the sea nullifies the eternal ringing in my right ear, or is it possible that my left ear is the troubled one.  Might this be a metaphor for trouble in our lives.  When we experience life we are troubled and when we are troubled we are unable to experience the trouble.  My ear is ringing again.  It hears itself.  10/9/91

It disturbs me, a little, reading through my journals to select appropriate entries for this book.  Much of what pleases me sounds pompous;  like an ordinary person, which I am, trying to sound like a cool sage, which I’m not.  Too much unsolicited advice;  sermonizing.  If I was dealing with someone else’s writing it would be much easier for me to judge.  I hope that my judgment has been reasonably sound.  I’m not a prose writer,

I’m a poet, and as I ruminate my journals I feel the pulse and rhythm of poetry more strongly than the prose.  And I’m deeply enough engaged in this project of self-love and self-loathing to know that there is no turning away;  it’s too much fun and I’m too engaged, as I look ahead to Journal #17.  

A bit of confusion occurred with journal #17.  It was lost and, much later, found again, and during its absence I commenced with another journal and upon its return, I returned.  So there is a considerable gap, to be ignored, not that it makes any difference.  9/28/07

Years ago she proclaimed, “There is a G Zone, definitely a G Zone.”  This lady contains the entire alphabet.  12/9/91

I love you because you are sensitive, aware and alive to wonderment and unafraid to be its fool.  12/9/91

Another New Year’s Eve at Norms on Feather River, cabin #1, the only cabin with a wood stove.  A porch overlooking the river, and tonight falling through a windless sky, the first snow of the season.  We’re like children in the snow.  Can’t sleep;  peering through windows on all sides, watching this gently falling mantle of magic.  Out on the porch delighting in its touch.  This is how we said goodbye to the old;  hello to the new.

12/31/91

The year 1992 was an active one in the galleries.  Tah Gallery in Pasadena, State of the Art Gallery in San Francisco and Gallery Creart in Osaka and Gallery Sho in Tokyo.  As I may have said earlier, I made my Japanese connections the previous year.  Actually had two agents;  a New Zealander married to a Japanese airline stewardess, living in Tokyo, and a Japanese agent, living in San Francisco.  This would be the first of four trips I took to Japan, a country I came to appreciate.  I had become acquainted with the village of Takayama, a traditional village in the Japan Alps, thirty minutes from the most sacred hot-springs I shall ever know.  Surrounded by the Alps, the size of an Olympic pool, but round, surrounded by huge boulders cushioned in snow.  A sandy bottom three to five feet deep.  It was glorious and every time I returned to Japan I returned to Takayama and every time I returned to Takayama I returned to those sacred hot-springs.  (The good people of the traditional Inn where I always stayed may be wondering why I have not returned.  I’m wondering too.).

In 1992 I didn’t do a great deal of poetry in the schools, though I continued, as I always have, composing poetry on an almost daily basis.  The bulk of my creative energy had shifted to painting.  When I wasn’t doing one I was doing the other and when I wasn’t doing the other I was hanging-out with friends or with myself; or wandering the streets, districts, neighborhoods of this city which I have always loved.  And there were my trips to southern California to hang-out with children and grandchildren, occasions which always warmed my heart.  9/28/07

I don’t care for grammar.  Don’t like it because I never learned it;  have justified my attitude by manufacturing all sorts of erroneous arguments.  It’s rigid and dull;  it’s restrictive and pretentious.  All of which is an excuse for my shortcomings and I know it. 

1/22/92

The rains have come.  El Nino has sent them to us, pregnant with moisture and the parched lands of California are sotted.  It will rain heavily tonight and I will be at a window;  watching, listening and occasionally reaching out to feel.  2/12/92

Welcome to my life.  A life which began today but carries with it the baggage of a thousand lives.  The scars and exultations of memory without which there would be no life or a life so existential that it would be an extasy or pain beyond endurance.  2/29/92

So I’m sitting, with a glass of iced tea, across the street from the gallery in South Pasadena, where my paintings are being shown, waiting for someone to arrive.  The streets are almost dead, well past opening time and no one has arrived.  2/29/92

I’ve had remarkable success as poet/painter.  Supported my family as a poet without the need to teach for a living, and I’ve averaged three gallery showings of my paintings per year since my first show in 1983. But I’ve rarely enjoyed the quality of attention to my work, that I had hoped for.  My friends of the bay area have been loyal, attentive and supportive and they number twenty to thirty.  Outside the bay area I’ve had to depend on students at schools where my work has been shown and ineffectual promotion by alternative galleries with limited funds and staff.  Japan is the exception.  There I’ve always enjoyed good attendance and sales.   

All one need do is take a look at my audience to know I’m in an alternative space with no sales tonight.  My southern California brother chartered a bus, complete with bar and  bartender to bring a full compliment of friends from his exclusive yacht club.  There was plenty of money but no collectors on that bus.  

At another gallery, a few years earlier, in Seattle my other brother funded an opening at a vast gallery in Pilgrim Square.  He said that most of our fraternity brothers would be there with wives, as they were, and most of them could have belonged to any millionaire’s club open to Jews.  They were there;  they loved my paintings;  they smiled and laughed at my humor, participated in my games and went home empty handed.  Some rich people in this world just don’t know the joy of displaying an original piece of modern art, at least not a piece of mine.  9/29/07

And now to a brief encounter with Journal #18.

It’s obsessive, sometimes, this concern with time.  A fear of loss, a weakening of physical and mental powers;  the infirmities of advancing age.  But we never really grow old.  We transition into something else, which we become.  And beyond that to someone else and someone else.  Never the same person but a part of that puzzling transformation.  3/15/92  

Vigil from the cliffs for a child who is lost;  claimed by mother sea.  The sun which rose today on that life. sets now on that loss.  Curiosity has gone home.  The hoards of rescuers have returned to their posts.  One lone, sad, desperate helicopter passes one more time in hopeless search.  I, in vigil, pray for everyone.  Two young women, unaware, toast each other.  They’ll read about it in the morning paper.  4/5/92  

Fierce winds convert the Pacific into a cauldron of shifting silver and slivers of ice.  Fierce winds bend the delicate blossoms of Spring, which have so exquisitely invaded these cliffs and meadows.  Last day of April on this aging planet, and this race of man, more sophisticated and deadly than it has ever been, continues to stumble and groan in impotence.  We will never learn, it seems, the lessons of history and humanity.  4/30/92 

A huge hawk and his shadow circles me as I float naked in the just barely currents of Navarro River.  Does he think me prey;  some huge bloat of flesh to calm his appetite.  There are no mistakes up there.  No accidents, no manipulations or strategies.  He takes what comes and uses it with skills and naturalness.  5/9/92

Happy birthday, sweet gentle man

I was there when you began.

In fact I know you very well

My name and yours, no need to tell.

Be firm of will, let passion thrive

you are, for me, the most alive.

In truth you are a modest soul,

A simple life your earnest goal.

Be peaceful man, you’ll be here long

To dance your dance and sing your song.

5/12/92

I’ve always told kids in the classroom that it’s O.K. to rhyme, but not just for the sake of rhyme over reason.  It’s difficult to break them loose from the ever present, all pervasive

effect of traditional nursery rhymes and the plethora of children’s books of poetry, wretchedly stuffed with inane rhyming poetry.  It’s not just the rhyming but the rhythm which invades all of rhyming and non rhyming children’s books of poetry.  It’s pervasive in music by the counts of four and eight.  Not just pop music but most classical music as well.  So we’re locked into form quite rigidly and my birthday poem doesn’t help us out.

9/27/07

Don’t measure a poem by its ‘size’, but by its ‘says’. This I believe as I walk the world’s most magnificent oval.  Sutro Park, atop the sea, a crown upon the Cliff House.  Krishnamurti said, that we live in a measuring society.  Measuring gains against failures,  how much, how large, how quick, years spent against years on deposit, while our real focus should be on the quality of our lives.  I say we must nourish passion;  cultivate an abundant crop and feast upon it.  Abandon the measuring rod.  It’s not the quantity,. it’s the quality.  5/17/92 

I’m visiting my children in southern California.  There is as ease and a love in our relationships which touches me. But my time there is always short-termed by choice for this is no longer my home.  I am loved but not known.  Certainly no fault of theirs.  How can they expect to know someone who doesn’t know himself.  5/23/92

 The lady at the next table is doing something very affectionate and sexy to her man.  She is crushing his shirt in her hand while stroking his stomach.  Now she is massaging his shoulders and neck.  Smiling tenderly as he responds.  Now they are simply holding hands, petting and squeezing tenderly.  Teasing with their body language.  They will be passionate lovers in a short while.  6/8/92

My years as a constant presence in the Cliff House were a time of pleasure and comfort.  Most of my poems in my book, Cliff House Poems came directly from my journals of that period.  I was well known by staff because of my daily presence there.  Drifting from one room to the other,  Crown Restaurant for morning tea, Phineas T. Barnacle for afternoon tea and in the evening the Ben Butler.  Most often sitting alone, watching the ebb and flow, conversing with my journal;  comfortable, at ease.

There are still a few of the old guard in place and my book is still an item in the Cliff House gift shop.  I return there on occasions, when in the city and though it went through a radical change, architecturally, there is still that sweet, lonely and joyful aroma to stir memories, and the magnificent backdrop of proud Pacific;  ever the same;  ever changing.

9/20/07

This morning on our way to breakfast something plugged me in to a humorous event of some years ago which might please St. Louisians, or not.  I had been invited on several occasions to Cape Giruardo, one hundred miles south of St Louis, to bring my poetry to the public schools and a university nearby.  On one trip while returning home, there was a lengthily delay at the St Louis airport, so I decided to pass the time in St. Louis and acquaint myself with a city I had always passed through, never taken the time to discover.

On a street corner near the center of town I encountered a local waiting for the light to change.  “May I ask you a question,” I asked.  “If a close friend came to St Louis and had four or five hours to spend because of airport delays, where would you suggest he go in order to make the most of his time?”

Without looking back, heading across the street as the light changed, over his shoulder he replied.  “I’d tell him to go back to the airport.”  I understand that St Louis has changed over the past twenty or thirty years but I’ll never return there, so must satisfy my curiosity 

with that rather discouraging response.  9/30/07

I’d spoken of reducing my dependency on my journals as I advanced over the years and this is about to happen as I’ve discovered that journal #19 seems to have vanished.  So onward to #20 which greets me with a few undistinguished entries which will save me the effort of struggling with the need to reduce and omit.  9/30/07

I’m on my way to Japan.  Are we ready for each other?  I choose to delay learning the language until I was in the air, well on my way, so I wouldn’t forget it before I had a chance to use it.  9/21/92

Tokyo Airport;  controlled madness.  Bus ride to town;  many toll stops from airport which is further from its city than any in the world.  Tokyo;  wall of office buildings, fully operational at 8:00 pm. by thousands of men, all in shirt sleeves, facing computers. 

The focus of most everyone is work.  Eat, work, drink, work, procreate, work.  9/23/92 

These men are setting up my show in the Creart Coffee Gallery in Osaka.  I’m the artist and should have some say as to arrangement.  I know about color, tone, balance and I’m intensely aware of relationships, in terms of language and scoring but my suggestions are ignored.  Actually it makes little difference to me what goes where..  It’s just not important if the work is solid, but it is, but not really.  9/27/92

I’m the only beard.  The only westerner aboard this bulging train of thousands, heading into the Japan Alps this day.  10/2/92

I’m home again.  Settled into the settled life.  Back to the Cliff House, watching and blending into the passage of my days.  10/21/92

The ice-plant my bed;  the cliffs my lookout;  the gentleness of this afternoon my comrade, as I feast again on summer;  Indian Summer.  10/24/92

When Mark asked me what I would like to hear, I replied, “silence”, to which he replied, ‘“Who recorded it?”  Silence is regarded by many as a form of failure;  a vacuum which must be avoided by filling space with sound.  This fucking sound will drive me from this room.  Why must we always destroy silence.  It’s pure, it’s honest, it’s peaceful and it’s profound.  And it’s provocative.  John Cage knew this when he had his memorable performance in Carnegie Hall, probably forty years ago, and it’s still being talked about.  He entered the stage tuxedoed, sat at the grand piano, raised his hands above the keys and held them there for 4 minutes 45 seconds.  What a risk-taking event that was.  The great gift from Cage, in my estimation, was not the quality of his work, but its daring which consequently invited others to dare to do, and they did, and I did.  11/17/92

First day of a new December, Depot Café, Mill Valley, gentrification capital of planet earth.  Exquisite white clones of Marin.  Many dear souls in my life have shared this place with me, over three decades.  Now I sit alone beside their children;  unknown to them to me, gazing at the years of my 6th generation.  I must be that person I remember, but will I be that person I become?   12/1/92

Visited a few galleries in Santa Monica.  I asked with apologetic hesitation if they were looking at art.  They were disinterested, unwilling to look;  every response reminding me that I must find someone to represent me;  protect me from these painful efforts and defeats.  12/16/92

Gathering wind from the ocean.  Clogged clouds from another Pacific storm.  It will be raining soon.  The day carries itself slowly, softly, as to give tenderness to the conclusion of another manic year;  slipping, gasping, unwinding and terminating into memory, along with the final entry of another journal.  12/31/92

Suddenly, so suddenly, the moments, the days, the years and journals which seemed eternal, evaporate into uncertain memory.  Sitting on our side porch in this day which promises to hold me as long as I hold on.  I am here, every part and parcel of me, here, where I am.  The only place I could possibly be, unless I were someplace else which would be the here of there.  So I am there as well as here.  Feeling the sun of this day.  Surf broadcasting its message.  Soft moist breeze of September’s final day.  I sang it in a poem of mine which I set to music. ’Hold on-----Hold on you moment, for a moment more’.  

And now I must speak of dementia.  Not mine, not my wife’s,  (It wouldn’t be allowed).  

but her dear mother’s.  It’s been coming on her for a few years.  Her daughters kept her in her home in Chico:  bordering the almond orchard of twenty acres.  Familiar surroundings where she had lived most of her adult life.  But her condition worsened, as expected, and arrived at a point when she could no longer care for herself.  She was alone most of the day;  bored and miserable.  

She fought against outside help.  Fired them as soon as they invaded her home.  One caregiver said, “It doesn’t hurt my feelings.  I’ve been fired by the same person four times in the same day.”  

Meals on Wheels was a failed effort, and her Chico daughter made the effort but after a stressful workday as a middle-school teacher it became increasingly difficult for her to handle evenings with her increasingly needy mom.  When Carolyne asked me a year ago, (its been two years ago now, 10/08) if I would be willing to have her mom, on a trial basis, come and stay with us for a month, I was quick to the affirmative.  She is a dear soul.  Her memory has not only failed her, but it is practically non-existent.  She is the most existential soul I have ever known.  Juan Paul Sarte would worship her. 

She has a marvelous sense of humor, has always had it, I’m told.  She doesn’t demonstrate the slightest fear of death, in fact she encourages it, hopes for it, waits for it, knows it is near by, and she can be utterly exasperating.  I’ve recorded, in my journals quite a bit of what she has said and done over this past year, and must remind myself, frequently, oh so frequently, that when she repeats herself she is not really repeating herself, for each moment and utterance , each experience is spontaneous, new for the first time;  fresh and unexpected.  It must be as frightening, as glorious, to live without memory.  She used to berate herself over her forgetfulness.  She no longer does, because 

she has forgotten that she forgets.  

In closing, she is living here under the most favorable of circumstances.  With her most beloved child who returns that love in volumes.  This is the final chapter of her life;  this is where she deserves to be.  Now on to a few fragments from my 21st journal.  9/30/07

Life is suffering:  How many times this statement?.  Life is tragic and so heartbreakingly fragile.  A moment ago a call from my son Drew, to share a tragedy with me.  My son is an avid tennis player.  He belongs to a club and belongs to the club’s tennis team which is connected to a league involving clubs in southern California.  So he plays three or four times a week, still playing singles, as well as doubles with players significantly younger than he.  

Today he was playing with a close friend.  A man of forty-two, in excellent health, small, slender and well liked.  They were having a great time this Sunday morning.   Joking and playing hard in the warm sun.  His friend died today on that tennis court.  Threw his tennis ball high in the air, on serve, and crumpled to the ground.  Drew rushed to him, gave him C. P. R., did all he could possible do to bring him back.  When the ambulance arrived the team did all they could do to bring him back, but he was gone.  Left his body and, for the believers, went on to a better place.

My son will never forget this day.  Hopefully he may have learned something from it.  The absolute fragility of life.  How precious each moment and beyond.  What to do to make it better;  to do it.  9/30/07

We enter a new month, still asking or avoiding the question which will never go away as long as we find it necessary to ask or to avoid asking.  For this reason the Zen Buddhist philosophy has such appeal for me.  It demands nothing, guarantees nothing.  It is simply present in pure and simple form.  

I never searched with much diligence for answers.  I never believed in a dsseity, but I found spirituality in the practice of Zen.  I never became a member of any group and I practice Zen only because it confirms the way I was living my life before I discovered Zen.  The belief in any formal religion or in the bible as anything other than,  sometimes, a fine work of fiction with, sometimes, useful metaphors, is preposterous to me.  

It’s an Eastern practice which has been embraced by Western souls who are searching for a calm, meditative, physically healthy and non-judgmental way.  Over the past many years I’ve visited Green Gulch not frequently, but often enough to benefit by being reminded that I’m on the right path.  I’m not a student of Zen, but a good listener and watcher.  

Baghwan Rashnish, with whom I never would have practiced, had a beautiful touch with language.  I still glance at his books and listen to snatches of his tapes.  He said;  “Peeling an orange is as sacred as conducting a symphony orchestra,”  suggesting that each moment and each event within each moment is sacred.  He also said that when you are with the person of your life and there is an argument or disagreement, remember that the other person is right.  Such a pure way of saying that we all carry different values, as a result of life experiences and those different values should be respected from one to the other.  When Carolyne and I have differences of opinion, I remember that advice and it makes life so much easier.  It is not necessarily so that when two people have a different opinion one need be right and the other wrong.

Baker Roshi, formerly of Green Gulch, said:  “When forty thousand people are in a stadium watching a football game, forty-thousand games are being played.”  Another way of saying that we all see it differently, but nearly enough alike that at the end of the game we can agree on the score.  I love that kind of thinking.  And the Zen philosophy believes in and celebrates spontaneity and believes that each moment is a birth and a death and that there is only the moment and that the moment is eternity and eternity is the moment.

I seem to have lost myself for the moment, but will get back to the next one which brings me to 1993, and as few journal entries as possible.

Dozing through February, on the cusp of March, precursor of April, heralding my birthday in May which brings us into summer, July melting into August, a vanishing summer pushing into fall as October proclaims November which brings us to December, as another year warns us that there is no time, only experience in the passing of our years. 

2/4/93

My passion for life is unabated, passing through my 67th year.  For sex, perhaps, slightly reduced.  For nature more fierce because it returns me to myself.  For Carolyne and my loved ones;  fiercely undiminished.  For my craft, a passion to see it stamped in cement;

to archive that part of me which speaks my life in so many voices.  2/14/93

The groans you hear are those of an ecstatic body lowering itself into my sulfur hot-springs at the edge of Feather River in the bitter-sweet frostiness of an early winder day.

2/15/93 

“A Grandfather and his Grandson.”  That will be the title of our show and the Greed Dragon gallery in Santa Barbara.  This child of my child.  This quiet, tender, talented boy will join me on the wall.  2/23/93 

It rises, a wedge of anger in my spleen.  I am neglected;  discarded.  I am unknown.  Hundreds of poets;  thousands, lesser than myself, reading, giving workshops, in demand while I am vanishing from the memories of a few.  I put it aside for a while, focus to the real values, but it returns;  a wedge of anger rising in my spleen.  I am neglected, discarded.  I am unknown.  3/18/93

I read about you in the Chronicle this morning, Tony.  You have left us.  Never again your friendly face at Café Siena.  Your books of poetry, your guitar.  I remember the Palace Poet’s Monkey Band.  What fun we had twenty-five years ago, and now you’ve gone.  Sleep well my friend.  10/18/08)

The self without desire or need has everything.  4/11/93

That comment is one of the cornerstones of Zen.  Desire breeds need breeds ego and ego breeds fear, breeds suffering.  I may have the needs and the breeds out of order, but I have the ingredients for the stew.  My problem is that I am filled with desire.  Filled with desire because I am not satisfied to paint or write in a vacuum.

Our home is filled to overflowing with cartons of my poetry, the bulk of which has never seen the light of day.  Our garage bulging with my paintings, the bulk of which have never seen the light of day, and my poetry and my paintings are growing nervous as I age, ever so gracefully, ever so suddenly, that they will never be liberated to public consumption.  And I am nervous too.

Why am I not just satisfied with what I have done and am doing?  Because, as I’ve mentioned and made clear, there is the desire to communicate what I’ve done, and on a more personal and selfish level, to be appreciated;  to be known and understood.  And on a mercenary level, to create a nice estate for my children, who would never be able to bring my work to the public.  Neither the desire, the time nor the ability to do so..  They appreciate what I’ve done and continue to do but they have their lives to live and that’s plenty for anyone.

This is why I’ve provided a certain sum of money, in my will, for this purpose.  My children and my wife are my literary executors, and if they are not interested in doing the work, they must appoint someone, qualified and enthusiastic to get the job done, or, at least, make the effort.  I’ve promised to provide a list of possible choices.  So far I’ve not come up with any names.  Those I’ve considered are either as old as myself, irresponsible, or not sufficiently aware of or familiar with my work.  (I’m really the best applicant, but I won’t be around).  The whole process, at best is not very Zen.  10/1/07 

So it was in 1993 that I was working on one of my previously discarded autobiographies.  Perhaps I should search for that work which might give me a closer, clearer touch with those earlier years, and incorporate that work into this work which seems to be flowing comfortably.  Flowing from so many tributaries which sometimes seem to be in opposition;  searching for the main flow and sometimes flowing in the wrong direction;  against the tide.  10/1/07

(I found the 1993 effort and another effort hidden within my journals,

and while they’ve supported my effort there is also the added confusion as I leap forward and backward in an effort to cobble it all together).  10/18/09

My wife’s mother arose this morning, about half an hour late.  (One can usually tell the time by her prompt arrival within bare minutes of 8:00 am.).  She doesn’t feel well, is shaky, dizzy, can barely shuffle, is confused;  is in decline.  It’s a sad process to observe.  Carolyne is gentle and loving.  No arrangement would be more humane and caring.  But her way is clearly not the way I wish to go.  The soul that ceases suddenly is not the suffering soul, and that’s my choice.  It could happen at any time.  More of a good thing is O.K., but it’s not necessary.  More of a bad thing is not acceptable.  It’s better to die too soon than too late.  Just not too soon and I’ve passed beyond that concern.  10/2/07

Journal #22.  What a great evening in Reno.  Taking it slow;  spying on everyone;  no need to patronize;  simply grazing in present time;  munching in the pastures of indulgence.  Hanging out with myself;  a stranger in a strange land.  At peace with myself and with you and when my chicken teriyaki arrives, I’ll consume it with as much relish as I consume everything.  4/22/93

What a piece of land.  I dreamed of it last night.  Twenty acres, a creek born on its northern slope, winding through its center for 2,000 feet.  Ancient forest of cedar, fir, pine and oak.  High enough for winter snows.  No traffic on this land.  A few neighbors but not within sight or sound.  I will build us a home.  High open-beamed ceilings, a huge field-stone fireplace;  hot-tub on a broad, covered porch;  a loft.  We, surrounded by the forest silence;  together.  5/2/93

In a few moments I will again record my imperceptible decline, celebrating yet another birthday by giving myself the gift of myself improvising my poetry to the movements of a modern dancer I’ve never met. before a select group of dear, patient friends, in the video studio of University of San Francisco.  5/12/93  

(This was a ritual I’ve performed on a fairly regular basis, each time with a different dancer, over a period of five to seven years.  A part of an extensive record, in many forms, I’ve dutifully maintained over the bulk of my creative years.).  10/18/08

Peaceful in Evanston, not rushing to get things done.  The sky is aglow with its broadcast of trees and blossoms as Spring asserts herself.  In the afternoon I’ll go to Northwestern University to admire my paintings, well displayed.  Then to classrooms, workshops and performances.  It will be a good day.  5/18/93

My grandson, Casey, who has shown an increasing interest in my work, is now a student in a graduate program in creativity.  He went to the Music Library where my writing has been archived for at least twenty years.  Actually a new director of that facility informed me a few years ago that they were moving in a different direction and were no longer interested in continuing on that path, at the same time assuring me that the extensive volumes of my work would be properly maintained.  

Casey went to the archives to see if I was there, and I was in several bulging cartons.  He was told they had not yet gotten around to organizing what was there.  (They had still not dealt with the works of John Cage dating back to 1966.)  I will just comfort myself in the knowledge that some day---some day.  10/18/08

Loaf with me in the ice-plant.  Silence your voice;  listen to the sea.  Is there a sweeter smell than soft-spiced air?  The sun broadcasting itself in sparkling patterns across the great planes of this sea.  There is nothing nourishes my soul so completely as this which I now embrace which now embraces me.  5/31/93

I’m quite surprised (no I’m not) with the subjects which reoccur in my journals.  I seem obsessed with time and aging, and I sound fearful of growing old;  have for a long time.  I’m also subject to numerous colds, back and leg problems which often put me down.  Yet I’ve been in perfect health and am constantly grateful of this fact.

Carolyne and I had great times together, but also had serious on-going problems, not the least over the way she dealt with her daughter who had serious problems around drinking, drugs and men.  (I’ve spoken of Lorna liberally, almost never of Matt).  Carolyne and I are a good couple although we are poles apart in so many areas.  It’s often been said that differences in temperament and values are good for a relationship.  I believe this to a point so long as couples are well attuned in four specific and significant areas;  spiritual values, money, politics and sex.  These are general headings.  I won’t go into details, only to say that we are well adjusted in all four of those components.  .

Although I have some good friends, I seem to be spending considerable time with myself;  best of all friends.  There were frequent times of loneliness and frequent times alone as an observer of people and nature, and I experienced great pleasure.  I didn’t speak at great length of my creative life.  I just did it and continue doing it.  10/2/07

I feel that this page will deliver me to the comfort of the insecurity of my security, or is it the security of my insecurity?  Allen Watts authored a book, ‘The Wisdom of Insecurity’,  Needless to say, ‘Let go of the bondage of security.’  Such an important concept, so reasonable and easy to accomplish if one is ready for it.  Become desireless in the proper way;  unforced and natural.  8/6/93

My younger, older brother, at the age of fifty was the first of we siblings to have cancer.  His was serious, requiring a colostomy.  I visited him at the hospital in Los Angeles and gave him a copy of  ‘The Wisdom of Insecurity’, hoping this would touch him at this critical time.  He may have read it;  he never changed.  

What right have I or anyone to advise or expect anyone to change.  His way is his way;  his values are his.  I need to take care of my own and let others do the same.  Thirty-five years later, living in Fort Bragg, on the coast of northern California, I encountered a soul I hadn’t seen in almost fifty years.  He came to me at a showing of my paintings at the Mendocino Art Center and asked me if I knew any Luries from Santa Barbara.  Then he looked closer and said, ‘You’re him, you’re Toby.  Joel Andrews, living now in Fort Bragg was married to Allen Watt’s daughter.  We’ve become close friends.  10/3/07

A fresh mind is a mindful mind

A mindful mind is an empty mind

An empty mind is a fresh mind

full of emptiness;  ready to open to fullness.  8/11/93

XIII

An undulating path of dented copper broadcasts itself from the downing sun to the base of my nesting place.  Eighteen pelicans in perfect formation glide inside the curl of a single breaker.  I shift locations:  the copper path follows me.  Four pelicans dive while the pale, transparent, almost full moon waits patiently astride the eastern sky.  There’s no place for me to go.  It’s stunning at every step.  The sun flounders in a far away bank of fog.  The moon asserts herself.  More pelicans round the point heading north for the night.  I’m heading home.  8/30/93  

There’s a quietude, a simplicity in my life, an ease and gentleness for which I’m grateful.  Though I pride myself in my inexhaustible energy, I’m aware that my cutting edge has dulled.  Even though my output continues at high level, the quality has declined.  I’m simply tired of repeating myself and that’s the best thing I do.  I’m not experimenting;  venturing outside of the safety zone.  Now it’s mostly archiving, performing, adding to the body of my work and enjoying my comforts.  8/31/93 

Returned for my 50th high school reunion, entering that room of Seattle strangers.  The eyes, the eyes, you will find them in the eyes.  (This I was told one long time ago.)  Silver haired gentlemen and ladies who called me Tobert, with affection.  The lives of teen-agers too engrossed now with survival;  too stigmatized from the guilt of parents and tradition.  We were the age of innocence, now grown weary with age.  Only the names;  only our high school pictures taped to our backsides.  All else changed as I drift through this gathering of memories.  9/17/95

I wanted to understand who I was to others fifty years ago that I might better understand who I am today.  10/3/07

I’m always going back or reluctant to depart where I am.  (Holding on.).  My wife has frequently suffered my unwillingness to get into our car and drive directly out of the Feather River Canyon.  I must stop several times, to look or wander or sit or swim.

a delaying tactic because I am not ready to say goodbye, knowing it will never again be quite the same;  yet knowing if I’m unwilling to let go of that which cannot, in any event, be held, I’ll lose a proper connection with that which awaits me.  10/3/07

I’m getting to the age when prostates begin to malfunction.  There was a time when I could hit the ceiling followed by a time when I struggled to hit well up on the wall, followed by this time when I must avoid pissing on my shoes.  But more telling is the count.  In prime my average pee took 22 to 25 seconds;  now I’m down to between 12 and 15 seconds.  More vicissitudes to chalk up to the ravages of advancing age.  9/29/93

My prostate cancer arrived in the year 2000 and was thoroughly documented in my book,

My PC Journal, which I will discuss at some length when I arrive there.  10/3/07 

I know so well the reasons for my skillful and passionate avoidance of money beyond reasonable means.  That’s where the stress is.  And all those false values connected with its ownership and the feeling that takes one when its ownership is threatened and the guilt connected with it because of the dubious way it was acquired.  These days it seems to take priority over everything.  “Money talks,”  they say.  It also rules and destroys.  But notify me if an anonymous admirer deposits $200,000 to my account and watch me celebrate.  11/4/93

I’ve used play money and real money in several large paintings on the theme, and I’ve composed numerous poems on the subject.  Several years ago I reformatted a solo poem on money into a quartet which has been performed in several venues and will be performed by my Lost Coast Word-Music Ensemble at the Mendocino Art Center as part of a Sunday Chamber Music Series.  So here are a few lines from that work.  10/19/08

1  Easy money

2                       hard money                                                                 seductive money

3                                             clean money                      play money

4                                                                   dirty money

1  blood money-----                        poison money

2                               sacred money 

3                                                                               tempting money

4                                                                                                           borrowed money

1                                      only money                            my money

2                                                           only money-----                   your money

3  corrupting money----- only money

4                                                            only money-----

1                                                                     poor man’s money

2

3  his money                     rich man’s money

4                     her money                                                                no more money

1                               all the money

2                               all the money-----welfare money  

3  just a little money all the money                                cigarette money 

4                                all the money                                                            doctor’s money

1  food and rent money                            emergency money

2                                     vacation money

3                                                                                              wasted money

4                                                                                                                        to hell

1                     never wanted money                      hard money

2                                                        easy money                      clean money

3                                                                             hard money

4  with money                                   easy money                      clean money

1  dirty money-----cleaning money                                               soulless money

2  dirty money

3  dirty money                                  servant money

4  dirty money                                                           slave money

1                                                       controlling money

2                              wasted money

3                                                                                      begging money

4  laundered money                                                                                  desperate money

1                                                           I’ll do anything for money-----

2                                  I’ll do anything for money                                guilt money

3  kiss my ass money                           I’ll do anything for money-----

4                                  I’ll do anything for money                                guilt money

1  Just a little at the end of the month money                         only money

2                    Just a little at the end of the month money-----                     only money

3  Just a little at the end of the month money                         only money

4                    Just a little at the end of the month money-----                     only money

1  take your money and shove it money

2                                                               under the table money

3                                                                                                    I’ll lie for money

4

1                                  I’ll suck for money

2                                                                   I’ll do anything for money

3                                                                                                               I want

4  I’ll steal for money                                                                                          want

(And it goes on.  Gets a bit heavier toward the end.  The message is clear.  Like we’ve heard say of relationships between people.  Can’t do with them can’t do without them)

To realize that we live on the cusp of eternity and its end simultaneously is difficult to comprehend.  And to understand that each moment is a birth and a death;  our birth and our death;  and that each moment is an eternity while eternity is contained within each moment seems a challenging thought.  Or that I am sitting here, in this moment, with a life that has never ended or begun.  I wasn’t, then I was;  I am and I will not be.  To realize that this world contains all lives ever lived, in some form or other;  nothing ever dies.  To realize this.

My dear wife once told me she didn’t care whether she lived or died..  If she didn’t awaken in the next morning it would be O.K.  I was hurt and angry that she held our relationship in such little regard as to give it up without caring.  What about me?  Did she give no thought to how her loss might hurt me?  I think, now, that I had not evolved to the extent that she had.  Now I know.

This is a beautiful life, yet a life filled with suffering, but we struggle to hold on.  We are beset with fear of the unknown;  the mystery which will never, within our earthly lives be known.  So we manufacture a deity to comfort ourselves.  Certainly it must be a comfort for those who truly believe.  I do not believe but I believe I am ready to let go, and those who care for me must be willing to let me go, knowing I am in total peace, if I am in anything.  It’s a good feeling to know that I’m ready.  “It’s better to die too soon than too late.”  10/4/07

I say, as I’ve said, and will say again, ‘this will be the most creative decade of my life’.  It’s been an accurate prediction for the last three or four decades and if it remains so through this decade I’ll be satisfied to put away my brushes, close my journals and put myself to pasture.  (No point in being greedy). 

But for now, as soon as my bone on bone issues are resolved, it’s onward into the new.

This book which occupies me several hours a day and will for a few more months;  preparing, with my agent, to go forward with planned trips to Los Angeles, New York and Chicago or Santa Fe;  an opening  next month at Canessa Gallery in San Francisco and another gallery near Seattle in early summer ’08.  (The book continues, all the other plans failed to materialize.).  10/20/08)  Now a look to Journal #24 and beyond.  10/4/07

Stanford University where I’m putting together a rag-tag group of students from beginning drama to create an evening of my language experiments.  Why, my friends ask, do I accept such conditions;  Students ill equipped to give a quality performance of subtle and difficult compositions, negligible promotion, no remuneration.  It’s not professional, they say, for me to give myself away.  My response;  “If this is what I must endure to make it happen, then I have no choice.  I’m doing what I must do.”  11/17/93

If we look neither ahead nor behind, but focus mindfully, freshly, on present time, then time loses all sense of itself;  is meaningless, non existent.  This is the only place to be with time;  like it or not, this is our reality.  12/1/93

If I’m convinced that you believe what you say, then I’ll believe it also, but I may not agree with it.  12/15/93

Theirs was a love fashioned in Paradise.  Tendered with constancy, respect and passion.  A standard for all their friends.  My heart is pained;  their hearts suffer.  I attempted a healing and failed them.  12/21/93

Tony, incisive poet, musician, with whom I exchanged forms of madness almost twenty years ago when I performed with the Palace Poet’s Monkey Band, beside me now.  Brilliant, spacy, unbridled, racing energy.  A perfect foil for Howie.  These are minds which thrive on theories of intensity, engaging in a counterpoint of fancy and metaphor.  12/26/93  (I read in the obituary, earlier this week that Tony had died, victim of cancer. 10/20/08)

There is nothing here to be known or understood.  Nothing here to enhance awareness.  I simply am, as are you, with everyone and everything.  Drink me, feel me, know me, as I embrace all that you can possible be.  12/31/93

And so again;  again I say, and so, which is a form of saying goodbye, for a while at least, as I shall return to that journal after I’ve had the opportunity of touching base with present time which never leaves me;  never should;  never could.  

And so I return to present time.  Shortly to a surgery.  Replacement of my left knee, to be followed, after sufficient recovery by replacement of my left hip.  (These kinds of things weren’t supposed to happen to me.).  Mine will be a much less invasive surgery than what is still being performed by most surgeons in the field of joint replacement.  It’s called quad-sparing and spares the muscles from being snipped, so that one recovers in half the time, so I’m being told.  My God, this is a new science.

Go back fifty years when replacements of any kind were rare and limited in scope.  Look to the paintings of Breugel, scenes with huge numbers of people but not too many canes because they didn’t live long enough in those days to suffer bone on bone.  Now there are fewer and fewer of our organs which can’t be replaced to one or another degree.  I’d like to wait until knees and hips are replaced without breaking the skin, but I can’t wait for it.

I’ll do well.  In and out in a few days.  If I shouldn’t make it out I’ll never know it, so that would be acceptable, with apologies to those who must do without me.  They’ll get over the loss and so will I.   

I can’t really look back on 1994 or any year that far back and remember a hell of a lot about them.  My Journals, my calendars and tax returns will tell more accurately, than memory. about any particular year in terms of where I was, what I thought and what happened to me.  I’m told I should keep better records.  Titles and photographs of all my paintings and detailed records of sales and to whom.  I’m told this might be helpful in terms of borrowing sold paintings to shown in a retrospective, as if such might ever occur.  I could care less.  Should there come a time when someone wants to show my paintings, they need only contact my wife or my children who will be stuck with a shit-load of unsold paintings wasting away in some dank storage.  They will be delighted to cooperate.

In 1994 I had one gallery showing, in San Francisco at Gallery 524.  Brian, the baby-faced owner sold one painting to a close friend of mine who has since become a major collector.  Brian ran off in the middle of the night with a few of my paintings as well as those of other artists, never to return to the bay area.

I composed a collage a few years earlier, “Portrait of a Shredder” my only lithograph.  One hundred quality prints, numbered and signed and twenty-five-hundred posters.  Ollie North, the shredder, happened to be running for the senate from Virginia against Robb

the incumbent, who had bad press over his affair with a prostitute.  His claim being that he didn’t have sex with ‘that’ person because there was no penetration.  So he could use a little help from whatever source and I may have been his little help.

I talked the Democratic Headquarters into taking fifteen-hundred of the posters based on my suggestion that this might be the perfect way to attack North without appearing vindictive.  People would view it as art, at the same time being reminded, in a subtle way,

of North, the contemptible shredder.  I’m told that Robb only won that election by less than one percent of the vote, so I may have made a contribution to the defeat of Ollie North, the shredder.

I also had several shows in Japan in that year.  I went to Japan a few times, as mentioned earlier and would love to go there one more time.  (If only I could tempt my former agent out of retirement from that industry.).  There are no gallery-goers in America to compare with the gallery-goers in Japan.  In Japan they go to look and to buy.  In America they go to glance and eat and drink.

I was quite a bit more active in the schools in 1994, returning to Nevada schools on three occasions, a week each time, and a few odd hits in the bay area.  My total income in that year from poetry in the schools, and sales of books and paintings was reported as $11,101.00.  There are always those occasional sales of books, maybe a small painting or two, which somehow go unrecorded.  It’s not an uncommon occurrence among painters and poets world wide, to overlook reporting a sale or so.  (I would be shocked to learn that over one in a thousand artists made a decent living from their profession.  So it’s necessary to hedge a smidgen here and there.).  

That income along with monthly S. S. checks and interest from that sum of money which came to me from my mother’s estate kept me off the street and comfortable.  I’ve never spent money on electronics, barely a cent on clothing or other personal effects.  It’s only for notebooks, painting supplies, dining out and travel, the basic commodities of modest living,  The things that really matter, that are important to my life are generally unrelated to money and I like it that way.  10/5/07

(And now back to journal #24 which speaks of that year in my life).

Intentionality.  If so, how to explain my paintings.  So many slashes and wounds and without intentionality.  No reasons except that was the color on my brush and that was the direction it went.  No plans, nor formulas, no logic. not even need or intentionality.  Yet there it is, full, vivid and satisfying.  Perhaps therein the justification and the intentionality.  To follow impulse and if not present simply to follow the brush to its conclusion; an intentionality arising from the spontaneity of the event.  I think therefore I am;  I paint therefore it is.  Enough of intentionality.  1/14/94

I understand that the advice I feel compelled to give to others is advice I’m giving to myself.  I understand that giving advice to others is an act of arrogance;  a form of control.  I understand that this need in me exists because I am incomplete and I understand that advice is rarely heeded;  a waste of time.  And finally, if I truly understand what I think I understand, I understand that I should keep my advice to myself for the good of everyone.  1/20/94

Now this journal will join my others, neatly filed on their shelf, an expanding library of reflections.  Do I appear too ambitious?  Is this a wasted effort, a meaningless exercise? I don’t know.  I do know that I am here and will continue doing what I do.  There is nothing else.  1/24/94

(Thus ended journal #24.  Currently I’m writing in journal #64)  10/25/08

This journal activity has served me so well for so many years, but how fortunate that I didn’t get started ten or twenty years sooner.  The task of dealing with all of them would have been insurmountable.  I began at the right time and will conclude at the right time.  

They have served me so well.  One book, Harvestings, probably half completed, but for several years neglected, includes about seventy-five percent of my entries, some reduced considerably, but still, at this time over five-hundred pages long.  Seven books titled, Collected journals #1 through Collected Journals #7 which consist of half a dozen or so key sentences from each journal reproduced as poetry;  each poem ten to fifteen pages long.  And this book which is tracing this life through its personal and creative growth 

Apart from being an outstanding resource for my writing, something that I had never considered, my journals have brought me so much closer to myself.  I could consider them my closest friends.  I’ve certainly shared more of myself with my journals than with any person in my life;  and I’ve grown more and learned more about myself through this

process than from any other influence in my life.  I’m more addicted to journal writing than to anything else I can name, so I continue this journey by returning to Journal #25

And relentlessly the days which I announce and praise and mourn.  Advance and decline of days.  Augmentation and diminution of days.  Another month barely arrived so soon fallen.  3/1/94

The more expert and confidence the response the more I hold it suspect.  When we answer too quickly we have answered according to habit or feelings rather to carefully scrutinized thought. Feelings properly monitored also contain the necessary elements of thought which produce the authentic response from the authentic person.  3/14/94

Yesterday a stunning return to the high school scene.  Six-hundred students responding as a single soul.  High energy and open response.  The workshops equally rewarding.  Perhaps my time has come.  Had it ever departed?  3/23/94

It almost rained today;  fine mist from a constipated sky.  I scrutinize daily, urging some measure of response, but the California highs are stubborn and unrelenting.  Still, the sky is full of promise and offers a stunning palette.  

The Ben Butler room is also full of promise.  Here, I come for surcease after forcing myself to contact schools and galleries with my story.  One they’ve heard before with countless variations.  Why must I at this time in my life be forced to sell myself like a fuller-brush man at the door.  It’s downright humiliating.  Why, because of this hunger to be recognized.  If only I could let it go.  4/6/94 

Thank you life for giving me the good sense to follow my spirit;  and thank you spirit for having the good sense of bringing me here to Spooner Lake in the Sierra Nevada, above Minden, where I brought my poetry and poor man’s wisdom to students at Douglas High School.  Tonight I’ll be in Fallon, a fate I was advised I should delay until the last possible moment.  And so my spirit said, “Turn here, west, into the mountains” and my truck brought me to Spooner Lake, where I urinated a heart, with arrow and abstract initials, on a vanishing bank of snow;  where I sat beside this lake grateful for believing.

4/18/94

If it’s attitudinal, if you want to win, if you need to win, if you must win;  you’re going to lose.  Even if you occasional win, the stench of your normal pattern of losing will prevail.  

If you’d like to win, but don’t need to and won’t mind losing, you’re going to win and your occasional losses will be trivial and of little concern.  4/23/94

Tobert Lurie, 5/12/25, 2210 33rd Avenue south, currently 150 Seal Rock Drive, S.S. #535 16 5974, Kaiser Medical #4465892, Savings Account #10011047, Checking #931297-0, drivers license #BO442683, KQED #7494897, MCI long distance #950-1022, automatic teller #----.  We do live in a numbering society or is it a numbing society.  5/6/94

(More and more the influence of numbers, the influence of technology, controls the way we think and react.).  10/25/08

Happy birthday dearest friend

I can not fully comprehend

that I’ve arrived at sixty-nine

an age when most are in decline.

When most lives bow beneath the weight

and shuffle toward their mournful fate.

But not for me a time for fear

I’ve simply lived another year.

The best of me is yet to spring

Poems to come, songs to sing.

Someday maybe I’ll arrive.

It feels so good to be alive.  5/12/94

A magnificent opening at Gallery 524.  Friends old and new.  Poets, non-conformists and conformists together.  My blood family:  brothers, wives, children and children’s children.  Drew with our real family and Carolyne, while I spoke and performed my paintings with confidence and passion.  5/15/94  

That was our first and final family reunion.  Bernice, my oldest brother’s wife was unhappy with every aspect with our two day event which passed magnificently for the rest of us.  She’s a snob, but did say something that brought a delightful response from nephew, Brian.  She said, “I don’t like your uncle’” to which he responded, “Which one.”

Brian happens to have two uncles;  myself and my oldest brother, her husband.  It caught her off guard and she had to chuckle as well.

Actually, at that time, and some time prior, Bernice didn’t like me.  We do seem to get along better in our declining years.  As for her husband, I don’t think she ever liked him.  He has treated her badly through their entire marriage.  He wasn’t malicious in a malicious sense.  He has just been a misogynist his entire life.  He has a keen wit which he sharpens on women, certain women;  certain men as well.  He treated me badly most of our life, was vicious to our sister, but never to our brother, his business partner.  He is selective. very conscious of whom he is dealing with, and more inclined to victimize certain members of our family;  certainly his daughter when her husband is not around.  And his wife’s mother to a debasing degree.  Certain forms of humor have a deep, painful cutting edge and he is a master in its use. 

Do I love this brother?  Yes because he is my brother.  Do I love this brother?  How can I love someone who doesn’t know who I am.  Who doesn’t care;  who doesn’t know himself.  His daughter has remarked on occasions how brilliant her father is.  I’m sure he has an impressive I. Q., although, poor soul, he has lost a lot in the past few years.  I equate intelligence with wisdom and sensitivity and he possesses little of either and has managed to make a ‘balls’ of his life and screwed up a few in the process.

We’ve talked about family reunions since that one in San Francisco;  made a few feeble efforts to make one happen, but I’m afraid we’re running out of time;  what with me being the baby of our family at age eighty-two.  And now I return to mid ’94.  It has been a fat, full year and I’m looking forward to glancing into Journal 26, to see what’s there of me and others.  10/7/07

XIV

This doesn’t resemble any autobiography I’ve read or attempted to read although it resembles, in form, some of the autobiographical novels which I find most interesting.   

The novels of Henry Miller,  Kerouac, Anais Nin and Lawrence Durrell.  The poetry of Whitman.  More to the point, the novels and poetry of countless writers. How much of what we read are veiled reflections of the author’s life.  And painters painting their history in more subtle forms.  Certainly my paintings which are filled with my music and poetry.  Most artists are reflecting their lives in some degree through their work.  Even those who are making an effort to avoid such connections.  We are told we are what we eat.  Are we not, as well, and much more obviously, what we express.  And so the form of this book can certainly, in some measure, be considered an autobiography or, at least, autobiographical, and what’s the difference, anyway.  I need to let go of explanations and get on with the work.  10/7/07, 10/26/08  

Authoritarianism is a control and an evil in our society.  Morality is the root cause of authoritarianism, which causes obedience and guilt.  My way is to become my own authority.  I will determine, for myself, what is right and wrong and will attempt not to attempt to decide for others.  Trying to sound wise which is stupid.  5/23/94

All things in moderation including moderation.  5/23/94

I’m trapped in the strangeness of my scales.  These word scales which reduce language to a few words and relieves them of literal meanings.  The concept of word-scales which I’ve discussed countless times, throughout, has a great appeal for me, and is, without a doubt, my most important contribution as a writer.  It shifts the language of words much closer to the language of music.  This has been my most earnest effort for many years   It brings dissonance to the spoken form of language.  It disturbs the concept of grammar and syntax in language and freshens it up-----in my opinion.  6/9/94, 10/26/08

This witness is discussing finding the bodies.  The camera shifts to O. J.  He is shivering in his body;  is hyperventilating.  His attorney is speaking to him, to calm him.  At any moment I’m expecting him to scream out, “Enough, enough, I killed them.”  6/30/94 

Ghosts of bohemia return to haunt me.  Jack Kerouac Street with mug of young Jack.  Dedicated and proposed by City Light’s Books where Jack hung out with the gang fifty years ago.  Here the most famous and aged of coffee houses, cross the alley from City Lights.  Me the oldest relic in this museum of antiquity.  7/21/94

(Imagine;  me an old relic fourteen years ago.)  10/26/08

For O. J’s birthday I suggest they smuggle in a birthday cake in a saw.  7/25/94

Departed my son after a good talk filtered through the good graces of beer and dope.  A quick, delicious dunking, a few strokes in Mad River, and now along that river, driving to the powerful ‘Portrait of Spain’ with the soulful sound-paintings of Miles Davis.  7/29/94

Dinner last night with Jerry, Boa, Jerry’s tight-assed  brother and his wife, Barbara Boxer, one of two female Jewish, senators from California.  Does that speak to the liberality of California?  She was interested in my lithography, ‘Portrait of a Shredder,’ which I gifted her and which she said will be handsomely framed  and prominently displayed at her office in Washington D. C.  8/9/94

Shanghai Jerry is in despair.  He has made so many financial mistakes, for which he takes responsibility, yet expects others to bail him out.  A rich brother who resents Jerry’s abandonment of their retarded brother, by moving to Thailand.  (That was not Jerry’s reason for moving, first to Shanghai, then to Thailand.  Jerry moved for financial reasons.  He could no longer afford to live in America.).  Anyway, Harold, the rich, delights in Jerry’s distress, suggesting with repressed pleasure that he can always get a job at Mac Donald’s.  8/15/94

Jerry has been my friend for almost thirty years.  His brother, a lawyer, an obnoxious, arrogant man, was able to get Jerry a settlement on an old injury suffered on a longshoreman’s job, perhaps his only job apart from a year with a farm club for one of the majors.  He said he pitched six scoreless innings the day they let him go.  His errant personality was probably more than management could handle.  In his late twenties and early thirties he was a part of the abstract expressionist movement in New York, and may have brushed shoulders with some of the heavies of that period.

With the interest from the investment of his injury settlement which I was able to assist with my vague knowledge of real estate he was able to live reasonably well in Shanghai

in the mid 80s, and married a beautiful Chinese lady.  When he brought her back to America, for a short time, she left him after a few months and he returned to Shanghai.  Then to Thailand, the Island of Koh Chang, where, from part of the proceeds of his injury settlement he built a small cottage with a huge outside platform where he developed a remarkable dance technique incorporating Tai Chi martial arts and his unique concepts.

He would dance out there on that stage at the edge of the Bay of Thailand to an amazing range of eclecticism from Pavarotti to Miles Davis.  Tourists would watch this tall bow-legged red-head, some with disbelief, and on occasion would come to him for study which included a substantial garnish of his equally eclectic philosophy which bore a distinct resemblance to madness.  (Jerry is mad in a delightful, frustrating and usually controlled way and I love the man.)  

I’ve visited him twice on his Island in Thailand where he now lives with his third or fourth Thai wife.  I doubt that he has bothered to divorce any of them, and Jerry, now in his late 60s is expecting his first child from his current wife, a child herself.  10/8/07

(After fourteen months of pregnancy, Jerry still convinced that she was pregnant, it was determined that it was not so, even though they had continued to hold to the belief that she was pregnant until the final pronouncement)  10/26/08

The increasing volumes of my journals attests to the fact that there is nothing more to say, but I have said and will continue saying, so long as there is time and breath to say it; 

‘There is nothing more to say, nothing more, nothing more to say, and again I say, as I have so often said and will continue saying, “There is nothing more to say.”  8/23/94

Last day of another new month, now departing.  Live in the eternity of this moment.  

Sacred bull-shit:  because we find it impossible.  Sacred truth:  because there is no other way.  8/31/94

I feel compelled to continue, though my body and mind and energy are stretched thin.  Compelled to continue because I know if I stop I will lose momentum and if I lose momentum I will begin questioning this effort and I am lost.  But, as I stated earlier this will be my last chance, so I must go on.  But for what reason and as I ask this question I know the response which will propel me forward.  I must go on;  I can’t go on but I shall.

Rocco called me last night.  Rocco of the beach at Santa Barbara where we held forth fifty years ago.  Rocco, a feisty little Italian who turned me on to marijuana forty years ago.  Rocco, an inveterate bachelor who declared this morning, “I’m the happiest man in the world.  All my friends get married and they’re miserable or dead.”  Rocco, a lonely man who may not even know how miserable he is and may not be, at all.  Rocco has friends, he says, all over the globe.  He calls them, he says, speaks with them at length about the old days (the only days he has) and they never call him back.

“Can you still get it up?” he asks.  Rocco had a face lift so he could make it with the young chicks.  “They think I’m fifty,” he declares with less than little conviction.  He told me to check out his new face on line, where he had an extensive gallery of before and after.  I thought the results were horrifying.  

”So when were you out with a young chick?” 

“There are none around,” he replied.  He lives in a condo in Florida.  He tells me most of the younger men are gay and there are no younger women around.  He spends much of his days at his computer.  Stays up, he says, until one or two am.

“I’ll smoke a cigar or two, have a glass of wine or two, watch a little T.V. and hang out with my best friend, myself.”

I’m a bit skeptical of what Rocco says.  I’ve known him for fifty years, quite well for the first twenty;  then an abrupt break-up until recently when he traced me down by going on line and making a call.  He impacted my life and the lives of certain members of my family, but that’s long past and forgiven and here comes Rocco again.  Not too close;  that wouldn’t do;  just close enough.  We do have a history.  I doubt that we will ever meet again in the flesh.  Telephone and e-mail is probably close enough.  10/9/07

I continue to lean, rather heavily, on my journals.  Mostly liking the person I was;  not aware of a significant change to the person I’ve become, but definitely more comfortable

with the current me.  The major change is with the evolution of my creative life.  I’ve never seemed particularly interested in putting in the effort to refine my craft.  Henry Miller and Lawrence Darrell agreed that when they studied art formally , for everything they gained in technique they lost more creatively.  I’ve attended a class or two in technique over the years and gained nothing.  I know my limitations and they are legion, but I also know my creative skills and the trade-off is to my advantage.

This same attitude pretty much applies with my approach to music and poetry.  I bypassed academia and dove in.  That was my way from the beginning and remains so today.  If I took more time to polish and refine my skills I would lose too much time in doing what I do and that approach would not be nearly as much fun.  I enjoy what I do and the way that do it.  Consequences be damned.  

I was a very average student from my earliest years on through University, and then, at the age of forty-eight I went back to school to get a degree in music composition and theory, about which I learned little, but enough.  I had an advisor that last year, who was a friend, and I presented him with an outline for an independent studies project.

I wanted to take a Bartok string quartet and sections from Bach’s Well Tempered Clavichord, retain the form, rhythms and dynamics and substitute words for the pitches.

So my poetry would take on the form of the compositions.  It’s the way I write my poetry today and the way that I wrote my first poem on my 40th birthday;  using music forms to tie my voices together.  My goal as a poet has always been to cross that fine border which separates spoken language from music, so that one becomes the other;  poetry becoming music and music becoming poetry.  Not just philosophically but actually.  Incidentally, my advisor was intrigued by my project and I received an A in the course.  10/10/07

(So, once again I return to a new journal, leaning not too heavily on its contents as I continue this journey through 1994, entering, briefly, Journal #27.)

I’m growing herb in the city, beneath a foggy, sunless sky.  Not the finest conditions but I have little choice, living at the edge of the ocean, but this is where I remain.  Growing a modest crop, with much water and affection beneath the watchful eyes of neighbors, who for now are looking the other way.  Why would they wish to report a gray-bearded old man tending a garden simply for his personal pleasure. 9/8/94

Hypocrisy has become so rampant in our society that it has become the rule rather than the exception and there is no longer any virtue in being honest.  I read an article authored by a well regarded psychologist who said the average person lies two-hundred times a day.  One would think it a stretch to tell that many lies in the sixteen to eighteen hours a day that anyone would have the opportunity to lie.  I kept count one day and discovered that it was not a formidable task.  9/14/94

I want that language in which Artaud, in his madness spoke.  A language which will do more than describe and replicate reality.  A language which will become that reality through its breath, its movement and its heartbeat.  And this can only happen when traditional meanings and intentions are suspended.  This is a language which penetrates the flesh, to the bones of words, and reveals itself in the inner-landscape where words are alive with color, dynamics and rhythm which is its heartbeat.  It would be a new language, perhaps kinder, perhaps not, but there is no doubt in my mind that  this is where I want to go with my poetry.  10/19/94

The weather has turned beautiful and bold;  clouds stuffing in from the north and west, bending and strengthening before a muscled wind.  The ground, sweet smelling, moisture laden, grateful beneath the urgent thrust of winter.  It’s beautiful and stormy outside, while inside people are looking outside with consternation, asking, “When will it clear and become beautiful again.”  11/9/94

My times alone in nature are powerful confirmations of how well I function there.  No bull-shit when alone.  No arguments, no competition.  Only what I have, simply expressed in thought and silence.  11/12/94

I’m on the road again.  Back into the schools, working at grade levels I swore I would never return to.  Hope I can pump the juices and give the kids a good show, but what about myself.  12/4/94

A great morning with supportive students and supportive teachers, again reinforcing my good feelings about my work.  I’m off to Hawthorne via Virginia City, arriving from the east, along the graveyard diggings of the Comstock Lode, memories embedded in forsaken monuments of stone.  A stunned, heartbreaking and uplifting sight, punctured by the occasional rising and falling intrusion of aircraft.  12/8/94

In the moments of purest passions peak, there is no mind, no voice;  only soul and being.  12/17/94

Passing quickly, now, through my journals.  Pausing, wishing to include far more entries than space or reason allows.  Reminding myself that what may seem pertinent to me, may not seem so to others.  Realizing that much of this material might be more appropriate in another venue, or simply left unrecorded.  Krishnamurti spoke of the experience and the experiencer as one.  He said that when one tries to describe experience it becomes frozen in the rational.  He said, that when we try to describe the glorious sunset it disappears.  Experience is to be experienced and that is quite enough.  One of my word-scales describes this concept:  ‘I understand that it is not necessary to understand the mystery of that which can only be understood by not understanding’. 

 Did I speak of this particular scale earlier on?  I may have but it cannot be overstated.

It was at a showing I had in Osaka, Japan, when a few men asked me about the meaning of that statement which was part of a painting.  I may have mentioned it earlier, yet it is just as likely that I only think I may have, yet more likely that I did if I think that I did,

still I’m not certain;  victim of a faulty memory, as are all memories.  Don’t we believe what we wish to believe?  Aren’t dreams sometimes commingled with memory to a point where one is indistinguishable from the other, and what the difference anyway.

Simply a life passing through.  That’s what we are.  So suddenly arrived;  so suddenly departed.  The moment as eternity;  eternity as the moment.  It’s all the same.  Beckett nailed it.  “I can’t go on.  I must go on.”  And shortly, I go on to the next journal and a new year.  10/11/07

Back at Norm’s on Feather River, with Carolyne, for our ritual celebration of the passing of the old, into the new.  12/30/94

Nothing heroic or virtuous, but I’ve often thought about making love from one year, passing through midnight, into the next, and last year I had the partner who was willing to

oblige, and she remains so.  And so, with champagne to lend a celebratory touch, a fire crackling in our wood stove, Feather River calling through our window and a blanket beneath to protect our bodies from rug-burn, we feasted on my fantasy.  1/1/95

We never really die, we’re alive or dead and one should have no fear of dying because after is happens there is no way to worry about it and until it happens, we’re alive.  (It was Pindor, the Greek poet who expressed this point of view.).  That death is a part of life is simply an excuse for relieving anxiety.  1/17/95

“Give us a little urine,” she asked.  I had just given my all, but one always keeps a few drops in reserve.  Now I await my urologist to find out just what this enlarged prostate is all about;  as hundreds of thousands of others have waited and learned to their anguish and relief.  1/23/95  

In fact, Dr. Fred London, a man I appreciated as a friend, but wasn’t convinced as a doctor, had told me years earlier that my prostate was becoming enlarged and might give me trouble in a few years.  In those days most of us gents had barely heard the word and half of us thought it was pronounced prostrate.  But Fred’s call was right on.  It was growing and my P. S. A. count was growing and as the century turned I was diagnosed with Prostate Cancer, an experience which I will elaborate on  when the time comes.  10/11/07

An afternoon on the cliffs of San Francisco with my good and suffering friend.  I listen until I’m filled, then tell him there is no more room and he must come into present time for the sake of both of us.  In the Cliff House he speaks of nature;  of the seas, of the heavens;  questioning and explaining.  I tell him that sometimes it’s better just to take it in through the senses.  Be innocent before it and luxuriate  in the sacred mysteries which surround us.  (A lazy man’s approach.).

Later, by the sea, revealing in a glorious wondrous sunset, he asked me if I knew why the moon gets larger and smaller to which I answered, “because that’s how we perceive it.” 2/2/95

I write incessantly of the things about which I am constantly writing and fear that such repetition might bore beyond reason those few souls surrendered to the task through loyalty and love of struggling through this terrain.  2/13/95 

Artaud was searching for a language beyond the language of words, as my paintings are searching for a language beyond the language of sight.  2/15/95 

How often in the service of this book I refer to an event.  (Stop!!! Carolyne’s mother just asked her a question;  “Are you married?)”  Carolyne’s mother just asked her if she was married.  Evelyn has lived with us for more than two years;  is a brave and tender soul, but she is suffering from dementia and her condition is accelerating.  I watch her as if watching myself.  I believe we often see ourselves in the sufferings of others.  This is a part of what attracts us to negative news from any source.  We are identifying, in a vicarious way, with the misfortunes of others, grateful that we can watch, from a safe and secure distance, that which could never happen to us.  We give to charities to assuage our guilt, grateful for our good health and the abundance of our table.  Some of us get in the trenches, take risks and sacrifice, but those numbers are insignificant.  

)I’ve drifted a bit from Carolyne’s mother.).  I watch her closely and tell myself that this could never and will never happen to me.  But how can I know?  This was a vital woman,

full of humor and energy, who parented four children and nurtured a marriage of over sixty years.  Now she is helpless in body and mind.  This is no place for anyone to be.  Certainly God is overworked, caring for an entire universe and can not be expected to devote unreasonable time to one single, insignificant, planet in one of billions of galaxies.  

Why, he may have forgotten that we even exist.  But damn it, why couldn’t he have taken a bit of care at the beginning to see that this errant species was not so fucked in so many areas?.  Perhaps that’s why he takes such a toll at the end.  Personally, I think he made a ‘balls’ of the entire job and if I could sit down with him for an evening, I’d let him know.

Evelyn and the rest of our race deserves much better.

But back to my thought;  How often in the service of this book do I come upon a thought or event that I think I may have spoken of earlier?  I mentioned this a dozen times and then go on to repeat myself.  Some things are more carefully scrutinized with a second or third hearing, while some things can be deathly boring at any hearing or reading.  I’ll have to align myself with the former thought at the risk repeating myself.  It happens in music all the time.  In fact, if repetition didn’t appear in music as it always does because it is a major factor of all music forms, there would be no music.  So I go on with it, doing it my way, with small concern because who is there anyway? 

In that regard, I had such an important thought;  rather a beautiful thought, at least I thought it so and before I could get to this journal I lost it.  I believe it had some connection with my writing.  Possibly I was simply expressing my gratitude.  I’ve never held a feeling more strongly  than what I feel about my writing.  I’m exploring new territory and I feel that it’s entirely mine.  My background in music is not stupendous 

but it has given me the forms which bind my poems together, in ways, to my knowledge, never explored before.  To tell myself that I’m going to compose a three or four part fugue with variations, today, and pursue that task to the extent that any musician could look at it and say, “Yes, this is a fugue with variations,” and look further noticing that I’ve converted the fourth voice to an ostinato, makes me feel good.  And to create a symphony for spoken-voiced-orchestra which I feel bridges the border which separates language from music, so that each becomes the other, makes me feel good.  It’s an exhilarating feeling to know that I’m out there even if no one is following me.  2/27/95

I awakened to early anger;  too early because the anger forced me awake.  The fact that artists, composers and poets should consider it a privilege to be heard and shown when they’ve given their life to their art is bull-shit.  We enrich our society and are refused support at a mere subsistence level.  I feel like canceling with Calpoly San Luis Obispo.

They paid $1,000.00 for a poorly produced announcement which should have cost them $200.00.  They displayed my paintings for a month.  I delivered my paintings and picked them up.  I gave a number of workshops for the students, did an outstanding job and was thanked to death but was paid nothing.  I’ll do my art on any terms because my passion is there.  It’s not my hobby;  it’s my life, but the artist deserves better than being ‘thanked to death’.  

 Henry Miller said that the unrecognized, the unknown artist is the hero of our society.  Probably fewer than 5% of the artists in America come even close to making a living wage and that would be a generous estimate.  This is how we value the creative impulse and dedication of artists in America.  For shame.  10/11/07

I’ve been thinking a lot lately about soul.  Who has it, what is it, where it comes from,

how to find it and keep it.  Soul must be tended and nourished or it will depart.  There are those who know nothing of soul but possess it completely and there are those who know something of soul but never will possess it.  My dear friend Christian, a gestalt therapist form Denmark, said that one should awaken slowly, not leap out of bed, but allow the spirit to prepare itself.  I remember reading in a book, Caring for the Soul, that during an expedition in an African jungle, the native carriers suddenly stopped in silence and after a long pause the scientist heading the expedition asked the interpreter what was wrong.  After speaking with the men he returned and said, “They are waiting for their souls to catch up.”  

I’m not sure that I know what soul is.  It might be as vague and misunderstood a term as the word God.  The word Spirit might best define the word Soul.  Or that word might best be defined by one’s attitude, be it the proper one, toward living.  I would say that Soul is indefinable in concrete terms, yet it is an enormous source of nourishment.  And I would say that without Soul life is artificial and empty.  And I would finally say that what is most important is not the word but the way that one lives it.  3/30/95

There I go pontificating.  I may never learn to accept the human condition whatever it might be.  Thank God my preaching is limited to small numbers of recipients, but should my poetry ever find a substantial audience I’ll have to find a place to hide out.  What a pleasurable but doubtful outcome.  10/11/07 

My theory of how language began is as logical, I believe, as any I’ve heard.  It’s expressed poetically as a trio in the opening of one of my books.  I’ve looked and can’t find it, but in the process I found another explanation in my book, A Handbook of Vocal Poetry, self-published in 1974.  It says:  “In the beginning was Earth and upon Earth was evolution and sound was a part of it.  When man arrived he heard and he imitated and language was born.  It was a language from nature and it expressed the simple basic realities of nature.”  It seems to me that earliest language must have been a form of

onomatopoeia when people expressed experience by making the sound that came nearest to describing the reality.  Man was not born with language but had the ability to make sounds.  He could not name or label things because there was no prior history.  So if he encountered an animal he could convey his experience by imitating the sound that the animal made.  And if a woman was disgusted with her husband’s behavior she could probably call upon a substantial reservoir of sounds.  I also believe that body language was a part of the process.   4/3/95

It just seems to make good sense.  We even use this technique today when trying to communicate with someone who doesn’t speak our language, nor we theirs.  Pantomime and sound are often effective devices for being understood.  

As tribes became more nomadic communication became more complicated.  Sounds became words which became labels which transitioned into language at which time words lost their color and dynamics and the ambiguity of language became more prevalent as words lost their organic energy.

Many linguists believe that the way a thing is being said conveys, more accurately what is intended than the actual words.  For example:  the declaration ‘I love you’, can have so many different meanings depending on the way that it is uttered.  I can mean:  I love you, I hate you, I want you, I want something from you or much much more.  Its meanings might just be as extensive as the colors of a sky at sunset.  

On a recent trip to Thailand I was told that the Thai vocabulary is quite limited, but a simple phraise can have numerous meanings depending upon subtle inflections of speech.

(The spoken and the written word can be so different for this and other reasons.)  Try it with the exclamation of Oh or Ah.  See what I mean.  You know this, but let’s turn from here and return a dozen years to what I had to say and do.  10/12/07

The Cliff House, a young couple from Paris very much in love.  Can’t keep their hands off of each other.  Stunning oriental woman, her French refined and sexy.  He a handsome, passionate-looking young man;  caressing her bare arm with long, easy strokes.  One can’t help but fall in love with love.  There’s nothing feels so good as romantic love.  We’ve all loved it and hated it, but none can deny its power.  4/19/95

So much;  too much, and so much endlessly more to be written of love.  It’s deadly and it’s beautiful beyond description.  Does one think that this French couple are still together, still caressing, still in love.  When romantic love departs, that’s when the hard work begins.  Marcello Mastroni and Sophia Loren were in a movie about a passionate love affair.  But they knew that the romantic love would eventually pass on and they couldn’t stand the thought of facing that eventuality so they parted at the height of their passionate love.  How punishing and tragic is that?

I remember a discussion on the Island of Rhodes with Pandolis..  (I believe this was discussed earlier but in less detail, but I haven’t the time or energy to check it out.).

He decided, at age twenty-four that he wanted to marry Toto, aged fourteen, for whatever reason.  He went to her father who asked him, “When,” to which Pandolis replied, “Now.”  When Toto returned from school that day her father informed her that there would be no more school;  that she was to be married at once.  At the time of our conversation Toto was now twenty-four and they seemed to be very happily married.

Pandolis maintained that arranged marriages were more successful than marriages based on love.  “When the passion has cooled there is no place to go,” he insisted.  And for many in our, so called, first-world societies, what he said echoes a truth.  10/12/07

Omission can be the most damaging form of deception because it eliminated informative and honest dialogue.  The old adage, ‘What she doesn’t know won’t hurt her’, is ignorant and destructive.  What we are really saying is, ‘What she doesn’t know won’t hurt me.’ 4/29/95

Another one of these.  This is it;  the day which will carry me into my finest decade.  Thank you dear mother for not succeeding in aborting me.  (I survived several jumps off the kitchen table and country rides on bumpy dirt roads, all in the interests of aborting).  And thank you, dear mother, for your constant, well expressed love and the powerful lessons of your life.  5/12/95

I’m going home in a few days.  Home to that glorious, ever faithful, always present and loving mistress of mine;  San Francisco.  5/22/95

I’m struggling with the prose section of my book, in progress, Word-Scales.  I wanted it to be somewhat scholarly and I wanted it to be reader-friendly, and I’m struggling.  My first draft seemed both reader-friendly and scholarly, but one didn’t seem to mix well with the other, so I decided to throw the friendly stuff out.  In my second draft I attempted to make the scholarly part reader-friendly and that didn’t work.  I’m wondering if I should just discard the bull-shit and reduce the prose section to the simple statement of what Word-Scales are all about and send it along.  7/12/95

My book Word-Scales, a reasonable blending of poetry and prose, was published by The Mellen Poetry Press, who have published a good number of my books of poetry.  (Look to the appendix for a listing.).  The lay-out of this book was awful;  an embarrassment.  Mellen has been extremely supportive of my work, but their standards of printing leaves much to be desired.  They priced their books outrageously high and I’m sure that their poetry division gave away more books than they ever sold.  I hope I’ve succeeded in describing my concept, Word-Scales, sufficiently because I feel it’s the most important contribution  I’ve made to the world of poetry.  (I may be the only person who believes this to be a contribution.).  

As a consequence of the strong connection, in my poetry, between language and music I’ve been using Word-Scales, without my clear knowledge, since I first began writing poetry.  My one-word poems are a form of Word-Scales.  Breaking words into phonemes and disrupting the traditional sequence of sounds and reinventing them through the use of rhythm, dynamics and improvisation. 

Rather than going into a detailed explanation I might best refer anyone, who wishes to explore further, to my books and particular to my book Word-Scales.  Availability of such materials is probably more than limited,  but there are significant archives of my

work available at Northwestern University, Evanston and the Bancroft Library, University of California, Berkeley.  11/12/07

But then there was today.  Once a week I get together with Chuck Bush and improvise;  he with his keyboard and engineering skills;  me with my voice and invented text or text fragments from my language compositions..  We’ve been doing this for about year and are as completely in synch as I would believe it possible.  The texts I’m using come from various compositions for multiple-voices and I’m increasingly aware, as Chuck and I work together that I’m not really reducing these compositions to a solo composition, but, rather, I am becoming the many voices.

Some of the original works grew from poems which I had written as long as forty years ago.  Many, of which, had previously been converted into their present form for multiple voices.  And here, after all these years, I’m converting them back to solo compositions from which I am extracting and abstracting certain fragments which become the improvised text of the new compositions Chuck and I are creating.

I’m also, as of today and from now on, paying more attention to the rhythmic quality of certain words which I am then taking apart and playing with, rhythmically.  This approach brings my spoken language still closer to becoming music, which it really is.  10/30/08

 For the next few days the focus will turn to my health.  This life of mine has been so healthy and active.  I couldn’t have asked for better, but if one lives long enough, and it appears that I have, the padding (cartilage) which separates and lubricates the joints, grows thin;  eventually to nothing and then one is left with bone on bone, and I’m one of the ones.  

So in three days I’ll be in the city to have one of my joints taken care of, followed probably by a hip joint when my knee is sufficiently healed.  This is my focus for now.  I place it center in my thoughts then remove it for a while until it seeps back on me.  I’m strong and healthy otherwise so shouldn’t have a problem and the worst of scenarios has its advantages when one considers that those who remain are the suffering ones.  As I’ve often said, it’s better to go too soon than too late and at my age I have no cause for complaint, for it’s not too soon, though I’d settle for a millisecond too soon if given my choice.  

For the moment, I’ll let go of that nonsense and move on to my next journal where I know I’ll find myself complaining, at the youthful age of seventy about the relentless advance of old age.  10/12/07

Feeling strong, feeling able on the day of the conclusion of the first month of my 68th year, product of EMD, my Ego Motivated Deception.  It’s not that I don’t like the idea of getting older;  I despise it.  And so, a timely solution;  simply reversing the direction of my years.  I’ll count backward to sixty-five, then forward again to seventy at which time I’ll make the decision whether to continue advancing or reverse directions for one more cycle.  Goodbye old age for now.  6/11/95

(And so I did it and I did it again and hopefully I’ll forget that I did it the first time and pick up eight free years.).

We jump ahead a few months because the next journal seems to be one of my failed efforts at beginning an autobiography.  At least there are some details there which will be useful.  And now I leap beyond to Journal #31, which is the half way mark to Journal #62 with which I am currently bound.  10/13/07

This one, our first son, is always full of projects;  our next son is full of music;  and the other, our daughter, is full of spiritually.  9/19/95 

Improvisation is the essence of my poetry.  That is to say that while form is also the essence, the essence of my form is improvisation, which contradicts the idea of form which challenges my ability to explain, without becoming victim of my own peculiar form of regression, for the sake of regression.  I could say that form is the crucible into which I pour my improvisation.  And I must say, thinking about regression and improvisation and resisting my thinking, knowing that thinking inhibits improvisation which one should approach with a fresh, open mindless mind, that form, as I define it,

while rigid in one sense, also creates an environment within its environment where improvisation is not only encouraged but enhanced.  9/19/95

I’ll never be finished with talk about improvisation because it’s such a major element in my work, but it’s not an easy subject to define when I’m also emphasizing my dedication to form.  Yesterday, improvising with Chuck, I took as text four word-scales, from eight to fourteen words in length.  Each scale was quite abstract allowing me to move in any direction with comfort.  These scales were as follows:

‘Night descends offering herself to the anxious moon’.

‘I asked nothing feeling most complete;  you understood taking what remained inside’.

‘Forgotten memory returning fragments without within but where and for what reason’.

‘The stillness the void so suddenly erased deep sleep carries us away’.

This was my resource;  my inventory.  There was nothing else, but notice how comfortably one could navigate within those limitations.  For example.

Backwards:  To the anxious moon offering herself, night descends.

From the center in both directions:  You understood feeling most complete taking what remained inside I asked nothing.

Skipping from front to back:  Forgotten memory without returning fragments within but for what reason and where?  

Random:  So suddenly the stillness, so suddenly the void;  deep sleep carries us away-----erased-----so suddenly-----away.

So within the form of four word-scales my choices are endless-----endless.  Mixing, augmenting, reducing and introducing high levels of silence.

My first symphony, composed in the fall of 1981 on the Island of Rhodes was a composition in three movements for eighty spoken voices.  The text was minimal;  based on three poems, all reflecting on ‘time’.  It’s first performance, several years later, was at Chico State University, in Chico.  It was inadequately rehearsed;  half the group for the first rehearsal and the other half for the second.  Explain that.  But, I saw its potential and promised myself that I would redirect my  time and energy to this more ambitious form to make it happen, insofar as doing the PR work to bringing it before a larger public, which of course never happened..  

During the years 1981 through 1996 I was to compose another twelve symphonies;  most importantly, my symphony #12 on the Holocaust, composed in May of 1996 on the Island of Samos, Greece, and I was determined that this composition would be heard.  The choral director of the Jewish Community Chorus of San Francisco was enthusiastic but finally admitted that it was technically beyond the skills of his volunteer chorus, most of whom couldn’t read a note of music, learning melody and rhythm by rote.  Several other choral directors in the bay area looked it over, wanting to do it but finally backing off.

Copies of this symphony are archived in the Weisenthal Holocaust Library in Los Angeles, the Washington D. C. Holocaust Museum. the Bankroft Library at U. C. Berkeley, in Israel and at Northwestern University.  

Finally after moving to Ft. Bragg a small community near the lost coast of Northwestern California, I decided to reduce the work to a quartet, and simplify the form.  I found three willing souls and we performed it at the Synagogue in Casper during Shoa in 2004.  It did not suffer in clarity but, was much less powerful than it would be in its original for  eighty voices.  Its time will come.  It must.  But until such time I’ll suffice with a few paragraphs from my forward to that composition, which follows. 10/13/07

In the Spring of 1996 I returned to Greece, to the Island of Samos, well known from previous visits.  I’ve been seduced by that country since the late 70s.  After my third or fourth visit I said, ‘”Enough, there are other places on this planet I need to discover,” but I continued to return there.

This time I came with a briefcase of researched material on the Holocaust.  My intention, to stitch it together, along with appropriate poetry I’ve composed over my years as a poet, and create a large work for Spoken-Voiced-Orchestra, a further reminder of that tragic period of history.  

I was staying at a small Pension on the east end of the Island and was the only guest, it being a bit early in the season, and Nissi was a tiny settlement, barely known at best of seasons.  I began this project on May 2nd, 1996, settling on a slab of concrete, tilted at the edge of the Aegean Sea.  Often when I begin a major project I experience false starts while searching for the proper mood and rhythm, but not so this day.  I began with several voices chanting, Yis-gad-dal v’ yis-kad-da-sh, a Hebraic prayer for the dead.  I knew that this would reoccur as an underpinning or ostinato throughout the work.

When I compose poetry I often do it aloud because it’s a form of music and I need to hear it.  So I imagined that the Greek fishermen who passed nearby considered me out of my mind.  I checked the time when I finished my first session.  I had worked for about three hours and that seemed ideal in terms of what I had accomplished and my energy level.  I returned to that nest by the sea every morning for fifteen days straight, working from about 9:00 am until noon, and the symphony was completed.

In its original form this is a composition for eighty voices, with twenty parts, four voices to each.  All the standard notations of music are present, and its foundation is based on three Hebraic prayers chanted in rigid and free form.  It’s a spoken work with general indications of pitch but no specific melodic lines.  Much of the material in this work con-

sists of statements and writings of those brave souls who suffered through the Holocaust, some surviving those torturous days;  others who never returned.   

This final page.  This closing which stretches back and stretches forward to the next.  This dear, sad, impossible planet.  Its miracles present and revealed.  My journals, my observations, my appreciation.  To know that this is everything and everything remains nothing.  The delight of this paradox.  And now on to the next and beyond 

XV

There’s the anticipation or the dread of an event:  a marriage, a move, a confrontation, a birth, an operation.  A date is set which seems far enough away;  perhaps too far if one is disinclined to waiting, or too near if one believes in miracles, and one waits counting the months or days or hours.  And then one has arrived;  the time between the first awareness and the event seeming like no time at all, and so it is.  Today is the day of my surgery;  hours away.  Each hour might be expanded to a day or week or reduced to the nothing that it is.

I was just asked by a dear friend, am I excited.  I’m not, even if that was a term I understood, I’m not excited.  Was I apprehensive over the weeks proceeding this day;  I was.  Not severely, but my mind would suddenly fix itself on the event and a jolt and a fluttering would pass through me, lodging itself somewhere in the area of my plexus.  And as my day approached the thought of surgery was increasingly with me.

But today feels differently.  After a healthy dinner surrounded by good friends and an excellent night’s sleep I feel calm and comfortable.  Not that I’m in denial of what will be happening to me at 2:30 pm, but not feeling a need to obsess.  What will be will be and I’m looking forward to this day and to its conclusion.  I’m pleased with myself, and I’ll be happier still when I make my next entry.  You are all loved, deeply loved and you know who you are.  10/15/07 

Arrived San Francisco for doctor’s appointment;  an examination required before a surgery.  A sweet old man, probably only fifteen years my junior who spent most of our session smiling broadly and telling me what excellent shape I’m in.  Not satisfactory, not good, but excellent.  He didn’t look very well.  I certainly wouldn’t trade with him, but he was kind, laudatory and sent me across the street to Saint Francis, to admissions, an EKG, some blood work, and now as the clock counts down, I’m two hours from surgery, 120 minutes;  remaining calm, almost expectant, but looking forward to it all being over.

12/15/07 

Now I’m in bed;  there’s no escape.  I’ve signed all the forms, taken all the tests, exchanged my clothes for hospital fittings, answering questions already asked at every stop along the way.  Hey, I’m in a big hospital in a big city and this is the way things are done.  

Still calm, blood pressure last reading 128 over 79, excellent.  Now a computer is wheeled into my cubicle and I’m being asked the same questions one more time.  Name, birth date, allergies, previous operations, drugs, smoker, non-smoker, next of kin.  (I didn’t like that last one.).  Years to months to hours to minutes.  Soon I’ll be seeing my doctor, (a sweet young man.  Too young?),  and the anesthesiologist, (a brute) and I’ll be rolling down the hall.  What a trip.  I think I’ll make it O.K.  The routine is as it must be but let’s get the show on the road.  10/15/07

Interrupting for this entry;  A call today to my kid brother, a good a caring soul within his range but I’m sorry that he didn’t chose that path which would have taken him to a more intimate place;  with himself and with others.  So long as I don’t judge him or attempt to lead him in another direction, I guess I have the right to feel sad about it.  I must admit to nudging him in a very subtle way and he goes there, as best he can, and that, for me, should be enough.

This brother is not well, but never complains.  Several years ago he was placed on a routine of a blood transfusion every three months.  They became more frequent and now he goes in for blood every two weeks.  Our niece, a nurse, is convinced he has leukemia.  His doctor says he doesn’t know.  I think as my niece thinks.  

We spoke of the years.  Of our mother whom we both loved dearly.  I was able to tell her so with the words;  he with the deeds.  He reminded us that we were 83, 87 and 91;  we three brothers.  And we spoke of memory.  Our oldest brother is losing his memory, always complaining that he can’t remember anyone’s name.  He never could;  none of us ever could;  our father never could.  We don’t pay enough attention.  I told him it was probably genetic and he agreed.  ‘Who knows’, would be his predictable response.  ‘I know’, would be mine.  I told him I wanted to come and visit him, and in his very matter-of-fact way he suggested, ‘I probably won’t make it to summer’.. I reminded him that his doctor gave him only six months two birthdays ago.  The end is here for all of us, but so is eternity.  11/1/08

And the moment of truth becomes a reality.  I’m on a hospital bed;  I’m in an elevator;  I’m in the operating room, shifted to the operating table, center stage.  I’m introduced to my cast who seem friendly and efficient.  I’m asked of my preference in music and they pipe in some jazz.  Not exactly Miles or Ella or Monk, but I’m not complaining.  There are at least six in the room;  professional and relaxed.  I told one of the nurses (all masked) that she had beautiful eyes and thought later that if I was busted for sexual harassment it might be a first.

The anesthesiologist administered a spinal block;  entirely painless.  I recited a short poem.  I’m connected to a range of contraptions, the curtain rises and the show is underway.  A bit of cutting, pounding, sawing, drilling and jerking.  My doctor told me later that it was a challenging procedure because there were a lot of bone spurs to deal with and it took him close to three and one-half hours for a procedure that usually takes about half that time.  For me it passed in a moment after which I was wheeled into recovery where I remained for a few hours and then to my room and the arms of my wife.

My level of pain hovered between four and five during my first night, which was reasonable and today between zero and one which is outstanding.  My physical therapist had me sitting on the side of the bed preparing to take a walker walk, but my body said no and I was rolled back into bed with a rapidly declining blood pressure; 76 over 46, sweating like a marathon runner.  

We tried it later in the day with little better results.  This was not a great day but considering that I came out of surgery only twenty-five hours ago I have no complaints.

Tomorrow is another day and we should have higher expectations.  Carolyne spent  the first night with me suffering, more than I, in an ill fitting recliner.  10/16/07

Such kindness from this hospital staff.  Their work is routine and not routine.  When they enter this chamber I have the feeling that I am the only patient in this hospital.  No one seems rushed and everyone is willing to stop and play for a bit.  I’ve not any favorites but Amadu is my closest friend.  A big handsome man whose face is always on the glow.

Because of his knowledge and strength I feel that he would never let anything bad happen to me.

My only disappointment is that I was told this hospital had a gourmet kitchen.  That’s why I came here, and it may be true, but if so, they’re not sharing it with the patients.

A long visit from my surgeon who, with the rest of us is concerned about my erratic blood pressure which is all over the charts.  He really doesn’t know why but has a few suspicions.  My pain medication, the spinal block and family history for starters, so we’re cutting back radically on my pain medication and I’m warned that I will feel the difference.  If it’s beyond reason I will call for help.  

Most of the other patients who had the same surgery at approximately the same time will be leaving tomorrow.  Not Toby until we’ve solved the blood-pressure issue;  until I can walk several hundred feet and manage the stairs and until I’ve had a substantial bowel movement, so I may be dining on Thanksgiving Turkey in the Saint Francis Hotel.  Let’s be positive.  Its been a great adventure.  10/17/07 

Two issues are present;  my blood-pressure and my blood-count.  Way down on my red corpuscle blood count and way up and down on my blood-pressure.  My wife is making issue of my seizures of memory loss and I’m not enjoying it.  At worst my mind is rapier sharp or is this too a factor of memory loss.

Yesterday I was unable to hold a pen, let alone think with one.  The day before I was falling asleep with pen in hand.  Today I don’t seem to be afflicted with either of these impairments, and if I’m crazy from the heavy medication it might be interesting to observe the consequences.  Also there’s the factor of a strangers blood being pumped into my veins.  I’m getting two units this afternoon, assured by all that this will provide the solution to all of my problems.  If that be so then why the fuck didn’t they do this to me three days ago.  Fuck is a word I never use publicly, rarely think about privately, so I’m sure my medication is the culprit.     

And then there’s the matter of the donor.  (God bless you donor).  Are you a person of the streets who needed a few bucks for a meal or a drink?  Or a republican trying to assuage your guilt.  Maybe a hard drug addict;  in which case, thanks for the boost.  Or a steel worker high astride a skyscraper atoning for a dear brother lost to the heights.  Or some tender skinned wench;  brown or black or yellow skinned, giving for the pure satisfaction of love, for how deeper or closer can one penetrate one’s glow upon another.  It could be anyone;  giver of life whom I shall never know, but please, let your blood not be tainted.

I’m assured your blood will make me well, full bodied, flowing from a heart-shaped pouch, you into me.  10/19/07  

I love this team;  their dedication;  their professionalism, and they know it.  I would fight against being removed from this floor in Saint Francis to another unit.  And I love my doctors though it’s clearly evident that they are clutching at straws.  My blood-pressure has gone crazy.  Every time I’m hoisted to my feet it drops and I drop with it.  It seemed that a transfusion would be the answer but when the first unit failed the telephone went dead.  Carolyne is full of hope.  Thinks the transfusion was helpful.  I believe her response if for my sake, to correct my attitude.  But let’s move on.  I’ve had the surgery and the operation seemed a great success.  (More on that later).  Now let’s deal with the aftermath rationally.  10/19/07

If one was well enough;  had the energy and spirit to pick up a pen and write about it, the hospital experience should be fascinating reading if one also had the skills, humor and attitude to tell the story.  It’s a moment of truth where statements are scrutinized and laid bare.  In ‘The Transparent Self’ the author spoke of the value of the nurse in the patients recovery.  The patient should never be treated as an object, with a false-cheery voice or a flat voice which says without the slightest concern, “So how are we today?”  An intimate relationship should be forged between nurse and patient and the most important appearing on the patient’s chart should deal with the patient’s emotional progress.  That tells the doctor of the patients mental health which is so critical in the healing process.

Along with the grief and pain often experienced by patients and family there are also moments of raw and spontaneous humor.  I received a spinal block for my knee replacement which hasn’t been going too well since the very successful surgery.  I was entirely awake and lucid during a good part of the procedure, feeling no pain, no doubt a consequence of the drugs which had been poured into me.  So I felt great and wanted to entertain my team.  I understand they appreciated my efforts.  I had no idea what I sang, but I sang.  Maybe, ‘After You’ve Gone’, ‘Don’t Get Around Much Anymore’, ‘This Is No Laughing Matter’, or one of many others.  Maybe I sang something in Hebrew.  But I don’t know the language.  But I do know a few songs in Hebrew.

When I’m asked at various times during the day, “Is there anything I can do for you?”

 I respond, “Get me out of here.”  And when they’re doing various tests I always remind to check my testosterone.  

Nights in the sickly glow of hospital illumination set the scene for the surreal events which can only occur in the rooms and corridors of hospitals where one is unable to separate the drug shrouded sleep from wakefulness as silently moving figures drift in and out of patients rooms to draw a little blood, check a few vital signs and evaporate as they arrived;  where one is at once asleep and awake at the same time;  where everything is nothing and nothing matters;  where some go home and some go on..

The energy of a new day and that reputation for which hospitals are notoriously known remains secure;  of day arriving at about 5:00 am when bright lights are thrown rudely on

a  bustle of activity ignites, and as surely as there is that unstable arrival of day, there is that period of time just before when a patient, in the clutch of exhaustion and pain is suddenly granted the gift of deep sleep, rudely interrupted by the dawning of dawn.

I’m going home with a huge knee constructed of metal and plastic which will soon serve me as well as the other.  Well, not exactly as well as the other because the other is also on the edge of bone on bone.  

I was not sure I would make it through before I came down;  rushing to complete certain poems;  leaving instructions should I not make it and saying goodbye with a letter to each member of my family.  During my first days of recovery I was still uncertain but I’m coming home with a much longer and strenuous road to recovery than I had imagined, still what’s most important is that I’m coming home.

If one is concerned with the acceleration of time which in time grips all of us, and would do anything in their power to slow it down, then become a patient in a hospital.  The days drag slowly but the nights linger ruthlessly, struggling achingly to conclusion;  a preview to forever.  I’ll be staying an extra day beyond the extra days I’ve already stayed on the advice of my surgeon who was quick to advise me that the clicking I’m experiencing in my new knee joint should go away;  will probably go away.  (That was a year ago and it hasn’t.  It’s a constant clicker;  clicking when it’s in the air between steps;  clicking when it’s on the ground;  clicking in bed;  clicking with every god-damn step I take and I find it disconcerting.).   

I could say, “Enough of me.  I’m so filled with me that I could vomit.”  But then I remind myself that this is a book about me.  Me is the central character and I’m attempting to write this life as clearly and thoroughly as possible.  My hospital experience is a bitter-sweet interlude, a bit weighted to the bitter side, but with no remorse, and on the sweeter side, an appreciation of the skills and compassionate dedication of the entire staff.  

As I make this entry I hear a patient crying out repeatedly from pain.  This is not an agreeable place to be, but the lessons to be learned are massive, if one is attentive.  We think we know so much, knowing so little

I’ll have access to my journals in a few days when I get home and organized, so for now I continue in present time.  I’m thinking about my current agent with growing doubts.  He started out brilliantly meeting with me monthly to discuss and review strategies.  I make lists of areas I would like him to explore:  Triton Museum, San Francisco Conservatory of Music. San Francisco Art Institute, book publishers, theater companies, galleries;  far too extensive a list.  So we attempt to reduce it;  focus on the hot spots.  The approach:  to make initial inquiries, in person, after setting up appointments.  If not appointments, to get beyond the receptionist to the person in charge;  a manager or owner.  Leave a substantial amount of material and follow up by e-mail or telephone.  

Bob is terrific in the initial stages but weak with follow-up.  So we find ourselves with a number of small holes, (contacts) too many and none of them have gone deep, (followed up.).  So I push gently in the direction I think we should be going.  

“Let’s find out which prospects have promise and which are a dead end.”

“Let’s do the rounds one more time.  Fill in the holes which are a waste of time and dig deeper with those that show genuine interest,” and this is where my agent has a serious problem.  He just can’t follow up on his own.  I’ve often asked him why and he just shakes his head and changes the subject.  10/21/07

Interruption:  This is an attempt to keep a chronological record of my nights and days and in-betweens so I must interrupt my thoughts on my thoughts of my agent to discuss last night.  It’s on the humor that one may encounter in the hospital experience.  Not manufactured or available or as spontaneous or ridiculously present in any other than the hospital environment and further enhanced by its stark contrast to the general or pervasive mood that one might more reasonably expect.  One condition of my being released is having a substantial bowel movement.  Bowels have a way of getting hung-up

in hospitals, the tendency being more in the direction of constipation and a useless barrage of dry farts.  (This is one place where farts are even encouraged and where one may do so with a feeling of pride and accomplishment.).  .

Last night was to have been our final night here, so stern measures were called for.  A suppository called the magic-bullet, held in high esteem by several of my caregivers, rewarded us with explosive results several days ago when I had my last movement.  That seemed to be my remedy of choice, but Carolyne disagreed, insisting that it was a liquid product along with stool softeners that had done the trick.  But I called in the suppositories and by midnight there was no response.  I was farting big time, keeping the hospital staff and my poor exhausted wife on constant alert, as anxious I not shit my bed as I was.  So it was in and out of our miniature bathroom with musicale results.  A few days ago I could fart in bed with impunity, but now there was a serious level of risk involved, so it was up and down until finally the deed was done in a burst of splendor.  But that was not the end for the urge and the gas was still within me and it became a laughing matter deep into dawn.  Morning of the seventh day and we’re out of here.  10/22/07 

Back to my agent:  I’ve asked him for several months to call the Triton Museum and ask George, director of Triton if he would share the names of some of the directors of other smaller museums, which are a part of a consortium.  These could be outstanding leads and George, I know, would speak kindly of my work, remembering an opening I had there in 2000.   This is follow-up stuff that requires nothing more than a phone call.  Bob was never able to make that call and never able to explain the reason.  So I made the call to George and filled in that hole.  10/22/07  

Then there’s the San Francisco Conservatory of Music where I, as a student in the 40s studied composition with Roger Sessions, learning nothing.  Now hugely grown, several times moved and finally settled in an customized, elegant space in the Civic Center.  I approached them several years ago and seemed quite interested in my music, my poetry my paintings and the way I brought them all together.  But they were too focused on the move they would be making in a year to give an event much thought.  Bob and I went to the opening of their new space.  We dug a small hole which needed some strategic planning.  Bob was to handle negotiations.  I believe he made a call or two and then backed off again.  I asked him over the past several months to go deeper.  He hasn’t.  So I ask myself is he to blame or am I?  10/23/07

The next few months of rehab will be painful and arduous;  if it’s not painful it’s not working.  They take you to the extreme and then they take you a little further.  My new knee will be a useless appendage unless I’m willing to work through the pain on a daily basis.  No holidays, no let-up.  At least six hours of exercise per day to get my new joint functioning.  (I don’t know who said that, but on a good day I may have put in an hour).  

10/24/07

The nights are endless when one is unable to sleep, captured in the grasp of subliminal pain, just deep enough to spark the mind into wakefulness.  It’s the effort to sleep that prevents it, and the struggle against the pain.  My friend says “embrace i’”, too late, it has already embraced me.  It might be an acceptable pay-off if I could use the time constructively and sometimes I do, but most often I’m engaged in the effort to defeat wakefulness which inevitably defeats me as I await dawn.

Therapy three times a week where gains are measured in fractions.  There’s a new knee inside of me and the therapist urges me to stretch my body beyond the threshold.  My leg seems swollen to elephantine proportions and resists as stubbornly as I persist.  I refuse to be a cripple so the outcome is clear.  Bless the science that makes this effort possible and rewards it and bless the new beginnings that come with each new day.  10/26/07  

Passed an old man on the highway.  Old, weary and wasted.  Stretched beside his bed-roll in a patch of shade, no longer  making an effort to get the attention of a passing motorist.  He had no place to go;  his home was where he was.  And I passed him by, caring as little about that old man as he cared about himself;  uncared for, unloved, homeless, hungry.  Abandoned by this caring society;  a cancer, an open wound and embarrassment.  In kinder time I stopped for helpless souls.  Now I pass and quickly forget, not the finest trace of guilt.  An old man beside the road, soon forgotten, no place to go.  10/11/95

I want to thank you body for taking me with you wherever you go.  For your response to the urgings of spirit and soul, I want to thank you body, and I deserve some credit too, because I’m an excellent guide and companion.  10/16/95

I sometimes envy youth with such a passion that my only consolation is that I have the passion to envy youth with such a passion.  10/26/95

A bit of confusion, Journal #33 running ahead of Journal #32, but this will be remedied if I see this project to conclusion.  It will be some project stitching it all together in some coherent form but I’m determined, this time, to make it work.  I know that any thought of a reasonable chronology is out of the question, but it will construct or deconstruct according to its inclination.  I’m just going along for the ride;  a curious messenger.

A few days ago I didn’t know and didn’t care but life seems good again.  There’s much yet to be done but it’s quite unnecessary.  (It is all so unimportant).  Had a heavy time with Carolyne who is trying again to rid herself of that monster nicotine.  I must have carried my point too far;  now she carries the anger.  She thought I was being smug, self-righteous and self-serving.  Probably all of the above.  She was deeply hurt and I’m sorry.  My approach might have been overreaching.  Will we never learn that people can only change themselves though at times the tendency to want to help someone is almost beyond controlling.  10/26/07 

Over forty-five years ago, on several occasions, in the orange groves of Meiners Oaks, a gentle sage, Krishnamurti, said. “If your house was on fire what would you do about it”, and answered himself saying, “You would put it out,” and continued, “The world is on fire and we are doing nothing about it.”  

It seems that his words have remained real from that day to this.  We are losing control of this planet.  Not only are we ignoring what needs to be done, but accelerating the damage

with our inexorable greed.  And our politicians posturing and postulating, closing ranks in support of political agendas, accomplishing little beyond stirring the stew of discontent and provocation. It really stinks;  those brilliant minds stuttering and impotent.  It’s enough to sicken the spirit.  Shame on this species, and the fire rages on.  10/27/07.

I’ve always been my best PR person but I deplore the process.  I can credit my skill to an outgoing personality and a very clear knowledge of what I’m talking about.  My business background also taught me how to create windows of opportunity and gain access to ‘the other side’.  

In Sacramento, seat of our state department of education, I researched the various sources of funding available for enrichment programs, and accessed the people who made the decisions.  (I even accessed one of their wives;  she, quite accessible.).  I obtained directories which listed all public schools in California, along with department chair-persons and did periodic bulk mailings.  Finally I maintained a high profile by participating in conferences whenever possible and announcing my availability for work in their school districts.  

I limited my work in the public schools to ten weeks per year which supported me for the entire year.  That was long ago when I had the energy and the proper attitude.  After years of such activities I began tiring of the process., and when painting became an integral part of my creative life, I lost all energy for self-promotion.  Not only had my energy for that odious task drained, but my patience which often erupted in ways which were stressful and debilitating.  I tried a few inexperienced friends, trained them in a few minutes, hung out with them jawing the time away and accomplishing nothing..

Then I had a dream;  a vivid dream, well remembered.  I was back in the hotel business, formally attired, with an energetic assistant at my bidding.  My brothers and I were building a five-hundred unit hotel, well into the construction phase and I suddenly realized that at this stage of development we should have a manager on the job.  He might have some invaluable suggestions on  how he wants this project completed.  Every manager has his or her own style and we need the finest we can find to head this ambitious venture.  

“We must find a manager at once,” I said.  “I want someone who is worldly, speaks at least three languages fluently, including Russian and has an immaculate track record.”

“What sort of salary have you in mind,” asked my attentive assistant

‘At least $100,00.00 per year’, I replied.  “Wait, we have a five-hundred room hotel, will run 70% occupancy at $150.00 average room rate and will do three times our room income in our restaurant, bar, night club and convention center.  That will amount to approximately ten million dollars per annum, so our manager should receive an incentive package of one percent of gross revenue which would be $100,000.00 on top of his salary.  That should find us someone tops in the field.”

The dream continued, what I awakened with engraved in my brain.  What could this mean to me?  My brothers had always assured me that should I ever want back into the hotel business they could find a property for me to manage, but I would never consider that.  So what could it mean?

I thought of my paintings.  Ran an inventory in my head, roughly estimating the number of canvases I’ve completed, segregating them by size.  (I paint big), at least four hundred;  then works on paper, at least eighteen hundred.  Then I gave them a market value, based on what I felt they should reasonably be priced;  not today, but in some near time to come.  The value of my work came to approximately ten million dollars.  Now I have discovered the bridge between my conscious and unconscious.

I have an inventory of approximately ten million dollars in my basement, and elsewhere, gathering moss, spider webs, bug-shit, mouse and rat excrement and whatever else breeds in damp, improperly heated and air-conditioned basements.  I also have paintings in Japan, Denmark, Oakland, South San Francisco, Santa Barbara in a large metal chest buried behind a wall and Oak View, California.  All of which would be a nasty trick, an encumbrance, and a huge liability to my children who would have no idea or interest of how to deal with all that shit.

I need a manager, an experienced agent, to take over  this project and convert this intrinsic value to something more extrinsic.  I need to elevate my sights beyond friends who have no idea how to proceed and I must be prepared to pay and pay well for professional management.  So much for my dream, but who, when and how?

I knew immediately who that person was.  Of course, Julia.  A beautiful Russian lady, and close friend currently curator of modern art for one of the largest commercial art galleries in San Francisco, and a classy lady in the finest sense.  She had lived in New York and, I knew, was well connected there.  I called Julia mid-morning  at the gallery.

“I need to speak with you as soon as possible.  How about lunch.”

Julia was engaged to my roommate and somewhat concerned with my tone of voice.

“Is something wrong,” she asked.

“Not at all.  There’s just something we need to talk about.”

We met for lunch and I told her about my dream.  “You seem to be my perfect solution.  By the way do you speak French or German.”

“Both,” she replied, with an impish grin.  “You know,” she continued, “this is quite interesting timing, because I submitted my resignation about an hour before your call.”

“Julia, I know you’re the person I’m looking for, and I know you won’t come cheap.  I wouldn’t want you to be cheap.  I haven’t thought this out.  I don’t know if you’re interested, but if you are we could talk about a monthly retainer based on a certain number of hours per month;  whatever feels right to you.  I know you appreciate my work and have connections all over.  It just feels so right, the timing and all.”

She was attentive to what I was saying, the gentle smile on her face revealing nothing.

“Please think about it.  I’m going out of town for a week and will call you when I return.”

This seemed agreeable.  I was relieved when she didn’t say no on the spot.  I knew she would not be cheap and had made up my mind to call my brother and ask financial aid, knowing he would respond positively. 

I called my brother that evening to tell him about my dream and to let him know I needed some financial support.  He wasn’t interested in hearing about the dream, telling me to let him know what I needed and he would get a check off to me that same day.  A very generous man my brother Alan, but I do wish that we could talk together about real gut stuff.  (There I go again trying to control and change others to my model.).

When I called Julia she was reluctant but firm.  “I need to withdraw from the art business entirely and give myself back to my piano. I’m really sorry but I must follow my path.”

I understood, with disappointment and redirected my focus to finding a professional agent.  11/7/95

I turned my efforts to the trusty yellow pages, made a few calls, contacted an agent in the east bay who sounded legitimate and straight enough to pursue.  We met and he impressed me with his knowledge and sincerity.  He was also reasonably expensive enough expensive on a monthly retainership to convince me that he valued himself.  So I signed up with William Thorpy for six months, which I felt was a sufficient length of time for him to prove his worth.  I appreciated his monthly reports which detailed the galleries he had contacted on my behalf as well as follow-ups.  

But as the months passed a disturbing pattern was emerging.  William would make an initial contact with a gallery and indicate in his first report that such and such a gallery was interested in my work.  They liked the liveliness of my colors, the movement, the concept or something else.  The next month that gallery would be listed in the follow-up column as still interested, still impressed by this or that and still considering.  On the following month (I had renewed my contract with William for another six months) the gallery was still interested and considering.  This seemed to be a reoccurring pattern with most of the galleries and so, after the fourth or fifth month it was time for William and me to have a strategy meeting.

I wanted to trust this man (I trusted him.  I trust him to this day) but I was experiencing some developing concerns.  I wanted to share with him my experiences with galleries.  When I went into a gallery which I always did with great reluctance, defensively, weakly,

the response followed a predictable pattern.  They either liked my work or didn’t;  they were either were interested in showing my work or not.  

“What I’m saying, William, is that the galleries you’re contacting just keep on liking my work but do nothing about it.”  He had to agree because that was how it was happening.  

“I know,” he replied, and I’m not sure I have an answer, but I think some of them are very close to a positive decision.  Positively yes, positively no, what did he mean.

Let’s get them closer William.  Let’s push them over the edge.

I’m not sure I know how to effect that result.

May I make a suggestion?

Indeed, indeed.

So I made a few suggestions.  He could tell them that I’m leaving the country next April, which is true.  For an indefinite period of time, which is not true, and needed to work any gallery plans into my busy schedule, which was also not true.  He could tell them that I’m impatient and pushing hard for an answer and have threatened to sign an exclusive agent contract with another agent if he doesn’t produce some openings for me soon, which is true and not true.  I am impatient but am making no threats.  He could tell them anything.

I told him that I would prefer a ‘no’ to vague promises and deliberations.  (Fill in the shallow holes or go deep.).  All of this seemed reasonable to William and he delivered the message.  Within several weeks he called me, his voice resounding with enthusiasm, to inform me that two galleries he had contacted said ‘no’.  Emphatically ‘no’!!  “They said no,” he announced proudly.

My friends who heard the story of William said that I was being too hopeful, too kind.

“Drop him.  Cut him loose,” they all said in unison.  You’re wasting your money, he’s a phony”.  But something told me to stay with him.  He was conservative, he was gay, (so)

he was intelligent, well informed, formal and unimaginative and something told me he would deliver.

One day I asked him if he ever dropped into a gallery without an appointment and made a score.  He said this was not his style, but when I told him of my experiences and stories I’d heard from other artists who made the walk, gave the talk and occasionally were  a rewarded he agreed to give it a try.  So we met one afternoon at Yerba Buena, he with a map of galleries south of Market and suggestions of a few we might explore.  11/10/95 

The first gallery we visited was Rim Of The World.  The young lady who greeted us was the manager.  She made decisions with the owners approval.  (We had a plan.  Enter a gallery, William would introduce himself while I wandered through trying to show some interest in the show.  At an appropriate time he would call me over, introduce me and carry on from there.).  So I wandered and wandered, and examined with intensity without seeing.  Finally after too long a time and no signals from William I wandered over to where they were talking.  When I joined him I introduced him as my agent, myself as the artist.  (William was so very shy.).  

She liked what she saw, felt she could arrange a show and later did.  The second gallery we visited was an alternative space.  The work they were showing was angry and morose.

So was the staff.  Our next stop was Mina Gallery, up an alley.  William asked for directions to the rest room and by the time he returned the owner had agreed to a show.  Three hours in the field, two galleries;  six months of traditional agencing  in San Francisco and Los Angeles, and nothing.

William was impressed, I was gratified.  He was now more willing to pursue my approach.  We are planning the same approach in Los Angeles and New York City in the months ahead.  I’m glad I didn’t lose faith in my William;  it may yet happen.  11/11/95

Power, the urgent need for power, forms of power and the dangers of power or the failure to achieve power are conditions which I have not yet resolved.  I know I would  be a happier and healthier person if I could simply let go of all desires.  Desires to succeed beyond that form which simply makes one feel the sweetness of doing what one wishes to do, and that I have;  a way of expression which responds perfectly to my nature. 

But I desire beyond that envious state;  I desire power in some of its least admirable forms.  I desire the power which comes from recognition.  I want my work to be respected, recognized and understood, not only by the few but by the many;  by those with power.  It’s a normal desire but it’s not good.  

Far less important but present in my thoughts is the desire to sell my paintings to a desiring public, who, in turn, experience a form of power in possession or ownership.

The money is not nearly as important as the sales which represents a desire for my work; another form of desire;  another form of power.  I’ve had money and am rather repulsed by its power, though there are people I would like to help and causes I would like to fund.  

Another  power, which is in a way grotesque, sick and unattainable beyond the imagination of the seeker, is the power which has to do with the hoped for immortality which an artist seeks through the knowledge or expectation that he will achieve such a level of acceptance and desire resulting from his particular legacy that he will live on, beyond, in the hearts of those who may acclaim him.  A kind of sick power, that is.

I hope that I may come to peace with my attitude about desire and power, so that I can, in a more purposeful, way focus my creative energies to enjoying the gifts and rewards of simply being myself and doing what best sustains me.  That’s a peaceful and nurturing power;  the power that we all deserve.  11/11/95 

A collaboration with Noah, an excellent composer.  We’re planning on building a lengthly composition based on an integration of my word-scales with his music scales, based on Schoenberg’s concept of the twelve-tone-row.  And again, it’s quite possible that the form will exceed the content.  And then on to my ongoing autobiography which is growing daily.  11/21/95

Today, day of the Live Christmas Tree Parade, parading the districts of Santa Barbara and Goleta, attended by thirty high school students and three flat-bedded trucks;  brainchild of my son who is full of them.  Mark Lurie embarking on another adventure with dwindling expectations when I told him he only needed to sell one-hundred trees per day, which would amount to twenty trees per hour or one tree every nine minutes, per truck, he responded, “That seemed doable,” but with a voice which belied his words.   

It was a great plan, a statement condemning the slaughtering of trees at Christmas time.  His trees, live trees, he agreed to buy back at season’s end, and plant them where the buyers wanted them planted;  in the forest if that was their wish.  I hope he makes it big embarrasses prognosticators of doom.  Even if he fails it’s a successful idea.  11/24/95

“Where is the best place to see the sunset,” she asked.

“Follow me,” I replied.  “I’ll take you to the top of the world.  It doesn’t get any better.”

“Thank you”, she said.  A worried look upon her face, sensing some kind of threat from this benign, spectacled, white-bearded bohemian.  And I am a threat to those who ignore sunsets, turn their back to them and walk away.  And I’m a threat to sunsets too;  attending them with obsessive regularity, remarking on their beauty, lusting and fingering them with greedy eyes.  If there was such a thing as sunset harassment, I’d be a likely candidate for a life sentence in sunsets.  11/24/95   

Why am I so upset with people who depart immediately after the sun goes down”  Some people do not partake of deserts, are not interested in fore or after-play.  They go for the big bang and get on with business.  They are not my responsibility and they have a perfect right to design their own lives, so why don’t I just bug-off and let them do it as they wish.  And I resent people who consume their food like a desperate vacuum cleaner and people who buy wonder-bread and cheap cuts of fatty meat and people who fill the air with senseless chatter when the moment pleads for silence.  I seem to resent people for a lot of reasons all of them connected with opposite thinking from my own.  Perhaps it would make more sense if I resented myself for sticking my nose into other peoples business.  (I’m doing better but I still have a long way to go.).  11/24/95

Beneath the fading, dusky, pink sky, poised or moving on the shining beach below, it is impossible to separate the evening sunset worshipers from their life-sized reflections, and so they become stick-figures, elongated and this beyond reason.  It’s a surrealistic vision, shrouded in just the right degree of mist.  And the sky above-----monumental, captured in a blush of pink which decorates to perfection the  backdrop  tones of blue and green and gold.  Last night the sunset failed my expectations.  Tonight it exceeds and is still happening, my modest augmentation, but what would it be without my presence;  

behold-----a crescent-slivered moon.  11/24/95

And again I return to present time.  Back from a painful night with a dear friend whose wife of three years committed suicide.  He is completely broken.  I held him holding me and we sobbed together.  It was Svetlas birthday and we sang Happy Birthday, standing before her purse in which were contained her ashes. Then we toasted Svetla with goblets containing water. We walked the U.C. Berkeley campus at dusk and he lightened-up.  Across campus to the quiet side we found a Mexican Restaurant.  He had a steak and I had a tostada.  Suddenly it would wash over him and his eyes would rim.  Then he would lighten-up again.  

When we arrived at their small apartment in the center of downtown Berkeley, he asked me if I would go with him up on the roof from which Svetla dove.  It was where they went, together, those rare, deeply in love, lovers.   We went there and he suddenly was acting like a detective analyzing.  “She couldn’t have gone from here,” he said, “There’s a tree directly below.. She probably went from here because she was supposed to have landed on the curb.”  (The cement curb rimming a cement sidewalk where her body fell).  

He had to experience everything and talk about it and up until this time I don’t think he has been able to.  He is surrounded by his wife.  She made much of the furniture from objects she found in their travels and the walls were filled with her painful, dramatic and exquisitely composed paintings.  The purse I spoke of, with her ashes was hanging on the wall.  He told me he would take her with him whenever he went out.  Outside of the main entrance he could look five feet to his right and see where she landed.  He plans to remain in that building, in that apartment where these two lovers lived for too short a time.  

When I left my friend I drove to Carmel.  A former roommate of mine has remained a close friend since he left to live with his present wife fifteen years ago.  It was necessary for me to attend and so I did.  It would be a celebration that would include his family from New York and friends from Scotland, Ireland, Carmel and his old friend from Fort Bragg.  They were all golfing buddies.  (My friend was a golf pro.).  It was a catered event in their home on the Carmel Highlands, a posh, puffy neighborhood.  Plenty of hard liquor along with the wines and beers.  The men talked around a circle on the patio overlooking the ocean.  Lots of laughter;  lots of liquor.  I wandered from group to group making conversation, occasionally pausing with someone for a longer stretch of real talk.

I led them in a chant, before the large picture window in their master bedroom.  They were serious for the moment.  Did the rhythms as I taught them and responding when I directed them.  It was a real moment and meant a lot to all of us.  I had thought I might head on back to the city, but was persuaded to spend the night there, and I did;  an

awful mistake.  I went to bed at midnight but the family stayed up drinking until 2:00 am and off to bed early because they had a golf appointment early in the morning.  11/9/08

(Life is like the Sunday comics and there’s no way of getting away from it until Monday)

I’ve been listening to a tape the last two days by the brilliant pianist and thinker, Glenn Gould who died too young, in 1982.   He was uncompromising, sometimes caustic and always insightful.  He spoke of improvisation with some disdain, his argument being that it lacked the intellectual ingredient so necessary to a fully enhanced composition.  That it was architecturally lacking, more like the doodling of a bored banker.  I saw some logic in his thinking, feeling, as I’ve often expressed, that the complete composition requires a balanced input from both the right and the left hemisphere.  However, at this time I am doing a considerable amount of improvisation with my friend and keyboard collaborator Chuck Bush, and we feel that our product is consequential.  

My argument to Gould is that while improvisation without knowledge of the materials and forms which best relate to the composition might be vague and aimless, improvisation with a thorough knowledge and skill of and with the medium can be very meaningful and effective.  Chuck and I come to the process well equipped.  We are well aware of the fact that this is a collaboration, so we listen and hear and feel what the other person is bringing to the experience.  As I’ve often said to him, “This could never have been scored because our thought process is as spontaneous as our product.”  The inventory of our particular language is present within us at all times and the spontaneous way in which we present it is what makes it unique from a carefully scored and constructed composition.  I’m sorry Mr. Gould, but I think you are only half-way correct.  If one is improvising because they have none of the skills to do otherwise then improvisation might be compared to a form of doodling, but otherwise I consider it a valid and meaningful art form.  11/10/08 

I’m getting more involved in my Hiroshima project.  It will be a composition in poetic form of not less than eighty pages, dealing with all aspects, attitudes, aftermath, anything that relates that horrific event to broader issues.  My work to be called:  Hiroshima;  Symphonic Elegy for Four Voices, with prologue, three movements and epilogue.  The first movement, a preparation for the unspeakable;  the second, the unspeakable and its aftermath and the third, an investigation of cause and effect and speculation on the future of our race.  Whether it would survive and if it deserved to survive.  I’m reading accounts now by people who were there;  doctors, journalists, writers, school teachers, school children, soldiers, parents and others in order to get their perspective

and it’s a painful process.  Wars can never address the problems which exist between nations and people.  When will we understand? 11/29/95 

What an incredibly beautiful sprawling hulk, this city San Francisco, seen from atop twin peaks, highest perch in San Francisco and San Francisco County.  It’s awesome, spellbinding, this 360 degree view, nothing escaping the open eye.  Market Street glittering in this late afternoon brilliance, spreads before me, to the Ferry Building.  Marvelous clustering of skyscrapers, confirming a large city.  Outcroppings of generous parks, mini-forested, dotting the landscape.  And the Golden Gate Bridge, its pillars sprouting through the gathering fog.  Islands of east bay, Oakland Bay Bridge, festooned, and the bay, curling southward almost to San Jose.  A miraculous event, this bay area of mine.  11/30/95

(A ninety year old lady, for her birthday,  tattooed across her chest, ‘Do not resuscitate’)   

An eighty-nine year old lady, below, her daughters beside her, an agent from the hospital asking questions, offering advice.  I remember her from my temporary disability;  gentle,

caring Laurie.  Evelyn, with her permanent disability, sleeping, awakening, sleeping, awakening, perpetual cycle.  Does she dream?  Dreaming of a kinder place, a kinder time?  I hope so because this is an awful time for Evelyn.  I called upon you  God to come to your senses and care for the aged, the suffering, so prevalent with our species.

I’ve called upon you many times and you fail to respond.  Those who support you, who pray to you, who believe in you, have all sorts of excuses for your gross neglect.  Why do I waste my time calling to you when it is clearly evident that you do not exist.  11/10/08

Back to Tassajara Bakery, once, so long ago, my spiritual home;  sipping tea, munching pastries.  Where have all its people gone?  I, to the other side of town, searching, but not one familiar face, and the old days are not so old ago.  Shanghai Jerry lives on his Island with his Thai lady.  (How you would energize my life if you were here with me at this moment?).  Walter is my only old Tassajara friend who remains.  (He has moved to the country away from our friendship.).  All the others vanished to some obscurity.  The gentle souls from the Zen center who served us, gone too.  This was my home.  Nine blocks from where I lived;  a daily ritual lost to memory.  Places, like people, expendable, short-termed, transitory, well remembered and forgotten.  12/5/95 

With my son at his home near the summit of the San Marcos Range, sitting on a roof top in a rocking chair, my son working below on some building plans.  He never seemed more centered, peaceful and at rest.  He smokes a lot of dope which doesn’t seem to interfere with his ability to juggle a variety of enterprises;  probably because they come to him in an orderly manner.  His innate intelligence keeps his schedule in reasonable enough order to maintain a workable continuity.

We’re passing through the stages, all of us, and all of us seem to be where we need to be in order to learn the lessons which will carry us on to the next level.  When we get to intimate stuff it’s quite amazing how much we agree.  So maybe Patty was on the mark when she said that part of her anger at me has to do with the values I’ve imparted to her husband.  I’m sure we can’t avoid our parents influence, but to how many generations must we point the finger of blame, and aren’t we well aware that there comes a time to assume the blame and responsibility for our individual actions, and when that time comes we have managed to unite all of our parts into a more healthy whole.  I believe this son is moving along on his journey in a healthy and necessary manner and has a great potential and likelihood of arriving there.  12/9/95

Tomorrow my other son and his son, my grandson, to San Francisco for a few days.  This son who came to San Francisco as a child and learned to take care of himself with a job and a woman nearly twice his age, and his age has more than doubled since those early years.  Such a good soul, such a talent, such loyalty.  I love my children and they love me and sometimes I don’t think I deserve that love because I put so little time and energy into raising them.  It was just easy and fun.  12/19/95  

Where are you today, you who are held in this heart with such love.  A worrying son with wife and children beside your tree, laughing and hugging over presents and surprises.  A divorced son, for the first time alone, but with an optimism beyond reality.  A spiritual daughter far away on her Island in the Pacific with her adopted family, her celebrations and memories.  A former wife, alone, sad, brave and yearning for that which she can not have.  My partner with hers, wondering and worrying, and me, grateful for all of them, sending them my love on this day of peace and wonder.  12/25/95

Children at our bedroom door anxious for the day to begin.  Presents cascading around our tree.  Turn on the lights, voices singing the joys of Christmas, ignoring the suffering, the sorrows .  Paper torn from boxes; the excitement of discovery.  Jan and me basking in the warm spirits of this day.  Everything they could have imagined beneath those trees. And they grew beyond Santa to adulthood, to their own families, their own children, beneath their own trees with their own excitement as their children grew beyond Santa, approaching and into another generation.  12/25/95

XVI

Quickly into a new year and into my 70s which promised to be my most creative decade and satisfied that optimistic prediction.  At least it seemed to be as productive as the others, culminating in a plethora of poetry books during the months in Fort Bragg which closed out that decade.  These resulting, mostly, from some serious house-cleaning, forcing myself to trash hundreds of pages of trash and reconfigure hundreds of pages of poetry which seemed salvageable.  

During my first two years in Fort Bragg I composed over forty books of poetry with such peculiar titles as:  Fermata, Zenphonies, Reconfigurations, Purloinings and Eighty and Beyond, followed by Eighty-One and beyond, over 800 pages long.  (Eighty-Three and Beyond currently under construction).  And such benign titles as Journals, Volumes One through Seven   And works in progress such as Harvestings and Reconfigurations #II.

The job of dealing with past poetry stretching back over forty years is difficult and rewarding.  Difficult because its always been easier for me to file documents as poetry in cartons than in a wastepaper container.  (As with old photographs.).  They may be out of focus or faded almost beyond recognition, or trivial, but they reflect a moment in time, no matter how flawed and I’m an unforgiving sentimentalist.  The same with my paintings.  I have hundreds of paintings which should be destroyed and I do destroy many of them in a way by tearing them up and converting them into collages;  a form of deconstruction which reinvests them with new life through form, not unlike what I’m doing with my old poetry through reconfiguration.  Stitching poems together, expanding and contracting themes into verbal collages.  So there’s much work to be done, which shall be done before I’m done.  10/28/07 

Carolyne has told me in a kindly way that she doesn’t like repetition.  I understand;  it’s boring.  But her statement inspired me and prompted me to compose a rhythmic poem for three voices, based on the simple text, “I am opposed to repetition.”  It’s a lengthly poem, full of form and repetition based on that Word-Scale which repeats itself endlessly.  I’m grateful to her for giving me the idea.  It’s a vague form of onomatopoeia, not in terms of sound but in terms of theory where the statement defines itself through demonstration.  

Back for a moment to Highway Erotica, the ultimate extreme of repetition.  (A book-length poem consisting of thirteen lines.).  I didn’t actually complete the poem during the short span of time driving from Willows to Williams, but when I had finished the thirteen lines I knew that variations on those lines would compose themselves into a long poem.  Each line divided itself into four sections, A,B,C,D, and each variation of thirteen lines was based on a formula which rearranged relationships between the various lines and within each line.  

For example, in one variation the A portion of each line moved up one line while the A section of the top line moved to the bottom line.  As this process repeated itself thirteen times, the A section of each line would shift so that by the conclusion of this section each A section would relate to all thirteen lines.  In another section the B and D segments would move down in a clockwise manner producing a similar shifting of relationships.  

Because an explanation of  each variation might be rigorously confusing and boring I would suggest that anyone of interest might refer themselves to that book, Highway Erotica, perhaps by that time published, and perhaps not.  But it is on my web-site, 

12/27/95

Several years ago I composed a rhythmic poem consisting of the text, “There is nothing more to say, nothing more, and I will say it as long as there is time and breath to say, there is nothing more to say, nothing more.”  And I wonder, sometimes, if this is not true.

That I’ve said everything that I have to say.  Not only said it but repeated it endlessly.  Certainly I’ve used some of my Word-Scales, literally, hundreds of times, and that would appear to be a form of repetition, but it will not cease as long as I continue ass I have and will continue doing., for my need to repeat and reinvent myself is as critical a need as the nourishment of food, water and the very air we breathe.

As Gertrude Stein said in a poetic line, as recognized as any line in literature, “A rose is a rose is a rose,” which was her way of announcing that no two roses were the same, in fact, no two, or any number of anything is the same.  And so, for me, while repetition is repetition, there are subtle changes which occur with each recitation.  Even the fact that each repetition would occur in a different moment is enough to set one apart one from the other and that is pretty much the basis of my reason for continuing with words and repetition, a form which will certainly follow me through my final days.  12/27/95 

But these days are as far from ending as this moment in which I am now alive and present and eternal.  There is that miraculous sense of eternity in each moment.  As Gertrude Stein said, “A rose is a rose is a rose,” so it is with moments.  ‘A moment is a moment is a moment’, and as each rose is unique in every way, so is each moment.  And each moment is, as well, the only moment.  

An early poem of mine, “I Am On The Threshold,” has mapped my life to perfection, with the exception of the suggestion that my final years might be difficult.  Though that prospect is modified by the suggestion that I will be returning and, without a doubt, in some form, I will be returning.  This poem ends with the statement, “I am on the threshold of every moment, every moment, every moment, every moment, every moment,” and so it is with every moment, which is the one and only moment;  the moment when we are alive;  our eternity.  1/22/96

Counting down, counting down.  Another year flown faster than any speed understood.  Faster than the speed of light.  Faster than memory.  Begun and ended in an instant, as this life rushes to its destiny, capturing brief encounters on its way.  Will I ever say, “I’m satisfied.  Enough is enough.”  I doubt it;  too greedy on life;  too addicted to it because it’s been so good;  so easy, so satisfying.  But now, poised on the edge of a new year, hours away, I can measure that space between now and then as an eternity because I’m here where I will always be and the new year is there-----beyond.  12/31/95  

Morning of the first.  Our cabin on the Feather River, Carolyne and I getting a trifle drunk on Mimosas.  Sharing childhood memories;  tears with laughter.  Concerns and expectations for this year ahead, while cooking up a breakfast of onions, potatoes, zucchini, tomatoes and eggs, while listening to the love songs of Puccini, sung with the ultimate passion of Pavarotti which brings tears upon tears as our final fire burns itself in our pot-belly.  We shall finish our bottle of champagne, consume our breakfast and feast upon each other as this holiday passes into memory.  1/1/96   

Today is my son’s birthday.  A son past forty and still searching which means he cares.  A son who sent me a fan and love letter, offering to do what he could to help his father achieve some recognition.  A son whose integrity amazes me.  Not because I wouldn’t expect it, but because of its quality.  Integrity has variable qualities.  A son of innocence who agonizes his days, yet knows and practices the best ways to care for himself.  And Drew’s talents far exceed his awareness of them, with musical skills of highest magnitude.  Happy birthday Drew.  You are dearly loved.  1/4/96

She said she was a bad liar and I contradicted her, which was a lie.  It just seemed a natural response to a game of words.

“No,” I replied, “I think you’re a good liar,” and that could have meant so many things.

Certainly she’s a good liar in that she’s a good person who lies, for both good and bad people lie and both good and bad people tell good and bad lies, in a good or bad way.

For instance, a bad person telling a good lie badly or well, or a good person telling a good or bad lie either well or badly.  I hope Carolyne understood what I meant when I contradicted her.  I wish I understood.  1/5/96

I feel most powerful when performing my poetry and paintings.  Then I am sharing a vision, exclusively mine.  I have no need to prepare myself for a performance, in fact I much prefer working without a plan.  In this way I’m more open to the influences of my audience who informs me by its energy.  When I’m on I’m on and my involvement and pleasure is almost as complete as the act of making love and that ain’t bad.  1/20/96 

I’m studying Beckett again and it’s supportive and refreshing to be reminded how he worked with and thought about language.  He refused to discuss his intentions;  often he didn’t know, himself, what they were.  In ‘Waiting For Gudot’, he did say the focus should be on the act of ‘waiting’ rather than on the ‘who’ and ‘when’ of Gudot.  He even said, “If I knew  who Gudot was, I would have let us know.”

I ran out of words long ago, and now I’m more concerned with what I do with them rather than increasing my inventory.  It’s form, form, form, form over content, though the content is the form and the form the content.  Thus ends Journal #33 as I continue on this journey to anyplace.  1/26/96

We rush through life too quickly.  Too quickly to taste and smell its wonders.  It’s a glorious masterpiece, this planet and we barely notice it except to exploit it.  But saddest of all;  we rush through life too quickly to notice ourselves.  2/3/96

I’m a kid in a seventy year old body and it’s scary as hell because this body may be wearing out before this kid graduates.  2/8/96

Tomorrow I’ll go alone to Snoqualmi Falls.  There my father carved his and mom’s initials in an apple tree when they were teen-agers.  Seventy years later I drove there with my mother and we found the apple orchard with but a few barren and twisted trees, but that was enough.  2/13/96

I’m beginning to realize that my word scales which have provided me with an amazing resource and freedom are beginning to stunt my growth.  I need to move beyond them, as Arnold Schoenberg did when he invented the 12-tone-row which led to atonality.  Even this became for many, although a release from the constraints of tonality, a technique and a device as it limited growth while encouraging it.  I’m not certain of my new direction though I’m certain I’m ready to move on.  2/27/96

But back for a moment to most present time.  I’m here now, in my life, on this day which sees this planet, this universe older than it has ever been.  Records are being made with each passing moment.  I say ‘passing’, but what does that mean?  If it’s remembered it’s not remembered as a passing thing, for it’s still here, in present time, remembered.  So it’s quite a place to be-----present time.  If one can understand it properly without being threatened for it’s a glorious event, being present in present time.  

The thought of it all can be overwhelming but it’s really nothing which isn’t true because it’s really something.  Something more special than words can express for each and every moment is the moment in which we now are.   This moment as I address you, whomever you may be is that moment which is now.  

The seasons are turning and we are in need of some robust storms.  Water is fast becoming our most precious liquid;  much more so than oil.  The largest cash crop in California is a great guzzler of water  One might say; half of the people in Mendocino County are growers and the other half smokers.  One might more accurately say; half the people in Mendocino County are growers and everyone is a smoker.  A trifle exaggerated but only a trifle.  

I’ve come through two major surgeries within the past year, having avoided illnesses of any sort my entire life apart from a short and successful bout with prostate cancer.  My last surgery nine months ago was open heart surgery.  I came through it in a breeze except for some annoying complications which required me to be on anti-biotics for several months.  I lost my appetite and a lot of weight and the advice from nurses, physical therapists, even doctors was that I might explore the possibilities of imbibing in a bit weed for appetite enhancement.  My personal doctor suggested it might be the miracle drug of the 21st century.  Reviewing my health.  I’m in great shape, feeling as well as I’ve ever felt, and I do believe I’ve got some way yet to go.

My creative life is moving on all cylinders.  Working on this book at least three hours a day, as well as working on several other books which take up the slack.  I’m not painting      

as often as I normally do but I never did.  I’m a sporadic painter;  a month on a month off, or less or more.  But when I paint I don’t waste any time.  Typically I produce a large painting, in the range of 4X4 or 4X5 feet in less than a day.  It happens to be the way I paint.  My Japanese agent once called and asked if I could do a series of a dozen very small paintings for a chapel in Japan.  She asked me how soon she could have them and I suggested in a day or two.  “No, No,” she exclaimed.  “If you do them that quickly they will not be considered very valuable.”  So I did them and held on to them for a few weeks.  I simply took a sheet of quality paper a foot square and sliced it into twelve small paintings 4X4 inches.  (They like things small in Japan).  I shipped them by air express and heard from her in a few days telling me that the color blue is not appreciated in Japan.  Could I do another series in a more purple tone.  I did, employing the same production technique.  The chapel purchased all twenty-four.   So the value of a painting is sometimes measured by time.

Picasso produced about 40,000 works of art in his lifetime, but that was Picasso.  He started young and finished old.  I started painting when I was fifty-seven;  a late start for an artist.  I’ve produced over 3,000 during that period;  close to 100 a year, a substantial pace, but I’ll never catch Picasso.  Give me credit for the number of poetry books I’ve written;  over fifty in five years.  Almost one a month.  I ask myself, “Would the quality of my paintings and poetry books have been enhanced had I taken more time with them?”  I doubt it seriously.  My level of skill in both disciplines is limited;  this I know.  And the quality of my work is the product of my improvisatory approach to creativity;  this I don’t know, but will go with.  I don’t look back to improve what I’ve done.  I barely check my grammar or spelling though I’m weak in both areas.  I just crash and thrust ahead, delighting in the process, knowing it’s good, sometimes excellent and other times it’s.  not worth a damn.  11/12/08

Yes, it’s good to know that someone cares enough about a painting of mine to separate herself from a good piece of change to own one, though this is not the measure of value.  As I’ve probably said before and will say again, if my meager buying base were to dry completely I would still be painting and writing poetry because this is what fires my passion and for which I am so grateful.  As I’ve said and said so many times to anyone who will listen, the essence of a life fully lived is to find your passion and pursue it relentlessly.  10/28/07

I’m back in Reno for a final week in the schools.  This may be my last hurrah, though the teachers bless me and my work and the pay rewards me reasonably well.  I often feel like a prostitute at pay-off  time, taking my money for an act which doesn’t even approach an orgasm.  3/22/96

Early on, with my work in the schools, I developed an approach that worked and remained with it.  A 45 minute assembly included:  a sound poem, a rhythm poem, a one-word poem, selecting a word at random, maybe the name of a student in attendance, a few conversations poems and a group improvisation;  first with teachers, then with students, closing with a chant for all assembled.  It became so completely routine that I could have done it in my sleep.  The assemblies were followed by several workshops for a more select group of students and was as repetitious as my assemblies.  I rarely stretched myself beyond this routine when working at the elementary and middle-school levels and found the process boring and hypocritical.  My work at the high school levels was more challenging and creative, and work at the college and university levels was the ultimate experience.  Unfortunately most invitations came from grades one through eight and that was the reason I was burning out.  10/29/07

First day of another month in a vanishing throw-away year, but as long as I’m here to complain about it then I’m still here and that’s good news;  and here with good health and energy.  And here in present time with days that challenge and reward;  and better still, my paintings will hang abundantly in the Pickwick and Mark Twain Hotels, in San Francisco where I can visit them as often as I please, so they will remain close by as family.  4/1/96

Fast forward to present time;  is there any other?  Not a good night, awake in every hour.  Not heavy pain but enough to prevent much sleep.  Night is always the darkest time, when imagination plays havoc with reason.  The leg is heating up;  the swelling remains;  increases.  I’ll be returning to the hospital;  unstable blood pressure.  Negative thoughts swirling through the long sleepless night.  There will be long weeks of physical therapy before my new knee will carry me as it must.  10/30/07

One can certainly discern weather patterns from a commercial airplane at full altitude.  Layers of clouds, massed and jagged.  Abrupt fronts, clottings, thunderheads and inversions.  I’m estimating that we are over water, somewhere between Italy and Greece, less than two hours from Athens.  Three and a half months feels like an eternity.  I’ll  be here with myself for this period, reminding myself that I’m all I need.  Do I have a closer friend;  a friend with whom I’m more comfortable;  with whom I have more in common;  with whom I am more compatible?  Absolutely not.  I won’t bother to count the days I’ll just be eternally grateful for them.  4/29/96

In all, I’ve journeyed to Greece nine times, possibly ten, remaining there for as much as six months at a time.  My travel pattern is much the same;  a few days in Athens, on to the Islands and a few days in Athens on my way back.  I’ve traveled alone, with friends and met friends there.  Sometimes I’ve been lonely there and that’s good too.  Will I return to Greece one more time”  Maybe, maybe not.  I any event its O.K.  4/29/96

Arriving in Athens I went to where Georgous lived, high in the Plaka, short steps from the Acropolis.  Georgous was the self-appointed mayor of the Plaka and a member of the Greek parliament;  but no more.  Georgous is gone.  Cats in multitudes survive on every tar-papered, tiled, corrugated rooftop of Plaka, but Georgous is gone;  taken by his failed kidneys.  Last visited six years ago.  Weak then from recent dialysis, death touching his sweet-pained face.  As I entered his room, with Carolyne, he smiled and without pause said to the young woman who cared for him with such tenderness, “ Ah, the poet from America, from San Francisco.”  And today I returned to sad closure.  The man, a seaman who spoke excellent English told me, “I knew of the man you speak.  He died two years ago.  He was famous.”  5/1/96   

To know one’s self completely is to know that one can never completely know one’s self.  This will be the reoccurring statement in a composition called Self, which will explore our search for self.  The true self and the manufactured self which, in its way, is as authentic and real as the true self;  the undiscovered self ;  the emerging and submerging self.  To know one’s self completely is to know that one can never completely know one’s self.  5/24/96

Again at my Sound Symphony.  Many attempts and many failures;  I think because sounds become nonsense which becomes trivial which defeats form which is essential to my work.  This is my second day at the symphony and I’m struggling to keep it going.  If, in a short while, it doesn’t feel authentic, I will have to let go of the idea and move on.  6/6/96

During that trip to Greece I was able to complete my Symphony on the Holocaust in May 1996, on the Island of Samos, and my Sound Symphony during the month of June on the Island of Patmos.  I’ve already, I know, discussed the Symphony on the Holocaust in some detail.  The Sound Symphony is an effort to explore the human voice as an instrument conveying meanings and emotions through the use of rhythm and dynamics.

As I believe I mentioned, the Holocaust Symphony was reduced to a work for four voices and performed at the synagogue in Casper, California.  The Sound Symphony has yet to be performed.  10/31/07

My body is mending and my spirits are mending too.  On this first day of the eleventh month of this rapidly declining year I’m out on our side porch looking through the sunlight to a young bountifully tree of apples, smiling at this life which has brought me back for another round.  I’m discarding the walker which has become more of a security blanket than a material aid and am transitioned to a cane.  My leg remains bulbous, stiff and only somewhat painful, but soon to be forgotten as I move back to the rhythms of my creative life.  11/1/07

The victim in most ordinary crimes of the heart, or everyday living is the one who commits the crime, not the one who received it, for the perpetrator has created a crime against himself by demeaning his character.  6/7/96 

A call this day from a dear friend in his early 70s who has fallen in love with a beautiful 25 year old woman.  She is a child and he has fallen helplessly in love with her.  I’ll not bother to get into definitions or ramifications.  I can only say that he asked me not to discuss this with a soul and so I must share his joy with the world.  This friend left me with a statement which prompted this paragraph;  it’s delightful and worth repeating.  ‘Old age will not protect you from love but love will protect you from old age’.  11/13/08

Final day with Christian;  to our private beach where we talk and read and write and sleep and swim.  Now a contest amid copious laughter to determine who is the champion rock-skipper of all the Greek Islands.  He took my self-appointed title from me after the championship changed hands half a dozen times.  It’s a compliment to me and our relationship that he will come great distances to join me.  I’m twenty-five years his senior but there seems to be no division or concern with age.  It’s simply natural, comfortable and good between us.  6/16/96

It’s not dysfunctional to be dysfunctional in a dysfunctional society.  In fact, only by being dysfunctional can one be functional in Greek society, and only by choosing to be so with a calm and surrendering mind.  6/24/96

Why does everyone in Greece and Turkey ask me how old I am and where from am I?  They ask me how old I am because they wish to compliment me so that I might be more inclined to part  with some American currency.  And they ask me where from am I so they can connect and hold me for that precious moment when I might falter and follow them into their shop.  6/26/96

Saturday night diner at Pension Nissi, Georgios running from kitchen to patio, sweating profusely.  Louis holding forth at the outside grill;  steaks, chops, fish, buttered bread.  Costas calm and efficient.  It’s midnight and families are still arriving with young children.  The drone of Greek music permeates the moist, warm night air.  Summer on Island Samos as another day slips away into memory.  I’ve been here several months and Carolyne is only a week away.  I do want her with me to share these blessed days and nights.  7/6/96

A sluggish day.  Me feeling like a slug, acting like a slug.  Forcing myself to this task, wondering if I’m running dry, or just reacting to my very recent surgery.  I need to put that aside and get centered with my work.. In other words I need to get out of me in order to get into me.  (A narrative which has lost its way.).  Thinking about this form, how to make it cohesive, or should I leave it alone;  just follow along to see where it takes me, which seems to be what I’m doing.  

Looking back to Greece in 1996 my memory feels almost as accurate as my journals.  It’s a memory that sees as clearly as it remembers.  As if the memory comes from the image rather than the other way around.  It that possible?  I believe so, as the distance between present and past narrows.  Getting to know Louis and Herma and their two children as I now see them embedded in memory;  visual memory which reinforces or is reinforced by the senses or the mind.  U. J. Krishnamurti said that we would be much better off if there was no such thing as memory, presumably because then we would live existentially, without continuously making comparisons, which are odious.  Always in present time;  always discovering.  Carolyne’s mother lives in that way and it is a beautiful and tragic condition to observe.  Sometimes a child;  sometimes a soul that has lost its way.  The irony is that the beautiful quality of living existentially is swamped in the pain of not knowing what the next moment will bring.  11/4/07

A steaming afternoon in San Francisco, on the cliffs overlooking the Golden Gate,  (in Istanbul it was the Golden Horn) surveying the ocean, the coast of Marin, the continuous passage of gulls, ducks and pelicans in mad disarray.  A few sailboats heading in, a few speedboats heading in all directions, a comfortable wind and I’m just happy to be here in the gentle passage of this afternoon.  8/28/96 

A session with Chuck today which deserves to be mentioned.  We generally complete two pieces each time we get together;  a spoken work and a work that is sung.  My texts come from my poetry;  fragments from here and there which seem to want to fit together in some form.  We are, at this point so finely tuned that there is absolutely no need  to discuss where we are going;  we just go there and the results rarely disappoint.  

Today I brought along a bound collection of poems from my journals dating from 1986 through 1994, probably five-hundred pages long covering Journals #1 through #46.  Each journal contributed one poem consisting of  half-a-dozen-or-so key phrases from that journal, laced together to create a composition.  Today I just fingered through the collection writing down whatever captured me.  This was my spoken work.  Then I came across a segment which played with a section dealing with Martin Bubber’s powerful  exploration of the I and Thou relationship, and along with a few other lines built a text to be sung, and I sang it.  

The strength of Chuck’s keyboard work was what I hoped for as we entered the song, for I had no idea what I would do with my text.  In moments I was there with Chuck and I knew that we would get there together, which we did.  

Later we discussed the direction we’ve taken.  I wanting to know if he felt as strongly about our work as I do, though I knew the answer.  Chuck is a brilliant scholar and there are many directions open to him, but he, as I, feel that we are arriving at the place where we feel most rewarded;  at passion’s peak in our creative world.  We are both putting our energy and joy into our work and I feel certain that we will continue collaborating as long as I am able to make a worthy contribution.  Chuck is twenty years the younger, so will be around long after I have departed, but while I’m here I know our work together will continue at a high level.  It’s dang good.  11/13/08

This is the season of the pelican and they are circling and drifting abundantly.  If anyone claims, and they often do, that birds are only interested in foraging for food, that circling and drifting are just intensifications of the searching process tell them that they are wrong.  (How many of us have marveled at the flight of  birds, envied them this gift and wished that we might soar.  Yes, they do it for the love of it and we should give them credit.).  The sea is a surface of variable shades of green , as though shadowed from clouds which do not, this day, exist;  or colored by that which is beneath the sea.  The temperature perfect;  somewhere between mild and milder and the fog horns, ignoring the clarity of this day, insisting their voices on this scene of wonderment.  I’m home again and again I say, you can go home again and home again I am.  8/30/96 

We are a flawed and ugly species, but we are also wondrous and beautiful.  9/1/96

It died but returned.  Nothing disappears without announcing itself in another form.  10/1/96

Life is only cruel to those who reap the rewards of their personal harvests.  We must simplify, not only our material lives, but, as well, our spiritual lives and clear the passages for simply living and living simply.  1/17/96

We never lose what we have, only what we once had, which is what we have becomes when we’ve lost it.  11/18/96

While some questioned the quality of Picasso’s paintings during his final years, others found it as luminous, powerful and passionate as any period in his life.  The volume of his output during those years was almost obsessive, as though he wanted to swamp posterity and assure his permanence.  It was also a way of holding to life.  So long as creation flowed out of him it would be impossible for death to enter against the current.  It was said of Picasso that he believed as long as he was painting he couldn’t possible die.

And it was also said of Picasso that on his final day he painted from morning to night, put down his brush and gave up his life.  (It’s a romantic notion which may or may not be so.).  I wonder about my own continuum of out-pouring.  As long as I’m creative I’m alive and as long as I’m alive I’m creative.  An excellent formula for permanence.  12/21/96

And now I’m feeling my severest enemy;  old age with its physical. mental and emotional manifestations.  My creative life has been the principal source of my nutrient and energy.  I have feared, more than anything, the loss of my skills and desire to continue with my work.  (I suppose if I didn’t care about it, it wouldn’t care about me and that would be it).

I despise gardening and working about the house in any form.  (I never was a worker in any form.).  I would never be satisfied to settle in a comfy chair on our porch with a coverlet to guard against chill and find comfort from entering the world of one of a thousand books I regret never having read.  I am really only interested in my own books and my own paintings, and if I lost the urge to continue with my work, I fear I would become another person I do not wish to know.

I’ve never before felt threatened by such a scenario.  Never until now, and now only briefly so;  a feeling like a barely defined shadow passes quickly  through me and vacates the other side.  I charge these feelings to my temporary physical disability and what it might imply for the future.  Then I shake it off and resume this work.  When my body heals I expect that the rest of me will heal, in full measure.  I would not accept myself otherwise. 11/6/07

My journals are catching up to me.  Only ten years behind current time and they are becoming less important a resource for recapturing the past, which is becoming, by degrees, more connected with the future.  Details from that period are more emboldened 

with the assistance of relatively short term memory, but balanced by the nature of age, which like the suddenness of a light switch can disclose and eliminate in the same moment.  When was the last time any of us entered a room with good and clear intentions and stood for a moment with not the slightest idea of why we were there.  So, my journals will remain with me as an occasional crutch from here to there and back again, but less so.  11/6/07

How often, wandering the streets of this city, settling in at a new or familiar coffee house, opening my journal and continuing my relationship with myself, I pause, look around, realizing that I am the only person here with a white beard;  that I am the only grandfather present;  that I could be father or grandfather to most.  How amazing and unbelievable to realize that this has so suddenly happened to me.  1/13/97

I resent the manner with which time weakens and destroys memory, at least softens and dulls its edges.  (I wrap my pain in the cloak of forgetfulness.).  1/17/97 

Too often and too often my thoughts have twined around time and aging.  It’s not at all Zen and Zen is where I wish to be.  I know it’s not uncommon for thoughts to wander there as one moves in the direction of that final chapter, nearest the summit.  I know how I want to live my live and I manage it well most of the time, but looking back on my journals, I’m disturbed to find that I am not nearly the mellow soul that I often advertise myself to be.  In fact I can be an unmitigated bore, and what is there to do about it at this late stage but accept what I was and have become with tolerance and gratitude.  11/7/07

No one loves us for love is selfish and one who is selfish is unable to love.  But we are never alone and only alone if we do not realize that we are never alone if we are in touch with ourselves.  2/3/97

I do have an addiction in addition to those to which I confess.  I am addicted to love in almost any form and as I’ve said, often, it’s not so much the object as the form.  3/8/97

I remain skeptical about the direction this book has taken.  Almost from its beginning it has shifted in all directions;  indiscriminately.  I ask myself, is this an autobiography in any sense of the word?  It seems to speak more of this life than what this life has accomplished, but does that make it any less so?  My primary intent, when embarking on this project, was to leave a record for my children, that they might better know and understand me and I suppose that any conclusion as to the validity of my effort might best be answered by them.  11/15/08    

There will come a time when time will erase memory, at least its pain, and leave the bare bones of the pleasure of the remembrance of things past.  Now, I’m unready for forgetful-

ness, still grasping at history, trying to delay its departure, for when history is too well remembered it becomes present time.  3/15/97

All of this was ten years ago and she whose loss I suffered sits beside me now, lost in another of her books, for she is a voracious reader of mysteries.  I don’t know why she bothers reading them because she has most of them solved in the first few pages or chapters, but she does and she is.  

The night is still, the fire little more than a glow, her mother is early abed and our hour nearly arrived.  Over ten years ago, my friend, Christian quoted Fritz Pearle who said, “To be kind is to be cruel and to be cruel is to be kind,” advising me in a kind way to cut it off radically, surgically, cruely , so that our suffering could come to a hasty conclusion.   

 I was unable to do so;  Carolyne was more able but not much more.  

Now my wife sits beside me, in the glow of descending night, in the quiet of  content-ment.  We are over six years married;  comfortably in love and grateful that we did not act of the advice of Christian or Fritz Pearle.

It’s a plastic world.  Ask anyone who lives in Lompoc, once a charming village where flowers grew in startling abundance.  Now it’s a sprawl of car lots and malls, pseudo- Spanish and fast food restaurants including every bad, well known franchise in America.  When I ask for eEarl Grey tea or any reasonable black tea I’m looked upon as a freak and I consider it a compliment to be looked upon as such in Lompoc, a village gone to hell.  3/16/97

I’ll be leaving in two weeks for Japan; an opening April 5th in Hamamatsu, a few days in the Japan Alps, a few days in Tokyo and on to Thailand in search of my brother Shanghai Jerry.  3/20/97

Count down to Japan and to the conclusion of another journal, my schedule being three months per 150 –200 page journal, since my first entry in my first journal, shortly before sunset, March 6th, 1986, at my lookout in Buena Vista Park, bordering Haight Street in San Francisco.  And now, moved from Haight to the cliffs I continue in another climate and geography.  In three days I’ll carry my 38th journal to Japan and Thailand to record those adventures as life spins and weaves the fabric which will wrap it in finality.  3/31/97

I’ve written little of Carolyne’s mother since completing my book of poetry, “She”, several months ago.  Every day is filled with episodes which could be recorded, but now it would feel more like an invasion of a life in sad decline.  (The book She has something of that feeling).  There was more humor a few months ago with lighter feelings, less gravity.  Now she wanders from living room to bedroom from television to the daily paper, read and reread;  a focus but with little understanding.  

Carolyne is saying goodbye to her mother each day;  wordlessly.  We call Jeopardy and Wheel of Fortune her favorite programs;  she recognizes the faces and the form but little else.  It does hold her attention and when Wheel of Fortune concludes, Carolyne helps her to bed, at 8:00 pm to return promptly at 8:00 am to renew her cycle.  It’s a heartbreaking scene because there is so much love between them.  11/8/07

When Jerry and I got together in Thailand we did what we do best together;  we talked.  He is so different from his brothers;  one a sweet soul, same birthday as mine, huge hulk, living in supervised housing, retarded and a burden to his other, resentful brother.  Resentful because Jerry is not carrying his share of the burden of caring for the retarded one.  He is a tight-assed labor lawyer, married to Senator Barbara Boxer, of California, the only state of our fifty with two woman senators and both of them Jewish.

But back to Jerry who hasn’t had a real job since a season with a farm club of one of the major league baseball teams.  That was almost fifty years ago and he still can’t figure out why he was fired the day he pitched six innings without giving up a run.  On the other hand maybe Jerry’s memory failed him and he may have pitched one inning and given up six runs.  (Jerry called me today from Thailand and said, “No, it wasn’t six innings, it was three with six strikeouts and they fired me because I couldn’t stand those red-necks and they knew it.”  

Anyway, during my weeks with Jerry, on his Island, we sat endless hours on the porch of his rattan cottage with its palm-frond roof, and in rustic outside cafes on the fringe of the jungle, bordering the bay of Thailand, talking a range of aesthetics and spiritualities.  I spoke of his madness, tempered with crazy wisdom, which I admired, and we feasted on a bounty of nothing which was for us everything.  11/8/07  

Don Juan speaks of the journey of the heart;  of the many paths one can choose.  Of the path with Heart;  the Golden Path, the only path worth following;  but the least traveled.  Sometimes we discover it;  sometimes we stray in another direction;  sometimes we return.  I believe I’ve found my way.  7/11/97

The Zen mind is a young mind;  a child’s mind that sees wonder and discovery in everything;  in every moment.  The Zen mind knows it has never experienced what it is now experiencing because the Zen mind knows that everything is new.  And the Zen mind is silently alert and watchful for the next moment.  7/21/97

How sad the way so many of us often age.  Body surrendering to gravity, mind surrendering to forgetfulness.  Perhaps there’s a conspiracy between the two.  What does one choose to do in that final pasture.  Does one graze silently, passively, impotently or does one tear at the tethers, rage at the heavens, attempt an escape through the one-way entrance?  I’m digging a tunnel under the fence.  8/4/97 

 I’m on a long-delayed roll.  It’s happening;  Word-Scales, the book which will illustrate and explain my highest held creative and aesthetic values, my only significant contribution to the craft of composing poetry.  8/27/97

That unmistakable face of Jack Kerouac satirized on the cover of my Journal #39 which I’m currently mining.  It’s a tortured face because Kerouac was a tortured soul.  Tortured, stoned, drunk, needy, brilliant, in love and alive, but suffering, suffering.  I’m rereading Doctor Sax which must have been one of his earliest books;  his best by my calculations.  I read it several dozen years ago and was greatly impressed;  partly because it was unlike any other book he had written.  I read most all of them and was deeply impressed and moved by his style and visions.  I reread “On The Road” a few years ago and was disappointed to find that his style seemed quite dated.  

Some writers are alive and contemporary long after they leave us.  Not so, in my opinion, Kerouac.  Still he came to me at the right time and helped to lead me out of the gnarled and twisted place where I had resigned myself.  He and many of the other ‘beats’ had a profound effect on my life at the perfect time.  I was almost ready and they shoved me along when I might not have been able to do it alone.  11/16/08

In a few hours I’ll head down to the Mendocino Art Center to make ready for an afternoon performance of some of my language experiments.  There will be four of us on stage performing Duets, Trios and Quartets.  I’ll do a few solo poems and an improvisation with Charles with whom I’ve been collaborating for the past many months.

Then, if we still have an audience, I’ll engage some who are brave enough to join with me.  Probably a conducted orchestration of some fragments of text which will be part of the general presentation.  This event will be filmed as a part of four filming sessions which will comprise the documentary of my creative life; in progress.  What fun to look forward to such events in this life.  And it goes on.  11/16/08

A disappointingly small attendance was treated to an outstanding performance of Word-Music.  I was comfortable and informal often directing comments to the audience who were responsive.  Only one glitch;  while improvising on word fragments the sound system went out and Chuck’s keyboard system went out with it.  I thought that he had decided to challenge me and leave me on my own for a few moments, so I went on enjoying the moment which expanded into minutes;  an interesting conclusion.  I invited members of the audience to participate, and in spite of their numb and they responded 

With friendly enthusiasm..  On with the show to San Francisco.  11/17/08

When it comes to my poetry and my painting, as I’ve often said, I’m usually satisfied with my first effort, whatever it may produce, but not so with my book “Word-Scales”;  Mellen Poetry Press.  I could have improved upon that book as should the Mellen Press.  It was poorly designed, and their response was that they printed it as received.  I wonder at what point they might have said. “This needs some oversight,” and at what point they might have taken the responsibility of doing something about it.  When I brought to their attention that they had omitted a listing of books previously published, they told me it would be corrected in future printings.  It was corrected, in a way, but in an awful way;  

they included that page between parts one and two of the book rather than at the beginning.  Anyway, it’s out there in one way or another and I can console myself with the knowledge that very few, if any, will have occasion to find fault with it.  11/10/07

I must let go of this sense of urgency for nothing is urgent;  everything happens in its proper time.  (What a ridiculous statement.  Everything doesn’t necessarily happen in its proper time).  Yes, my landlord has become a perfect ass-hole, but to his credit, at least he is a perfect one.  I will find my next home when my next home finds me.  9/19/97

Improvisation is the form which works best for me, though I might argue that there is no such thing as improvisation because everything comes from something and everything has form and form denies improvisation unless one is able to improvise formlessly.  But how could one improvise formlessly without a form to do so?  10/10/97

A talk with my agent, Bob, today and by the time I had finished with him he felt so guilty that he didn’t want to accept his monthly remittance, pushing the check I had given to him back in my direction.  I did it all in a clean, friendly manner while making myself surgically clear that the time for rhetoric and bull-shit was past and it was time to produce or perish.  This is his final month on the Toby and Bob Show unless he delivers some goods and I have my doubts.  10/13/97

(Interesting that we are at the same place ten years later, almost to the date.  Does that make me a slow learner?)  11/10/07

This has been a creative time for me, particularly with my multi-voiced compositions.  I’ve been composing between ten and twenty pages of poetry daily for the past several weeks.  Two poems with Samuel Beckett, one with Gertrude Stein and several with myself, finishing off my spiral notebook of 140 pages.  I’m explaining my process in the margins and I hope that doesn’t appear patronizing, but my feelings about form are so important that I want my process to be understood by anyone interested in understanding, more clearly, where I am going.  10/21/97

I didn’t realize that I was footnoting my spiral copies ten years ago, but measuring in time the places that I was in terms of where I thought I was has always been a surprise to me.  How similar and dissimilar I was or seemed to be with the reality which is presently with me is a constant surprise.  “Of course that’s me,” and “that can’t be me,” are frequent contradictions;  endlessly transitioning into and out of myself..  The one constant being that I always seem to be on the right path.  Don Juan called it ’The Heart Path’ while suggesting that we might find ourselves lost from time to time.  Perhaps uncertain, searching or already there.  

The Heart Path may not be the most comfortable place to be, at all times, and we may not know, for a certainty whether or not we are there.  But soon enough that knowledge will come to us as we continue on this hazardous, challenging and gratifying journey.  11/11/07  

Happy Birthday Carolyne I hope you’re feeling well

All I need do is look and hear and I can quickly tell.

Some days you’re up some day’s your down that’s normal for our kind

and while others cry and moan, for that you’re not inclined.

Happy Birthday Carolyne, you’re most important day

for soon you’re turning in your keys and heading out to play.

To laugh and dance and sing and sleep and turn your life around.

What you will do sweet Carolyne is something quite profound.

It’s good for you it’s good for me it’s going to change your life

So happy birthday Carolyne and soon you’ll be my wife.

10/27/97

XVII

Minds captured in bodies.  Minds of children in aging bodies.  Old minds in children’s

bodies.  Spirits too, captured in bodies.  They have said, “The spirit is willing but the body is unable.”  Wilting spirits in wilting bodies, yet passion, rich in the soil of youth, burns still in ancient earth.  The flames of passion can burn eternal if one nourishes self-respect, curiosity, awareness and love.  Love of self, of others and of nature which is the most profound teacher this planet has produced.  10/28/97  

Mellow night;  hanging out with my best friend by any measure.  We love listening to good jazz.  We love painting or writing together, and cooking together ( a fine stir fry or baked chicken, pasta or broiled fish).  We just get along so fucking well in almost any mood or anything we do.  

The jazz continues to envelop us and I’m devouring a delicious vegetable and shrimp stir-fry.  And now you understand;  I’m with myself, the person I’m better and better getting to know and appreciate, and I’m never alone.  Is it possible?  11/5/97

Drove through Greenfield on my way south, a village which hasn’t changed in 35 years, at which point it barely existed.  Drove through Greenfield listening to a Shostakovich string quartet and I can guarantee that I’m the first person to ever have so passed through Greenfield.  Nor will it ever happen again;  not to me, not to anyone else and not to Greenfield.  Drove through Greenfield, past its only café, past a small market and past a few homes, garages and storage sheds.  Passed through Greenfield to the freeway, loudly confessing to myself, “You’re just not a Greenfield kind of village person.”  For I’m a city man, upon which I contemplate as I sit in the comfort of Denny’s Restaurant in King City, waiting for my club on rye.  11/17/97

Feeling strong and confident;  feeling healthy and confident as I continue on my way on a day that seems to glow for me.  To Los Angeles where I will record for two days;  solo poems, conversation poems with Don Salper, old friend and performing partner, and rhythm poems with Noah, who will engineer this C.D., along with a second day of vocals.  ‘Day by Day’, ‘Darn That Dream’, ‘Body and Soul’, The Masquerade is Over’, and ‘You are Too Beautiful’.  All in the interest of archiving pieces of myself by some manner of form that others might know me if so inclined.  And to achieve a kind of immortality to offset my concern over my mortality.  11/17/97

Two days recording twenty works.  Ten with Don from my book Duets, Four with Noah from my book Word-Music and six solos.  The quality of most of them seems excellent. Noah’s voice is somewhat weak but I couldn’t turn him down and everything else went well.  But what does one do with a C. D. that is self-produced and poetry?  Who would be interested in hearing the compositions of an unknown poet? Sometimes I think that I value my work too highly, but better too much than too little, and the effort to keep my work alive is healthy and empowering and I shall never weaken from that resolve for it nourished those parts of me which I most value.  

This final page in this journal while awaiting still another sigmoid scope, and in the waiting room I’m informed that an apprentice will be the one to violate me.  Sweet Asian woman who asks me how many times I’ve been done.  

“More times than you’ve done it,”  I replied and it’s probably the truth.  She was gentle with her insertion, following well the instructions of her mentor.  

“Up left, turn right, twist to the left,” and etc.  The mentor and she got a bit confused when he said left and she said, “You said left,” and he replied, “Right,” and she went right.  What a shitty way to end a journal.  I’ll do better with the next.  11/25/97 

How relentlessly time coaxes us to our final moment.  All moments as cruel as the final moment;  unforgiving for we are the ones who must forgive:  forgive ourselves and others for being human, needy and uncertain.  Therein the glory and punishment of simply being.  12/1/97

Another season with all the disgusting, lovable, nostalgia and sentiment over which I’m a hopeless sucker.  The old songs, ‘What are You Doing New Years, New Years Eve’.  Old recordings, old voices, Helen Forrest, Dinah Shore or the like.  Where are those dear old

souls, dear old bodies, no longer in their prime, suffering the fears and pains of old age, relics in the museum of the forgotten and enfeebled.  Poor Sinatra, once so insolent and vital, now a vegetable soon to follow Sammy, Dino and the others into the dark valley of the forever lost and forgotten souls of instant mortality.  12/8/97

Vertigo is not where I wish to be.  It’s a horrible trip by anyone’s standards and if this is what drugs would do to me I would immediately be a former drug user.  There is an ongoing feeling of nervous fluttering and instability.  It announces itself a few moments before it hits and then I hold on for a few intense seconds of being thrown around internally with tremendous force.  

I have two doctors on my case.  One who says, “There is nothing to do but let it run its course,” and the other who says, “Maybe we should take a scan.  It has nothing to do with your hears.  You didn’t have a stroke.”  I’m told there is no conflict of interest or opinion between the two of them;  just a difference of opinion.  12/17/97

Fast fading year ushering in the new, which in its turn will announce the final year of this  amazing century, and all of you are remembered and loved;  those of you who are with me in body and spirit and those of you who are with me in spirit alone.  Come along, take my hand.  We advance together.  12/31/97

And we advanced together into the new.  No one lost on the journey.  Over ten years past since that moment ago when we took hands within hands and continued on our way.  11/18/08 

The counter woman in the Zephyr where I sit this afternoon away, tells me that her uncle was buried yesterday in Santa Rosa and it was a perfect day for a funeral;  between storms with a clear pungent sky,  I thought it a great idea to die or be buried on a perfect day and decided when the old man came around for me I’ll tell him it’s not a perfect day, consequently not a perfect day to die.  And when he returns another day I’ll say the same, and if we run out of imperfect days, then when he comes by I’ll manage to be out for lunch or dinner and if he becomes impatient with that game, I’ll invent another.  I should have plenty of time to think up a good one.  1/6/98

A comment from Evelyn in her sad, touching and maddening way, that it’s 11:01 am.  

I told her, “Evelyn dear, you don’t need to tell me the time.  I know what time it is and if I don’t know it’s not important.”  That’s more then she can handle and with her sweet, confused face, upturned to mine she replies;  haltingly she replies,  “Well I just looked at the time and thought it was only 10 o’clock and thought that maybe you thought it was only 10 o’clock, so I just wanted to let you know.”  This dear sad soul sits away most hours of the day by herself, looking to a wall of masks with little to say and nothing to do.  It’s a weight upon all of us and she must bear all of the suffering.  11/18/08

My truck and trailer stuffed to the gunnels with the product of my creative life.  One couldn’t slip a slice of English bologna into either vehicle and I’m wondering how I’m going to pop those paintings out of their pack.  Tonight I’ll bed down at the Ramada Inn,  in Corvallis, hang some paintings and head north to Salem where I’ll deposit another load.  Then north to Olympia where I may spend the night at another Ramada which will receive an ample stock of Toby Lurie and on through the ice-storms of the Pacific northwest to Everett where I will fill the lobby with all that remains. 1/14/98

Returnings:  We begin as we end as we begin.  Olympia, Washington, where, with my wife and young son, and where my wife became pregnant with our second son, we made our home for a year, forty-five years ago.  Where I now sit in the Ramada Governor Inn, located on the site of the ancient, long departed Governor Hotel which I owned with my family and managed forty-five years ago.  (I remember nothing of this place which I never knew).  Sitting in my room, top floor, looking out, failing to recapture memory.  

I remember, only, that gay Catholic priest, Father Kellenbentz, who directed the choir at the Catholic University and performed some of my very early, very naive choral compositions.  And I remember the Smith family of Tumwater who owned the Olympia Brewing Company.

We had a few friends, but mostly our young selves during the short time we were there.  I do remember our lovely corner home;  quite spacious which we purchased for $17,000.00 and sold a year later for the same price.  I’ve passed through or nearby a few times, traveling north or south from Seattle to California but this will be my first overnight in forty-five years.  A flood of vacant memories.  We begin as we end and end as we begin.  Where did it go?  1/14/98 

And it’s still going because I’m still going and I asked the question.  Over ten years have passed since my last entry and I’m still going.  I’m delighted and amazed and humbled by the fact that my life (at this late age) is still entirely together.  Forget the body.  Bodies just don’t outlive the spirit if one has the right spirit and mine seems to be so.  

My output as a painter is rather in serious decline but only because my output as a writer,

working at this book as well as writing poetry and making entries in my 65th journal, has been in rather serious incline.  So the balance is there and it will change again as I change.  In fact today as I left the bank I said to myself, “If there’s a parking space in front of Racine’s I’ll go in a get myself a canvas and get back with it,”  but there wasn’t and I was glad because I have a bitching-back which probably would not take to the considerable rigors of doing a large collage, so I headed home, gratefully.  11/18/08

My head is still filled with thoughts of our performance Sunday afternoon.  I’m calling our group, The Lost Coast Word-Music Ensemble.  We’re a quartet and the three other members are quite professional, filled with enthusiasm and interested in carrying on.  The performance, before a scanty audience, was enthusiastically performed and enthusiastically received by an audience which has never heard anything like this before.

The technique of integrating the voices through the use of many traditional forms of music along with fragments of language, by chance arrived at and otherwise, works exceedingly well when voiced aloud.  Simply, it’s spoken music woven into poetry.  It needs a wider audience and that will come.

I can’t speak too glowingly of my collaboration with Chuck Bush.  Our intuitive gifts probably exceed our gifts as performers, but that’s not important.  What is important is how we work together and we do so extraordinarily well.  As I told him the other day, ‘I don’t need to hear you anymore to hear you’, and it’s true.  I hear him with another part of my being, a part that passes it on to my unconscious, I believe.  Anyway, we did an improvisation on Sunday.  Midway through he stopped playing, as he often does and I often do, for brief moments.  I waited for him to return, but silence.  At the end he tells me, the power went out.  But it was a good challenge and stretched me from my comfort zone.  How powerful silence.  How many and varied the moods of silence and this particular silence reaffirmed that fact.

During that Sunday concert I spoke, comfortably, with the audience, discussing pieces in advance of their performance.  Asking for questions as we moved along.  One important question I asked the audience, calling for a showing of hands, “How many felt that the composition just performed was too long------too short-----about right.”  It was a work of about eight minutes in length.  Most of them felt the length to be about right.  A few felt it was too long and slightly more than a few would have liked it to go on.  Very gratifying 

responses because I go for the long version of everything.  Looking back and into the present I would judge that my average poem is at least five minutes in length and capable of being extended considerably when improvised.  

Though I have never written for an audience;  I should rather say I’ve never written with the intention of pleasing the audience.  It’s been my experience that people either like or dislike my poetry;  rarely is the reaction one of indifference.  Likewise, my collaborations with Chuck.  People will either think it’s great or think it’s a piece of shit.  Pardon my language but that’s the way I think most people will react;  both ways.  11/18/08  

So many of us spend so much of our lives bitching about something or someone.  Why?

We bitch because we are failures, victims, and we need to plant the blame on circumstances outside of ourselves.  We bitch from boredom;  the emptiness of our lives.  We bitch because we are unloved and unable to love.  We bitch from inheritance, growing into it naturally.  We bitch because we have little else to do or say, because we are not connected with the sacred, the holy, the soul, or ourselves or anyone else, and are spiritually bankrupt.  

But there is a fine distinction between bitching and complaining, complaining and commentating, commenting and observing, observing and reasoning, reasoning and objective logic and finally, objective logic and compassion.  Compassion, the attitude of respecting and caring enough about the other to respect his/her life and values, even should they disagree with our own.  We are different from one another in every way;  physically and spiritually.  We must call this diversity and honor it.  1/16/98

To be betrayed is to be a victim and to be a victim is to be a participant;  a co-dependent.  There are times when a victim has no choice, but in matters of the heart there are two players and each must participate in order to produce a victim.  1/24/98

A beautiful 27 year old woman come into Picasso’s life when he was 73, and lived with him for 10 years, while he continued to womanize.  I’m only 72 but I’m not Picasso;  nor was Picasso me.  Still we had corresponding interests;  art, poetry, drama, young women.  Why not such an adventure for me?  It would be my last.  Maybe not a woman of 27, maybe a woman of 37 or 47, even 57, but let’s not be carried away.  If I want someone young, beautiful, adoring, go for the first choice;  it’s only fantasy anyway.  1/24/98

This was a most difficult time in my life;  breaking up with Carolyne;  she the initiator.  It’s so much less painful when such a decision is mutual.  The break-up was short term, but painful beyond expectations.  One can become a little crazy under such circumstances. but it certainly does produce an avalanche of poetry, and that is my profession.  11/19/08

Stuff my heart with cotton




Stuff my ears with cotton

Plug my ears with mud




Plug my eyes with mud

Blind my eyes with sorrow




Blind my throat with sorrow

Fill my throat with blood




Fill my heart with blood

Stuff my heart with mud




Stuff my eyes with cotton

Plug my ears with sorrow




Plug my throat with mud

Blind my eyes with blood 




Blind my heart with sorrow

Fill my throat with cotton




Fill my ears with blood

Stuff my heart with sorrow




Stuff my throat with cotton

Plug my ears with blood




Plug my heart with mud

Blind my eyes with cotton




Blind my ears with sorrow

Fill my throat with mud




Fill my eyes with blood

Stuff my heart with blood




Stuff my heart with cotton

Plug my ears with cotton




Plug my ears with mud

Blind my eyes with mud




Blind my eyes with sorrow

Fill my throat with sorrow




Fill my throat with blood

                                                                2/11/98

I’ve employed this method of composing poetry occasionally in the past.  As I’ve mentioned earlier, I composed an entire seventy-two page book of poetry, Highway Erotica, using this technique.  Simply beginning with lines equally balanced, (In the above example each line contains three segments) and shifting similar segments from each line up or down.  

The variations are endless and expand exponentially with longer and additional lines.  For example, the last four lines might begin;  Stuff my ears with sorrow,  using segment A of line one, segment B of line two and segment C of line three, followed by Plug my eyes with blood, using segment A of line two, segment B of line three and segment C of line 4, and so on.  The effect, on an audience, when read aloud, can be quite mesmerizing and it is certainly music, in a more subtle form, with repetition, rhythm, dynamics and a slight variation on rondo form.  11/19/08 .

Dinner with a woman I met last month at a performance.  She, a poet, a painter, a performer.  Persian lady, living half her life in America.  Attractive, about forty, bright, sensitive, vegetarian;  single mother of an eighteen year old daughter going to Santa Cruz.  Loves to travel, confident, a risk taker, the embodiment of so many qualities dear to me.  But she said, and I agree, “Our problems come from our bodily experiences, and love and ego.”  Still those aspects of life are important to me;  fortunately I’m not that much evolved.  2/12/98

Out on the town for a pre-Valentine’s Day dinner for a party of one.  It doesn’t feel good to have lost the privilege of being someone’s Valentine.  Very few times in the last fifty years have I not been someone’s Valentine.  It is comfortable to know you are loved and valued by a mate as highly as any other soul in their life, so I’m quite discomforted by this feeling even though I know I’m highly valued and loved by some very special people, and most important of all, I’m loved and valued by myself and who else could possibly match, in value, that person in my life whom I love and value as myself?

“Dinner for one, please James.  Madam will not be dining.”  2/13/98

The sky stuffed with robust, billowing fat clouds and brilliant patches of blue.  Ominous horizon where another storm prepares to make itself known.  Rain peppering the Golden Gate;  cobalt the color of this passing day.  Tattered gulls blown in all directions.  Huge waves exploding on the boulders which look to sea.  Sharp slanted rays from a hidden sun.  And the sounds;  collectively a symphony;  heart healing.  

For a few moments, captured by this drama, I wasn’t thinking of you;  then I thought how this would rapture you.  

Called my oldest son yesterday on his birthday.  Is it possible that I have a 46 year old son,  (Now 56) I’m not even that old.  But he remains a teen-ager, so I guess our relative ages are in order.  Called him to tell him how much I loved him;  to let him know how proud I am of the way he has lived and continues living his life.  I am truly blessed with the lives of my three children.  Such rare souls, and they support me so powerfully with the quality of their love.  2/23/98

Jumping forward again to now.  (How could it be otherwise?)  Had a recording session today with Chuck.  Opened an old journal to a poem I had written 2/11/98, the one I exampled several pages back;  Stuff my heart with cotton, plug my ears with mud,  .

blind my eyes with sorrow, fill my throat with blood.  A poem drenched in pain from a break with Carolyne.  We did a twelve minute improvisation on that text which has unlimited variations as one can well imagine.  Then I took fragments from Walt Whitman’s, ‘Song of Myself’, and laced them together into a ten minute composition.  I spoke and sang through both of them and we were pleased with our results.  Have decided to do a CD on ‘Leaves of Grass’.  Such a rich source from the poet whom we both admire beyond expression.

We’ve decided that this is our most important activity and we will begin meeting twice a week to increase our output and double our pleasure because there is nothing that delights us more than the act of improvisation.  This has been a rare opportunity for me to express myself through improvisation and we will continue with it as long as we are able.  We now have material for five CDs, one of which is already out, totaling about five hours.

We will continue working with ‘Leaves of Grass’ until we have enough material for another CD.  It will be a unique interpretation of the works of our favorite poet.  11/20/08

This I’ve never done before but events of the last few hours demand no less.  Madness reborn in joy, reborn in madness, reborn in disappointment and uncertainty.  Carolyne called this morning from school to tell me that she had sent a letter to Mark telling him they were finished.  

“I’m amazed that you hang in with me,” she declared, and I’m likewise amazed.  Where does this leave us?  I’m not certain, but we will talk this weekend to attempt some resolution, unless she changes her mind.  3/9/98  

And so Journal #40 concludes and we move on nearing completion or maybe not.

Shortly thereafter, in March of 98, I moved to Alameda.  An Island separated from Oakland by an estuary and accessed by three bridges, an underground tube and several ferries.  I found a rather luxury condo slightly under $200,000.00 in a small building of five condos on High Street adjacent to the High Street Bridge, with a dock alongside where I had my canoe.  I could launch in seconds and be off to one of several nearby, estuary located restaurants, or head the other direction a quarter of a mile to the bird refuge.  It was an outstanding arrangement.  

Alameda is a small Island about four miles long and a mile wide.  Several small shopping districts, a reasonable collection of restaurants, several excellent restaurants, some comfortable coffee houses within short walking distance, a work-out center, a benign, middle-class community, well maintained with a population of around sixty thousand.   Barely minutes from the freeway which connected in all directions which would take me to San Francisco in twenty minutes, to downtown Oakland in less than half that time.  

I had two stalls for parking and substantial extra space to construct storage for a good portion of my paintings.  The  condo had two bedrooms and 

two bathrooms on the lower level; a large  kitchen and living room with a built-in bar and half bathroom on the upper level.  Each level had a porch facing the estuary and they were connected to each other and to the dock below by a metal circle staircase.  Over 1,500 square feet of living space.  A comfortable spread, and most important an adequate spaced area in the living room for me to set-up my easel and store my painting supplies.   

Carolyne and I were settling our differences and our lives and it appeared as though she was giving serious consideration to taking an early retirement and moving in with me.  We seemed, somewhat, somehow back together.  In fact she was a participant in our decision to move to Alameda.  We were cautiously confident, as the saying goes.

Wondering again about the form this book is taking.  A good part of it is composed of entries from my journals from which I jump to present time.  I was also working from several  spiral notebooks which covered a period in 2007 when I was recording  the bulk of my memories.  That is finished so from this time until I am finished it will be, entries from my journals and entries from present time.  Continue with me for a bit longer;  I am not far from the end.  11/20/08

XVIII

Discovering Alameda is not unlike exploring the contours of a fresh new body.  It’s flesh;  the store fronts, the beaches, the surface of things.  It’s bones and soul; the people  who inhabit those places.  Already I’m grateful for Java Rama which is a noble replacement for the many semi-funky coffee establishments of San Francisco which nourished my eternal addictions to Earl Grey tea, bagels, strangers and journalizing.  

Its weary and scared wooden floors;  its outrageous walls supporting local art, its mellow patrons sitting with the ghosts of fading memories;  digesting loneliness, and most important, sweet, petite Amy who has assured me that she will register an immediate request for decaffeinated Earl Grey tea.  Life just doesn’t get any better.  3/13/98

I’ve been, I know, a bit remiss about reporting my approximate gross income from the sale of my paintings, books and income from my work in the schools and at various conferences.  First let me say, “It’s really not important.”  I didn’t decide to become a poet at the age of forty because I thought I could make a fortune at it.  That would be ludicrous and I knew it.  

Money just never meant much to me.   A lot of my clothing is gifts from family and friends.  I have enough unworn shirts, jeans, sweaters, vests, jackets to last me three lifetimes, beginning now.  The only thing I buy for myself are shoes and I only buy one pair at a time and wear them until they’re worn out and time to buy another pair.  I’ve got lots of hats and caps.  I happen to like them.

I have a miserable ancient computer which I hate and am unable to do without.  I don’t up-grade it;  I rarely go on line and when I do I’m unable to go where I wish to go.  But I would have difficulty, now, existing without it, for it is an invaluable aid with my writing because of the way my various programs are designed.  I buy used Japanese make trucks.  I don’t buy on credit and carry only one credit card, more as an ID Card then anything else, and I insisted on a low limit.  So there are only burdens of necessity to deal with once a month, along with the unexpected which is often a drag.

Our extravagance is eating out.  Living in a village there are very limited enticements in terms of theatre events, dance or music, so it’s usually  dinner and home.  We also have a favorite breakfast house where we find ourselves at least once a week. 

I’ve always been able to make enough through my art forms to take care of these needs.  In the recent and departed past I’ve traveled a lot in Europe and Asia and friends have insisted that I couldn’t enjoy such an extravagance  on the earnings of a poet.  “It doesn’t cost me anything to travel,” I’ve told them.  “In fact I save considerable money when I travel.”  They don’t believe this and you probably don’t believe it either and I’m not going into an explanation;  I believe I already have.

Still, my sources of income are drying up a bit and I’m not certain how I will compensate.  I’ve thought of, maybe, going back into the schools, but their funds for such nonsense as poetry have also dried up and I would have to work harder than I am willing, to make it happen.  I’ll work that out in a comfortable way.  

Briefly, in 1997 I had gallery showings in Hamamatsu, Japan, and shows Santa Barbara and Petaluma, both California.  Sales were non-existent in America.  In Japan, I did quite well covering expenses and returning with a few thousand dollars  I received payments from the both the Bankroft Library, Berkeley and Northwestern University, Evanston where my language compositions are being archived.  Writing about it I feel that I wrote about it before, and recently.  I don’t have the time or interest in going back to find out.  We often listen to music time and again so why not read an item several times over.  I know better but I don’t really give a damn.  11/24/08 

From this porch it’s a different sky and I’ve  attempted to substitute the sound of the ocean as it spanks the beach or explodes on a shelf of rock but all I can hear is the eerie sound of rubber on metal for we live beside the High Street Bridge and that constant sound, rising and falling in pitch and intensity disturbs our peace.  But here we have the estuary, beneath our porch, the constant flow of a broad variety of birds arriving and departing the nearby bird refuge.  Flotillas of boats, those of taller masts requiring rising of the bridge.  And shells containing long, powerful bodies, straining in their stunning chorography.  Night arrives and the lights of Oakland arrive with it, blinking from the foothills to the east, hovering over the sad city which could never arrive above the broad shadow that the queen city of San Francisco has cast upon it.  The estuary separates us from Oakland, but we could not be further apart.  Oakland, threatening, dangerously manic, unpredictable  and Alameda;  mellow,    relaxed and predictable.  3/15/98

 Fascinating how change creeps so naturally into our reality.  San Francisco seemed the only place I could call home.  I’ve had a love affair with her for most of my life.  And now I’ve left her for Alameda a benign, colorless community, yet I feel so comfortable here.  (Am I growing old?).  I know this could never have happened without the support of several funky tea houses;

this one, High Tea, on High Street and Java Rama on Main Street, and our Condo on the estuary with all the amenities that any confirmed Yuppie would

be delighted with.  Yes, I must be growing old and had better give some serious thought to how I might avoid it.  3/16/98

Back to schools in Nevada.  The years have slipped away but my return was auspicious.  The kids were there for me;  7th and 8th graders, the most challenging and I enjoyed them.  I love performing and the affirmation from my young audiences.  It will be a good week;  reunion with Nevada, but an overwhelming sadness because my dear friend Bill has left us for a kinder place.  His suffering was so intense but he never complained.  He brought me here a dozen years ago to  bring my poetry into the schools and I will continue on my own if the urge is still within me..

I have not grown as a poet in the schools.  I’m an excellent performer but I’ve made no effort to grow, a benefit to the students as well as myself.  I’m in it for the bucks, consequently this is my farewell song as poet in public schools.  Call me back to your universities, your concert halls and performance venues;  that is where I belong.  No longer the phony dance for the kids, even if I can get away with it.  If it doesn’t work for me, I can’t believe that it works for them, and the money feels tainted.  3/24/25/98

Back to the Bucket of Blood Saloon, ancient faces staring at me from ancient faded photographs.  (Why did they never smile?).  Looking east as far as forever, through cleavages of shrub-studded cobalt mountain ranges.  Late March overcast thickening for the coldest storm of winter as we enter into Spring.

A day of poetry in Dayton Elementary School, where a thoughtful principal joined me, as few do, having as much fun as his unembarrassed students, because of the warm, supportive environment he creates.  This will be my last visit here so I am watching and feeling this very precious and historic piece of Nevada history, saying goodbye as slowly as time allows.  3/25/98 

We are reflected in everything which we observe and experience, in fact we are the essence of these events, for without our participation they would not have occurred.  And sometimes events which never happen are more real than those which do.  In other words, I may feel more intensely the loss of that which I have never lost than the loss, should it occur.  So we are reflected not only in that which we observe and experience  but in that which we anticipate, be it through fear or desire.  There is nothing obscure about this line of reasoning, unless obscure, as with a work of art which may be clear to one, abstract to another and clearly abstract to still another.  4/7/98

I awakened this morning thinking of the years which separate us.  Wondering as you reached for me, at my age of eighty-three, if I, at your age, could have reached for a woman of eighty-three.  It would not be possible, even if she were as vital and alive as I now feel.  Thinking how narrow and unfair this attitude, built into the male psyche, yet knowing there was no way around it.  11/25/08

Dear friend Jerry, swamped in a quagmire of philosophy.  His forty year struggle has taken him over the summit and into the valley more times than he can remember.  He feels that study with a teacher is essential and studies constantly facing himself in the mirror of reality which reflects so many images that Jerry is uncertain which one belongs to him.  

You know the answers Jerry, always have.  Simply be yourself which is all any of us can be, and trust that self to know, because it does and you know it does.  The mind-fuck will always return you to yourself when you find your way out of the thicket of anxiety.  4/13/98

America is over-stimulated.  America is over-weight and undersexed.  America is forlorn and depressed.  She is manic and constipated.  America is on line and off track.  She is lost in a wilderness of concrete and technology.  She is smug and wealthy but spiritually bankrupt.  

I’m in Las Vegas tonight awaiting the arrival of my son and his unsuspecting bride-to-be, tomorrow.  The energy of this Golden Nugget is high and constant but its substance is empty.  I’m too harsh, too sensitive and too judgmental but that’s who I am.  4/18/98 

The tendency is to become suspicious of behavior that strongly contradicts our own, although we may admire or be envious of it.  It’s necessary to remind ourselves that within a rational range of similarities we are all unique and the same.  

My son Mark is generous and extravagant to a fault, as I regard it, and should I examine his range and motives for extravagance  I would confess to admiring it.  The combined costs of his marriage tomorrow and his mock-marriage a year ago would probably exceed $10,000.00.  He is a romantic and paints his life with a broad brush;  too broad for his income.  I’m more cautious, more conservative, less of a risk taker, as is my son Drew.  But differences do not necessarily make one right;  the other wrong.  It’s enough to look after our own values and allow others to do the same.  4/24/98

Gene opened my eyes to some very important information by saying that my paintings seemed unchanged from what he first saw.  Of course he is accurate to a degree;  what he doesn’t realize, and I likewise did not realize to that moment, is that the content of my paintings, their music and poetry, is actually more important that what is seen.    

He also spoke of my overloading some of my canvases and again, he is correct.  Sometimes, and often, my paintings are too stuffed with things and the visual becomes clouded.  This is not done unintentionally and I know I often try to say too much.  But there is that side of me which attempts to seduce by redundancy, or to mix words in such a stew that they lose their meaning and reflect back  their lives organically as visual sounds.  

And so, dear friend, your comments were provocative and started me thinking;

reinforcing my conviction that I must continue doing what I’m doing with enhanced determination and a bit of thought about your comments.  5/6/98

I often compose my spoken-music works while listening to classical music or jazz.  I can judge the degree to which I’m involved in my work by the extent to which I’m listening to the music.  It’s like making love;  when fully engaged every- thing else disappears, and when finished, the outside world once again appears.  This morning I’m listening to classical music while working on a complicated rhythmic trio and it’s only when I pause to reflect or relax that the music again springs into consciousness.  5/9/98   

Happy birthday Tobert Lurie, the seconds drag the years they hurry

It seems like barely yesterday, when I, a child would run and play

with others just as old as I, and now that game is live or die.

The years have been so kind to me, I’ve paid my dues and now I’m free.

You’re my dearest friend, you know;  with me every place I go.

And body you’ve been good as well, as anyone with sight can tell.

So now by count I’m 65 and feeling very much alive.

By other counts I’m 73, and by all counts I’m glad I’m me.

So happy birthday Tobert Lurie

Take it slow , no need to hurry.

5/12/98

I’m reverting to my journals more than intended;  leaning heavily on them, which tell more of thinking than doing.  I had hoped that as they caught up to me, in time, I would have less cause, but ten years in arrears seems as long ago as forever, as memory travels, and what they have to say seems more interesting than what I, from memory of that time, have to say. 

I’m still rummaging through my mind to understand what this discourse is all about;  to give relevance  to an extended, time consuming project.  I don’t dare return to the beginning to see what I’ve done so far.  I’m sure it would confuse and discourage my efforts to bring it to proper closure and I’m so near the end.  

Jumping in all directions, fifty, sixty, seventy years in a paragraph, repeating myself incessantly, contradicting myself.  (‘Do I contradict myself;  I contain multitudes’).  Copying complete pages out of my journals.  Does this constitute the stuff of an autobiography?  I might describe this effort as ‘a new approach’, but it remains what it is and it seems to be a disjointed stew of everything which becomes nothing;  even less, neither profound, noteworthy nor accurate but I go on.  I can’t go on, but I go on.    

Memories hatched from dreams, photographs, conversations, fantasies, desires and fears.  Memories which are not real memories unless memories of unreal and unreliable memories might be classified as memories at all.  I’m told, often told, don’t denigrate yourself, you’re a great painter and poet.  Of course I know better;  I know very well what I am and am not.  And I go on.  11/26/08 

I’ve got my piano back and we are getting slowly acquainted.  Its been thirty years since I sat down to a piano with serious intentions, so my ears are rusty and my fingers stiff.  But I never had a good ear and never could play piano so I have little to lose.  I plan to ease back by composing short pieces for piano and then try to complete some song cycles by using my poetry for text.

But for this moment I’m engaged in a much more important activity.  I’ve found a sport’s bar in Alameda with seven screens, including several huge ones, so I’ve given up the sunset, my piano and brush in favor of the N.B.A. play off’s and I’m having fun.  What could be funner?  5/17/98

I must search the keyboard for the chemistry of atonement.  My fingers are clumsy and my ears are out of tune, as I said a moment ago.  So it may be a struggle to find my rhythms.  But I’m here where I need to be and wish to be;  returning to my music with anticipation and apprehension.  5/25/98

I’m neglecting silence.  Silence in my personal life and silence in my work.  My paintings are too noisy and my poetry is too wordy.  I need to silence both my poetry and my paintings.  5/26/98

QUALITIES OF SILENCE

The silence of lovers-----rapture

The silence of friends-----comfortable

The silence of strangers-----uncertain

The silence of loneliness-----sadness

The silence of wonderment-----awe

The silence of anger-----isolation

The silence of thoughtfulness-----peace

The silence of satisfaction-----pleasure

The silence of terror-----dread

The silence of loss-----grief.

All forms and measures of silence greet me as I sit in the Cliff House looking out—and looking in.  (From Cliff House Poems, Journeys into Language, 1992)

This morning off to High Tea where John assured me that he wishes to display my paintings this summer.  I began a composition for four voices, an homage to James Agee  using material from his magnificent prologue to ‘A Death in the Family’, one of a few treasured books that I’ve read many times over.  One voice took a theme of mine which blended perfectly with Agee’s text.  I was so deeply engrossed in the work that all else ceased to exist.  (The love-making metaphor once again.).  5/29/98

At a time in life when I should be becoming more cantankerous and outrageous am I becoming soft and forgetful?  That would be a great disappointment to Dylan Thomas and to myself, for I do not wish to go gentle into that good night.  I would rather roar like a lion than bleat like a lamb.

Yesterday I went soft into that good night when I agreed with everything and understood nothing.  I need to sharpen my teeth with defiance and courage or I have said my last say.  I can be steadfast and aggressive without being cruel.

At least I can try.  6/4/98

In those days I was only a child.  I had no idea who I was or what I would ever or never know.  I was so young;  so new.  I felt loved but in those days nobody knew how to talk or what to say.  I don’t remember a hurtful word from my parents.  Have I forgotten?  I think not.  

But my oldest brother was mean to my sister.  (He never felt love or learned how to love.).  I would sit with pounding heart, trembling, impotent, wanting to strike out at him, but unable.  I was so afraid.  I could say nothing, and now I realize why she could never have  a comfortable relationship with a man;  only with me, but in those days I was only a child.  I had no idea who I was or what I would ever or never know.  I was so young;  so new.  6/4/98

I’ve returned to my childhood, I know, a few times in this book and I will return there one final time, dredging that which I may have overlooked.

If skills, aptitudes, talents are transmitted genetically then I clearly have antecedents.  Grandfathers on both sides with an unusual innate sense for music.  One whom, I’m told could pick up almost any music instrument and make it sing.  And another with absolutely no background or understanding of music, but a passionate love for melody and a natural ability to harmonize with anything he heard.  He was an embarrassment to other members of the family because if they took him to a music event he would harmonize with whatever was being sung or played, unabashedly, and to the displeasure of those sitting close enough to hear him.  I loved to take him to concerts and watch the near-bys shift with irritation.  

And then there was my mother who, as I mentioned earlier, was studying to be a concert pianist until she met my father.   She encouraged me to music, and took me to many concerts from the age of six.  Frequent sessions at the piano, me standing by her right shoulder singing the sheet music songs of that period.

The songs of Shirley Temple and later, early ballads.  I composed my first ballads when in my late teens;  melody and lyrics.  “You just because it’s you my love, you make me want to fall in love”  “No one has told you that people have souls.  You seem to think that all men are fools.  When a heart-fire dies down there 

aren’t any coals.  The wilder it burns, the faster it cools”.  

I imagine that, writing my own lyrics, I paid more attention to the poetic values of language, and although it would be many years before I realized what it meant to me, the seeds had been planted for late blooming.  

A rather uneventful childhood filled with events half remembered, half forgotten; quite different points of view.  I can’t trace the reason for my fears, but I had plenty of them.  Was never comfortable in front of the class at any level.  I was declared, as I mentioned earlier, a non-singer by Mrs. Bonnell, in grade school, yet I had an excellent voice.  In high school I sang assemblies with Lola Sugia and we were  popular.  (I know her to this day and we remain close friends).

My time in the navy during World War II is filled with memories, yet huge  chunks 

of time in the service are completely off the screen.  Nothing of significance occurred during that period.  Our government was delighted to send me into retirement after the war was over.  I took full advantage of the G. I. Bill attending schools here and there without any serious intent, learning nothing.  Not ready or prepared for anything.  It took me a long time to discover who I was, and I’m still on that journey.  11/27/08

Happy Thanksgiving world.  I know millions of you are starving on this blessed day.  I know millions upon millions of you are without a blanket or roof over your head on this blessed day.  And I know that millions of you are suffering the fear of rape or death in some brutal fashion on this blessed day.  We are a bleak and frightful species on all days.  Greed is on a rampage, always has been.  Our economy is in a shambles and the world economy is not far behind, as the rich grow richer the poor grow poorer and the middle class is gripped in a paralyses of fear as it drifts toward the poverty level.  Not to mention, but to mention that our environment in all areas, at all levels is gripped in an acceleration of destruction which threatens to eliminate our species along with countless others.  Our heads remain in the sand which has also become toxic.

Denial poses as a virtue and protest seems weak and ineffectual.  Obama will not deliver us from the forces of evil unless we are willing to deliver ourselves.

So on this blessed day I called family.  A brother in Kirkland, a son in Oak View, a dear friend in Spokane, another in Evanston and a brother’s son in Ventura.  Names of people living in towns in America, and was called by a few that we might exchange good wishes and blessing on this day of thanksgiving.  Our ignorance, indifference and unwillingness to do anything about it is astounding.

We refuse to modify our behavior in any way that would inconvenience our life style.  So happy happy Thanksgiving to all of us.  11/27/08 

One advantage of being such an inadequate piano player is that when one returns to that instrument after a twenty-five year abandonment, one has only a short way to go to be as good as ever.  I arrived at that place within a few days and now am happily engaged in the process of composing again.  A ballad for Carolyne, two interesting short piano sketches and now moving comfortably through the first song of a cycle, based on texts from my poetry.  The relationship between music and poetry seems to be happening with perfect logic and I see these compositions as an effective part of future paintings and will arrive there in proper time.  6/18/98

My musical and melodic sense is returning to me sooner than I expected which has much to do with the way I’m looking at composition, which has much to do with the way I’ve been writing and painting my poetry and music.  The three are such a blend, barely separable, one from the other.  When I’m engaged, primarily with one of these disciplines I’m thinking in terms of one or both of the others, all of which affects the finished product.  6/21/98

Another book on Kerouac, that sad, swollen, desolate soul.  Surely a manic-depressive who could never achieve the summit of his curve without ingesting massive quantities of alcohol and drugs and then he always crashed.  What a tragic-holy-soul-man.  If Christ had suffered as much as Kerouac he would have felt forsaken by God long before his discomfort on the cross.  Not only did Kerouac  find it painful to be in the presence of others, he suffered as deeply being with himself.  He inspired many of us but was unable to do a thing to comfort or elevate himself.  6/29/98

Youth, they say, is wasted on the young.  Does it then follow that age is wasted on the old?  The wisdom of the old might transform the young, but it also might impede those qualities of the young such as:  wonderment, spontaneity and risk-taking which blesses and spices their lives.  And the impetuosity might threaten the stability and sensibilities of the old.   

Better, I think, that the young approach their lives with what remains of innocence and the other qualities of youth while the aged direct their wisdom to calmness, introspection and simplicity.  (Each to his own.).  For my part, I am neither young nor old;  probably never will be.  6/30/98

We are all carrying crosses, some whose weight takes us to our knees where we might take advantage of that position and pray for redemption.  Some of us, by choice carry a cross on each shoulder, in an attempt to rescue others, but each must carry his own cross and the absence of a cross is simply a hopeless effort of denial, for we will be followed by our cross to our grave.  Better that we accept that burden and make an effort to understand it.  Then we may make a reasonable pact for survival.  Little wonder, if God’s own questioned him from the cross, that many of us deny the one whose function was to teach acceptance.  7/7/98 

I generally find that when I’m neglecting one facet of my creative life I’m servicing another and that’s a wonderful aspect of being involved in creative processes which are so intimately connected.  Everything in my creative world is connected so that one process is reinforcement of another and neglect is not so much neglect as a slight tilt in another direction.  7/11/98

I have limited patience with people who agree with people simply to be kind, or respected, or cared for or to be agreeable.  I may be one of them, to an extent.  I’m sure I am, but not to the extent of those who do it to the extent for which I have limited patience.  It’s almost as though one is seduced by the other to believe that everything spoken is virtue and absolute truth.  (Followers of a guru who have surrendered mind, often body, to his machinations.).

It seems to me that such complicity exceeds politeness and reason.  It certainly exceeds my patience.  It’s like one person kissing-up to another, for whatever reason and I find it disturbing, both as witness and participant.  7/14/98

My daughter has surrendered to  a guru.  A man deemed enlightened by his own declaration.  She is now in her early 50s and has been a devotee since a teenager.  Now living with him and his community on a tiny Island in the Pacific,

sold by Raymond Burr to a devotee who gave it to his master.  (My daughter called him master until I asked her to use another word.).  She has followed him to Hawaii, America, numerous times to his Island in the Fiji’s.).  And she , with her former husband have done missionary work in Holland, England and France.

I’ve attempted to read her master’s books and failed miserably.  They make no sense to me.  I know I’m prejudiced;  haven’t made a real effort to understand

him.  I know I dislike him and am jealous of him, for he has replaced me, in subtle ways, in the heart of my daughter.  Yet I see her happiness;  I see that she is not brain-washed and I understand that she has made the right decisions for her life.  What more could any father wish for his daughter?  11/26/08

A silent, ancient oak tree, strong against the sky on the grounds above Mad River; Trinity Alps, California.  Its branches gnarled, fur covered, embracing this place where it has stood a hundred years and more.  Light blue morning sky shining through, a perfect sculpture, breathing with the wind.  Shaggy beard, foam of fiber, bleached by endless suns, hanging garlands.  Banks of leaves attesting to the blood which flows beneath that fur.  Your message tells me not to analyze, not to overburden the silence with words.  Rather to live as the oak;  join the universe and let it be.  7/20/08

It’s almost time:  almost time to close the covers of this journal and relegate it to the expanding library which constitutes the latter days and years of this life.  The inevitable flow of days and years;  the conversion and neglect of prospects and dreams.  How many more journals will this life spin?  How many more poems and songs before I take my leave?  I’m feeling strong;  unfinished.  I move aside only to improve my position.  I will only be seduced by choice and, more likely, by myself.  This has been an excellent run and I’m grateful for every piece of it;  past, present and future.

The old men gather together at their table to comfort loneliness.  A few hours of conversation, wine, espresso with laughter and they will return to the silence of their rooms.  The young with notebooks sit silently waiting for something, of which they are uncertain.  I am waiting for Christian who is examining computers on Market Street.  (He saves a small fortune in America on what he might purchase in Denmark).  

A young man reads his poetry to another young man who responds in a kindly manner.  We are all searching for the same thing, but so few of us know just what that might be.  An old friend arrives, passes on, wondering, “‘Who was that’?”  Isn’t that what all of us are wondering?  7/23/98 

I paid an extra dollar for this journal, (#42) a tribute to Edward Munch whose painting, Scream, certainly crosses the boundaries between art and reality.  I believe that man was mad for madness boils beneath his colors;  and pain and fear.  And so this first page of yet another journal in quest of sanity and understanding.  (The search goes on.). 

“There is only one question,” said Jean Klein, awakening from his sleep.  “What is Life, but many answers.”  And so this journey through this life, grateful to be in it but confused because I ask too many questions and respond with too many answers on this glorious, confounding journey through this life.  7/27/98   

A late call last night from Shoko to tell me that the hotel in Hamamatsu has purchased sixteen of my paintings for their sanctuary.  This might sound impressive until I mention that I could have taken a piece of drawing paper 16x16 inches and cut it into sixteen equal pieces 4x4 inches to satisfy their size requirements and that’s nearly what I did.  

I’ll not give away my secret;  I’m too embarrassed to do so.  Sufficient to say I feel like a visual-art-whore.  But there are many who have been paid for less effort, including Picasso and Warhol .  Still I promise, for the future, not to allow myself to sink to such depths, unless the opportunity presents itself.  8/4/98

Shifted my paintings from the Courtyard Gallery where they resided for two months to High Tea, John’s tender digs on High Street;  my street.  There they shall hang for an undetermined period of time, to be admired and ignored by that lean patronage.  Long ago I promised myself that I would no longer show my work in cafes or on college campuses, but I’ve rationalized myself out of that position.  Better here and there than in the dank, unforgiving darkness of basement storage.  My paintings seem more comfortable in the modest surroundings of a café  than in the pretentious environment of a Gallery.  Bull-shit.  8/7/98 

It’s the quality and perception of experience that matters.  Without these the experience is just so much roughage in this diet of living our lives to fullness.  To see, hear and feel without seeing, hearing and feeling is to experience nothing and the experience of nothing is no more than what it suggests unless it is all that we have.  87/7/98 

In several hours I will be performing my paintings in the corporate offices of Mad River Post, 451 Jackson Street, location of the long displaced Barbary Coast which still echoes for those of us ancient enough to remember.  I remember Dizzy Gillespie who played the Hippodrome, B. Girls who guided us into their nets and stripped us of our limited resources.  Now the neighborhood has become eminently gentrified with corporations, up-scale furniture galleries, architects offices, French restaurants and I imagine this evening’s guests will reflect this transition. But the same old me with the same old dance.  8/7/98

When one lives alone for twenty-five years certain habits are formed.  Fiercely 

established habits which do not readily bend or disappear.  This is the status of both Carolyne and Toby as we come together in a live-in arrangement.  How does she slice the onions or mushrooms, how do I rack the bathroom towels, will it be Bach, Stravinski or new-wave.  Will we purchase cheese as we need it or stock for a month.  These and a thousand considerations are manifested when people of highly individual attitudes and habits come together after living alone for twenty-five years and enter into a life of accommodation, compromise, support and love.  8/11/98

After ten years of it the great experiment continues.  Nothing is perfect and everything  contains elements of perfection.  We’ve done well.  We don’t regret our decision, for a moment.  We are in love.  (If only she could learn how to slice the onions, store left-overs and remember to----------.).  11/30/08

This should be my most carefully guarded secret.  As a painter I might accurately characterize myself as an imposter.  I’m an imposter of sorts, and that’s my secret, but I’m planning to address this condition by taking a class in drawing at a Jr. College in Oakland, and that will also be my secret.  Imagine, I’m taking a beginning class in drawing at a Jr. College while  lecturing on the subject at the University level.  (I never learned the skills of painting but what I’m doing has very little to do with skills and everything to do with ideas.).  8/11/98

Carolyne and I have very different opinions on this subject.  She feels that I have the skills and thinks it’s diminishing of me to imply otherwise, but on this matter I know better.  I’ve never acquired the skills of the craft of painting and certainly never possessed them innately.  What I have is the imagination and innovative presence to take my materials of music and poetry and weave them into an unusual visual expression which I call Synesthesia.  I then mount a small recorder beside  each painting which, when activated, performs the work, which is a score so that viewers can observe the performance as it happens.  I have little sense of colors though people often admire the strength of my colors.  I just splash tear and paste and have great fun.  11/30/08

I come now, more frequently, to High Tea to sit with my paintings, for I feel comfortable in their presence;  statements of my values, preserved for as long as canvas and acrylic survive.  Certainly beyond my time, but they will also extend my time for they contain me.  This, a wish of every artist, to be alive in creations which outlive his material form but continue to proclaim his values.

Some may deny it;  I may deny it, but it is true and a comfort.  812/98

Have I spoken before of time (have I spoken of anything else?) of its relentless flow and of its contradictions?  It can’t be held yet it holds everything.  It’s eternal, yet evaporates in a moment.  It measures all the events of our lives yet cannot itself be measured.  It’s a gift and a curse.  It takes life and returns it.  

I haven’t worn a watch for forty years because I don’t wish to be time’s victim, but all of us are or will be.  While the young plead with time to pass, the old plead with time to slow down.  But she is a poor listener and will always have it her way;  relentlessly.  8/17/98 

If you can’t lie and get away with it tell the truth.  But such a truth is tainted by the intention which proceeds it and carries the stigma of being a dishonest truth.  Our president lied to his people, firmly and passionately proclaiming his innocence.  He maintained that lie against a growing evidence indicating otherwise  and only today decided on being honest when his lie became evident beyond any disclaimer.  So now he tells the truth, badly tarnished by the lie.  8/17/98

Onward to another day while Russia dies;  a collapse of their banking industry;  Yeltzen on the brink.  While a child dies every two and one-half seconds from starvation.  While terrorism breeds and multiplies.  Onward, while our president tries to regain some measure of respectability;  from a public who worships him from the altar of avarice;  despises him from the altar of hypocrisy.    Onward to a new millennium  while greed devours morality and God removing his mask revealing the devil.  While our forests fall in accelerating tempo;  while innocent species disappear beneath the wrath and greed of man’s insatiable hunger, while lovers look away and the earth weeps.  Onward, onward to our ignoble demise.  8/28/98

Yesterday a call from Professor Richardson of the Mellen Press and University saying that the University would like to bestow upon me an honorary degree of Doctor of Fine Arts.  He then justified his decision by launching into an inflated 

soliloquy of what a great poet I was, in the oral tradition of Walt Whitman and Langston Hughes.  I was, in equal parts, suspicious and pleased and reluctantly  

accepted his generous offer.  Now I’m told I should ‘impress’ my stationery and business cards appropriately;  should make it clear to friends and collegues that I am Doctor Lurie, not merely Toby.  It’s fraud and I’ll never do it, anyway I prefer to continue with my present title;  Toby Lurie P.P.M.  9/1/98  

Using honesty inappropriately is worse than not using it at all, and honesty comes in many forms and shadings.  It can be used constructively to reveal ourselves to others, to encourage others to reveal themselves to us and to themselves.  And honesty may be used, as it often is, dishonestly:  to control others, to injure them, to deceive them, to gain personal advantage  over them.  Honesty is a powerful weapon which must be used with great sensitivity and care, while never being avoided, which raises a question.  9/8/98

I’m a student at Laney College.  A beginning class in drawing and of the fifty students in attendance I’m probably the least equipped and least skillful.  I’ve never claimed to be an artist.  I simply do what I do, which no one else does and I’m better at it than those few who have tried.   

Charlie, our teacher, has no idea of my background and has attempted to be kind in his appraisal of my dismal attempts to sketch my hand and produce sixty second character studies of posing students, with charcoal on newsprint.  Actually, my only success in the class was the job I did posing for the others.  

Henry Miller and Lawrence Durrell would smile and agree that my failure in the classroom is all to my advantage as a painter.  9/10/98

Last night I was invited to speak to a group of concerned adults, mostly in their 30s and 40s, seeking some understanding as to how they might live their lives more truthfully and authentically.  I began by telling them that there was nothing I could tell them;  that if they are stuck in the moment, this is where they belong in order to learn the lessons that must be learned before moving on.  I suggested that they would do what they needed to do in order to live the lives they deserved.

There is nothing more ineffectual than unsolicited advice , a devious disguise for criticism, and there is nothing more ignored than solicited advice.  There is the Path;  the Golden Path which may be  obscured  in our frantic effort to find it, while it may find us if we remain calm and aware and open.  The Zen masters tell us, if we desire nothing we will have  everything;  this is my desire.  9/15/98

Charley is a fine teacher and a warm human, but I’m losing my energy and connection with the drawing class.  I’m impatient with the assignments and find it impossible to render a semblance of the models.  Distortion is not my middle name;  it’s my first and last name and frustration is my middle name.  

My problem is impatience.  I work too quickly by most persons standards, and am reluctant to correct, rework, edit or throw away.  I’m usually satisfied with my first effort;  this in reference to poetry, music and painting.  As for drawing I’m dissatisfied with all of it.  When Charley tells us to take our time, allow thirty minutes for each exercise, I’m finished in three.  Working the way I do is my nature and I doubt that I will ever change.  Why should I?  10/8/98

I’m winding down.  Recording entries from my last journal;  Journal #42.  (I’m currently working in # 65.).  I know I’ve over-spoken in some areas;  under-spoken in others.  It makes little difference;  I know I’m winding down.  12/2/08

XIX

Today I’m doing what I hate most, promoting Tobert Lurie.  I console myself with the knowledge that down through the corridors of history this has been the most despised function for many of the most revered artists of all artistic persuasions.  

I’m thinking of a letter of extreme frustration that James Joyce sent to his agent detailing his utter frustration with the process of trying to get some of his works published.  And today two of Joyce’s books are listed among the top five works of the 20th century.  

It’s a miserable occupation publishing one’s self.  I do it because I must, but with great apprehension, hesitation and displeasure.  And to mention the greatest painter of any century, Vincent Van Gogh.  This tragic figure sold nothing in his lifetime.  Maybe one or two purchased by his brother, and had to depend on this brother for the barest of essentials for his personal and artistic survival.  The act of creation must have been a gloriously painful experience, but few seemed to care about his primitive creations and explosions of tenderness, madness and soul.  Those few who saw into his genius were too embroiled in their own traumas to be of much support, so he struggled alone with his demons, loneliness and intense pain.  

Would I want to do anything else with this life?  Swim back into the mainstream?  Absolutely not.  I do what I do because it fulfills me as nothing else;  brings me joy, enriches and nourishes my spirit.  I raise myself from my easel, depart from my poetry and take it to the outside world where I am often met with rejection and indifference, from which I scuttle back to my studio and to myself which is where I belong and where I will remain to the end of my days.  When I’m asked if I’m retired I reply, always, “I will retire when I expire.”  There is no other way for me and I know without a doubt, I’m on my Golden Path.  10/9/98 

I don’t know exactly how it will be done, but I lay awake half the night wondering about creating, with language, a sense of depth perception akin to that which is created with painting.  The idea has nothing to do with shallow or deep thought but rather with form and content.  Nor has it anything to do with the idea of going back or forward in time.

I’ve managed to bring rhythm into language with my rhythm poems, and color into language with my sound poems, and dynamics into language by scoring

my texts.  And I’m constantly working on the concept of bring9ng the spoken word closer to music by lacing strict music forms into the language structure often using the serial approach introduced into music by Schoenberg.  This concept most apparent in my Word-Scales and loops.  

But the idea of creating the illusion of depth perception with spoken language excited my imagination.  The whole idea of Synesthesia is the cross-fertilization of the various major creative disciplines and this may be where this effort will be most effectively realized.  I must give thought to the way that I’ve been blending text with my paintings.  I remember Jerry Boxer warning me years ago that my text seemed not to be blending with my paintings and that I should make an effort to make my words more painterly.  I followed his suggestion and seem to have made some good progress in that direction.  

I may take some heed from the way that depth perception is expressed in music with the use of dynamic levels.  From pianissimo to fortissimo where depth is perceived by the nearness or distance of sound;  the thinness or density of sound.  I’ve often scored these values into my language texts.  I believe my next experiment with this concept will be a trio where one voice comes from the past, another in the present and the third reaching beyond to the future.  I really need to search for new ways of exploring  language.  10/23/98

One must maintain the authority of believing in one’s self when all other support systems are inert;  others cannot make us whole.  The responsibility for mental health is entirely ours;  just as completely as the responsibility for our physical

health.  We are truly and entirely the advocate of our lives.  All choices, methods and results conditioned by our decisions.

When we hold others responsible and when we seek consul from others we can only hope  that they have the skills and patience to turn our seeking and decision-making back upon ourselves.  The whole process is so simple and so often impossible.   10/28/98

A good man died the other day;  Dick Higgins;  poet, publisher, innovator, performance-artist, musician and playwright.  I barely knew Dick Higgins, but knew him well through his work with language and music experiments.  A few years ago he came to San Francisco for the premier of his wacky play about cowboys, which opened at the Marilyn Monroe Memorial Theatre, a wacky place for a wacky play.  It consisted of fifty or so scenes, some several minutes long, others several seconds. 

We met that night for the first time and he came to an opening of my paintings the next night and participated in a group orchestration.  That’s the first and last time I ever saw Dick Higgins, though there was a mutual respect between us, and now he has gone, taken too suddenly;  taken too soon.  11/2/98

The amazing thing about memory is that it can connect one with an event which happened a moment or fifty years ago and it will seem that one is as recent or far away as the other.  That’s why we’re amazed by the passage of time;  because we compare present time to something from the past which brings it into present time which it becomes.  This is what tricks;  confounds our sense of time, which in such a real, rational way does not exist.  Of course, one must be open to the logic which arrives at that conclusion to believe it.  Once you’re there life may take a radical turn, and you may be leading a spiritual life akin to Zen.  You’ll be living in the moment, the only place where one can possibly live even if they are opposed to it.  But it’s so much sweeter to be living in the moment, knowing it and fully appreciating it.  Ask me how this logic impacts the idea of writing an autobiography and I’ll let my response pass on to another day because I’m just not ready to reply.  12/3/08

I’m waiting in the Grove for my most unlikely friend.  Rick who makes lots of money, Rick who is a Republican.  I‘m probably the most liberal friend he has ever had and this polarity is probably what has attracted us to one another. and this might not have been possible had we not recognized that subtle shadow of commonality.  Rick is far out in a weird way and I’m a conservative in a strange way;  without these qualities our differences might have been too extreme for us to bond.  Rick will arrive in his starched shirt and tie and I will greet him in my worn jeans, ragged tennis shoes, t-shirt and leather cap and we will have a great evening together, avoiding any mention of politics.  11/5/98 

I’ve been moved off the shelves.  I’ve been moved from the tables and counters into boxes stored beneath tables in back rooms because I don’t sell.  Only commercial writers sell and who wants to be commercial.  My paintings hang from walls in coffee houses and funky restaurants, a step beneath alternative galleries, but better there than in my basement.  But I’m happy with this arrangement because I would rather make my art available to people who can’t afford it but at least look at it once in a while, with curiosity and approval, than gallery snobs with big bucks who are more interested in buying the prestige of names than real art.  I’m reminded that I’m in good company with the likes of James Joyce and Van Gogh, but it would be nice to be in bad company once in a while.  11/9/98

“Awakened this morning freshest newest morning of all eternity’.”  This in the text of a duet of mine present in my book Duets.  It’s one of my favorite poems because it speaks of the way I would like to enter my life each waking morning, and the way that I often do.  But this morning my wife and I were awakened, as we now so often are by her mother who has little idea of where she is awakening and to whom.  It’s sad, engrossing, and frustrating to awaken each morning to one so lost.  

She calls out Carolyne’s name with desperate voice, repeating it staccato until Carolyne is at her side.  This morning at 5:55 am she called out and when Carolyne was at her side she expressed concern about the time.  “It has never been this time before,” she said.  Yesterday morning, at an earlier hour she called because she couldn’t find her glasses.  In the middle of the night when she calls she wants to know what she is supposed to do.

“Sleep,” her daughter replies.  “All you need to do is sleep.”  And she returns to sleep.  A few weeks ago she awakened, convinced that she was pregnant.

She is in a downward spiral, moving away from us more rapidly with each passing day, half removed from her material self, wishing to speed the process

as Carolyne holds to her needing to let go.  There is a great love between those two souls and she will care for her mother as long as she is able, and I sit in curious observation, watching, wondering and learning from that sacred, lost soul.  12/4/08    

Back to North Beach, to Café Freddie’s which has become as much a gallery as a Café.  It looks somewhat as I imagined Gertrude Stein’s study to look;  paintings on top of paintings crowding every square inch of wall and probably nailed to the ceiling.  And outside, in front of Café Freddie’s an easel with ladder and paintings, like ornaments hanging from this angular tree.  Not to mention the hall and bathroom, appropriately adorned.  

David is in transition.  Business going to hell;  business up for sale;  paintings up for sale.  I guess David might be up for sale but in the finest sense of the word, for so am I.  11/11/98

A visit from my old old friend Don.  Old in years and  we’ve been old friends.  Met him on the campus of Cal. State University, Northridge where I was giving a poetry reading, outside, on stage, in the  excessive heat of late-Spring-Northridge.  He was drawn to my poetry, liked the way I performed it.  Don was chairman of the oral interpretation department at the University.  An actor, a poet and a director of student performances at the school.  He followed me across campus to the location of my workshop which attracted no more than two or three students.  Then Don and I wandered away together;  across campus, into the High Sierra, back and forth between our homes in central and southern California.  A friendship that could never end and never will.

This day he came to see me and to see a Calder exhibit at SFMOMA.  He loves Calder’s humor and brilliance;  has created many mobiles of his own.  After Calder we went to North Beach, climbed my favorite hill in San Francisco, Filbert, from Grant to the top, up cement steps carved in the sidewalk, to Coit Tower;  the bay, the Golden Gate and Golden Gate Bridge, Angel Island, Alcatraz, the Bay Bridge, all vibrating in the late afternoon San Francisco glow;  discussing and sharing our lives.  

Back down as we had come, to Café Trieste for a glass of wine and to Bottchi for a good Italian dinner;  wandering North Beach, talking, gesturing, happily sharing my city with a dear and long loved old friend.  11/12/98

I’ve given myself away in Charlie’s drawing class.  He knows what I do and he certainly knows what I can’t do and won’t do and it’s O.K. with Charley.  I’ve just quit trying because it’s unimportant to me.  I can’t do it and I’ve decided it’s unimportant for me to learn, but I’m enjoying being here .  

I like Charley and am stimulated in some manner by the environment, and finally, I’m supporting Carolyne by being here.  Charley understands my situation and is making no demands.  “Just don’t tell the others,” he says, “and you’re welcome to be here.”  11/19/98

Back in academia where a piece of me belongs for what I’ve done and continue to do.  Back only as a visitor for this was never a place where I belonged, for this is where they teach the method but not creativity.  When I say I learned little or nothing in schools I’m not being smug.  It’s the truth.  In all the years when I wandered aimlessly from school to school, a few months here, a quarter there and so on, there was only one teacher who encouraged me and indicated that I had a talent, but even John Verrall was not able to teach me creativity;  only I was able to do that.  I became and continue to be my teacher, my guide , my resource and my companion.  11/24/98

I am a person who delights in nostalgia’;  can’t avoid it as I sit in a hammock gazing;  gazing to the swimming pool we built and beyond, beyond the eucalyptus which rim the grounds of El Encanto, to the gentleness of the Pacific and barely seen Channel Islands.  

This is the hotel we purchased forty-five years ago for $400,000.00.  The hotel that I managed.  Where I built a Spanish style cottage for my parents that they might spend their final days in recovered glory.  At that time our single rooms rented for from $5.00 to $12.00 per night.  Now those same rooms, in clapboard  cottages, which were built during the first world war as temporary housing, rent for $150.00 per night during the off season.  Tom, the current general manager tells me that on a full house their room income tops $15,000.00 per night.  On a full house our income was slightly over $500.00 per night.  A slight difference.

I walked the grounds with Tom sharing fading memories, but remembering names that have not entered my mind since 1963 when I left the hotel.  This had been a residential hotel so most of the guests were in their 60s, 70s and 80s when I had it, so unless they lived well beyond the century they are all gone and they are.  

Visions of George Dudley who purchased a new Cadillac every time he needed to empty the ash trays.  He lived in one of the cottages with several monkeys and when he left it was necessary to remove all carpets and sand the wooden floors  half-way through.  Mrs. Hanes of the tobacco Hanes and the underwear   Hanes.  The Roosevelts of F. D. R. who came by winter from Hyde Park in Chicago.  Juan Pla of Metropolitan fame, an outstanding tenor, the gentle Youngs of Kaiser shipping fame and so many others.  Our Christmas celebrations, our children, so young, the good times, the pain.  11/25/98

A few errands this day.  To Trade Winds with Carolyne and her mother to have our Christmas picture taken.  Evelyn sitting on a plastic Santa’s lap flanked by her daughter and her step-son-in-law.  To Washington Mutual to withdraw $2,000.00 from my sagging savings account to cover a property tax check.  Washington  Mutual, founded in Seattle.  Ralph Stowell a first Vice President and general manager;  a good friend to my father who often took him out on our boat.

WaMu, now in receivership or something similar;  certainly not ship-shape.  Called my father in one day to tell him that he was in trouble over some past due notes he had signed along with my brothers.  That it was serious trouble and that my father’s yacht and small real estate holdings were in imminent jeopardy 

My father didn’t have much available in funds but Stowell knew he was holding a second trust deed on our recently sold waterfront property.  Dad had always said that the second trust deed was their insurance against old age.  Stowell told him that this instrument would just about cover the outstanding notes.  So Dad reluctantly gave it up to cover his son’s debts.  I thought that was a bad decision but my voice was weak and unheard.  Memories can take us to difficult and painful places.  

It’s foggy and chilly outside  this December day.  I think I’ll fix myself a bowl of soup and go down to Headlands Café for a pot of tea and do some proof reading.  12/4/08

I am filled with memories.  People, long departed, return to me as memories.  How grateful I am for this clarity.  Seeing, hearing and feeling what was once, so long ago, and what is now so present.  My children rolling down this grassy hill beside the main building of El Encanto.  My parents greeting guests at the dinner hour;  strolling these spacious grounds, hands within hands.  The stillness of this dusk, as still as any dusk.  This moon as clear and sharp as any moon.  Barely a flicker of air.  The quietness of now, as then.  Yesterday’s laughter translates itself through three generations.  My father erect and sad;  my mother always, always by his side.  And I revisit those memories, claiming them, feeling them as deep as time.  11/28/98

As well as memories from 1998 I am filled with memories from 2008.  Memories which may have already been written but possibly not.  When I think back upon El Encanto I am flooded with memories.  Did I speak of the popularity of Andy our chef and his famous Thursday evening prime rib dinners?  People would call in all week long asking about that event.  Making certain that it was on Thursday and that Andy would be there.  It was almost the talk of the town.  People talked about prime ribs at El Encanto on Thursday evening.  They didn’t talk about the fact that they would probably see that same prime ribs on a lunch menu several days later as cold prime rib with home-made potato salad and a fresh fruit cup.  And they probably didn’t know that what was left from the cold prime rib plate would probably be ground in with fresh hamburger and served as El Encanto burger with pan fried savory onions and  French-fried potatoes several days after that.  Restaurants can go bankrupt from bad menu planning and Andy was good at avoiding that.  What’s cooked and unsold is as perishable as an unsold room in a hotel, certainly a condition to be avoided

But Andy had a serious problem.  He, as with many in his profession, as many in other professions, had a drinking problem.  The waitresses on staff often came to me with problems of abuse from Andy, when he was drunk, so it was time for a serious talk.  Andy was a huge man by any standards.  Huge mostly in the stomach, and huge muchly from the consumption of beer.  

“Mr. Lurie,” he began.  “I open the kitchen at 6:00 am and don’t leave it until closing time.  It’s like a sauna in here and I sweat like a pig.  I need to replenish that loss of fluid.  I can’t drink that much water so I drink beer.  I’ve never been drunk on the job and if you find that I am I want you to fire me on the spot.  I get a little upset with the girls sometimes but I’ve never abused any of them and never will.”

So much about my talk with Andy.  He was very popular with the guests, and I kept him on.  One Thursday evening, our lobby filled with guests awaiting a table in our dining room for another gourmet experience over a steaming dish of Andy’s now famous Thursday evening prime rib of beef, I wandered into the kitchen to observe.  There was Andy, carving knife in hand leaning over a generous roast of prime ribs, sweating to excess, drops of it flowing from his chin directly to that succulent beef about to be delivered to an anticipating and unsuspecting diner.  No wonder the town was talking about Andy’s prime ribs of beef.  That was fifty years ago and now you know ‘the rest of the story’.  12/5/08 

For piano, a twelve-tone melody, complete within the first bar;  then extended, the same melody, over two bars;  then three bars, then four and as many more as desired.  Then the same melody reduced, from four to three to two and back to the beginning as a crab-fugue.  Repeating then, the original melody but reversing the intervals;  forward again and again backward.  Rhythms always open to change.  Expansion and contraction.  Augmentation and diminution.  

Just another way of expanding the potential of new forms.  11/28/97

Today s my mother’s birthday.  She is 102 years old for she lives on in those who loved and remember her, and there are many, for she was a dear and unique soul.  Intelligent, humorous, generous, energetic and fiercely loyal.

I place you on our leather sofa, across from where I sit on this amazing dawning of this special day.  Your face is smiling at me, and I see in your eyes that ever-present concern or wish for my happiness and I see in your eyes your love for me.  I rise from my chair and go to you, holding you in my arms, feeling the presence of your body, expressing my love and wishing you a happy birthday. 

12/7/98

 How often, it seems to me, other languages sound more musical than our own.  This morning it came to me that this was because we are listening with our ears, not our minds.  If we don’t understand the language we are not listening for content so what we hear is the sound, the rhythm, the color and dynamics;  simply hearing the pure sounds of language without making cognitive judgments, thus allowing the aesthetic qualities to dominate our listening process.  Quite similar to the Dada approach to language.  12/29/98 

Returning this evening from another amazing sunset;  one of those sunsets which waits for the sun to set, then begins getting brighter and brighter, turning pink, turning purple, rust-toned;  holding on----------Returning from such a sunset I began thinking about other sunsets in other parts of the world which held me this way.  I thought of the multitudes of sunsets, seen from the Islands, falling into the 

Aegean Sea.  (I call the sun sunsets.).

Then I thought of a time in southern Italy, a few miles north of Vesuvius, after a brutal day of driving in the melting heat of day.   I promised her that evening that we would only drive for a few hours the next day, and started out with good intentions.  We drove and drove finally finding a lake where I was able to take a refreshing swim.  Carolyne sat on the beach steaming from the sun and from the fact that I had not delivered as I had promised the previous evening.

We talked a while and agreed to return to the Inn we had wished to stop at hours ago as we passed it by.  Now it was necessary for us to find it again.  This was country;  these were country roads and we seemed to be driving in circles;  repeating ourselves to the extent that when we saw a landmark we weren’t sure whether it was one we had passed on the way to the lake or had passed on our return.  So there was considerable conflict, not between us but in our heads as to whether we had or had not been this way before.  

The sun was passing along, closing in on the horizon and we were passing by, returning and passing by again until suddenly, there it was the Inn.  It had been hours beyond our deadline and we were near dead from the heat and from each other;  then it all changed.  A comfortable room where we almost broke some bones making love, later.  A marvelous host who took us down into his wine cellar.  A sumptuous meal;  a stunning sunset, and to bed. 

I needed to tell this story because I’m about to go back in time and I’m seriously concerned that I have already told a few stories that I’m about to tell.  Perhaps I’ve told them several times and the feeling compares, in a strange but comparable way to our experience in Italy.  (Would the ending be as gracious?)

At this point I’ve forgotten what it was that I was concerned about duplicating.  

It had to do with Greece.  It may have had to do with Monalatis, that gentle mountain village on the Island of Samos. High above the Aegean Sea;  vineyards spilling down the slopes;  no roads;  stone trails through the center of the village, a few Tabernas;  brightly painted hand-made cottages;  smiling people.  I loved that small village and thought to myself a few years ago when I found out that I had Prostate Cancer, that we could run away to Monolatis and escape from it.   

Or it may have had to do with the time, 1981 when Jan and I settled on the Island of Rhodes and might have gotten into bad difficulties with the police.  And how that event followed me through my next two trips to Rhodes, and finally in 1987 I was forced to vacate the Island under short notice because of what had happened in ’81.  

Or it may have had to do with my first experience on Island Samos when I experienced the  reconstitution of my dear friend, the shepherd from the Island of Rhoads;  the nearest thing to an apparition that I had ever experienced.  And the way it ended.   

It may have been one of many experiences I had in that country which has affected me so over a period of thirty years, but I’ve forgotten just what it was, which will save me the trouble of repeating myself.  12/5/08

Count-down to the end of another year.  We move into 1999 followed by 2000, two successive years containing three like numbers side by side.  This has only happened once in almost 2,000 years;  999 to 1000 and will not happen again for another thousand years.  I imagine that this signals two special years in our lives and I sense the emergence of events which will make this happen.

All of this as I sit with Carolyne in cabin #1, our cabin of choice, at the edge of our blessed Feather River, home to our New Year’s celebrations for at least ten years with ten more to come..  Glory be;  we are ready and in no hurry.  12/29/98

The year descends.  One more day and it’s over.  Me, born at the end of the first quarter, soon to enter the beginning of the first quarter of the next century.  But that’s a life-time away.  We have the final year of this century with which to contend, and I will not allow it to run away with me.  I will enter slowly and maintain a perfect rhythm.  Our lives will be peaceful and productive.  Carolyne and I will find a comfortable place within ourselves.  My children will be well and happy, and theirs.  Jan’s life will soften and all will be well with all of us.  12/30/98 

Projects and events in the New:  I’m getting back into the schools with a firm date at Mills College, a pending date at St.Mary’s College and a good possibility of a showing of my paintings at Cal. State, Hayward.  The Triton Museum in Santa Clara has expressed interested in exhibiting my paintings and several hotels have  shown interest in leasing paintings.  I’m scheduled for a work- shop at the state Gifted Conference in March which should lead to more things with teachers in public schools.  And there may be a showing of my work in Japan in June.  Lots of events entering my calendar, but how about my creative and personal life?  12/30/98

In a sudden fit of resolution I returned to this glorious hot spring, so often praised in my journals, beside the Feather River, so often praised, on this last day of this last year before the final year of this century.  Its liquid flow is music to my soul.  And its taste, from the bowels of this earth still taste like Pepsi Cola.  

Mists in the forest, traces of fog passing, and eternal, flowing Feather River, fringed with ice and snow.  This is where wisdom abides;  this place speaks everything that needs be known.  12/31/98

And finally I’ve arrived at the final page in my 42nd journal on the  final day of the year.  Remembering my family on this final page.  Nana and Grandpa sweet 

souls.  She: tall and tender...He:  A child his entire life.  I took him on dates I had with curious and shocked girl friends;  limited to movies and music events.  I think some of them enjoyed him more than me.

Remembering my dad who  reflected his parents and gave me the love which he was barely able to express.  (A reticence of those times.).  And my mom, so bright, loving, loyal and strong.  She was the mortar which held us all together;  all generations, and her final days were, for me, the final gift of her wisdom and love.  My sis who loved me as much as I loved her.  The wildest soul, in some ways, on this planet.  It’s difficult to speak of June to anyone who never knew her

and convince them that my description was not an exaggeration.  To all of you, remembered and loved, know that you are in me, a part of me that carries you beyond just memory, and know that when I have departed  I will remain, for you are composed of the best and the worst of me as I am composed of the best and the worst of you.  

And those of you who follow, and you know who you are , know that you are loved as this final day of this final year before the final year of this century turns to night and passes on to the next.  12/31/98

EPILOGUE

And now to now.  I dropped in and out of you more times than any of us would care to remember, and I’ve brought up that matter more times than any of us would care to remember.  Finally arriving at the now of now, from which I could never have departed because there is nothing before or beyond this now.

Leaping through decades;  arriving and returning to arrive again, always in the now.  The here of now is with me (with all of us) but the ‘nows’ that remain will continue.

We create our own universe, expanding and contracting as we move along until one day our universe is passed on, in pieces, to those who would add it to their own.  There is no God to protect and welcome us to the beyond from this life and far more of us know this than are willing to admit it.  My mother once said, “I would like to believe in God.  It would make getting old so much easier”.

but she knew better.  There is no God beyond the wish for one.  We live on through those who live on through those who live on, and on.  

I remember how a professor of philosophy at U. C. Berkeley demonstrated history an the blackboard with chalk and eraser.  He drew a continuous line across the blackboard with his right hand, following about a foot behind with the eraser in his left hand erasing the line as it was drawn.  So memory followed behind the event at about the same distance , erasing itself between the third and fourth or fifth generation (In rare cases.).  And that’s about it, in most cases.  Our memory drops back to our grandparents, often ,in fragments, to our great grandparents and rarely to our great, great grandparents.   

This is how it is with memorable events of our family history.  As for remembering our own lives, huge pieces may be completely forgotten while other parts are vaguely remembered and other parts, by their magnitude indelibly engraved or permanently blocked out and erased.  Struggling and still struggling with memory beyond the mere fact of its existence, its inaccuracies and its value.

Some argue we would be better off without it;  others insist we would be nothing without it.  How could one construct an autobiography without it;  or without a sense of time?  

Words seem so inadequate, so ambiguous, that one must wonder how we are able to communicate as well as we often do;  yet we fail so miserably at times.

Music is certainly the most universal form of communication, yet it speaks differently to each of us.  And how about silence?

I don’t believe I’ll make an effort to refine or trim or address inaccuracies in this book.  I haven’t time and I don’t much care to do so.  The errors whatever they might be are not grievous.  I know my limitations when attempting to write prose.  I wrote it as it came and might have  improved upon the results had I cared to,

but I’m satisfied.  Actually, the writing was a pleasant task, more so than I had anticipated, but more important, was the task of getting it said and done.  If I’ve insulted anyone  by what might seem an inaccurate characterization, I’m sorry.

If anyone feels neglected I’m sorry too.  Only know that you are loved and you know who you are.  

And for the moment I must continue on this path for a moment more.

Toby Lurie

Fort Bragg, Ca. 12/11/08

APPENDIX

BOOKS:

Measured Space



Hors Commerce Press
1968


New Forms New Spaces


Journeys into Language
1971

Mirror Images



Celestial Arts


1974

Handbook on Vocal Poetry


Journeys into Language
1974

Conversations with the Past

Laughing Bear Press

1977

Conversations and Constructions

Journeys into Language
1977

Word-Music




Journeys into Language
1977

Serial Poems




Bob Cobbing Press

1978

A Leaf of Voices



Journeys into Language
1980

The Beach at Cleone


Applezabe Press

1983

The Last Rondo in Paris


Laughing Bear Press

1983

The Haight Street Blues


Journeys into Language
1987

Trios





Mellen Poetry Press

1989

Quartets




Mellen Poetry Press

1990

Cliff House Poems



Journeys into Language
1992

Quintets




Mellen Poetry Press

1993

Duets





Mellen Poetry Press

1996

Hiroshima




Mellen Poetry Press

1997

Word-Scales




Mellen Poetry Press

2000

Elegy





Mellen Poetry Press

2003

BOOKS (unpublished)

2003

Three Voices






Fugues and Variations

Chamber Music





Highway Erotica

2004

Simple Logic






Remembrances

Exhortations






Fermata

Themes and Variations




Before and After

In Present time





Serial Poems & Variations

Homages






Fragmentations

Collages and Fugues




Synesthesia

Steps to Parnassus





New Poems

Success and Failure





Assemblages

Trios and Quartets

2005

Collected Journals I





As I Approach

Collected Journals II




Another Harvest

Collected Journals III




The Me I was Born With

Collected Journals IV




Family Portraits

Collected Journals V




Zenphonies

Collected Journals VI




Eiighty and Beyond

New Beginnings and Endings



Conversations

Conversations Across Time




Lost and Found Poems

Songs of New and Otherwise



Conversations w/Myself

2006

Reconfigurations I





When She Comes

Reconfigurations II





She

I








Poems of Long

Eighty-One and Beyond  (2005-2006)


Permutations on We

2007

Eighty-Two and Beyond  (2007-2008)

Reconfigurations III

Purloinings

2008

Trios Plus One 





Thirty-One Days

The Me I was Born With (Poems)



Play Let’s

Eighty-Three and Beyond




Reconfigurations IV

ALBUMS:

Mirror Images, (Jan and Toby)

Word-Music

C.D.s:

Word-Music, (Volumes 1,2,3)

When I Write My Song, (Toby singing four standards)

Improvisations with my Son, (Drew on drums and flute, Toby, vocals)

Improvisations, (Volumes 1,2,3,4)

BIOGRAPHY; TOBY LURIE

Tobert Lurie, born May 12, 1925, Seattle, Washington

1937       Began studying voice with intention of pursuing career in Opera.

1943-46 U.S. Navy

1946       Los Angeles School of Opera.  After several months realizing his voice     

               was inadequate, shifted his interest to composition.

1947-49 Studied Composition at the San Francisco Conservatory of Music, U.C.

               Berkeley and University of Washington

1950       Married and moved to Anchorage, Alaska.

1952       Moved with wife Jan, and son Mark to Oakland, California where he 

               studied Composition at Mills College with internationally-known 

               composer, Darious Milhaud.

1953       Entered the hotel business, operating and owning, with his family two

               properties in Olympia, Washington.

1954       Moved to Santa Barbara, California to take over management of two

               luxury retirement hotels, which developed into a large family-owned

               hotel chain.

1963       Left hotel business to enter restaurant industry.  Also obtained a real

               estate license and practiced unsuccessfully in that field.

1965       On May 12th of this year, his 40th birthday, Lurie wrote a poem while at

               work, brought it home, shared it with his wife who encouraged him to

               escape the business world which was ‘killing him inch by inch’, and

               become a free spirit once again.  They called their three children     

               together and discussed a future plan which they all agreed upon.

               All five toasted the decision with champagne  and Toby threw his 

               license in the fireplace.  Thus began his love affair with language.

1967-83 During this period Lurie read his poetry and conducted workshops for

               teachers and students at over 1,500 schools from kindergarten through               

               University levels at venues in the United States Great Britain and Europe/

1983       On March 20th, Lurie sketched his first work of art, copying a page 

               from his Symphony #1.  The next day he framed six of his sketches and

               was on his way to a new career.  In November of that year he had his 

               first show at the University of Minnesota in St. Paul.

               (From his earliest beginnings as a painter he combined music and

               poetry with his paintings and called his approach SYNESTHESIA. which is

               the interlacing of the various art disciplines.)

1991       Lurie was the first American painter to have two gallery showings of his

               work simultaneously in Denmark;  in Copenhagen and in Aarhus.

1993-2000  Gallery Showings in Japan:  Tokyo, Chiba City, Osaka, Hamamatsu.

               During this period Lurie had numerous showings in Hamamatsu and 

               Tokyo.  

1998       Honorary Degree of Doctor of Fine Arts, conferred by Mellen University.

2003       Moved with his wife Carolyne  to current home in Bragg, California.

GALLERY EXHIBITIONS

(One-Person Shows, Partial  Listing)

Abramson Gallery, Mendocino, Ca.



June 2007

St. Supery Gallery, Rutherford, Ca.



June-Aug. 2006

St. Supery Gallery, Rutherford, Ca.



June-Aug 2005

Shenson Gallery, San Francisco, Ca.



Nov-Dec 2003

Gallery Sho, Hamamatsu, Japan




March 2000

Chiba City, Japan






March 2000

Triton Museum, Santa Clara, Ca.




January 2000

Doiron Gallery, Sacramento, Ca.




Sept. 1999

Soho Gallery, Santa Barbara, Ca.




Nov-Dec 1997

Primavera Gallery, Santa Barbara, Ca.



Oct-Nov 1997

Gallery on the Rim, San Francisco, Ca.



Sept. 1996

Gallery 524, San Francisco, Ca.




May 1994

Gallery Sho, Tokyo, Japan





June 1994

Gallery Sho, Kuruizawa, Japan




August 1993

Gallery Sho, Tokyo, Japan





August 1993

Gallery Creart, Osaka, Japan




June 1993

State of the Art, San Francisco, Ca.



May 1993

Gallery Sho, Tokyo, Japan





October 1992

Tah Gallery, Pasadena, Ca.




Jan-Feb 1992

Kunstnernes Hus, Aarhus, Denmark



April-May 1991

Atelier 53, Copenhagen, Denmark



April-May 1991

Stanford University, Stanford, Ca.




November 1990

Davis Art Center, Davis, Ca.




November 1990

Minx Gallery, San Francisco, Ca.




March 1986

Greenwood Galleries, Seattle, Wa.



January 1986

I.D.E.A. Gallery, Sacramento, Ca.




December 1985

Southern Exposure Gallery, San Francisco, Ca.


February 1984

University of Minnesota, Minneapolis, Mn.


October 1983

(Numerous College and University Galleries including: Chico State, College of Pacific, Humboldt State, Calpoly, Pomona and San Luis Obispo and Northwestern University, Evanston, Ill.)
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