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November 15?  1997


(San Francisco)


There’s nothing for me back in Seattle but jagged, broken-glass memories at the moment.


I understand this.  Congratulations.








November 16


I like the feeling of free   walking    falling    longing


I love the pain in the night>*<why not admit it?


Experience isn’t always good.


One-sided existence, if sought, stifles you.








November 17


Sometimes, you give loud slaps to a carefree face, to feel what’s making 


life miserable.  Sometimes, others do it for you.  It’s amazing to walk down the street—feel tears as close as laughter.  Perhaps it’s the way    we should be.








November 18


(the Castro)


Today strikes 8-chord


working endless four hours


waiting for things to happen then working four fastest hours-ever, arms aching


climbing sixteen foot ladders – every witch-construction thing hanging from belt


drilling holes


lickety-split-fast as you can.


Boss is antsy, standing around.


Boss is antsy watching me stand around.


Taking Turns doesn’t mean Relax.








November 20


(Noe Valley)


Resistance says


look harder / fell more trees.











November 22


Long bicycle ride   Fall leaves, cool emerge  


best thing a body has    sun through trees… breathing wind hills  lost but


doesn’t matter.








November 24


 Serving the self— when


 the self means to grow —


     is   serving


     others.


A fine repast.








November 25


Skin deep beauty 


doesn’t account for


a soul’s ability to


connect.








November 27


Pit of stomach


acrid sour


eats through old


grows.








November 28


Insights are dreams.


If  you  don’t  write  them


  down…


So easily forgotten.








November 29


All others do is show


you-your radiotainted


        images.  Images that


glow with self-reflected


exclamation marks











November 30


          Building whitewashed


bridges hoping


�    somebody will cross.)





�The beauty of decay


is why we feel compelled


to repaint  (hoping








November 31


All avenues are glass-mirrored waking dreams.  All paths refract.


December 2


Somewhere in Chaos


    lurks sense.








December 3


Links from to others 


embody in there here


and now.  It’s the reaction of


the reactor.








Dec  4


Looking  backwards


  is the same as


     looking 


        forwards.


Youthlies  on  one


         side.








SHALLOW TALKING


MEANS DEEP REPRESSION.








December 8


“Experience” has fallen from fashion.


Parasites of experience digest the mass of the object


into condensed, nutrient-rich soil.


Safe and snugly for


the (new) world.








December 9


The music that made me realize


No Holding Back


is not a blanket statement.


No holding back is a moment when


you know life wouldn’t have been better lived


it you died doing that very thing, in the moment


you live for.











December 11


She is even more beautiful with her clothing off.  Unusual.


Fear of what?  Why work into emotional trust/openness?


Time doesn’t feel better, where fear’s concerned.


Wants what’s hard to find/what she is.


Thinks its hidden.


And has to be.


From others.





December 17


I am stuck in a culture where both sides


are held in the spells 


of their own 


illusions.





           December 18


I am smack in a culture of both sides


stuck in the spoils 


of their won


     ill usions.











Nov-Dec ember  30


“School.”  What a joke compared


to the power of emotions.


�




















1998


year of the Tiger








January 26  '98





My computer has been broken for a month.


I call them all the time.


They claim it isn't their fault


I claim it isn't mine.


�SYMBOL 155 \f "Wingdings"��SYMBOL 155 \f "Wingdings"��SYMBOL 155 \f "Wingdings"��SYMBOL 155 \f "Wingdings"�


Imagine wrongs


in a world where each party takes blame.














Jan 27





All plans foiled


so obviously.


Makes questions questions are 


ill-equipt to ask.


�SYMBOL 34 \f "Wingdings"�


(Numbers lost in pockets checked


five times.  Don't ask.  Don't bother calling them now.


Addresses misconstrued.  Don't need


to go there.  Classes


that aren't.


Don't need to be.)











Jan 28th





One day ago


overwhelmed by the things we create


to fill time things that 


don't really large-scale scheme of things matter


bills  concerns  events to do.  What dies when we


liver-there?  (loaded question)











Jan 29





eight o'click i go to work


pause for coffee muffin


eight oclock i come home


pause to think how tiered 


i is.


Depressed by the entire day gone.  Who cares about ceilings?


The Mexicans inna job in de factoroy where I wire an over head ceiling 220


according the the inctructions I think about ther lives thinkin' about-se-white folks who employ them an' how the rules are fixed so they don't get the best cuts a-anythin.  Betcha lots workers think.  Thiought like tyhat.  Dark wehn ya left.  Darker when ya get home.


Just enough energy for alchohol.  An sum TV








The ; ast


dul




















February 4


Old hunters


old haunts


mistype—cage


Meaning something else.


The beast mean   the trial long


The time drawing


its sword.











February 21


I don’t know


wha-tit means.  Not sure.


At five thirty am, winds blowint-me off


the Golden Gate Bridge.  Rain falling.  Blueink skies.


The city os-o unrea.  LIvin.


I can’t feel my fingers  through


the cold days’ night.











   �
Almost March 15





B-day Meditation


  What’s it like to carry an aching wound around


     inside you?  Whose swollen sides pulse


   with infection — the crude wire you sewed


  one lip to the other  with : Hoping time would


heal.














The thimbles of precise pharmaceuticals means and averages for the bloodstream walking fine edges of rationale, fearing abandonment of normal consciousness consumptive panicked bliss, the billboards, the radio commercials, the screaming Hawkin’s DJs invoking high-end clipper distortion in the squawk of latest sales better than 50% off the deep subliminal pulleys and mud-empacked cables displacing waking consciousness to the shadowy workings of want, need, neglect.  Those mitered angled dimensions of sleep, you wake from, having west west gone, and at he degree of the compass that meets endless water, collapsed, into crisp brilliant stormclouds, sumptuous cotton, dumping gobs of snow.  








The grids of meaningless concrete sonnet


the son-Father conspiracy; vibrant chlorophyll peeking through bricks, walks in reality, question the very, and speedy cars holed up in dead ends. Waiting lights inevitability.  Echoes of memories of oceans, farmland, and stars, hidden beneath our careful feet, steep hills, garbage, stepping this way, and that.








The spinal chaos, the reality non-sequitor, you will never… as a challenge, few meet.  The pie charts and specialists, hovering around bell curves, the careful lack of linger, to meditate, on one, or more issues.  That we could sell those things, ferret out worries, sleep in the childhood of waves, breaking the mists of the shore.  Curled in the knowledge our brains will jell, and fall to eventual ruin.














May 3


While in NYC


on the last day there


I did it.  I dared myself.





Year of the Tiger.


Do everything you’ve ever wanted to�.








September 12


How far can you go with that?


Year of growl Tiger


do everything now…?


Patience and limits


�not mutually exclusive.





What you want to do: Be free.  Create.  Methods are less


than perfect, when you rely on them.  Just feel.












































Oct. 25  98





The days and weeks later, time having changed an hour backwards.  


(We wanted it to slow way down.)


�





�











Oct 26  …..  The new things to do 


The old things you wanted to do,


Amalgamations.  Look@how they happen, and want to  happen;  you  now have the offer, the sale never  


tells  you about.  

















November 9


Day after brother turns 34  wow.  Acceleration—if you like it, then … you get it.  Hard core.  White knuckles.  Wind of time, pushing back face.  But—the equation contradicts itself.  Faster means more things happen in less amount of time.  Information overload, makes time slow down.  The accident.  The crash.  Our Time Flies Having Fun aphorist-selves, monkey-wrenching everything, that hides truth loosely.








November 11


�


Big money expenditures


scare the empty account


scare the entirely-possible


onto distant articles


of long-forgotten dreams


that might never come-rue.





Snatch the possible from its intended retreat.


�


�S-Scanner, slick vehicle, travel.  





Not needed?  Printer, heater, new computer.


Strip the old one down to frugal-runfast mode.


De-fist the old one, pass it out to use.





Pleaser.  Dimensional tracker.  One moment’s bard.  











November15


at the apartment of the lady who doesn’t respect unique human life unless islands of certain dimensions and climates are found for that life to marry, and reproduce on. She doesn’t respect me because I mean well, but don’t make a difference in society.  How exceedingly dross, and narrow her perception (though artistic by parity) maybe.











November


17   I …


wish I


could gibe to


the levity of the 


humor of 


all this thought. 








December 3


Phenomena asking


no awareness of the obvious answers


rushing here and there


wondering where to alight


Mardi Gras beat


famous pictures


that cage others reside in


\so happily. /where’s the lock


the key divines? 








�
December 5th


Three things to do		


that were totally different.


Why didn’t I?		


laying in bed instead


�
time evaporating?  Or the untold


illusion, thereof.














�
�


�December seventh





Smashed the camera’s


main elements


��flew out of the bag


�the secrets


�hidden there


shutter jammed open


file under lost


right before the big event?


How dire.





�











How retarded, to miss the underlying suspicion 


~~your intuition, that is~~


like an internal combustion engine


low octane, low speed.  Retard the spark.  Didn’t need to bring it along.  That camera.  


That day.





Notice, how it had stopped taking pictures.  Way before you dropped it. Wrong speed.  400, vs 100.  


ASA, 


that is.  �






Dec 10th





cold and rainy


welcome home


the time to observe


act and create / riding the photon scree


just settled, croaking frogs


dust high above


earthquakes


and avalanches.


Dec. ll    1212 am


what he’s really worried about


isn’t what he thinks he’s worried about. 

















Dec 28





        Crescent


       thin   line


      between


     	 KNOWING


     and total 


         ignorance. The


  moon telling us how


   black  VS  illumination—


      almost indistinguishable, in


        early morning hours


          prayers  in other countries


           coinciding.   Steam as


                   breath.





		    Escaping .


� see 10 months of living dangerously, and novellas following
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