WHITE
LIGHT

Tom Eagle



Book One RETURN OF EAGLE
Mazola, San Francisco, Santa Barbara - March 10-26 1978

Chapter 1 KUNG FU

"I sat there on the coast of Marseilles. . ." Mr. Jimmy.

The point is to remember.

Light comes slowly through the narrow slot in the curtains, gray light makes the
room somewhat larger than it really is, or softer, it makes the air in the room

thicker.

"You...make it so hard to forget...."

His stomach made no resistance to the coffee. He thought that after he had felt the
first, perfect taste of the fresh-ground French Roast, that his stomach would knot
up against the acids, but, no, it just tasted good, he was awake in the gray light, in
the quiet of beginning thoughts and the imperfect reasoning of his life magnified
by what he was into an opening in the wall, and the fervor of leaning forward into

acts & seasons.

"No, I still did not get over you. . . ."

But beginnings of projects are simple enough: a resolute description of energy,
the flux of presence at the start of a description. He watched his face before he
spoke: a singular twisting of muscles around the limits of his face, the foot taps
once or twice, his hands did a compulsive number, shoulders thrown left and then
right, exploding word word word. Speech is explosive, but remembering is
ingestive, digestive, precursor to thought, the cool drift past feelings hopscotch

into mental spaces identified as a range of action; remember what and for & both.



I mean, A story is simple enough to tell; there is the impulse to speech in

conversation, "I know!" and the rest proceeds fitfully out of rest and energy.

Well, let’s see, the first poem. . . really, the love poems to Sea in college,

revolved, exploded like a beginning, could be fifteen, no sixteen years ago.

So yesterday he put them away for awhile, all the poems; no, he put them away.
He finished the Ghost poem of return and release yesterday morning. He and
Tom went to the Xerox at 8:40, they were just open. Black hair, coffee, nothing is

going on. . . . "Someone should be documenting this," Tom says.

"Go ahead, run it yourself," the guy says, and leaves us alone to watch the green

light slide back and forth, pages popping out, two and two. . ..

Two copies, hot off the press the day it’s completed. Facsimile notepages from
accordian infinite Jap notebook ricepaper feltpen blots review the craft now
perfect, studied acts of balance and synchronicity; but finished, now, the lines
expand to fill the space they have, twenty-six pages in doubled sevens followed

him page by page the three weeks of the quest-adventure-journey, this one, that is.

So somehow the completion of the poem and the stomach protest, a poison
passing through, are related. Sharon says it’s Mcdonald’s, and really, he agreed.
And Jack-in-the-Box for lunch, it’s no wonder you fell apart, you’ve been going,

yeh, three weeks full speed ahead and then crash and burn.

It’s mailed to Sea, his original home, the imprint of his life, unseen unthought for
years away his whole life went zooming by at full throttle into its two marriages,
a specific turn and glimmer at the avant-garde of poetics, superhip, top-of-the-
line, crash and burn, and painting houses, or rather house, house after house, for
three years, almost to the point of talking, mumbling to himself, poetry as

suppressed speech.



Top corner, edge of brush thrust or stuck, hand-eye, pulls the line across, a
straight and perfect freehand edge of color against bare wood. The latex stuff
sinks into the wood slightly, runs along the surface, all the bones in his hands
moved independently, muscles pull puppet-wires, the mind commands, "Work!"

it says. You speak and I listen.

Slap of brush against inside of bucket, hit the wall and pull fast, the radio playing
or yelling at the forest, "Bounce back!" it says. The day is moving ten o’clock
and half way across the front cutting in. The fastest painter in Mazola, Montana,
the forty year old dynamic demon, flailing furious leaves across the wind, his
families loved and scattered, the roller sleeve jammed into the five gallon bucket,
rubbed or pulled or scraped across the screen and thrown up onto the wall, splat,
and

pulling down and bending over the music the joints the beer the hustle and sweat
makes your body breathe as fast as this the speed of light is how you see, can the

body go that fast. . . .

A welcome change from teaching, ten years was long enough to be enclosed, and

anyway, then the war is over, and you’ve won, you should re-tire, it says.

"l. . .haven’t stopped loving you yet. . .."

Tom left the article out for him about the man who was a woman, a single-parent
father trying to boogie with two kids in the other room: which was familiar
enough to him, Laurie and him on the back porch, the third time around, three
faces in the window, really, watching my three sons skate the past few years back
and forth, the ladies, turning over every rock in Mazola, they squint up into the

sunlight, "What do you want. . .with me. . ." He drops the rocks back.

Alone three years, wedged into an old used-up hippie slot, watching the familiar

faces become older men tied into their anxieties, lightly hoping, scared to move



an inch, witnesses of failure, they held onto their jobs and lost their minds,
stopped eating, grew beards of sadness, left their families, bought new houses.

Sought new lives and slightly missed.

I live on the air.

So we mailed the poem off to New York, his stomach collapsed, they talked about
novels after dinner, again, about voice and stance and passion, and left-over
television at ten o’clock. He took his stomach to bed and watched dirty movies in

his mind to fall asleep, again.

Santa Barbara sun-signs, after three years of no beach or being, he really thought
he had disappeared into the hole in the sunset, after the years of professional
baseball Poetics, slip-sliding through the packs of losers and imitators, brief
encounters with art super-hustlers, the image of new words and languages hung
like a carrot, "the antennae of the race." Which was OK as far as it went, but no
bucks. A fine and happy life, one says, a good hobby. Get a job. Whew. There is
that distance between meditation and success, he supposed, where the poem lies

to hand in spasmic intensity, aptly said. The cosmic masturbator in his realm.

All that, and running mad-dog crazy twenty years they never caught him, he was
always careful to go to the woods to howl at the moon. You wouldn’t want them
to see you frothing at the soul, would you? Those are private moods and griefs
and the whole motive to be crazy and public deprives poetry of its romance and
the poet of his power. The old ways are used up. There are words and the states of

being alive: the words. . .

Only just healed over, only a year ago, at point nine of the second nervous
breakdown he said "Help!" and go for it, the lady sends him to her shrink, or
captor he said; and then over to Dean who sewed him up in six hours of intense
recall the pain, the pain is gone, the neurotic motive built into syntax and style,

another transformation has taken place, he was a man at last. He was still sighing



over it. A simple enough story is simple enough. But it’s not simple, either, and
simply the events do not describe the ambience, the melange of the totality of the
career, the madness, the release into the mundane return. It is dramatic enough,
and when you finish with all that, suddenly, in the dead center middle of your
life, why, what a release to your seeing, even, even the colors renew the intensity
of their power, even the size of things diminishes, part of consciousness recedes

to its proper distance.

The cosmic adventure of poet super-hero is a captivating dream-world: the quest
for the Beloved, the secret garden, symbolic energy states correspond to mystical
diagrams. But it is exhausting and, perhaps, not quite real. There is the art
business to consider, and the potential for bucks, and where we are now, he’d

said, the whole thing turns on just that.

But an attitude toward what was happening right now would be different.
Buzzword cha-cha, total chatterflap, psychobabble. The distance of Montana
unreal distance, end of the line, in 1970 you dig a hole and crawl in, which he
did, and only now, on Easter Sunday 1978 did the miracle reoccur in him, they
pushed the rock away and stroll about, revived, renewed, returned from solitude.
Those poor monks, man, he sits there and spends a year or two designing his own
mandala, and then they sit him in front of a wall and he paints the sign in front of
him, his own, while they wall him in. For twelve years he meditates on his own
mandala, and then they let him out. Well, he put that away, too. He insisted on
being ordinary, otherwise, where’s the world? His genius, friends. . .his genius-
friends. . ."Oh, yes, that’s him up there, a crazy lonely genius poet with his

cosmic diagrams blocked out on the floor, he just walks around in them. . . ."

I tell you this, It’s all true, every word of this, and everything they say. Only the
innocence has been maintained to protect the names. So you sit in the
laundromat, two inches away from some immense anxiety ghost, "drilled out on
loco weed," and the fat lady comes in and talks and talks; you relax after awhile

and then it’s over, and you fold up your laundry and go home to nothing and no-



one, your perfect note-books are still set around importantly. It’s a good depth to
resort to, to spend time there, but the whole vision of the whole life has got to
have inclusion at its end. They’re all there, for instance, from Faulkner to Olson,
stoned out, boozed out at the end, down with the boys or the ladies, freaks and
parasites, strung out, pushed down, Nobel-ed or other. Top of the line lonely, or
sailing streams aside for love, for love would the macho give up his life. The

husband-man returns and calls the world a healing place. I wrote that.

Then who am I, Eagle flown, seed-sown son of the sun-son, a species of light
returned from the soul’s darkness, is that who he was? Names resound too
loosely, they go by too fast. What did you say, the intense irregular other sings his

song against the tides.

Slow now, says the voice, don’t run away with it, ah, the telephone rings and the
business of varnishing cabinets intervenes and the music from the other room

returns the rest of the day from the remembering that took place.

"You’ve got it, you’ve got the voice," Sharon says.

"A novelist, is there a novelist in the room," she says.

I went through the light to the place on the other side. There is a bridge there, and
men can cross it safely. This is a poet’s book. Anyway, in your mind, in your
experiencing of dreams of power, there are places to cross, and none of it is done

without seeing, just as we have been told, and none of it is without seeing.

And the friends are there, and they have names, too, Buffalo and Eagle and Bear
and Owl and the rest are all spoken names which only the heart hears, there are
no other words in the place across the light for it is only the place before the Great

Light of which nothing is spoken.



Well, the time before the crossing is generally the Great Fear. That is only feeling
and it is not expressed. But only thought itself is unrecognized as something

which passes.

Two small bowls recede in thought to piercing arrows.

The names are gone.

The Sea is my home, from the Sea I came, to the Sea, my return.

Picture this. Ordinary sunny late January day the thin air of Mazola clear, it’s
cold, sort of, no snow on the ground, an indication in the air that the year is
new. ‘77 is done, at last, we all say, a dead space following the great bicentennial
hype, but empty. ‘78 we all say, 1s the year to break out, break on through to

the other side; really, it is in the air.

Now Mazola is my town, and I control my behavior as much as possible, careful
to exactness that my new, squared-away self be recognizable. I drink too much,
but then it’s a little bit hip to be a little bit alcoholic in this part of the world. Ex-
prof painting contractor hippie Tom who writes every day, lives alone with

impressive and beautiful eleven year old Alex. Dumpy Isla Vista pink house.

So diddley-bop, I come up the sidewalk for lunch and hit the front door into clean
well-lighted place, the white kitchen shines through the doorway of the living

room, two long steps. . . .

"Hi, Kathy, what’s happening." Long dark hair, thin, large breasts carried halter-
high, clean open face personality being, good near-husband Dan. Twenty-four-
year olds, he an ex dealer from Japan, stories of a quarter in bills in a cardboard

box under his bed, ran from it, stashed it, can’t get it. . .going straight, full energy



Aquarian brother, and Joshua, the two-year-old, "Erdo?" living in my basement

all winter, really.

"Oh, nothing much. There’s a letter for you on the stereo; my tickets for Japan

came. . ." she says songly. On my heel, "on the record player.. . .

"Into the living room a beige square envelope. It’s my own handwriting!
Amazing, who is this

fr....

And from about two light years away, my long eye traverse the darker space, slow
telephoto shot of infinite depths, slow trajectory of stars and planets and
satellites, the green earth subsides pleasant acres shower light upon my house, the
postman blue uniformed turning away from the mailbox, days after the big four,
running hard at forty, my nets and fathoms cast around the town, the beige letter
envelope in my hand, slowly turning slow, the very impatience of my life, no
love around the bend, eye, eyes focus slowly form the recognition, the word,

"Sea". ...

The rush. My stomach sinks, my temples throb, I gasp aloud "My God. . ." I am
not given to gasping. My feet and fingertips sweat, my heart pounds briefly, and
at the millisecond of light, I black out.

"Do you know what this is. . . ."

"What, what!" Kathy says. For three months, like brother and sister, we have
talked about love and loneliness, about poetry and life, about fathers and families,

my three, no, four children, ah, the four.

"This, this is, uh, from, my God, fifteen years; this is all the way back."



Happy face, she says, I give her eyes, the recall of the smell of-: classrooms, of
her flesh, the head swarming ecstasies, the stairway up from somewhere to the

cloud heights.

"This is the original blonde." I look at the letter with my handwriting on it,

carefully jam it open, the pages, two! And opening to, the photograph.

The thousand words describe her face unchanged, the cleft nose-tip, immense
features perfect mouth, and the hair held by windblown studio-shot and the eyes
which speak and reach out: receded, thought-full, unfulfilled and seeking,
speaking my name, an immediate recognition flows the loop is now unbroken

return the long snake lazily grabs his tale begins to turn, return.

"Tom," she says, 19 Jan the day before my birthday; I am stumbling into my
room, the chair at the old rolltop halfdesk. I read ". . .An enormous intake of
breath, all the wonderings and wanderings of how to write you - - a space signed

with love?" I am crying. "All the events of these quick years - - all the growing

up.

" And more, "Ernie sent. . . a striking picture," All right! And more. "Tried to
reach you last summer," did she get the book? "The first really concentrated
effort. . .write me a letter or a tap dance," crazy life, an "actress", poems, journeys

of the spirit, an animal of the earth.

She speaks, she is completed!

"...you gave me nourishment. . .too foolish to really understand how one worked

with such elements / All this time that is really a firefly. . . .Sea.

"The sea of Sea: diving return of light around the heart, the sea breaking on my
shore, the sea of light in which we live together man and woman sung alive and

well, no dream has broken open here I am, here I am again among the sea.



I sit back, astounded, thinking. I had tried to send her my first. self-made book; a
prose poem to love in my private language, about the love affair with Michelle, a
Pisces lady who was also a copy of the original as well as being herself. In July,
just after it was finished, I sent a copy to her via her brother, who lived ironically
in a town called Freedom. No, my God, it was old Ernie, wa hoo, I remember the
sequence of events, calling cousin Mike in December to check on a rumor of her

existence from a letter from my mother.

More than that, I am surprised to see my life returning, and to its roots: I ran from
graduate school the tunnels of the poet‘s career in the battles of the sixties, a
hard, hit-and-run career of ten years in the front lines, teaching jobs and writing, a
strange cowboy life in almost modern dress. I thought when I crash-landed on a
final personal retreat, near divorce already two children and one in the oven, that I

had evaded my past, a pioneer, the first hippie to build in Ah-lee.

"Well, they should leave them alone here," the guys said, when they delivered the
truckload of
2 x 4’s and particleboard with which I built my house.

The long letter resumes, my own response, I mean, my own. I summarize to four
pages of delight, unexpressed sentences run around my solitary room: desk, bed,
stereo with one speaker, table I built for Jody, double 16 x 20 prints of abstracted
snow forms photograph on the wall, an old oriental rug, the strange queen
birdwhistle from a pottery in Mexicali, my "corpse-box" of papers and three more
cardboard boxes stashed by the heat vent. They were mildewing in the closet.

"You are the original imprint of my life. . .yr Eagle.

" And the poem, from somewhere past the middle of "The Solitudes," a list of

erotic midwinter fantasies.



"Light’s power arrived at calmer signs collected, hours repeat, the years do not
exist, sweet lady, yr eyes reach out from deep within a perfect face, feathers
flying forward scan the air between yr arms, my heart encompass sailing arcs of
light, and love redeems us parted somewhere past the corner of the wall, returns
again, implicit in our lives this term and sign renews the time against yr body,
warmer, present, expressed, the tinal arrival, year and room, white light bending

slowly from around you, walking slowly forward, hearing my name."

The next day, more. . . with ". . .hands across the light, you are, the moment,

sailing."

Amazing. "I have totally dismantled my life," I write, "Standing here absolutely
free, almost self supporting, I have cast off the old neurotic life, of pain and art, I
am a man first and a poet after. For a long time I had it quite the other way
around. I learned about the pain, it’s been almost a year since my healing and five

since the vision. . .

"What can I say: the I Ching is shouting at me for the last and the next month,
Chen, the arousing, in fear and trembling he sets his life in order. Tell me about
it. Treading, he steps upon the tiger’s tale, it does not bite him! Success! I mean,

really.

I borrow twelve cents from Kathy and head for the post office.

The days follow: late night phone calls, the deep musical rumble of the sea, dirty
jokes, cosmic cackle, "I’m all right!" Humping the bed and laughing. "Alex, that
was the lady from New York, in the picture." "I thought so," he says. He thought

so0, he’s great.

Then my mother calls and plans for me to visit them in Oakland in their new
condo. Three hundred old people, getting it on. I call Sharon in Santa Barbara,

my sister-in-law, Sue’s brother Tom and Sharon; they hid out smoking dope at



our Detroit house the year before the whole city blew, harbinger year; yes, I’ll
visit. "But you said that last year. I’ll never see you again." "Give me a month."

Sea and [ have our rendezvous.

So I pack and unpack about thirty times. Wally calls with a quick hundred dollar
day painting at the duplex Wally’s building for himself on spec. A twenty-six
year old maniac speed freak beautiful guy coke head careful woodbutcher builder,
solid son of the only farmer in Ah-lee to give me work. Dan and Kathy split, she
and the kid to Japan and he to some sunny rooms in Bonner. Steve and I paint the
soffit on the duplex and Alex packs his cello and skateboard and goes to stay
with Frannie my exfriend good friend who runs the Gilded Lily New York tea
room lunches dinners the only espresso machine in the northwest, I think, hustled
off of old Pete Yegen. The only coffee in Mazola, Montana and I buy my $55.00
ticket on the Dog.

Wally rolls me some joints while I read Penthouse the day before I go.

We join the community without any separate aims of our own. [Wilhelm]

The Dog.

The alarm at 5:30. Frannie loaned me her clock after dinner last night, I tucked
Alex in and a good hug, strong voice, "OK, yeh, see you later, I’'m off on my
adventure." Walked home with the alarm clock under my arm. Wow, dark,
coffee’s on I’m ready to call a cab, and Steve’s up from the basement, shy-sly
smile on his face overruns. . . . I mean, we have a rendezvous in San Francisco,
just before Easter, coexistent fables: for a true story, my heart is pounding, for
real. I must have smoked that half ounce in two weeks, the hot little brass bowl,
copper tube jammed in, sealed with window glazing from the job. I'm going
down to see my beloved old parents, seventy-five is not yet eighty or ninety or a
hundred is a good target. . . . and my Beloved, face to face: a shock for the poet

in my. The release of tension and energy parallel each other, I’'m soaring, loose,



the romantic heart meets reality, it is too much! And Easter Sunday, my personal
holiday: walking up the perfect canyon at Big Sur Hot Springs in 1960 pre pre
Esalen days, with Mary, the original redhead, first near-mother, ah, Tiajuana, my
grief, tears and shock. . . Harvey in the little house by the big house; making love
with The Mare in gray light of huge front room, Harvey in the dark, burning tics
off his arm with matches. Croquet on the lawn. Lighting Chumley on fire and
throwing him off the cliff, a dog. Piloting the fleet out of Miami for L. Ron, his
PR man. . .. So when the cab comes, I am out the door, all to easily to be
believed, a dark exit from three years’ stasis and patience, and something in
mind. I’m so exhausted from the two weeks prior tension and hard work hustling
the last few bucks to be hustled, scamming the Dog, I sleep about half way,
except for some snapshots: At Biggs Junction, on the Columbia River, the Dog
turns left, down to Bend and the long run to Klamath Falls, wha, two hundred
and fifty miles. A windy roadstop freeway zooming on to Portland. The big trucks
lined up, the fucking wind: I’m out by the rocks, three matches to light a joint,
toke, toke, the wind blows the tip off. I go around the corner to get out of the
wind and there’s three or four People there, a fat lady and her young daughter
both drunk, the daughter wants a joint, both of them ugly and human and loud. I
roll the roach into some tobacco and stand there anyway smoke up and head in for
dinner. I finally get a double Blackjack on the rocks, a Michelob and order roast
beef and. . . It’s a slim gray pile of strange thin flat things, with dark brown thick
paste set around, oozed, the soft mound of white, and little green globes, the foxy
waitress unconcerned, I am hungry enough to eat this. . .stuff, and do and get on
the bus, a young driver from Trailways, and we get a good rap up for the hours
into Bend, a nice sunset ride down the line, my thoughts have not left the center
of the double drama I’m into, into. First day in a new notebook, The California
Ghost Fly-by, which it certainly is, which I certainly am. Information, like pools,
and feeling. I mean, what am I doing? I’m another guy, housepainter on vacation,
coming back to the state of California, after, really, seven years up in the sticks,
in the Montana of the world, two divorces, a house, another sedentary life
overturned. And the poet’s life, strangely off key: I never doubted in the least the

direction my writing took, those lyrics and long lines sweeping out, twelve



pagers, intense strange codes unwinding through the various descriptions of
consciousness, never once doubted that I was right. And the strange total
disregard I encountered: at first anger and despair, and finally a retreat and
indifference, ah, my own fame, and suddenly, a new tack on the matter, a release
from any attitude at all about "The Poems." Well, it’s what I do, and what I do, I
do well. . . authentic. And that magnifies in both directions. But the mundane
life, ah, so welcome. How do I tell Bill Cummings, if not here, that he saved my
life by teaching me how to paint houses: when he yelled on the phone to me, in
Berkeley 1967 "You think that if a guy has to go out and work for his money,
that he’s a sucker. . . ." And I had to admit yes, to him, I remember that one, in a
payphone on Telegraph Ave, just up from the house, our scrungy hippie pad,
across the street from the Genius, Art Lives. But the bus rolls on, the faithful
Dog that stops at every stick and post along the way, and these are the meditations
that go along the way, you are, there, in your seat, and bobbing up and down,
exhausted, stoned, in transition from one life and into another, your own, both, it
is all just what is happening, and that serves to pin a name on it, there, you are.
Crossing the bridge, light to light, back from where I was into where I am, here,
returned from the cloud heights, those are the delusions, and love, the calm center
of my life, named in the Sea to which I return, ah, the carrot, I bob and weave
along the trail, man-man nude, the dogs around me, ahead, Ed’s dog Gabriel runs
ahead and stops to turn once in awhile,"He’s a good trip-dog," he said, "He’ll take
care of you," and how he did! Fifteen miles in and five back to the truck. Long
ago in another time, and all that. . . . The Dog rolls on. Out of Spokane, earlier
that day, after a quick breakfast and throwing the coins, I sit up by the front door.
Blue sky makes a hemisphere, some white puff-clouds stretch across the light.
The rains have come, and probably saved the day, the summer windstorms won’t
blow us off. Edge of green among gray stubble weed, there are pools of water
here and there, blue sky and clouds in the. The flat earth rolls and sounds, the soft
flesh of Eastern Washington. And Mazola looming in my background, a prison-
place, a chrysalis place, up in the woods, living the poet’s dream of greatness and
isolation and solitude, "fronting the essential life;" reading the myths of the

shaman and thinking that I’'m a god, and cut off so far away from ordinary human



life, ah, then, this Return which is so storybook and which is nonetheless
happening, to me, I don’t ask, and drift back asleep, coming up to the light, the
pools along the road, and ducks in them, pieces of sky with birds floating in them,
diving down. Or up. There is still paint on my hands, from Wally’s soffit.
Walking around it, roller on the end of a twenty foot pole, absolutely leaning on
it, pressing around in one day, Steve up and down the ladder on the windows, or
coming down the roof hanging onto the rope with one hand, it is tied to a tree on
the other side, bucket and brush in the other, for $5 an hour. I mean, really! But if
you’re surviving, we say, that’s the point. A little Welfare and food stamps, a little
dealing here and there, living the good life, they call it. Strange acceptance of
lesser lives; the bus rolls across Eastern Washington, down to the wide Columbia,
my God it’s a big river all along the dry bare hills, and in the summer, whew!
how much longer is this transit? The cool winds scatter harmlessly, it’s been an
easy winter, plenty of water, houses going up left and right, the boom is coming
and everybody rubs his hands together, they’re coming, up from California, they
sell their houses for a hundred and fifty, buy up here for sixty, and live on the
rest. I’ve seen them at K-Mart, pointed boots, mouton collar down jackets, sleek
gray, doin nothin, just hangin around. For awhile, maybe even ten tears, we
parasitize off each other, but without jobs, we’re only postponing a confrontation
between work and workers. So the rap goes, the bus is only a small projectile
floating smooth across the photograph on the wall. Bus trips I have taken, up and
back twice in two weeks from Palo Alto to Mazola on a hundred dollar pass, I
packed my boxes quickly in Gerard’s driveway, Patrick didn’t understand why
his closest of all possible playmates, his twin, perhaps, Alex, had moved back to
Montana, indeed, why he had wanted to. . . but that’s life and family and lives
intertwined, and even singing Country Roads together, and crying, man, let’s get
out of here. Calling Ann, another time, from the Palo Alto Dog Station, smoking
dope all fternoon at Tom’s apartment, Big Tom, mysto-macho, and touching her
big breasts, she’s seventeen. . .head spinning firming of flesh nipples, eyes go soft
at touches, the lines around the floor are smooth and crystal clear. We rode bikes
all afternoon around the green-tree city, watched the tennis players in the park; |

gave her a hoot, she went around the corner, turned, eyes on eyes at fifty yards,



smile, pop! she’s gone. The Dog. From Klamath Falls, where the Trailways guy
gives me a little sensimilla bud and tells me how to smoke in the bathroom at the
back of the bus, down into Weed, into Red Bluff, first sign of California body
types, nation-state consciousness, actor styles, psycho-types, the fox with child,
the Mexican parents, the fat lady and daughter, and the loud, modern young guy,
San Francisco and the world about him. Out of Red Bluff, we talk all the way
into Oakland about schizophrenic fantasy events, weird work scenes, carrying
bags of manure all day, and the strange story of Sister Something and her
Morphine Habit in TIME. Somewhere north of Woodland we make a quick stop
at the roadside rest. We get out for a joint; "Are you guys smoking pot?" the old
guy asks. He’d throw us off. "Not on the bus," [ say. "Well, you can call me J.J.,
or you can call me Junior, You can call me Johnnie or you can call me Just Jack. .
" It’s John Jackson, fresh from three months at an apiary, working for $1.85 an
hour, headed back to his North Beach hotel. . . there’s a writer in Mazola by that
name. Are you a writer, yeh I’ll call you from Oakland. I’'m going up to Napa for
a forty dollar bag on Thursday morning. I’'m going to see my folks for the
weekend. . . I go on. The green hills of California, saved by rain, a reprieve.
Washed clean, it looks great down the line and into the green green hills of Contra
Costa County, where have I been? I watch the traffic line up at Bay Meadows at
7:30. We roll into the Oakland terminal and I sit in the coffee shop over the I

Ching and my poem. I throw the coins three times. Eagle has landed.
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4.8.78 Eastside Branch Library, Santa Barbara Public Library System. Martin
Luther King Jr. Memorial Wing. Montecito Street. Buzz of BMW eases left.
Rock n roll car radio chamois over wet bronze painted ma-chine. Old guy at the
drive-up book drop, cars easing up. It opens at ten. About nine I give a buzz.
"Oh, you should have called when you got in," my mother crackles with
excitement. "Oh,I had to write," I say. "Well, I’ll be down in a minute." In
front, the black guys running cabs and numbers and each other; jive talk and
serious, different colored cars roll by, the street is slow for Monday morning.

I’'m loose against the wall, stuffed-up zipper bag and tight leather briefcase, no



handles, "Pure Juice" sticker on the side. Really; long hair blows around, the
green Mercedes and my mother, a little spaced, roll by. A few minutes and I’'m
waving her down at the second pass. "Well hi, my but you look great."
"Really," cool flush of yes, and she’s older and smaller and I am older and larger.
"I’m just great, really, different, changed. . .and Sea, I can’t believe it." "Well, I
heard from Mike that she was in LA last summer looking for Willie, and I wrote
it to you." "Yeh," laugh, "I called him immediately. We must have decided,
finally, to look for each other. At the turn, many brick floors, a tall building, for
my folks whom I remember in houses. I press the button on the Star Trek goodie
and the steel grate slides up, we roll down into a cold dark garage, Mercedes, a
battered VW Ghia, low concrete sprayed cream. Up the elevator. "They take
forever." Pete the soft old security guard. A process of signing in and out I don’t
really understand. I’'m still stoned, exhausted. There is more to do here than wait
for Sea’s phone call Wednesday night. An acknowledgement, an endorsement, a
passage from my old expired self into this new thing I see thrusting forward
from my inner being, and it all revolves around my healing and Pisces, and the
Pisces lady, Michelle. Ah, the summer of ‘76, we all played "Together" together
at the coffee house, the only show in town. In my old ‘56 Chevy red truck,
ladders, paint, behind the coffee bar, chattering speedfreak long brown hair, the
perfect ex-prof. The few guys I knew still teaching looked tired and strange and
different, from the five years previous, but then none of them had been really
crazy, let go into the full flaming jump of the it. Thank God they threw me out of
that monastery. . . . A blonde with White Shoulders, Well, say what you will, but
it was a definite re-run of Sea. And, painting Val’s place in mid-summer, had
coaxed her over to my place, Michelle, to check the soup, and jumped into her
mouth, and the next day, we had a nicely said talk about relationship and love
and intenseness and how good it was. . . . But love’s intenseness, from between
the legs, the.heart exploding, the release of wanting, expressions of all the rush
from adolescence. We fell into dream fucks, the longer days repeated touch and
song we lined the hours, rolled on top and underneath, in view of the freeway in
the bushes, we played the same, still, poet and lady, housepainter and student. . . .

We rode the season down to fall. The hours broke open, pain white light rushed



the darkness swallowed up my heart, her mother died, she went away, and the
poem-book started only after the model had fled, I pushed through into
December. The Oakland skies are clear, the weather is amazing. I meet the old
people in the elevator, everywhere, it’s like what a friend said about being in
Japan, you feel like Superman, they’re all short, and they have our money. But
the apartment is perfect, tasteful, like what my homes had evolved into, browns
into greens, pale into chinese plates, eskimo sculpture into jade plants. I can see
the evolution of the furniture even to where the couch has been recovered. And
the terrifying balcony, the Eagle afraid of ladders. But we sit down, I drop my
bag and light a Sherman and then get up and get a glass of Old Crow, and we
chatter, and. . . . "But you look so well. . . John and Mike, both, heavy."
"Defeated, I think, by life in the civilized world. The hard cheap work of the last
three years, wrestling with my failures, trying to get going, why I’'m on top,
really, and something’s happening, I don’t know what, but it’s exciting and it’s
about the writing. . . . And another glass and a long nap, and my father comes
home from his work at the Conciliation Court, dealing with the children, one
would hope, of broken situations. He comes in the door, we embrace a huge hug,
I’m taller now and eyes across each other, I am calm at last, to be here, the pain
of unknowing knots mended, at last the seas are parting, on my wing, return, at
home. At point nine of the second nervous breakdown, I finally cried for help.
Michelle herself, hip to help and helping, turned a name my way. But first I set it
up, a little magic of my own to throw me in, but not like 1973, I put my finger
down my throat there, and here I was only making appointments and doing what
I knew how to do, getting stoned. I booked a bed in the psych ward and made an
appointment with the only psychiatrist per se in town. It was the language I had
studied. David and I went up to Jerry Johnson Hot Springs. About half way up I
dropped some acid. We parked at the side of the long road that snakes along
from Lolo Pass into Lewiston, Idaho, along the Lochsa. Across the wooden
suspension bridge and up the trail between tall Ponderosa, the stream is white
and frothy, it is December. We drop our clothes and step into the first pool. It is
only a bunch of rocks at the streambed, cold water runs around them and leaves

us isolated in the heat. Gentle David knows a lot, a solid stock of physical body,



a firm mind, a brother of the doobie, once we finished a roach clamped into his
fly-tyer. We like each other, we painted houses and smoked our beers all
summer. . . . He dances from one pool to another and the acid begins to pull me
in. We are lying in a perfect pool, head and toe, and talking about the light which
plays around us in the heat. He leaves. I am floating in the pool. The clouds are
reflected. In the peak of the rush, my cock floating through the clouds, the
unconscious pops out one, two, three images all at the same time: I hear a voice a
song an image of a face I do not know, the finger flicking at my penis "What a
cute little thing." And the isolation, pain and dark hallway floating through that,
into the intensity of my feelings is suddenly real I feel forever the first time the
pit, the anger, the rejection, all the textbook shots are there and I take my photos.
Slowly, though, I imagine the moments in her body, I am not wanted. I get up at
six from the couch. I smoked my last joint out on the balcony last night and we
sat in front of the tube. I had a Lowenbrau and it was all right, cruisin home over
M*A*S*H and a mellow Alan Alda. I didn’t care about anything and took the
portable radio to bed with me. At six the air is clean, the radio is on, traffic
reports; 1 gaze down at the joggers circumventing Lake Merritt. Tall buildings
have replaced Mazola. Strange figures with different sorts of minds flog about
down there. There is no woods here, no solitary state; it is gone. I get the
Chronicle and make some coffee. I find the horoscope, but alas, it is not Omar.
It’s not the same at all. My father goes down first to breakfast. We check out the
Chronicle and head down later, my mother and I trail the lighted hallway, aboard
ship. And the old people, one on one, couples, singles, companions, the lady like
that, a spread of gray and white and friendliness, quite mellow, constant chatter
of how do you do and. . .. "My son, from Montana." "Oh, really, it’s nice of
you to visit." Few do. "Your parents, just, fit in so well here." Ultimate. "Well,
I want to know," my father says, eyes up from gray crewcut hair, "when are we
going to visit the grand-daughter?" My heart leaps. I had thought there wouldn’t
be time. "How about today?" We settle on after breakfast, and my father and I
trek out to the freeway, across the Richmond San-Rafael Bridge and up to
Sonoma State Hospital. The sun calls the birds around us, driven before a light

wind, they hover close and stand in the bright air over green fields, water stands



in close ditches, we turn up a dark back road, and follow signs among concrete
state buildings past the switchboard, over to the parking lot, to the concrete steps
up and into the nursery. How can I stand this? I am near tears. . . . Down the
slick hall to the first left and into the large room, up to the crib, three feet off the
floor, I find my daughter. She’s got thin short brown hair and good color to her
skin. Three years old, past the statistics against her survival. The spirit which
emanates from her, a bright small light inside the body, and where parts are
perhaps missing, the opening above the mouth which seems to go all the way in,
and sleep where eyes should see, I pick her up, like a baby, my hand goes
underneath and I bend over close, pull her to my chest and pick her up, and her
absolute joy of sudden snarfling curiosity. "Hello, little Mischa, it’s your father,"
I choke out, eyes tearful, heartburst and proud. My father and I go down the hall
to the playroom, and I father around with this bumbly squiggly excited being
from my life. She sees with the end of her tongue, and the palm of my hand does
for a conversation. We have some visitors A short Chicano lady, obviously one
of the people who does much of the touching in this child’s life, comes in. "We
are so happy you’re here." "My heart is full," I say, "She’s obviously surrounded
with love," "She’s so responsive," she puts it out. And a young woman, serious,
her life-teacher. "Well, I finally realized that if she couldn’t see, then how could
she learn about eating, so after a lot of trying, we finally got her so she could eat
by herself, and so she’s now a priority for corrective surgery, and we think that
will make her life a little better." 1 get her to the couch, she has gotten quiet, and
we sit there, my father and I, while I stroke her small back into sleep. All this
time he is silent, watching me, I think. "Really, it’s almost corny," I continue.
"When we put it together, me and the shrink, why it was so textbook. The daddy
goes away to war, and mommy throws attention to the baby, some of it erotic,
her last baby, she smothers it, was the word he used ,and daddy comes back and
kicks the kid out and he hates them both, she rejects him for a total stranger."
"Yes," my father says from his ten year’s practice at psychotherapy, "I always
thought that when I was away, those years from three to five are the most
important...." "Really, that’s what took Alex and me back to Montana. I thought

that for better or worse, they’d have me there, Yar and Robin; there, still making



up for my own father’s ‘failure’, I would return." "But then," he says slowly and
thoughtfully, "You were Kate’s and John was mine," he drops it in over lunch of
crab louis and Wente’s Gray Reisling, great! But it is the bombshell I had not
anticipated, I had not included that in my re-run script, [ am in fact doing the very
same number with my own kids right now, his and hers. And I give it this shot: I
put my head back, strike it with the heel of my right hand and say "Holy
Tomato!" It is that relief. And punishing my parents by failing out of job after
job. Maybe that’s the spirit of the sixties, like the monster movies from Japan, an
attempt I from the cultural unconscious to explain the atom bomb, to make a
myth of it. . .maybe the sixties is a legion of kids punishing their parents for
World War 11, led, in part, by one of them. . . . "I can understand that," I say,
"but what I don’t is this. Given my seriousness about my self. . ." "To cover up
your feelings of worthlessness and rejection,”" he says. We are driving through
Vallejo. Self service gas. "And given the pain, why did I internalize it so totally?
Why did I hold it in?" And we go on. Raveling out the soup of failed love
affairs, this summary and sharing, a father and son finally coming around, a
parable, a fable, a look like any other. And my brother, split apart from his
family after twenty years of marriage; all this current of life and flow is sending
shock waves of new growth through my senses. My very being is extracted from
itself, it has flown separately into the light. After all the work and preparation, I
see this moment as a summary of my life as a being from my family. It has fallen
away entirely, and this visiting of my parents becomes a celebration of our

separate lives, a passage.
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Wednesday night we are going out to dinner. In fact we drive up a few blocks and
into a tight pewter named redwood and ivy place, ah, with a bar. We are all pretty
loose together, at this point, and whatever went down went down pretty well
unnoticed. It is a tight place where our words are framed close in by other people.
Dinner in public, deranged poet and father harangue, share the wealth, over Jack
Daniels and white table wine. It is hardly a moment to hold back. How can forty

years of distance go by in this immediacy of eating, but it does. "I can



understand all that," I’'m saying, "that either by pain or conscious will, the energy
bypasses the heart, a Kundalini of pain. I mean, in all this time, I was never able
to give myself, I was spiritually frigid. . . a sort of celibate, and now it seems as
though, I don’t know, like I’'m living my life backwards, old Indian contrary, the
cool reflective thought of an old man, and then erupted into madness, the passage,
back into the calm, mundane, ordinary world of simply being myself. But alone.
But well." The Sea breaking on my shore; and literary history. "It’s different,
you know," he says of Pisces. "It doesn’t work like other writing. . .it’s new, and
you’ll have to account for that." "Yeh, it doesn’t go by images," I say, ready to
go, "it provokes the dreamer by its rhythms, direct transmission, it’s trance-
fiction. . . ." "OK, but you must know what happened before to anyone who had
something new to say," he’s hunched over the table, 73, dynamic. My mother
drove home, and, loose as we are, we’ll have to walk back. "Well, Gertrude said
that in a time of war, the artist is the foremost of all tacticians, and that everybody
looks around, suddenly, for new tactics, because they’re afraid. Well, where are
we now?" "But it doesn’t happen because it’s right," he says very slowly and
right on. "It happens because of getting your message to the right people in the
right places...." Years of unreturned manuscripts. Special fourth class book rate.
"If they only knew," she said. Dropped into the memory hole. I mean, I went
specially down to see Arguelles in Oakland three years ago, with the first Vision
of Eagle and he got it through to what’s his face in New Mexico of Shambala, I
thought they were best for it, and he wrote me, Arguelles, something like ". .
.most dramatic account of male initiation I have ever read." I mean I was stoked;
and met with silence. Xerox copy shitcanned, I suppose. And Bly’s "The mind
has enslaved you," for a signoff. I mean, really, what a trip!"  But the
conversation on literary history goes on to the origins of consciousness, the split
brained man, the reason for art, | mean we’re sailing, and these poor people next
to us, chatter away trying to cover us up, loose and rambling we finally get off the
table and think about heading back to the apartment. Up we get, he heads off to
the men’s room. There’s some singles on the plate. He’s feeling so good, he
throws a ten on and goes off. I grab the ten and stuff it in my pocket and go out

into the patio, to wait for my father so I can walk him home. What a rout. "Sea



called;" my mother says cutely, when we stumble in, "One o’clock tomorrow
afternoon." The night has turned wild inside my heart. Anticipation of voice over
telephone. The second call she made to Mazola, we rambled on long distance late
at night for about an hour. We are the same. She lives with a him, I find, and that
there are problems. The easy surfer life has turned to booze, and this season of
the sea, she is so smart. The words go so well by my ear, they strike my mind as
good, I find no holding back inside our speech, the same rooms are described, the
same lines have been drawn by different hands, we slide along each other, letters
criss-cross this rendezvous point like buried treasure, directions on the wall, you
have to read them closely to see anything at all, and we turn the lines over and
over, both of us pushing buttons, waiting for a few days in space to say the very
best. What is the original impulse to hold so long, my heart a prisoner of choice,
intense longing not for ecstasy, the body’s prisoner says, escape and fly, the souls
mix after lovemaking, we wander through the light. It was the specific capacity
that love energy created in us both, we find, years ago, the very years that have
suddenly ceased existing, that made a poetic tension for the beloved in us both. Is
it that? Are we both that mystical artist arose from pain or distance from the other
father? I don’t remember. There are snapshots of feelings stapled to my body,
tatoos and scars, stated purposes of ignorance and the learning of the ways of
love’s times and seasons from the flat run across space and time together yielding
nothing, ever, for this spirit of return that comes so suddenly, why, you wrote
me? Why, I was all but buried up there, why bring me back? How could I not?
she says. Unarguable. We decide to check it out. From a letter. "Yearning, mind
creating all bliss all patterns of bliss for the absolution. . .for those of us mad like
this. . . . So then the need to move in on the pattern, fill out the dream with flesh
and bone - - only to see it dissolve, too." In the morning my mother takes me to
her beauty shop, which, actually, I don’t mind at all. A better cut than the Barber
Shop, after all. A big guy, Mike, three hundred pounds at least, taking care of the
ladies. and three Chinese-Americans, clip clip clip. ("They’re going to quit..")
All Oakland cool, and the guy and I talk about his new Porsche. Really, he races.

n

"If they knew what I do it’d be worse for their macho," he says. His kid is new.

He’s a family man and likes it. "Yeh, everybody’s havin kids again," and we go



down the list of things to do. Steam Beer Do yr laundry Catch tube at noon We
get back and Sea calls from New York. The goddam plane!! "I can’t stand it!"
she’s yelling. We could almost stroke the wires, sudden hands at the very
distance, long release of light throughout the distance, a terminal against the
moon. "Really, Sea, it’s been this long. . ." I don’t believe it. "I can’t stand it."
"Don‘t worry, I’ll get a hotel and I’ll be there for you." "My dear," she coos.
"Really." 1 give farewell to my parents. It’s the best visit we’ve ever had, in spite
of the fact that, in general, my life is at ground zero. The spirit, though, the
immanence of it is so overwhelmingly good, that this ceremony with one’s
parents is complete, final, it is like growing up over dinner. I am down the
elevator, out the door and on the street. Bags in hand, gifts in heart, erect within
my being, the plane won’t be there until four o’clock, so impatient am I that I
decide to kill time at the airport. I have been off the dope for four days and that’s
great. The unwinding excitement of the poem and the I Ching are all running
quite along together, we are finally tied into each other, into self, life and work, a
synchronicity of art and life, no separation, though I think that the man is leading
them all, and that really, I am the man in question, I am watching my own movie.
I hang around a mob of school kids, waiting for the bus. Up the stairs and drop
my bags, a perfect sunny day, and hot, for just before Easter. What a rush. Just a
few bucks in my pocket, a hundred for the weekend, and my ticket back to
Montana on the Dog. I have totally dropped out of my own life, I am here to meet
my destiny, totally loose with a lady who isn’t. But that’s the way it always is.
Are there two beautiful people happily together in this war-torn land we seem to
call our own? The very intensity of the cultural explosion, the very numbers of
us, blown open by birth, the very millions of us, here in this state of California,
lotusland, dreamscape without heroes or examples, all stumbling out way toward
love, I won’t be a cliche. The meeting. Well, I can see that it’s intense. "I want all
of it," she said. And so do I, the moment of absolution in the ceremony of our
lives, the meeting. I get to the tube, people tell me how to operate it, I am such a
rube now, and happy to play cowboy, they love to tell you how to survive in the
city. I mean it looks OK, this old Oakland, I don’t belong here, maybe I belong
back in Montana. . . . | mean I pioneered that land all by myself. " A wild and



intractable people," the I Ching said once or twice, not that they noticed. I am I,
nonetheless, and spoken out. Afterword. I mean, when what happens to you is
real, then there is no "fiction" to speak of, there is only what is happening to you.
And when what is happening to you is real, really happening, well, then, you are,
and that’s all there is to it, and you can put that in the bank, as he says. Stop, a
sound. And the art to it, well, that’s just feelings and remembering. Well, so
what; if what you’re feeling is always a bummer, [ mean, Sea, I said, "I’m not
going to see any art, dammit, no more bad feelings. If it doesn’t get me off, then
the hell with it." "Well, you’ve got to go through all the phases of it, all the
stages." And I have and I know what makes me feel good, and I like to feel good,
all right! "Man falls 29 stories," spread-eagled, survives, splat, | WAS SENT
FROM GOD, he’s yelling as they carry him out, "I want to see the boss," Trans-
America pyramid power, really. Probably a thousand mics of clear light burning
through his eyes, loose, all right. But survived, I’ll buy it’ he did, cosmic enough
intersection of media and truth, but you have to look closely, "Leakage." And the
nine-hundred pound man. Look out! But is it time? And the dream? Cosmic
trance-dance, the slow turn out into the open, lightning flashing around my house
right now, a message enough, the rains, the rains, no dream but what is really
there, and what is really there is real enough, and that’s the art to it, hitting hard
and splashing. Yellow daffodils out next door. Messages and readings, then, you
are. The mixture of times, the beauty of the words, directness of feeling, you
might begin to learn that you are being sung to, in common speech, in the
admixture of styles, a common message, really it’s all the same, it’s all the same,
and a passage is also a return, and a return always involves a death. Ah yes, death
and the new age, when will we get around to that, and who are the teachers, are
they all from other cultures, other lands, or victims of our own organized
practice? Is there no voice to speak out of solitude and quiet but my own poetic
snapshots, a craft of times and seasons, swimming through the arrows in my

heart, any ordinary Tom, "Interchangeable Toms" we called the paint crew. . . .
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Recall permits reflection. I mean I'll have a dinner party with Alex and Yar
tonight, something personal, pork chops in the wok two days with pineapple and
orange and mushrooms and Wente Gray Reisling, a Heineken’s for Sea and a
Sherman for Sharon, my vacation my life in motion, clearing out of here in a
month or so, is that what we need, some personal snapshots? The day goes on,
rainfalling, Mazola, the left hand wins again, the Beegees, on around the day and
tuning up for the last paintjob, two story victorian, two days scraping, spray it
wheat color with coffee brown and royal blue pinstriping on the trip and windows,
a five hundred dollar job for Wally, split it with Steve and cover May’s rent. It is
usually that close. A voice says "listen", I have something to say, I’ll sing you to
sleep, and you say What ya goin to do, over and over Bill Cosby voice, and
Voice says, Listen, it’s your own thoughts, I speak and you listen, and that’s your
story, you open your mouth and you tell your story, and if you listen to what
you’re saying, well, then, that’s your story, and you believe it, and it’s what you
are, because that’s what happened to you. Ah, the solitude, the solitary wanderer,
moved within his own space entirely, the risk immeasurable. . . . I learned of it
from Herbie the same time I fell in love with Sea. It is your own space, if you can
fill it, if you can stand it. And love, immeasurable energy from within, the light
around the body. A poet’s view, and seeing, seeing the lines along the ground,
running up the trail, almost on all fours, reading the hieroglyphs of the patterns of
the sticks on the ground, reading the natural handwriting. A slow trail out and a

slow trail back. . . .
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Chapter 2 JUST THE WAY YOU ARE

"Eagle, wings expanding as air nourishes the lungs, up and out, growing,
stretching, simple and clear beyond self a way of getting there, to self. Which is
both beyond and right here - -" Sea, 28 Mar 78 Barbados. Billy Joel, Just the
way you are. Love is largely, I think, two people, man and woman, each coaxing
the other to give. . . I am out. The long ride through Disney color coded tube-
stops, each station consciously different. You couldn’t have them all the same,
really, they wouldn’t know where to get off. Clang! Two subway cops get on,
one young-tough, one old-fat. Indian eyes, staring out at nothing, trusting to semi-
conscious peripheral vision to pinpoint them. It is not New York, yet, it is only
San Francisco, and the years do not exist, you are the sea, rolling at my feet at
East Beach sea-time, foot-wet and sprinting, the feet pad and splash the ocean’s
roar is not no mother drawn against her sons, but the lady in the waters, Sophia
named as wise and beautiful, both. It stops, Click. Color green and yellow stripes
across your eye, the tube is cars alight the space design a flower on the wall. She
sings inside my head. The plane was scrubbed, there is another. I am looking at
two hours in the fucking airport bar, the dream a step away, long yellow hair from
yesterday. Barely remembered photographs in my heart’s gallery, white light
calls the air a passage. Where is it, South City. . .. Dusk light afternoon haze has
gone, the air is March perfect, the earth is gift enough; California rains have
called the drought off. Mudslides, sure, but the earth is radiant, a reprieve, the
rains have said, don’t ever let it happen again. The lady busdriver is official.
"Well, ya know, I only been driving for three months, round robin, and so I know
all the fare changes, in the zones, ya know, and when I get on a route from one of
the old guys, to cover it, ya know, well the regulars get on and give me their
quarter and I say, well, that’s thirty-five, and they say, well, he never charged me
that." A horny Indian guy, the overseas variety, and the cool Nicaraguan lady,
hustling, he says, "Those buildings, yes, I built them, I am the contractor, there,"
at crow and flying. "But they went bankrupt and now I am not getting my money.
But are you staying here?" "Well, no, seven years is a long time," she says. "But

my daughter likes it here, and so I think we’ll stay." "How long do you stop



here," the fat guy riding shotgun says. "Only for those other two connections,

3:53 and 4:00, and then we go right on to the airport, on the freeway."
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The Airport. Spaceport lines of folks on journeys. In through sliding doors past
trip-faces, blank eyes set more on destinations than presence. But seen, at least,
they do not bump into each other. Held by love, the voice is speaking. All right,
you just be cool, drag yr bags up there, the escalator isn’t working. Line of
people, ask for re-routed flight. Too many people. The place looks smaller than I
remember, I remember her presence, rush of heart, my mind is aching, rush,
peeling from my skin; deep breathing stills anxiety. Stand up straight.  Song
voice from the telephone after long silence. Indian eyes, watching everything all
at once, they live without thought, just seeing. All this is pressed dirt, rolled flat,
heated, compressed expressed, breath of machine drawn process-like from the
earth, the airplane is really a fancy lump of dirt. The Bar, dirty, smudged bamboo
poles bolted not tied together," Luau Room." With bunnies in short skirts red
crotch-panties visible when they bend over which they do. The foxy, huge
breasted 47 year old lady and her balding, wasted old man, they are without the
heat of their bodies between them, a second Michelob on the table. Smoking
Camels. The hour. And a half. Another Bud. The pretty classy lady and her
equally classy man. Soft black polka dot blouse, a spot of turquoise. His clean
white suit, intense and public, at kissing close, eyes open to each other over his
artbook gift. I watch them, since they’re sitting next to me, I like it, they’re cool,
absorbed, personal. I head for the flight. The long tube down the stairs around
the crowded places left by people on the mark and spinning left and right to push
around machines, the freak against the wall has fallen into silence again, my heart
is pounding her’s own no doubt the same pretending time still has no meaning but
the life between your legs is rising up the spine, no sexual excitement, the heart,
diaphragm a pulsating membrane of light, the center of my forehead ripe with
space and light. My own life loop-tail rendezvous with self, no other bothers to
describe the day’s delivery, eyes across the day would still revive me once again

the seed, the seed, and spill my waters calm against your names at sea and season



flying home. Impatience called no more would turn my life around. I stash my
bags on a nearby chair. I get ready. It is really the third plane. I checked the
passenger list, I can’t stand it. A guy who is young and truly beautiful, feet up
against the window ledge, waiting for someone, totally absorbed in a book. Nice
but not really pretty wife and five year old mellow kid, they’re all mellow. But he
is ignoring her. What’s the book, I stroll by and look over his shoulder. "The
Various Positions of Love. . ." A manual, but not for dreams or love, or even
events, but the lesser catalog of choices, Sit on my face. But I’m calling her in.
Land, Sea, Land, Sea, land-sea. We’ll meet. Four people at the entrance to the
exit-tube. Brown jacket, two mamas, and an old body-guard with no one to
protect, he must be retired. Everyone lives with someone except me, I said to her.
I’m going to hide behind this guy and grab her the minute I see her seeing
something in the air, joy. A touch before thought. Like oranges coming off the
grader in the cannery. Pop. Pop-pop. Pop, pop-pop-pop, they come out of the
tube. Blank seeing New York faces called west for light, for meetings and
reunions, for business. Coats and hats, Montana on my mind, the Eagle calling
forward, mates for life and flies alone. The faces are all the same and stranger.

. . two shoulders slowly slip left, intense slow motion almost stopped entirely,
says, remember this moment as the best in your life, when dream and reality met,
a foot is slowly swinging down in mid-stride, the seeing is so slow. Gray cloth
meets to polka dots. The shimmer of size, the head, large, featured, prominent,
eyes are straight ahead and brave, I’'m propped behind the brown jacket. I see a
reverse rerun of Ruby shooting Oswald in the stomach. I’ll step outside and touch
her heart with joy before I’'m seen, I’ll make the other unexpected light remind
the day ahead, Return! Slowly forward comes the wave. Slowly, lines around the
planet burst. Slowly, dream dance says you are! And dream-time turns on life
time. | leap without moving. I brush two people. "Jesus," he says. My arms
around the world. Heart’s brake calls "Surprise!" She’s open to the moment.
"Gotcha!" "OH!" "OH!" “Yes!" "It’s you!" "It is" Sea. Sea. Sea. A dance, a spin,
noise of them recedes, the same strong body, you are taller, your body. . . . my
body. The souls mix. She touches my face, willingly. The eyes are still my own

eyes, green, the expression in the iris where it lies just below the gloss glaze of



fluid, it is the same! I am looking into my own eyes! My feet sweat, heart
exploded. Dazed. We are far from speechless, wandering dangling through the
halls and passages of the underground terminal, the bus to the city. "You’re so
beautiful!" Deep throated musical laugh. The dark bus driving crowded, unseen
channel into the city. Enthusiasm, touching lightly: having covered the distance,
having grown up separately. We meet to make the future. "Where have you. . ."
"What did you. .." Laughing a lot aloud along the way. "My dear. . ." I lean
across the space between us, I touch her arm, at her ear, "I have carried you here,
Sea, all along the way, you were always in my heart, you know, and I found you
everywhere, but you were not with me. Perhaps those years were really a waiting
for just this moment." "Oh yes. . ." she breathes, my eyes look back. "It was. .. so
difficult," she pauses, "just not knowing, I mean, where you were. Ernie and Don
and I, we all sat down last summer, really the first concentrated effort." "That’s
just when I started looking for you. . ." Amazed. Stumbling out of the mountains,
looking for nourishment. I am fed. But really, it is the immediacy of the meeting
which is so intense. Relaxed, open, the Now of what we want to do, be together.
The clarity of the moment, two flames rising brightly upward call the day, love’s.
Suddenly, we are traveling together. We are very together. We get our bags off
the bus, the exchanges of money and you pay this and I’ll pay that are
immediately shared. The nose, the lips, her large features grown more beautiful,
seasons: I am calm in love to this presence of myself, lady-woman-dream-other,
dream upon the wall, yr eyes aflame and present, red-gold and streaming fire,
wings beating old drums to carry music home where it belongs. . . . The strange
downtown dumpy hotel. COLUMBIA. Brown veneer paneling. Double bed,
shower and toilet. Fifteen bucks. No bugs, no nothin a window on the street, we
drop our bags, we look out the window. We face each other, reach out long arms
across the years, and, like the guy in the show who falls without bending his
knees, Splat! onto the floor, we slow motion onto the bed, laughing. Satie,
Socrate. Angel S 36846, side 2, par Mady Mesple I enter the secret room.
Slowly, I enter the secret room, your fingers on the cup, at edge and sign. First the
middle finger of the left hand, the center of your body gasping forward. There is

a light essence covering the top of my head, a tingling sensation, also in the pit of



my stomach, my balls are glowing. I move my hand, my arm, I am inside the
secret room. My time is my own, longly, the white pole the center of my body
glowing arc across my heart. A slow roll beyond the eye, Sea seeing me with my
own eyes, sister, twin and other. But, I am inside the room altogether the nude
body strung and alert. I touch the dimensions of the dark soft walls, ah, your eyes
soften and glow inside my name. She walks slowly forward, a song escapes her
lips, it is this music I am listening to, again, it seems. You are this song, lady,
Sophia, sea-sung and wet. The sensation of quivering to life, motive from
beneath me holds my heart’s stomach, it is like that, both ends gasping for life and
made against the moon, Easter’s miracle this year to be full and one the same, the
same day of 1978 in California, where the beach will shimmer the giant ring, she
weaves me down and through the light, to the other side of the world, I enter the
secret room. . .. The last image of Sea that I have, with utmost clarity, the reality
of it pressed into my life like life itself. It is 1962, and I look like that, and she, the
same and younger, really. I mean, by the end of the recall, I can see neither she
nor myself. It is the drama of the even which I remember and the intensity with
which I felt it. It was neither "romantic" nor "cinematic" nor anything else. It was
what was happening. [ mean, really, just where do you live? She was up the tall
stairway, to the cloud heights, at the corner, where she could see down into the
driveway between the two buildings. There was a ten foot high board fence and a
door. I had walked through the doorway and I had turned around. I was going
away, the next day, to Michigan on my first teaching job. "I love you," I shouted.
Sure, it was raining. "Good-bye" We repeated it, even. Sea-song and wet. [ am
at the inner secret of the return. The hermetic room, where the formulas have been
written down over the years. It is the mystic’s chamber, white walls, desk, the
pen moving across the pages one by one, it is me, here, now, telling the story the
way it was, my life a song against the wind, wheeling, pinwheeling surf against
the shore, the bird, the bird. The room is the retort. And in the room, the seed-
child growing in the fires of this ecstasy, formed from the vapors of energy, pin-
point of first light dawning. And of that homunculus, the Eagle flown, sudden
against the sun, and mated, meeting the final absolution. She is arced back over

me. | am lying on my back, pale pole rising, how we have learned, as free, this



motive to be together, in the secret room, there are no signs left. When we left,
there was nothing there, three days worth of Chronicles, the article on memory
drugs and another on sales of faith books. Already we see the drama more than
poem, neither self conscious nor furtive, simply, what we are doing, a meeting in
the present state of things. Her brown body patched with light, brown masonite
siding against white ceiling, well, certainly we are human. We are not talking
about it’ we are making love. It is not urgent, it is complete, it is love. Well, we
are smiling, we are laughing like crazy. ... The bottle of cognac on the table, my
Sherman’s, her Merits. I remember White Shoulders and Salems; ah, Patchouli, I
am mad, incensed, the curtains have sent the world aside, day before St Patrick’s
Day, Downtown center Garage, Columbia Hotel, 304, or 401, or 403, I don’t
remember! Up the stairs, one more flight than you’d like, second door on the
right, the key, a knock, "It‘s me," and laughing, dancing, spilling out sentences,
poems, lines apart and sending, sending out. A moment that enlarges into all of
its contexts. This music. High turning, sailing forward climb and turn, the joints
quiver expectantly, bird-tossed and pluming down the valleys, overturned and
overheard, her knees, horse and rider underneath the sun, signing light around
your body, said like this calm beginning at the center of life, calm designations of
the physical realm, "the sweet steam of well working bodies," she said. And saw
the world turned around, the center of the day within your forehead’s lining,
inseen and eye, you pushed aside the lighter poles upraised with flags and
pennants waving colored armies blue and green and yellow. Daisies by the cup,
your hands are large at stroke and center cooled the lines between us stretched
tight exploding wires caught the angles on your face with light and dancing hours
repeat the dreamer’s sleep no nodding out or falling forward in specific songs,
Miles Davis in my head from long ago, Aranjuez. Pictures from the older days
are spread around the oak and pewter sentences: you held me through designing
hours were made along these other lands where strange faces seemed to be the
name of light, strange faces peering quite intent, ah the energy of life’s sensuality,
this Tantra of hours, the body’s perfect dance and perfect mating meeting slow
rooms the center of the world and spun. I am Eagle. Bird turned, named at sign

and story, solitary soaring wing and frame, eye from distant regions focussed



down at pinpoints pinwheeling favors from the sun and motive of the air’s
breathing light, a cool swim through gasses, sighting far below the nest and
center, pinnacle proud, roof and pole survived, the far leap from distant airs
reviewed, the woods with calling sounds at flood and pattern. You call my name
aloud, lady, sea-sung and wet, we pull apart the coiling arms and lets, feathers fill
the room and say the walls have slipped away and mountains rise around us.
Clear Montana light the clouds are huge and wall along the sky with solemn
refuge scored among the natives, restless, subdued, imperfect centers of
developing strides and gaits, birdsong, shriek-chatter, semaphore unwinding
through her hair, brown and gold and gold and wheat-white, the soft hills of
California throwing pale yellow wands and figures through the time beyond the
mountains. We call the room a poem in the air, it is the moment of our parting
waves returned to b e the same. It is this capsule from the heart’s wars left beyond
the gate, the city called a haven for these others in the night, shades, shadows,
others, the moon’s children sailing lines beyond the air, you are, you are. ... Or
are these tributes undelivered less profound? These hours have no time, the top of
the line and moving. The pale pole rising in her body says these simple
sensations have lingered at the edges of the sea. In our youth, a perfect time: late
at night we are somehow coming into my little condemned house in Daly City.
Books, armloads of them, boxes of them, piles of them. Harvey i