Mrst Flled Notehook

A' Qollection




snell Expleration in

nothe Torm
af g1 Brotse

These wre posms written on buses, in toilet
ahalley and in the corners of librarisg.
einlya

Not 211 of them come from ny First Filled
Hodehook and not every poem contained in
thet celfeame Yhook is herewith irncluded.
Degpite thege slight omiseions and Gie
correction of cpome spelling mistekes they

renodn Yergely wn-edited, and ss =ueh
will therefors provide guite the faith-
ful ineight Into my thoughts and foelings

gurirgs thie srbitrory periods

A1l Typographical errors happoeneds
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You Forced It (an example)

Tou hadn't slept for days
go it must have been
deprivity's haellucination

that made you think

that made you

think that

you think

that

think thet

E I ]

Fewen't alept for dayse




Time Overdose

YTou know, vhen I get old

I bet I'11 atill Me Aumspb s‘lup(al as o
anei I bet afainst this

knowledge that I'11 still

2it there revered, wveneralod.

I bet I'll soak it up then
fdieas

gometimes, instead of

writing a psalm, you cen
Just get o hard=-on. That

way ¥ou cah give it 2 title.




ungualified

funny how innocence

Tecomes infected

and then lanced

like a hofl by ve

peeping as if it's a zhame

as if it hurts

but coon oratere of crying

flesh canterize and .

we pall it something new.

The word unguzlified

used to mean without bournd

or reetriction.

Ifo adjective or superlatory
turn of phrase

pould do Jjustice what

teday realizes as

sn unemiloyabhle bum,.

I guess, a8 a poel zt leasth,

T o simply undualified.

4"'1..




on my EMTW:

he will soliloouize in silence
¢ & bench
25 1z the custom
bt in silence
ascending levels of metathester
tut ez it becomes more reol it becomes
more like acting
s its stert and findeh
e &n

a

(happy)
1llusion. .




F }CHOU angd Jon lf.u'a;i.' o 1 . D1y
5 knog, Sdg Reyy,
Ttg aly up hen
¥ellg Bl ay eachotrer I‘orfirgr
ing 183 YU e the 0l e
Lo Slushe T euE




in one mood (uheying,wnnﬂering,;um:k{uling)

obheying
doins ss e is teld
when left to hig own

sleah:d

wondering what next

eager ‘to nleasc

[11}
[ )

gsoobe i migd

gquestioning
plaging peuple off
hermited zway

il es




Dizzy Waters

Water is strange
when you drink it pure
it zeemz like
gomething horritle kas been
added
when really
it'z just been tsken
AN

I've been dizgy gings I
wag 8 child

somebody stopped me once
liaxd by the shoulders

but my head kepd spiiming.
That'll teach them.
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If I wrote poetry

I'd tell you how I loved zou
] stopped under

a strestlicght Lo wridle
oul. for you

ahid. renvdut ol ik

ow 3.0 E:E"'L-'

througlh sunro:

- i

v 1Tighting whole gky—dome

Trll snd you alresdy

Tdeh uets

end oetel my own
to atop the line
hefore it reached you.

o oGooren coun The




an?iniﬁhpdfcuﬁ cffsundecided
like my life

I'm waiting in line
I'1l get sperved
eventuslly
Ny corner's safle over there
I'11 £311 it soon
aconsuming
Another room's inviting
I'11 make it waid
I haven't Finiched yet
Fow T'M in my dingy study
flushing it all away
all that's left is gaseous




If God were ever
Fe'd have put one
ey inlo The vealk,
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Theutear Danter

oo slEy, vHnt'a he doing?

ShE he's soliloguizing.

Well I sire can't Hear himk

Why rocean't he speak up?

He's aglilonuizing for real. Wobody these
days speaks his mind on gtage nut loud.
What's with you? That's so unreal. Yon
really are stuck in the dark ages, my
friend. Nuet we really spell everybiing
ok Foar yont

Well but he could be thinking anythingk
Looki Now he's lightine z gigarestek

1 think it's a gham and they're just
tirad of 'adoting! for now and want a
break. de're the ones supposed to get

an intermission. And whait ars we suprosed
to think he's soliloguizing aout in any
gase? Hardly anything's huppensdk

Tt'as experimentalization for the sake of

ikit I tell you. ¥othing's happening. 1

don't think that thereBs been a sinzle
@olid idea behind any of the dialogue
thus far.

It's open to interpretation, deny.

Hmph. I don't believ in it. I bet that's
probdably ilis dirsetor right there; see,
he's smiling =t s now. Bmug, unbrestive
bagtard. T bat that's not tobsceco he's
smolkdng either. That's where all this
nonsense goh it's start you know.

Sh deapy neople are tryigg o soli-
loguisessss




At the Fope's Faneral

Hommy, are all these people
zoing to heeven?

411 good church—going folk go to
hesven, child.

But look at them all, mommy;
why, it would be worse than
China.

ind you know in Chinas,
MOMMY 5

they say socon folks won't be
able to make babies

2t all.

Den't you think the good
lord ought to stop

making babies,

mommy, 5o that we can have a
big backyard to play in

when we get there?




Foem with & Title

Thie iz a titled poem and I wonder
why

am I filling my pages now

with poems?

What wae wrong with whet went before?
I used to think

good things didn't really need titles
now I'm doing it anyway

and I don't care what I think.
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Droan Train

I'm o A hrain.

T thHink gomernalz bul $he Broken.

T look =round Lt the nesple nnd notice
that nonc of them iz 'in =ny kKhd of
TaNED s

Thet thay &re s11 meatss tlist those
rhendine =re only ateadling Peciuse
thry hinvn to or hecsuss fhey went to.

tegauﬁa all the weats ape Dills

THais 1oty oud the windove are

doing so with svery disinferest.

Hot the lesast sporehengive of what'e
soming aluong, barreling pas their
glagy—cyed going to werk vision.

Those reading ‘l:hﬁ pEpers dp so

with & cesual harumph and a I

rustling everydey turn of the page.

The kids @are all showing everybody

vhet they knowy wo omn hear

the music frotm thedr heddphones.

Perhaps a single firvgt-time traveller
is & little nervous about hey to got

off at the right stop his destination.
Gther than this there isg not the lezst
peraeptible fezr except weybe a tiny glint
of paig

whigh i€ youx look iz in The

eyes of averyone (burisd a 1idttle,

you have o look herd) =mt but

vigivly #s well as by feeling 2z well nd
thet palpsble 2enEe. ..

the entine =tmorphere iF just routine
not=cares It's @ pmell top. [he smoll of
g tpEtd full of eoumubers.




e only remeon 1 have fo suspost
that the brakes have failed

is that we don't seen to

be slowing down at sll.

Hut noltedy mikes B move oT

avan thinks houv i, nobedy werries
oy knowa Sooworry oroares fo Xm
pow. az dhe et gurve ia

aboat to render & 1itlle testielass-

Me shuider of turbulenec

wrloee me up from & business

clapa not=sle: p. We are going
down, it appears. 1 look eround

st the passengers. Several of my
collesgues and others alike are
81111 =sleeping. One ig locoking out
down =t fhe moon on ihe st

Some tirelessly are tapring on
keyhosrds or keypeds oy touchs
thingies and several others liawve
thein syse - closed and @&

forked wire terminating in an
artirest of nore ftonch-zensitive
operandsssss

& pretiy stewardels faps me bOn

njy shoulder and agks 1f I'd like
anything a beverage perhapn to
drinke I pek her aren's wo

rodng down @yl she BRys yog

gir of couree bul no need fop

an elarm isa"h thia what you
signed ur for? Feybe It's jJuet
fiight sickness, I'll be beck ir &
moment sir with & chamomile for you,
Juet you reldx.

I nectle beck down as best I omm
and thindke IY11 not sleep %ill she getis

Daake e e




I #lze wp dn the ool of a trisk cabin
gn the driver's bed for wli>» his
uppers run out.

Bverything's kind of vibratine as

the two-trailer load is j-okknifing
and fish-tailing behing us. I hang

oy arms and head over the baecl

of the middlex soats I look

left to my hitching companion.

lie aays, "Oh, rested up now?"

I g4y no "I'1ll swap with you

in sn hour." I look right to the
driver. "How ar you holding up; man?"
"I'm doing okky." He takes one hand
off the jumping steerimg wheel

and reaches behind his seat for a
little resealable of welkey—drink,

I hinge my head swi up dnd out

the windscreen the road is

tryins to deolde at whioh angle i%
wan¥s to come at us.

I go back {o the pillow and zrimy sheets
and burrow into 4he baolk oormer of the
cabine.

Walte me: up 4n an hour

I wike wp in my bed.

I put on my clothes it's mornifg
and go down %o breakfast.

I look at the people. Ons ie
gulping down some kind of packeged
sugar. I guess he's got somewhere
to go. The other is putting a

bowl or a plate in front of me and
beaming through steam rising off
oven baked toast. I tousle

Iiis heir end cup her gheek and chin
and open the door and o oud
through the fence into the world




whare I look at the pesple who
perceptibly ahow not the tinieat

bit

of Tear for their impending

tragedy. They are looking with the
utmost disinterest =t their life
berreling on towards them and by

and it's only with the greatset

affort that you ecan diglinmuish

that tiny glint of panic in thein eyes.

It's

buriad a litdtle; you heve to

lodgk hard. Well T Hedl = bues and

the
the
=nd
and

driver winlks at me and closes

door

I fing 4 seat

plug in 2 forked mabls terminsting in

oriefoane

=wd

look out zlazy eyed through the dirty

opridgue: Findow
sitth sveEry disinterset

anid
angd
hag
and,
and
‘and

I cun feel my glint enbering away

the grayman ccrosa from me

eyes of almosti-ash

the kide are & bit nervous

their bright eyes are always shifting
mothers who've lent a little brightness

in thelr fime

and
for
and
anﬁ
and
and
ot

jplly fat merd who wink it away graduslly
represehtation's gake

when they =11 get up

some ne's punctired the brake line

out tho cable

they're all throwing their syes away

the windows in fezxrver I

turn my head to look &t the old man
and he winks: to me hig last

and
it.
sead

he is glad that I have taicen
I nm glad I gaught: the right bue
suidet the slamor I menage to cross

the aisle







