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FRUSTRATE

Dame Society cavorted

As she clasped joyously
To her murky treast

One more comvention idiot.

Date, she proclaimed it )
An" the yellow=-lock youth
Re-echoel "Date?, weakly
Submitting to form ignorant.

Honest, God-given lust
;ervertecl rigidly
insipid format
er the Good Dame's
embracing, tattered shawl.

Frustrate, sensed he
As finger stroked limpid finger
But suppress he must

Nature's beckon eternal.

For the Good Dame swirked
plailing the shawl
Intoning - '
"Bate... -



SOUL-DRIVEN ENIGMA

My heart reached out

To embrace

But you were not there

You - ethereal you - were not.

How long must the soul
Drenched with sharing thought
Smart alone, confined

In tower ivored isolation?

When will I possess thee
0, Evanescent One? .
When will bosom and mind
Claim thee wholly, completely.

The sheer, resilient thought
Of finite gathering you

- Sustains me, Nourishes

The driven soul.

But haven't I yet
Embraced thee?

- Or

Have I?



ANVIL TONES

Peace, cakled they, and
Good Will bellowed lustily
But hollow the sham

Did din on crushed souls. °

The prince prophecy. glorious
On page engraved

But in disciples' soul

Sham - 1lip mockery.

0, how long must
Circumcised hearts
. Smart under blessures

Chiseled with Christian lo0ve?

Abraham's sires turned

The cheek over and o'er’

Yet butchered the Pius sword
To the anvil-ring:

' "Peace, good-will",

In sepulchrous grave,

The prince, if he be,
Muttered: The words are mine
But thine the hypocrisy.

™



Serenity on Cliff-side

The milk-moon lavished #
a kiss sensuous

upon the lake waters
~and my own.

She

and I

tngethpr, with phhlno hosom

sucked of the f"ull lpipened moments «
- ‘our own.

Serene

the milk-moon

and we. -

~ia



~ ABLAZE

The seas, massive typhooning
crushed pulverized the fetid dust

the heavens cracked under
blazing shattering thunderclap

electricity sparked surged
spewed forth dynamitic fury

the earth was rent, the heavens
burst, the skies rumbled

césmos, a seething cauldron
was enflamed, brewed over

knife glistened, clashed intoxicated
with bristling, bloodened sword

und er spuming sun '
you bared your incadescent skin

you were all the fury
- past aml Future



ROOTED TTERNAL

In my gavden' heart
There blooms ‘a rose
Stalvart, yet delicate,
Fine, yet fulsoms.

~_ Her roots fastea deep

In my gaerden's heart

Apd nourish does shsa

On freshets of my
earthen soul,

.. For mought, foreign vinds
‘Caress her, for my bosou-loam
EZpmesh the rosse=roots
Embracing them for Bterndty.

Jan 33 aq
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. SUMMONS

n \reiled darkneas, have I longed
;Por thee .. _
0 scytheg v ;
Harbingar of sleeping Dea‘l’.h.

In thy soft arms would I rapose
‘Sweetly, t:overing

. My haggerd - ‘self”

- With sul.‘l.en oblivions

CMust T wranglé vith fool ex:lstance

. Tmbfbabing the bard's word
The sage's gem, only for
m.godd'y,cbmnerctal pelfs .

et I wrestle D:Lnnydius

In frenzy Stuporous

Veinly sirugzling againss . 'sreacherous

~ Tides, Dishonest word,orbad
concession oi’ arrogsut tolerance?

Gt "I.éomﬁ_, beclosk me,

-~ Ind all. struggle
All torturous conflict
Singeing my tet?.ereu soul.

Come, 00, thera is no yurpoas
No dirsctiom, no end '
= mot in siarry planet,

" nor on barrsn social. aart.h.

Comey pr:_.thae, nowis’
- but hold...

Faint do I hear the tinkly tread

(¢ Eros, She descehds ppéh me

Her lipe taste my furroved brow

 Her kiss balms my srmguiua braaat;

Yet staj. 0 Scythc,
Pause for momenis singular
thile I taste of [Sros@upples

In her, perhaps, will I find -

solage, partial solution

to Life's sordid complexttiea.

Stays momntar;.ly, Lirger
Yhile I try this once,

For if not in her _

Do I fimé Purpoae,

= Then wherem? a

Should she be the age=sought
Balm to fevered mind
Ther leave me to euckle

W4 once, Brweccad,

ﬂaam will I suimon tnee, 0 Seythe,
But then vhen all .

 'fo Rerdition's lest
- Eros as wellj..

Jea, %, k1



ROOTED, TTERNAL

In roy gatden' heart
There -blooms & rose
Stulwart, yet celicate,
. Fine, yet fulsome.

Her roots fasten deep
In my garcen's heart
And nourish does she
On freshets’ of my
earthen soul.

For nought, foreign winds i
Caress her, for my bosom-lozm
Inmesh the rosse~roots
Imbracing them for Eternity.

Jan 3, "47



'LABYRINTHINE 'HEART

I took my heart in hand
and looked thru it.
Notﬁing-could be seen_

for inflamed, festered tissue_
Envelopt\ad., beveiled 1Ehe

Pumping soul.

With scalpel's shimmering.edge

I incised the veiling,' opaque tissue.
* Thru 'the rent aperture I peered

To f‘af;.hlom the mystery of

Passion, heart, mind.

Probed, I pro:be
And widen the breach did I
But more did I gaze an' géek
Less did I know

Less could I comprehend the maze.

3

Mending temporaly the cut

I placed the torn heart

Within the bosom well

Leaving it to heal with time,

Leaving it till miﬁd could Ipomprf;he!ld

the incised, festering heart.

(conceived wistfully on a

morbid morn sprinkled abundantly

with lurid moonlight...4/6/47)



BLISS ON HIGH

' The warmth of silken night
Vapors into nothingness‘
As heart of my near one

' Exudes affectionful sighs

bestined'fbr me, for me alone.

On high, Gabriel trumpgis jubllantly
Fbr me, for me alone,

'For ip moonlit air i

The sveltness of;bdﬁy melts,

Distills in beloved fingers.

Bat Mot/ for the ‘caress’
Does he exult
The mellowness of trumpet-tones

Herald gloriuus’uhion7 i\ :
_ y B e T
Only union of.%é:;;;;?spirit.

Yea, he doeés exult
_How he does emhrace
Not the corppreal
ﬁqt,me, me alone

But we - we of spirit.



' NAIVE TOUCHES

Guard your reaeh to the grape-bunch,

Naive one.’ ;

 Are they yours...

ee+Singularly yours?

Caundt your musty pupil perceive,
Fbolish one.
See, they nod in the whlstllng wind

Turning to eaeh.whe deign touches.

Your 1ips smack lusciously the nectar
But, silly one, |
Is not saccharine taste equaliy sweet

On tongues of others?

Reach, yes, reach
But think: not thyself
Sole eonno1sseur

Sole luscious tasterae

s

The grape—buneh will be. pluekei

By passerby :
Till hemmed 1n by you- -

If you will but eons:der'hemming,‘

Naive one... -



ABLAZE
The seas, massive typhooning ¢
ecrushed pulverized the fetild dust

, the' heavens cracked under
blazing shattering thunderclap

volcanhes churned festered sorely
spilled over hot furious pustulent lava’

electricity spar&ed surged
spewed forth dynamitic fury

the  earth was rent, the heavens
‘burst, the skies rambled

cosmos, a seething cauldron
was enflamed, brewéd over

under apuming sun
you bared your 1ncandeacent skin

you were all the fury
~ Dpast and Future

June 1947



CMNIPOTENT -

~ You lay in my embrace
and the heavens bowed
to kiss the waters, damp:
: : chloridic kiss .-

The world my beckon obeyed
and the night paused . -
and the dawn was reticent

I was bmnipoyent ?
. and you were my power
' my right to rule

¥Within the;ggaéive mome nt
all nature cowered
as we were one

'~ We were reason, logos, cause
we were space, ages, geography
force, passion

. in wake of our inexplicable

magnitude _ '

all else was residue,

' ' meaningless
impotent



CHARGE

With first cryshing'eﬁbrace
I knew you charge of my
lifeoca ! . ;

You electrified my being, surged
crazedly thru my cdiled eedng
and with A

wild, orgasmic fury

you rushed, welled over my

mind, my thought

You flamed my whirring world
with maddening, frenetic

frenzy you were

. electricity, sparks, biazm fire
you were all that simmers, that
ever w111 sase / d
Without your incandescence, I am
but hulking, lifeless mass .
«sowWith you, I am 1ife itself

Life
vivid mad rushing
" endless '



BLIGHTED MATERNITY

Lost -

Eternally lost?

sucked into the quagmire
pulled down into societal abyss
of flaccid complacency

the tutorial prod is snapped

and clammy familial bonds

invest the once restless ;
yearning mind '

now shackeled soul
- only smothereld smugness?

engirdling, matriarchal arms

lovingly @oing "good only for you"

Lead apace into the yawning, gaping
chasm where the groping light

is now snuffed, now permeated

with horrid stench of litterel souls

Lost, eternally lost

in familial, societal embrace

- "good only for you..."

the dainty sodden word, the tainted smile
commercial chit-chat =~ these

the guideposts, the end

the elan nouveau, maternally—propellei

priciked, needlel mini - swaddled

in other climes - writhes, cringes serpentine
in abortive revolt,..but late,

too late - or lost

Lost eternally?

‘June 1947



MY LIFE

With first crushing emirace
I knew you charge of my
life...

You electrified my being, you

surged crazedly thru my coiled
body and with
wild, orgasmic fury

you rushed, welled over my

. mind, my thought...

You flamed my whirring world
with maddening, frenetic
frenzy.... . «ssyou were
electricity, sparks, fireé

you were all that blazes, .that
- ever Wlll blaze,..

Without your incagescence,_l am

but hulking, lifeless mass

ceewith you, I am life itself
Life, vivid mad rushing
eniless
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NAIVE TOUCHES

. Guard jour réﬁoh to the grape-bunch,
Naive one, | | |
Are they.jﬁﬁrﬂo-f

;..S;ngulaflf yours? -

'Gpnno£ ﬁour mﬁﬁty ﬁupil perceive,

Fbolisﬂ-one. | | - | _
‘See, thqy:nod 1n the whistling wind
,Turning.tq-qabh wvhé deign touches. |

Your 1ips smack lusciously the nectar
But, silly ome, .
Is not saccharine taste equaliy swe6£

‘Op tongues of others?

Reach, yes, reach
But think not thyself
Sole donnqiaséur'

Sole‘lusc;oua taster,

‘The grape-bunch w111 be ‘plucked
"By paa§erhy | | |
'Till_héﬁmed'in by you

If you will but consider hemming,

Naive oOness.



OMNIPOTENT Ieras

You lay in my emhrace
and the heavens bowed

to kiss the'Waters,_damb

chloridic kiss

The world my beckon obeyed
and the night paused
and the dawn was reticent

I was omnipotent -
ad you were my power
my right to rule

) Within the 1mpassive moment
all nature cowered
as we were one

We were reason, logos, cause
w€ Were space, ages, geography
force, passion :

In wake offg;explicable
magnitude, all else
wvas residue, meaningless
impotent



CHAFF OF TIME
(THE FICKLE FURY...)

Hurtling moments
- scurry through the a‘bysses of
BhEm space

you, moment,

most valued gift of ages
I long to share with
~ Whom I thought ohu":lshetl

Palu-wise I held you out

~as a token of esteem, tmust -
you would be in-gathered fiercely
ptreo:lous gem that you are

for 1n embrace, emhbrace of you

and the oherishefl one (I thought) &
you, exquisite moment, become i oy
meaningful timeless eternal ==- '

" but the palm extemnds in vain

and you, gilded woment, are chaff

xf'.epusi:lated by a winﬂ.-blown, directionleas
ury iy :
all past, without future : "

S e‘r\'

L \," IQ"‘T
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NUCLEAR VISION

Gather in, my brothers
For we are at journey's end

Stark, brutal, flashingly sudden
our fate
Under mushroom's dervish
Loosed by addled mind
Crushed down
we
L ] .all

Gather in, my brothers
Noah revisits i
And into the ark-bowels
descend wWe...all
To Arrarat be off

The cycle full-whedl
has turned

And the dove 1s dead.

Gather in, my brothers

gather in

Or is there
a messieh

" February 1948



INHUMANITY PRECIPITATE

It was in the lonelkness of morning
I found the freedom of man
When the cool unhurried breeze
Envelope the undriven mind
When emen the far-distant

sounds of commerce
Are tiny symphonies of pleasant

peace.

When the clock ticks, not as in waking
RBER day
The leisure of calm morning moments

And the newspaper is still abed

And the shriek of hate 1s deathmute
And the scud of inhumanity k& settled
Leaving clear the fluid of man's peace
In the lonelliness of morning

April '48



. BEFORE IUBANITY QAKDS

it was in the lonolinoss of morning

I found the freedon of man

dhen the coal unhurried bresze

finvelops tne undriven mind

<miNdhen oven tho faredistant sounds
of camuecree

ixe ti@ sy 1ohonies of plemsant poace.

“hen the <lock ticks, zot as in we ing day,
Tho leisure of calm morning momeamts

And the newsphper is 0.i1l ebed

and the shriek of hate is deathmute
and the scud of inhumanity has settled
Leaving clesr the fluld of man®s pence
In the loncliness of morning

Jnd 144
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PROPOSAL

For a loaf or brpad ny nand?

Yo, Tor "J;rlos and verandas
acotchas at tvilight

for lov-gslung cerriages

whisking thru fetor of drunken night

and ringlats, and armlets
and noeelets (what say, yrimitive?)

\\no, thegs -- Class, veneer

of inbrad existencs

“ut what of love?

Is not the scul toc temnder

for barter across the board?

Must all 1ife, even the reality of p=ssion,
be welghed, sliced, measured, a»d offered
or the ®lock tc hichest Hiddere?

nave ve sunken low, so abysmally low

An ecoromic w2ls so dntﬂr zined

to dexry the priceless, the unbkarterable
the human element...

é‘

But security, frie
thirk of security.. fis tris roally your vcice?)

thirk OP marninb without =21ics

(1 t:ink of its...s0 vhat?)

thirk of nocn without play

(I think oF it - Bat not in

= ghettos of ths sslect, but

in th= frs= opan placas vhere

MAF 1s tic massure, rnot the HINE)

thizk of evenlugs w.thout drink

(I thirk of %t - liguid ic w=t and .
quenchea nipgrtily from hrooi as from vintage vottle)

txinz of 211 these, friend
Sscurity...




3

";“811-..;3-...-

1 thirkx cf all these ' -
I think og the hollow mock 1la uahtnr

. the -dull insensat= brains -
.ewaddled in cognac fins

I.think of long corseted =veni“€a
in polished stables

I think of all these

anpd more

%ear you, then: :
Gilve a>my bread, crusted but real
ay ’rxply-fTOwing brook

1n éveryman's open places

N

give me these and

2 heart that wills 1ife
A mind $hat wills freedom

@ volee that is lits own

" these are =y security.

‘T

Prnposél-- Juiy 1948 - nage two

7/48



the slumb’ring fold of pillow impressed
the quiet crinkle of sheet reminding
hair strand, ebony
preserved am lingering
softlipp'd whisper predawn ani
corridorlong
the place whers fur rested soft
where foot -psi_ded elegant
| whe re pleasantformed back reclined
these betokened you
you were these = infinite more

but you are not here

- am I long

ever

c(ec r.r,fd--?



SVITCHBOARD BILUES

or=="s0.ethe crown of gicria has gome from our headoes"

Now, © now, that Gloria is geme

‘“hem, o o'er wham, shall all o' us fawn?

Vho will replace that golden wolce=box
L]

Thrilling more even than bagel-and-lex

ho will make now that "Yes, Please?" so ligquid

With Gloria non gome our fate is so wickwed

Eyes that smounldered and a amile s8¢ rutilant

Gloria remains a memory so suoculent

Peter and Shirley and Zdith and Tuthie
and Sanl and Louie and Shalom and Boozie
the bgys in the backroam, the girls in fuchsiz

all sadly larent the wan-golng of Glori = a.ces

april 21, 1950



FRUITY MORAL _

Bob=vhite glided o'er the gandener's fence
70 sate his hungered Mreast :
ith the dangling cherry
Matured by sensuous hreezes.

*Dart and’ pluck . chidetl the voice,
®It is yours. ‘but for taking.

- The fence is mno barrier...

" Dart amd pluck - it is yours,"

But lo, Bob-vhite stayed his flight
And in his pristine sonl murnureds
"It is the- gardener's
‘It is not mine«s.®s

The gardener gazed wistfully, for

. He cared not.

Black. crow glided o'er the ganiener's fence
- To ravage lustfully - ;

‘The dangling, ripened cherry

Bathed in salty dew-mist,

"No voice chided,
NO voiee‘-lrestnained.

Black crovw darted,ani pluckel

With worn beak the fulsome cherry,
"It is not the gardener's," cawed he
It is mine - mineo

The eherry, Black Crow consumed
~Whilst Bob-vhite ever murmured morally
- yet hungrily

Ani the gardener cared not.,



CHAFF. OF TIME
(THE FICEKLE FURY,..)

‘Hurtling moment s
scurry through the abysses of
khE space

you, moment,

most valued gift of ages
I long to share with
whom I thought cherished

Palm-wise I held you out

as a token of esteem, tnusting
you would be in-gathered fiercely
precious gem that you are

for in embrace, embrace of you
and the cherishei one (I thought)
you, exquisite moment, become
meaningful timeless eternal ---

.but the palm extends in vain

and you, gilded moment, are chaff
repudiated by a wind-blown, directionless
fury ' ' :
all past, without future



A LESSON IN PUBLIC RELATIONS

To M, H, T,

The typewriter's going clicketysclack,
Two fingers are pounding a steady hack,
The presses are rolling
‘The deadline is tolling,

And Marc is fit to be tied.

\"Yes Mr, Gellman, No, Mr, May, "
(Gosh, get the heck out of my way)
"I'11 have it ready, don't worry a bit "
(Those guys'll soon see me having a fit.)
At last with his head up, he smiles and then
Turns to his typewriter once agdinm,
But there's only one more thing he must do,
He types"number thirty and his day's work is through.

n. s- z.'
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SHOWERED-EVE

In sacred circle
" they bellowed joyously,
Aimlessly endlessly lavishly

they chortled

" Like bold-breasted robins

they murmured mellow, and

caved they as spirited ravens raucous.

The gossip-worm thru commune beak
sliverel wriggled ani at
its plush pregnant segments they
-jabbed and bit and chewed

to a thick luscious cud satisfying.

- And as the beaks sharpened ) -

to brightness so dull and
c the gossip-worm wriggled
.‘ o'er and.o'er
the feather-capp'd winds light
as their cover
soared high in‘mystic heights
sund er ed everlasfiﬁgly from

bodies' bosom.

This showered-eve was for

_beaks betokened, only beaks.

Juu' l‘i"?



MANEUVEE FOR FEEEDOM

I looked out, far out across the glhzed waters
And sav -vith clear eye
Civilization's freedom-guarantors.
Huge were they, like thclr creators
And their pale drzbness of gray (surely reflective of ‘their
' _ - makers' state)
ose Shone defiently under heaven-sent rays.

Amidst the cordon of freedom's bulvark

Dipped the graceful gull ~

(Surely mot propelled by atom's vqingeful drive)
Untramelled she sosred arnd dipped.

2 %o fears, mo hates, no suspicion
2 Marked her maneuver.
g : Surely ‘as she free ss she flepped her -ing elegant

Baring a ~hite breast, so gllstenln“ vhite
(Surely reflective of her mazker's state).

The sonber, monochromed armada (of certzin technological
perfection) _

Inched a“k*ardly, mechanicsally, sliwving the walers

vhilst the gull flapped heavenvard them (at will's desire).

N _ Glided sylph-like to —ater's surfdce. pausing refreshingly.

: But the pale hulks plodded omerd, ever onvarde.

: In their black cavermous depths, their creators

(once their creators, now their shacKgled serfs)

Moved in order, discirlired in action (and thought?).

f‘m . : . ' Al
Maneuver for freedom did the gisnt zutomatons -
To the clank of hard, beaten chains (symbolical?)
And the gull softly, peacefuily, unrestrainedly winged
" n nature's breeze; hovered o'er man's proucd-creation
Vondering, "Maneuver for freedom?

Deep in her ~hite, fe:thered breast she buried her hesd
e ™ And shed a tear - z saltygbitter emr
. opning it o upon tnese
Memeuvering for freedom.

1/20 /47





