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gladys george

born with bad luck turned good.

almost killed by hot cooking grease


it cleared up her complexion.

bad fall flattened out her face

at the hospital a millionaire took the blame


he married her.

thought she died of suicide

empty aspirin bottle filled with despair

autopsy proved



it was an accident.

she choked on the pills.

peter lorre

a child dubbed in his voice.

stood on his knees to look short.

lived in closets

so that under the lights his eyes would





explode.

paid little girls to teach him 

how to act creepy.

sydney greenstreet

brought up on a stage

until he was big enough




to be one.

diamond rained eyes

gargle pearled laughter

jowls like chandeliers



wealthy women said

his chief attraction was

gravity.

lee patrick

first time her name appeared




on the screen

she

put her eyes back in a purse

climbed out of her seat

to receive the applause 



which didn’t come.

screamed

until she fell off the end




of her breath.

raised the floor to her knees

and gathered the roses



that weren’t there.

mary astor

born

when



the century rolled over covering her knees




gates to some damp and terrible mystery.



rain fell quietly on cottage steps.




cars sprayed water on lovers







in raincoats.



women wore hair on their shoulders.

and men grew older in barbershops.

ward bond

born defending his mother

bit the doctor’s finger




with his gums.

in films always the guy pummeled

by clever worked over remarks.

type cast – paranoic.

against red scare yellow hordes




the enemy within.

stands guards

where america’s leg





ends meet.

john huston

exiled in paradise

a rented sunset
boulevard bungalow

creating



doves sleeping camouflaged in clouds



lilacs whispering aprils sweet kisses



sea over beach pebbles laughing

dreaming up murder



for those afraid of sleep.
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NEWSREEL #18

INDIA

m gandhi advises the british





microphones


‘let hitler


fill your wives with fingerprints


empty out your drawers


lease your children to the sea


pour out your person


but never allow yourselves


to be caught before him on  your knees.’

NEWSREELS #19

SCOTLAND

r hess

a hitler’s right arm lands



seeking peace.

everyone in the world




thinks

he is mad.

NEWSREEL #20

AS MAUNA LOA

famed hawaiian volcano

bursts into newspaper



headlines.

military accuse mother




nature




of being

a japanese agent.

NEWSREEL #21

HOLLYWOOD

‘victory through air power’



walt disney’s war movie.

d duck plays a hitler

m mouse plays churchill

the general staff of both armies




are played by





goofy.

the war zone is disneyland.

excerpts from bogart’s diary  #142-175

i was born in an orphanage. it was most embarassing for my folks. daddy sat there duded up in his sunday best eating popcorn . everyone mentioned that he was a handsome man. except that his head was on backwards . he blamed it on the war. he rented a wheelbarrel. we’ll plant the little squirt between the tulips he said . when the curtains parted, mama screamed - his head’s too big . dady sat there and boo’d ... one of them apologized this morning for telling me the truth. no one should ever bury another beneath so much pain . she wept. i picked the tears up off her cheeks . i can’t stand it when people leave a mess. i washed my hands of the whole affair. she looked offended , sank beneath her eyes and drowned ... there’ll come a day when because we’ll be able to read each other’s minds you won’t be able to separate what you feel from what you think.  gossip will be gathered in museums . wishes will be banned as pollutants . secrets will be hidden in graves . there will be no more true confessions . all of us will be shocked by what we hear. everyone will abandon love, it will seem inconceivable that there is a heart that works and still has any room ... took a woman home lastweek who looked like king kong. i snuck her in the back door. i thought i was crazy until we reached the bed. she told me very modestly that she’d been preparing for just such an occasion all afternoon. flowers on the window sill need watering . hollow dried up shoots reach for the glass. small curl’d hairs of their necks bristling . the rain outside rubs down the pain. within range. outside reality… like a sleep walker i prowl the early morning . everyone seems to have died . postcard bungalows. spanish mansions built like lime fruit cake. the sky is so thick with stars it almost looks like clouds . stir them up with my tongue. a second july 4th. wake up the neighbourhood. a hollow joy. i keep expecting to find her naked underneath a tall palm . quiet - a form of sacred solitude . all i find are garbage cans filled wotj gin bottles. should i wake up the owner and asky who dares to be so useless. please give me some lessons. the garbage men shake my hand. their lips are always easy with jokes. one ends – it doesn’t mean anything darling. i just thought you’d be home late. i couldn’t wait. what if i had used another man… have to be careful this evening. dinner with big ed. his wife eats and eats and eats until ed is passed out  under the table. then she sends out invitations to her bed… i flush the toilet. fucking porcelain. eternity rushes through the sewers. blood pours through pipe dreams… i love the way angel eats bananas. she pulls back its tight freckled skin, shoving it into her mouth and lopping off the head like madame guillotine. there is no rust on her teeth… the scream swells inside. i can’t stand being alone… 18… 17…16… 15… i’m afraid to be with anyone. i can’t tell whether i’m going to  collapse or blow up. all of this pain would be joy if there seemed to be some cause. i can feel time blowing through my hair… sometimes it is like sticking my cock through a hole… followed a woman to her apt. nothing could fill her mouth. someday soon she was going to be the brightest star in the sky. people will look up and grab their knees as tears crisscross and do somersaults down their cheeks. she asked me if i was listening. my ears are always open, i replied . this time they were yawning… fucking is  magic. a gentleman rises up . a woman divides . apple eye opens . worm crawls out. bursts into a rose .sucks in the dampness. dints the fender sky... for my parting words i might offer this small suggestion . don’t look down . because there ain’t no net and there ain’t no floor ... her indelible touch . sunlight in a spoon . waiting to be poured… is this the way it ends. in a drunken stupor hardly able to stand . the anarchy of pleasure. where am i .what time is it. in scenes like this there is always a tap dripping and a cat sitting on a shelf, staring . why must this charade be played to its ultimate conclusion. come out . come out. whereever you are . come out. come out. are you waiting until i can no longer function . i can’t find you . within reality, outside my reach . haven’t i suffered when we were both children you were always there…

NEWSREEL #22

american indians

present

eagle feather bonnet

to j stalin

who wrapped it around his waist

waved his arms




and

tried to fly.

NEWSREEL #23

DETROIT

race riot

whites object to blacks

having new homes

even if it is 



a zoo.

NEWSREEL #24

NEW  YORK

new radical breakthrough



in


air conditioning

ice.

NEWSREEL #25

PALMER PENINSULA

admiral bird addresses

a convention



of snow –

i hope our relations 



always remain

cool.
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bogart’s mother

when

humphrey was born



he was grinning.

his smile was so wide



she was almost split in two.

she began to nurse him



he rolled his own.

she begged him once

not to tell his father

about a slight indigestion



he replied – 

‘i won’t play the sap for you



sister.’

bogart’s dreams I

the morning star floats undetected


in the april



sky


drifting


like



a child’s balloon.

there are strangers aboard.

bogart’s dreams II

artistic photos are



jammed

into a drawer

buried

beneath my clothes.


rush’d off

to work the next morning

not noticing that all i was wearing



was


naked women.

bogart’s dreams III

apt. to let


a lamp turned



dim

a hairy creature sits at a table.

it is a sasquatch


drinking coffee


and


scribbling down lies

about me.

bogart’s dreams IV

a child’s balloon floats undetected


drifting


like



the evening star

in the april sky.

there are enemies below.

Bogart at breakfast

each morning

i wake up

with the sun and



orange



juice

unfold the morning 



paper

check the obituary



column

to see if my name



is listed

to find out if death



and dying

are different.

bogart and the dose

one



beverley hills afternoon



he
showed


up at the hospital

(rumours sleep during the day.


she told him



not to worry.



with stars

disease


turned into gold.)

boggie lowered  his



shorts

for the doctor who pulled out a kodak.

he could not get



it



all in one shot.

bogart and bars

‘hey 
you


don’t look so tough’

a drunk slobbers.

bogart frowns


picks


up a bottle



a chair




someone’s wife


and


introduces


the 


drunk


to


the


floor.


or

bogart apologizes for being something




he is not

and looks for the closest door.

the bogart wives I

eskimo eyes blizzard smile

her skin so white she seldom spoke.

· there must be something deep and lovely

beneath that frozen look.

once he asked her where she had been.

she looked at him



vacantly

listed what had been sold.

he wasn’t listening.


afraid of darkness

dreamed of being frozen in sleep.

always seemed so frightened



closing her eyes


hardly moved

the snow was so deep.

the bogart wives II

words spreading from her mouth



like a rash.

hands fastened to her face.

so nervous on her knees.

why do i always fall in love with strangers.

is it their crutches i long to caress.

is it their mystery

i want to undress.

wiped my face in her secrets

the taste was sour


hair
damp

love soaked through her like rust through metal.

the bogart wives III

writing christmas cards

when her name appeared after mine.

she was wearing nothing

the tree was decorated in her clothes.

dream’d of her so often

her being here in the flesh



seemed like a crime.

the dream was never mine.

divorced me on grounds of mental cruelty.

she asked me to sing.

the only melody i could carry

was a cough.

the bogart wives IV

walked into a room

the mirrors were talking

crowds make me dizzy

i fell inside her skin.


can not stop trembling.

i can’t juggle all these lonely expressions




on my face.

let someone else’s eyes take the beating.

i asked her if she would be the final woman.

she showed me



where all love ends.

no one ever took her place.

Bogart on Hollywood

lawns are littered with stars

OD’d on flattery.

their murderers are playing

bridge on the patio

at night sipping lemonade.

birds are falling out of palm trees

the moon

lays floating face down in the swimming pool.

bogart on religion

i want to force


the sky and the sea to kiss.


meadows to sleep with clouds.

i want to join,


those dreams who kneel down


to reach the stars,


sad eye princesses


and have them calm me down.

i’d like to know


why

i am here before

i am gone.

the death of bogart

the last few weeks

friends changed



back into strangers.

companions closed their chamelion eyes.


first 20th. century face

a cigarette

hanging from a grin

acid joy
that ate through his cynicism.


dead

they found him



handcuffed to his privacy.

the last cigarette


the one that stole his breath

burned down.



ashes that once were lips.

