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NEWSREEL #1

BERLIN

discovery of a live coelacalfth. 

extinct for 50,000,000 yrs. 

presently

chairman of the german republic.

excerpts from bogart’s diary #1-37

huston decided to hold a costume ball before we began shooting the falcon . we call john the ambassador of dreams eyes in envelopes, umbrella prays for rain (so she won’t feel so useless) . bullet proof ears. he cannot hear death—he only knows it by smell he met each guest at the door. dressed up as fatty arbuckle & holding a jar filled with oysters anyone know i asked. the ambassador winked winked & sprinkled stardust on each of us as we entered while singing WHEN YOU WISH UPON A STAR MAKES NO DIFFER​ENCE WHO YOU ARE. i was dressed up as the invisible man . no one noticed ... sydney stayed close to the bar or was it the reverse . he looked like the election returns . he said he was disguised as mt. everest . several young starlettes were clustered like small villages around his feet. one was wearing skis and reciting the koran . backwards . another wore two tablets and a long beard that began below the waist ... mouth open oven a creampuff danced around the room looking for horny dps especially tall first lieutenants from toronto who read ts eliot. jeffery longstreet said he had a cake for her throat. unleavened, bruised, and circumcised... lorre sat at the piano playin’ popular tunes with a german accent. dressed up as hitler’s bitch in heat. his tail kept falling off. the great dictator received his instructions from his dog . the bitch would open her mouth and hitler would bark ... the apaches are waiting at the edge of the desert waiting for the storm to pass . dying of tb . & learning how to square dance ... cattle lena in a tux. practicing her courses. digging a plot in her pocket. spitting out cigars. & pinching any ass that grazes by... a pageant of people bursting with beginnings . yankee optimism . parmenides was right we never leave the beginnings, unless you put up your wrist and slash for per​mission to leave . there is only this solid mass of oneness . we are like creatures, extinct, & frozen in me NOW ... why do i always feel like i’m sitting on the edge of the world spit​ting seeds into the emptiness, flushing the nothingness out of my soul ... two colored girls showed up. or was it a costume . everyone gathered around to see them make love in the potato salad. i spent some time in a closet with one of them . she had eyes like a cathedral. i felt like st. francis begging on the front steps for one chance to light a small red candle. i told her she was very tight. she said she felt claustrophobic . being colored is like living in a box. all white women should be blind, peeling off her skin she placed it on a hanger. that i could hardly control ... someone handed me a manhattan. i finished a cigarette and flew around the room , solo. i was hoping that it wouldn’t rain. i asked if everyone would mind cease burning their words until i could clear up this mystery. i ran into sydney who was rehearsing as a zeppelin in a bath tub. he asked me to leave . he already had some passengers . easy flo said that she now understood . everything i promised had been part of some plan . to lay her out like an airport and then land… laughing from the chandeliers tequila dorothy in feathers that fell off like snow swung above the drifts of faces. raymond the parrot told her to be careful . someone else screamed — melt ... is there any alternative to feeling haunted . a little kid staring out through dusty windows, broken glass on the floors . mice in the rafters . eaves troughs filled with tears. perhaps it is my work . am i nothing more than a series of poses. movement is the illusion they love. i am the offspring of magic and mechanics . cameras have cataracts. they see only what they wish to see ... is god some machine projecting home movies in his basement. he is in almost every shot. boring us with the details . all i want to know is, if i slept with you would it make any difference ... i feel layered. schizophrenia is an oversimplification . consciousness is not the census taker asking em​barrassing questions about your health & the brand of toothpaste you wear. conscious​ness is a series of skins . i am the latest skin . the snake is crawling back toward paradise

another cigarette ... another drink ... who is this woman leaning on my arm dressed up as robespierre . she says leave everything to me . i have sharpened my teeth. the basket is ready for your disbelief ... i hardly know how to love . only the innocent can love. the rest of us are just flushing out our hearts ... a guy called trotsky served champagne. said the revolution was a mistake. people’s stomachs were bored . there was nothing for them to do ... beyond all this negativity i keep looking and smiling . smiling has become a task. my agent says that when i laugh on the screen it looks contrived . he wants to have my grin lifted ... people swallow answers like pills . kills the pain for a while . once in a crowd of fans i was almost swallowed whole ... all i want is flesh between my teeth. fingernails tracing the veins in my vanity. something fragile and warm . a dress thrown over a chair. legs wrapped around my spine . feel the darkness sleeping beside me ... is comfort all we are to each other... a child star dressed up as a fire hydrant showed up with her mother. the mother was bela lugosi . huston said that he was offered the kid spread eagled for the weekend if he could find room for her in the falcon . said the mother had a bunker between her legs. louie said it was a machine gun nest ... mary asked if i read the script . one scene was being cut. censorship . would i like to shoot it privately.., dash showed up. a head like a silver porcupine, he was not in costume . all he talks about is the war. hitler is the devil’s fallen angel . acting ,he remarked ,was protracted suicide. burying yourself six feet beneath someone else’s dream ... does anyone still believe in the self ... i remember the first time i gave up myself. she was a big girl . i was seventeen, said i was a saint as i knelt down beside her. i could not stop praying ... someone asked me to dance. my feet ran away...

NEWSREEL #2

NEW YORK

harvest moon

dancing contest

20,000 spectators watch

dancers become

floors
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the falcon

1539

the white knights                                  of TEMP[ARS

paid tribute to charles v                        of SPAIN

by sending him a golden falcon

filled with

roses kissed in flames.

lilacs ,the breath of spring fix’d.

violets frightened into jewels.

the bird never reached the target

for which

it had been given flight.

but disappeared

through the palms

of the negro pirates                            of MOONLIGHT.

spade meets brigid

seeing her once was like seeing her again. 

nothing of much use came out of her mouth. 

eyes emptied of tears were instantly refilled. 

held her hands where the generations feed. 

acted so ashamed to be in such need. 

everything was against her.

i took the case –

one should never argue with dough.

cairo steps into spade’s office

smile lisp’d 

voice          arrogant servitude

eyes pleading for the last rites 

face crawling with expression

                      like an overturned moon 

spade stared at the little man 

as if he were staring into nothingness. 

raised his hand.

lowered cairo gently 

                into unconsciousness.

spade meets the fatman

smile slash’d spade’s face.

laughter gargled through the fatman’s

                                              mouth.

“the black bird 

fills the heart with need, 

buries young boys under dead leaves, 

molests virgins in naked sleep, 

shakes the voice that soothes the soul, 

is the world spent, the word mute, 

time stilled and waiting…”

outside there was a crash

                     both men turned.

the door flew open.

the wind fell inside.

spade looks for the missing bills

brigid’s eyes dropped dress up over

her head.

slip curl’d round her feet.

breasts parolled ripp’d off panties 

peel’doffskin.

yank’d out lungs kidneys liver.

plopped on the vanity beside the Johnson & Johnson. 

with her heart squirming in his fingers

spade grinn’d “sorry...

                                     sweetheart.”

spade buys time

rolling a cigarette

tobacco laughed between spade’s fingers.

“i ain’t going to be the chair’s next lover.

we need a fall guy

someone the cops can show some affection for.”

the fatman laughed

      cairo giggled

            brigid stared at sam

     wilmer’s smile

fell face down on the floor.

the black bird is captured

the fatman leaned over the table 

took a knife to the bird 

shaved its feathers

an awful screech scraped the air.

cairo squealed
hands smothered his mouth
brigid cried
hands buried her ears

the fatman could not believe his eyes. 

the falcon began to bleed.

spade gives up brigid

can’t trust you

                       ‘ve already ruined my sleep 

might forget you killed my partner, 

it could have been me.

all i think about is you 

alone.  which you’d never be. 

your lust scares me

         keeps driving me back into your hole.

the only time i feel safe with your smile 

is when

it’s in a photograph.

you’ll like the electric chair. 

good for your posture.

it isn’t cushioned
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NEWSREEL #3

CORNELL MEDICAL COLLEGE

research proves

everyone has the same

sensitivity to pain

except

the face on TIME. 

and those amongst us who are forced to face the truth.

NEWSREEL #4

DALLAS

grade school children set up

                                  own court

to try violations of playground rules.

                                 disbanded

after they hung a kid 

who claimed 

he could swallow

                            clouds.

NEWSREEL #5

WASHINGTON

upsurge in american 

murder, rape ,aggravated assault. 

no reports of crime in europe

                since the invention

of war.

NEWSREEL#6

CHUNGKING

               panic in an

air raid shelter.

4000 suffocate.

a woman had stopped 

                   to sneeze.
excerpts from bogart’s diary #81-112

i wish i didn’t think so loud . thoughts thundering in my head . grey skies over water white teeth. damn’d hangover, rippling bed washes up and recedes from my feet. ceiling crashes down. midday cruel sunlight, clock snores. roaches crawling across the floor. history has been stunned by the twentieth century ... cat lays furled around a bed post. dreaming of smoking squirrels. stretching long green elepants . clicking alligator shoes. together like fred astaire ... a gathered face like a cloud, dripping through fingers ... vulgar virgin bubbles swarm up around the face to the water’s lips like curious minnows . shed their cover, kissing the stale air with butterfly wings ... what did she look like . i can’t see her face . all i remember is the smell under my fingernails. she took my mouth & then she took my speech. i blew the english language into her solitude ... lifting a grin . gritting my teeth . three missing . eight cavities . by the time my face reaches fifty it’s going to look like a drain . a dentist friend said my smile looked like new york city. all i need is a few bridges. my hair is retreating . should i sound the alarm. i’ve got to quit facing into the wind

OH GOD—the mirror scolded . look it mirror, would you consider taking a bribe ... like a goldfish a face swims around in a glass of gin . i don’t want to drown in some alley & be buried in a newspaper. i lathered my face with hand soap. i wonder if santa claus started this way... once i snuck into a theatre. everyone was talking. the film was like the landscape john wayne fell into the vanishing point. someone laughed—its about time that bugger learned his address ... reminded to buy more life insurance, who do i make the beneficiary. my father perhaps. ran out on us when i was only ten. could not afford flowers at his funeral ... climbing up into a chair i poured the last of the orange juice. the sunlight stuck to my tongue and the roof of my mouth. my eyes felt like stars ... why did she leave. i’m sure we could have convinced her husband to decay. i thought we had just begun . she said i made her feel like a princess. i laughed and said that’s very corny until i discovered that someone had stolen my crown ... arthur murray waits at the bus stop. he does a great impression of sheer exhaustion. throats ripping. tonsils quivering spastically. tongue gasping for breath, flipping around on the asphalt ... the radio weeps. some girl poured her brains over a pile of stones after leaping off the last d in hollywood​land. her friends said that all she talked about was glow worms & fire flies & death. is this my secret lover. death is inhuman . it is also natural ... sabu still drags his elephants down hollywood boulevaard ... throbs become hours ... hollywood is surreel . the morning papers are always delivered a day early. it never rains. we are psychological camels, we have two humps (pillows) and a couch. from his earliest childhood everyone learns to spit and chew gum . everyone wears gloves on their hearts. hindsight is replaceable. mistakes are never made, they are abandoned. & no one has anything charitable to say about soren kierkegaard and his magic moment ... my head feels like a cock’d pistle (a dandelion) . going to blow itself off ... sometimes i wish a truck would pass over my chest. there are still bandits in the foothills . there are still lovers chasing each other through trees . there are still birds that sing black face on one knee . there are still corner stores & golden whores (women who smoke in abandoned lots), pot bellied uncles & broken ashtrays & waves upon waves of smiles between legs . there are still actresses with barbells for cheeks & garbagemen who wear tights & quote the inferno in their sleep. i was requisitioned to my parents after the war. in the surplus of refugees on a first come first serve basis, everyone had it in for each other. war virgins pumped up like balloons. peace was like a carnival ... people die of heart attacks because their hearts are bored. boredom keeps us sane . madmen are immortal . i want to grow crazy... people walking around in stolen bones. mad basturds in arrogant machines ... eliot was wrong. prufrock is wrong . how else could he excuse his blindness . we are all here together, alone. never recognize my eyes except in case of danger ... i threw a thousand mirrors into the void . they floated downwards like flurries, there was nothing to see ... conversations breeding small thoughts that plague the silence like flies. dialogue—a series of directions on how to prepare for death ... i’ve heard it so often i don’t recognize the beauty in my own name. is bogart my real name ... music came over the radio. i felt like dancing. could have floated across the room . my feet would not have bruised the floor, no partner could be found. i went outside & held hands with the moon

NEWSREEL #7

BERLIN

after the fall of paris 

germany joins the fashion race 

modeling a new line 

of jewish women and children.
NEWSREEL #8

ST. NAZAIRE, FRANCE

british liner lancastria

                   rolls over

hundreds clung desperately

                  to its sides.

          like

a rock rolled over

                covered with slugs.

NEWSREEL #9

CHICAGO

small spotlight attached

              to the barrel of police revolvers

              to hunt criminals in the dark.

after 50 ft.

the bullet is on its own.

NEWSREEL #10

SAO PAOLO, BRAZIL

new coffee plant

                    bred

that grows throwaway

                            plastic

                               coffee

                                    cups.

NEWSREEL #11

british farmers 

ploughing at night. 

british crops 

growing at night. 

during the war 

daylight

puts everyone to sleep.
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brigid

groaning and gruntin’

rising up

tucking someone inside.

how many is that.

who can remember a face.

i want to look splendid

when life has ended.

i’m going to enter a convent

and place the son of god


between my legs.

the fatman

earned each pound.

the first shilling hanging from  his chin

every crime committed has passed


through his mouth.


he’s always hungry.

smiles


teeth in a frenzy.

‘swallow your heart.

spit out


your conscience.

it’s only indigestion.’

cairo

parachute nibbling on shadows.

curator of chaos.

reading the riot act in his head.

rented grin.

voice that aches

loves to sit in the park


and watch the night

suck the light out of the day.

wilmer

sits on a bench


quarelling with the silence

in a park.

carries his dreams in a watch

tried to grow a moustache once.


it hurt too much.

watches the afternoon


creep away.

feels the rod making love


to his pocket. insanity


is a box without corners.

darkness polishes


his shoes.

feeds the pigeons

to each other.

polhaus

what to do with time.

bludgeoned by boredom.

thoughts like smoke in a fog.

voice that whines like a phonograph.

head hanging between 2 ears


heart pumps

making sure the body stays aroused.

i feel like an ongoing investigation


into indifference.
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NEWSREEL #12

NARCOSIS therapy for schizo


prenia

use narcotic drugs to per


suade

the patient to sleep.


with an overdose

complete recovery guaranteed.

NEWSREEL #13
logical positivists close their ranks.

new thomists increase scholastic fire.

naturalists & pragmatists under dewey


continue to march.

all kierkegaardians

place in internment camps.

reasons UNKNOWN.

NEWSREEL #14

FRANCE

bodies and parts of bo dies

littered the beach.

eyes startled   open mouths


disbelief

gulls landed        stealing thoughts


waves rolled in 
and out

rubbing salt in their wounds.

Excerpts from bogart’s diary # 113-141

playground sounds . kids’ boots and soft muck. balloons filled with their squeals. children’s peasant smiles glittering like a rich man’s pocket. feet numbing the sky’s floor irt some antique dance. brutal honesty. young girl’s knees bruised and bony and so perfectly unaware, caterpillars filling our lungs. butterflies cluttering up the Xrays. i want to scream out. all the words are being held for ransom .these killers are not nervous . they have been put here by god for us ... railroad engine boxcar boxcar boxcar caboooooooose ... the table screams . coffee spilt, rage is a tongue of rising steam. cleaned off the table top with a rag that had a picture of some maniac’s face tattooed, his kisses were left all over the place ... when i looked up again the kids had changed into large black birds plucking bread crumb eyes out of the dust ... the sky is deep and blood shot, a long beach of skipping stones waiting for contestants, there is a new horizon in the sky. a second shore between the dusk and the afternoon mist. where the seagulls crawl like spiders . where the factories’ heat gathers and pants . where the stars are boarded up. where day and night wink and pretend to be different. where the skin of illusion maintains our state of despair and wonder. and small clouds wait, parked like volkswagons . and the distance wiggles at the beginning of our blindness, and soren kierkegaard like a tour guide leans against an old flying tiger. smiling and collecting rubber bands ... my grandfather just died . the telegram reads—DEAD ... he passed on during his sleep.dreaming about riding some horse or laying in my grandmother’s arms. i think life blew him up ... i remember the sunlight licking the backs of the horses . work horses pulling the buckboard with me and the old man aboard . pulling us out of the thick morning air. the fields were lime green . the ditches, arteries filled with red mud. emptying into a river about three feet down . the old man said it was a sure sign that the winter had been beaten back once again . the sun shone through everything like it was passing through stained glass . grandpa’s face danced across the sun’s ... grandpa still woke up at night with the war in his eyes .you’d think, he told me, that when lee and grant had signed their names the war would have ended. i should have gone to canada and lived like a man ... daddy. the war has finally ceased ... grandpa belonged to the world like the sun belonged, like the earth belonged, and the moon waited . he didn’t need to be loved ... it is very unsettling, this obsession with the past. thinking about the women you held or should have been sheltered by. is this what is meant by decay. is it all sentimental slop . something made up. a buffer. against what, a B movie seen so often one doesn’t notice they’ve changed the ending ... we are like tightrope walkers . neither end of the line is visible . for some reason it is impossible to fall off... i can no longer watch my films . the creature on the screen is becoming too familiar, he seems more real than me. i believe i may be the first. the messiah of illusion . the worship of the shadow... i feel as if my insides had long ago fallen into ruin, dried up. my body moves like a robot. bohemian for slave english for celebrity . every gesture, every word, every smile has rehearsed, imitated, planned . the robot as hero ... smoke is their dreams poured into me. i am coughing . my lungs are raw with their hope ... why does everything seem pressing when it is written down . black ink rises like cliffs from the page .you want to jump off ... where is the new idea that will shatter the mold ... drifting off to sleep after sex one idea came to mind . it broke me up. my laughter was shattered across the room. she aked me what was the matter. i plucked the tears off her eyes . your sadness, i said, ‘eclipsed the answer...

NEWSREEL #15

OAKVILLE, CANADA

a woman sat down to



defecate.

what she began


she could not end.

longest turd in recorded history.

our newsreel crew edited



it down

to a few brief inches.

NEWSREEL #16

CHELSEA

aluminum collected       war production

not enough time



to melt it all down.

kitchen sinks seen



defending the skies over britain.

oh    britannia.

NEWSREEL #17

PARIS

Adolf Hitler inspects the crypt

Of napoleon

Remarking – 

Are you sure he isn’t just asleep.
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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.

[image: image8.jpg]




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.
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NEWSREEL #26

CANTON, MISS.

black j. rodgers


lynched

by a white mob for

non payment of rent


in a house


where 

he had never slept.

NEWSREEL #27

CHICAGO

ann sheridan


mascot of


american legion



hospitalized.

too much petting


& the fetching

of sticks.

NEWSREEL #28

MUNICH

assassination attempt on 


a hitler



fails

you can’t kill the dead.

the final excerpts from bogart’s diary

I am going to stick out my tongue at the colonies of ideas, like a danish brat i demand my moment. i shall wreck my rod. new noahs. aardvarks. let us give our canes wings . put on our top hats.and soft shoe across oblivion on long slender astaires. let us swallow tokyo and spit out saskatoon . my fingers will rise up and crawl out through the sewer grates of vienna . let us stretch our egos across tennis courts, let us leap over the net and make love in mid-air, it is time to forget how to be ourselves, living is so easy. we must either be very stupid creatures or very holy to make such a mess, let us barely touch each others parts. it is time to sleep . to roll over and play dead. for a while ... why do i fall into these frenzies of hope and celebration . (the mischief of the imagination ) . why can’t i accept the inevitable, the prescribed, give me the faith in this new religion of resignation let me join the dancers of the compost ... always thought i’d live forever, how can one think of oneself as mortal, finite, used up. it all goes by so quickly. old age is always a surprise ... i see these young women rising out of the dust and fucking everything that moves . so afraid that their toes might take root. grabbing brief moments of ecstacy and dread . and then demanding more . there must be more ... i can feel my chest shaking. suddenly my body wants to gather around my ankles ... i am a sap. a sentimental fool. i’m in love with a woman can’t have. my ears are aching for her voice .she has more love than her husband can swallow, she gives me what he doesn’t take. i get so fat my clothes don’t fit, the wife is mine ... corpses . abandoned cars. rusty rail lines, vacant homes, burnt out planets . scenes on the cutting room floor, old skins we wore ... i am a man who never trusted a woman and fell in love with every woman he met ... at night sometimes i lay out on the lawn, staring into the sky. i must get off this planet. damn gravity, what if the universe is just another planet you cannot leave ... stare long enough and eventually you will see the back of your head. pray that your head doesn’t turn around and introduce itself ... i can feel your breath on my finger tips ... in all this darkness i feel like a black sun ... yesterday i took peter’s car out for a drive. i drove as fast as i could. was sure that eventually everything would stop. i would rise out of the machine and be delivered through some woman’s womb ... why am i so afraid . i can hardly stop my hand from trembling to light this last cigarette ... is the world so terrible or is it that i resent having to depart ... suddenly there was a garden .she rose out of the dew. a black brigid o’shaughessy. tears dripping from her thighs. violets crawling through her fingers. feathers on her eyes. she spread an angel’s smile. i rose up into the night sky and disappeared in the moonlight

NEWSREEL #29

BOXING

two ton tony



galento lifts

canvas to the brown bomber’s jaw.

louis got mad.


removed galento

from his senses


in the eighth.

NEWSREEL #30

TIBET

authentic reincarnation

dalai lama discovered.


6 yr. old brat.

dethroned


after he predicted

that mushrooms would soon



rule the garden.
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PART ONE

— it just happens . thats all . not too mysterious . one moment you’re breathing. the next moment you’re ... not. i became a bit suspicious when this jewish looking old man put a scarf around his neck and began to speak latin over me. he had a pair of sunglasses in his shirt pocket. they looked like they’d been murdered. i tried to move . to get up . to make some sort of gesture . my tongue crawled around in my mouth and hid in my nose

everything starts to unravel, parts of your life pass through your consciousness . not

always things that are very important . a car wheel through a puddle of mud . the way a match bursts into flame. thumbs plunging into an orange. there is no chronological

order to anything . yesterdays breakfast could be followed by one’s first wet dream or last summer’s sun burn . and sometimes the images are jumbled. in one sequence i was

waiting for a taxi and ended up in bed with a buick ... its as if your life was all on film passing through a projector that does not illuminate one’s history but eats it

— it took six weeks to film the black bird, most of the footage was shot in a large

warehouse in east los angeles . the warehouse used to store old airplane parts . when we first arrived there were still hundreds of wings piled up against the walls. peter’s eyes

exploded at the sight of all those wings . he fell on his knees and began to confess.

reminded him of his childhood . him and a pal used to collect butterfly wings . they’d rip the wings off their prisoners and leave the torsos to squirm in the dust. nature’s revenge~ peter cried . one of the guys working on the set said peter should be put away. the fella beside him replied~ they already have . he’s an actor... spade’s office was resurrected out of the old furnace room . no one was sure why there was a furnace room in a warehouse in southern california. perhaps it dated back to some previous age. before the earth lost its balance and fell off its sanity. that was huston’s guess . lorre asked if this event

happened before or after demille ... the prop men dragged in bags of dust.the windows, the venetian blinds, the desk, the floor — everything had to look dishevelled, pixie dust huston called it. i put my fingers on spade’s desk. i wondered if he was asleep. and.was he dreaming of us . a prop man yelled at me . don’t wake up the dreamer ... like i say, it took about six weeks to do the actual shooting . it was all one long joke . we never

thought the damn thing would be a success. we were all chained to long term contracts and this was one of the pieces we had to get into the can . the scenes between me and greenstreet had to be shot several times because neither one of us could keep a straight face

—dash sat behind the cameras, chewing on his cigar, speaking seldom. he was always reading newspapers, especially the times of london .seemed odd to all of us that anyone would be interested in reading news that was already a week old . told me that history would end when everything in the world happened at the same time ... i think dash 

enjoyed his self appointed role as the brooding prophet. life existed on earth for the rocking chair joys of a few old men scattered throughout the planet, chewing on various brands of tobacco, worshipping the ironies that are decaying in their laps ... once asked dash how he thought things were progressing his eyes ran through me like fear. did you know that there is a mad man in berlin who is hanging angels from clouds. i was referring to the movie, i replied. just another damn detective story, he said, and then like a canadian poet—he smiled

· between takes tried to do some reading . became absorbed in KARL VON CLAUSE​WITZ’S WAR , POLITICS,AND POWER . lorre gave me the book. said that many of his friends in the old county were reading it . interesting enough . but what did it have to do with my life, it was like reading poetry... mary said it was all a very clever metaphor for the war between the sexes. all of life, all of history, everything comes down to sex, down to the struggle between men and women, everything else is a lie, man is the only animal who has his sexual organs between his ears . when mary got angry like this her chest would expand. i couldn’t keep my eyes off her blouse. i wanted to undo the buttons. ambition made my trousers tight ... when mary saw this she blushed, turned, and walked away. its impossible to have an intelligent conversation with a man ... there was no particular order in the shooting during the film, for example, all the scenes that were supposed to take place in spade’s office were shot at the same time. complete chaos. wasn’t until all the shooting on the film had been completed that i got a chance to read THE MALTESE FALCON . but during the filming i was completely blind, didn’t seem to be much of a handicap. for all i knew spade could have been knocked off early in the shooting although i doubted it. the size of my pay cheque gave me some comfort. isn’t that the rich man’s arrogance. death is the seed of democracy... through the weeks of work greenstreet kept asking what the black bird was supposed to signify. syd demanded motivation . all those years on the stage i suppose . huston shook his head. laughing . read your lines just read your lines. there had to be something behind it, syd insisted. only lazy minds or those of tyrants relied on the irrational . god, i had no idea what the black bird was supposed to signify. perhaps death, i suggested sheepishly. my god, greenstreet replied ,you’re so damn melodramatic .you think these characters are seeking out their own demise. are you suggesting that evil seeks out death, that it is evil’s only logical ambition. that the bird represents a kind of death wish . come, come, my dear fellow. i stuck a cigarette in my mouth and lit it up. a pause to make it appear as if i was thinking . actually i didn’t have a single thought in my head . absolutely absurd. absolutely absurd, syd chuckled. he turned away and headed toward mary’s dressing room. i blew smoke rings that circled like halos over greenstreet’s retreating head…

— there’s a lot of boredom when you’re making a film . the mind wanders, grasping for some fixed object upon which it can land . you tend to analyze what you’re doing. maybe it keeps you from going crazy or quitting the business and doing something useful with your life ... i’ve always been fascinated by the chaotic way in which a film is made . when you see the final product in the theatre it always looks so simple . the audience in its naiveté sees only the obvious . they don’t see the magic ... i have an architect’s curiosity about things. always wonder what keeps things up, or apart, or together. when was a kid i wanted to rip off my skin to see if there was really something inside. patterns, structures, the order of things . these were the fuels of my bored mind. mentioned this interest to dash one morning before we began to work. called me a latent fascist. i changed the topic of conversation as quickly as possible. what do you think of reincarnation, i asked . dash replied. i once had a dream of a former life. in it I was being seduced by a shepherd

—i’m not sure what you mean. as a child I used to sleep with my grandfather in a very small room sometimes would wake up startled. i would forget who i was or where i was. the first thing i would see was my grandfather’s shrunken face . for a brief moment i would think he was me

— death suppose. yes, I thought a lot about death. it was like the horizon i lived against. but now, now that I am dead i must confess that it’s a big disappointment . what surprises me now is that i was ever alive

— i’m afraid we did a little too much of it. long hours and short tempers eventually lead to the bottle. had to keep an eye on huston. he used to crawl across the rafters in the warehouse and direct us from there. it was quite a dangerous feat after several scotch he said the rafters gave him a better perspective. i think it made him feel like god ... i spent some time in the cutting room. its very disconcerting to see your face all over the floor. shots that weren’t going to be used . wondered how much of life was like that . one of the technicians told me that it was unfortunate we couldn’t edit our lives down to the essentials . why live with boredom, indifferent moments, the mundane, all the inconse​quential material that makes up the mortar of our lives. i’m not so sure about that. perhaps its just as well that things are as they are . most of us could be edited right out of existence

— dash would bless us occasionally with his tit bits as he called them . once he told us to break out of our monolithic masks . quit looking for a first cause , an ultimate reason, some central theme. quit reducing life to two dimensions . at another time he was asked

what he thought of the average man who didn’t contribute much good or evil to the world. dash grinned, where would our supermen be without an audience ... dash could be a real pain in the ass

— its fascinating how life can be made to work in the movies, why do we need this alternative to reality, why do we need things wrapped up, packaged ... I sometimes wonder if god has already edited our lives . spliced the pieces together in some order so that they mean something . to him at least. it seems very cruel to keep the secret to himself

— sometimes i had to get away, escape. i’d drive up the coast, north toward frisco. the coastline of california is very beautiful . although i’ve never been to greece I’ve always imagined that this was how the early greeks saw the sea. i’ve discovered one particular piece of the coast that is very private .water rushes up around your feet . feels like you’re dissolving in the sea. i used to dream a lot about the sea when i was a kid . in the morning i would wake up with sticky thighs and the smell of salt on my hands . i wonder now if all those tales about the sea weren’t really stories about women. i never did learn how to swim

PART TWO

- it was as if we were preparing to be born. lorre walked around in perfect squares, mumbling about the anxieties of the age. astor stood in front of a mirror staring at her lips as they wriggled across the glass. gladys sat in the corner crying, her fingers dripping with discharge ... you have to learn your lines so that they seem unpredictable, spontane​ous . the audience must never realize that the present has been rehearsed . that their gods are the prisoners of a formula, freedom is the illusion that must be created .you must be able to fool everyone, including yourself ... i stared out into a september morning . the leaves would not change complexion . they weren’t even embarrassed by their impo​tence ... there should be a new category in time. i seem to care little about the future .or at least it seems out of control . the past is only partially remembered . and of those memories how many can you trust. and the present. so many things are happening at once i can hardly keep track of them. it is only within this private cell of the self that i seem conscious at all . and all i seem conscious of in this cell is the passion to escape ... and still. still we wait. expecting to be born .through another woman’s arms . to be released from this terrible anxiety into each other’s mouths, we live in an age which believes in the power of the word. and our greatest minds work in their laboratories through the night trying to unleash the energy of the word. to open the word in a lover’s lips .and the word is sesame ... dash said the trouble with most people was that they talked too much ... and sometimes i wake up from my sleep wanting to scream, but i can’t remember what it is i wanted to scream .and the guards of night return and lock me back up inside my cell

- i don’t think film has ever captured mary’s beauty. when she walked into a room your eyes couldn’t help but worship. the camera almost makes her look plain in comparison. i’ve seen her seduce the silence on a crowded set ... the film actually had two endings. in the one we didn’t use spade takes off with brigid, the role mary played. i felt sick to my stomach when huston vetoed that prospect. he said it was much more romantic for a man to reject such perfect beauty. lucky for mankind that huston wasn’t directing the garden of eden . me and greenstreet went out and got hammered that night. i felt like a jilted fifteen year old ... i suppose the character of brigid is the modern equivalent of eve. offering spade her ripe red a-pple ... what interested me was that brigid was so manipu​lative, so cunning . and yet, how old was she . nineteen or twenty.just a kid .you see quite a few of this type along the boulevaard. they’d do anything for a part in a film. heard of one kid who went down on a horse just to play the heroine’s shadow in a western, all her scenes were edited out for general consumption ... dash called them vixens . doesn’t trust them . expects spiders to crawl out of their mouths when they begin to speak ... i’m not sure what they want. to be adored perhaps . that’s what they call love these days. that’s what they think fame offers. they’d sacrifice anything for it . even their self-respect. brigid is like that . self-respect is not something she holds too highly... no, i don’t hate women, but i’m not sure i trust any. sometimes i think we’re two separate beings

- you may have something there . cookie gave everyone the creeps. used to sneak up behind gladys and rub his gun up against her buttocks . wonna die with pleasure, he’d mumble . gladys swore that if she ever got her teeth on it she would rip it off. broke us all up. there are punks like wilmer, the character cookie plays, there are kids like that all over new york. not too many in california . the thugs in l.a. all wear tans and see their

hairdresser twice a week ... i loved bond and whats his name ... ya, that’s right . well i thought they were swell as the flat foots . self-righteous, and irish . and catholic, they

were so damn catholic, real sob’s . ya know, bond wanted to keep his badge ... and i shouldn’t forget to mention lee. god, she’d sue me if i didn’t mention her performance. she was hardly noticeable, the perfect secretary... lorre wasn’t the kind to go on

theorizing about his craft. systems of thought—machines of terror was his usual reaction although once i can remember him suggesting to greenstreet that the fat man should not say his lines, the words should ooze out of his pores ... i did ask peter how he

managed to play such repulsive characters. lorre replied in his characteristic manner, that is of quickly losing and catching his breath as he spoke. the streets of europe are filled

with them . small men afraid of each other. always looking over their shoulders, ducking down dark alleys. scurrying behind closing doors. rummaging through their thoughts for an excuse

- i think you can go too far with this sociology crap. i’m in the business of entertaining, not educating . the consciousness of the masses can stay lowered ... sure spade is a comic book hero. so was achilles . and Hercules. so is god for christ’s sake ... look, what do i care about art. art is the communication of pain. america is beyond pain ... to me ,you put on your makeup, stand in front of the black box. read your lines . and collect your pay

cheque ... what the hell else is there anyway...

PART THREE

- used to dream of being interviewed . a frivolous dream i suppose. but it was one that got me to sleep. one should never underestimate anything that gets you to sleep . to be interviewed . a twentieth century preoccupation . one step beyond the telephone direc​tory. my answers were always filled with witty and delectable remarks. my words had that elegant type face normally restricted to awards or diplomas of merit . and everything followed in an ordered and meaningfully directed pattern, an order so clear and simple even a critic could understand it. and i didn’t meander around and drift off into tangents. each answer stripped off a layer of my soul until the interview reached the essence of my soul . what a glorious moment . of course by this time i was fast asleep ... peter calls reporters vulchers. the scavengers of history. only interested in printing garbage . doesn’t matter what you say. people either misunderstand you, misquote you, or misrepresent you ... i wish sometimes i could conduct my own interview, there wouldn’t be any questions

- there’s a guy down at mgm . coloured fella . strong english accent. sounds like the damn king of england. he’s from one of those islands in the south pacific. runs an elevator, told me once that his father was a cannibal . makes me nervous when he picks his teeth

- europe needs a bully. listening to his voice shout out at them through the barrel of a gun . at least we’re safe from his power in america ... very few of us understand german

- syd and i would take a drive up the coast. greenstreet insists on driving, doesn’t trust my judgment . drives like an old woman. makes me nervous . we always took a couple of bottles of scotch along, helps settle down my stomach . watching the water rush in and out. its energy carrying into the land . warping the earth into small foothills. makes me seasick ... prettiest land i ever layed eyes upon , syd would say. like some vase you’re terrified will fall off its stand and smash . the anxiety becomes so strong you want to smash it yourself ... indian legends say that the first inhabitants of the coast, those who were here before the indians, killed themselves . the indians found their bones all along the seashore . the indians called them kimitzu , which means the loved ones . the bones were found in couples, embracing ... i asked syd if he’d ever been in love, he laughed. his laughter shaking the dead afternoon air. love, love. syd tilted the bottle up in the air as if he were saluting ... so much wasted energy spent on that subject. how many songs. stories . fights . wars . how many terrible poems . think of all those gentle hearts wrecked on love’s rocky shore ... comprendez vous ... syd swallowed a mouthful of scotch . the car swerved from one side of the highway to the other. luckily we were only doing about twenty miles per hour. deadly maidens of the mist. love . swelling of the glands. palpitation of the heart. exercise for the organs . that’s what love is . whiskey will deliver the same sensation .and at a fraction of the cost. a mere fraction . syd took another drink. a car pulled up behind us and began to honk its horn . greenstreet didn’t seem to notice our impatient neighbour. the two backed beast.the poor two backed beast. never seem to get over the feeling we are all alone. love, isn’t it always better remembered than

performed. memory keeps us saluting. syd threw the mouth of the bottle up in the air and reached for it with his own . he swallowed and turned to me. i could never get over that look of disappointment in their eyes . the car swerved . a horn honked. i grabbed the wheel ... there’s a favourite beach of mine, mentioned it before . syd and i would go

skinny dipping up there. when syd jumped into the pacific i figured that six or seven

hundred chinese must have been flooded out of their homes ... tried to get mary to go with us . we both wanted to see that blouse off. she wouldn’t go . said we were too crazy for her, the real reason was that mary didn’t have the time . she had a very active private life ... sometimes though gladys would go with us . she was a great gal .could she drink. the three of us must have looked like quite a sight. mata han meets laurel and hardy. it was all quite innocent, except that when i get drunk i like to whisper into the ears of naked women. i’d go on and on about some woman or wife i couldn’t get off my mind. and gladys would lie there patiently, listening, while syd was shaking with laughter. another woman he’d cry. its always like the first one with you

- i was a cliche, youth in search of identity. always ended up where i began ... one of my motivations for getting into acting . that and laying some pipe ... different roles get you into different skins .saw the world through other eyes. spoke other people’s fears instead of my own. but the makeup came off. and the scenes were cut. and the lines they gave you to read weren’t the words you wanted to speak ... playing at life, we’re all playing at life ... i met a woman once who wasn’t playing. everyone said i should stay away from her, she was dangerous. and mad . and real ... i used to chase skirts. i even collected buttons as souvenirs, kept them in a safety deposit box. in a bank. with time they lost interest ... i guess i’ve always been a reluctant hedonist. i wanted the romance but i never wanted to be the dashing hero. i wanted the heroine but i could never handle the woman ... i daydream a lot. i sometimes think that daydreams are liquid doctoral thesis. the imagination postulating. in one dream a spider dangles in front of my face from some unknown ceiling . rubbing its legs together as if it were going to ask me a question. it never does. i keep waiting for the question. i even propose questions of my own .soon i begin to realize that these questions i am suggesting are a web in which i am becoming imprisoned ... what is it ... there is something i am supposed to say. something someone is supposed

- i really want to survive all of this

PART FOUR

- the storms came out of the north . the cold blooded moon . grandfather said they manufactured winter in canada. it was their chief export. one time he had seen one of their factories . it was built out of crystal tears . the workers were bent over like drifts, the women’s smiles melted in your breath ... clouds would gather very high in the sky. like a huge grey wall. higher and higher with every passing day. my grandfather would go out each morning and curse the sky. shaking his fist. belching like thunder. come on and get it over with, ya bastards. and then one night with a crack,the whole sky tumbled down on us like an avalanche . the old man would start laughing . he’d take his shoes and socks off and go out and dance a jig bare foot in the snow while singing’ god save the king

- my father was a quiet man . thrifty with speech . never wasted a word. sometimes you would notice him staring at you from across the room . his eyes looked frozen. all through my early years i waited for my father to tell me something. the only sound that came out of my parents bedroom was ‘no’ ... my mother was crazy. her moods ranged from an ecstatic joy to a deep depression . when she was in a good mood the whole house seemed to dance, even the squeaks in the floor boards sounded like music .when she became melancholy everyone creeped around. even the cat walked on tip toes.... she warned me not to depend on women for happiness . women only have enough strength to deliver life . they cannot bring you paradise

- i wouldn’t say i fled home. i was ignored. it started at dinner, my plate was always empty... went to live in jersey. with my mother’s younger sister, her husband had passed on . to some other woman ... stayed with my aunt for almost two years . took any work i could get. went to school at night in a church basement ... my aunt enjoyed male company. even mine

- introduced to show business by a stand up comic . one of those characters who used to cushion the time between featured acts. his name was al . al taught me to move. showed me how to take possession of a stage . how to address an audience without mentioning their presence .you must behave at all times as if the audience was invisible and sacred . atheists make rotten actors ... i moved in with al . with my aunt’s encourage​ment . her apartment was quite small . and a local beat cop had gotten into the habit of dropping by to see if everything was okay. once i walked in on them sitting on the couch together. all they were doing was talking. when my aunt’s eyes met mine they were embarrassed . she just remembered that the couch was my bed ... i lived with al until i was nineteen. i had a small part in his act . we’d do a song and dance number. if the booing would die down ... al was good for me. like a big brother. if i had problems, he was always there to listen, if i needed money he would be lucky at cards . he said that life was never sparse. it was almost always too much . we were all gluttons at an orgy looking over our shoulders ... one evening i walked into our flat. al didn’t expect me home . i had told him that i was going to visit my aunt. for reasons i can’t remember i changed my mind. i found al in the drawing room with some stranger. he looked so pathetic looking up at me from his knees . tears in his eyes. his mouth wrapped around some stranger’s shrine ... i took off for a few days. got drunk . slept on rooftops. wondering how many times we had been alone . how many times i wanted to weep in his arms ... when i returned to our flat he’d already left. vanished . i never saw him again. mrs. walter. our neighbour~ said that he’d left the evening before . she gave me an envelope, in it was a note and a few dollars. the money was for rent; the note was for me . al was a terrible handwriter. i couldn’t understand what he’d written . neither could mrs. walter. neither has anyone else who has read the note

- my breakthrough happened with THE PETRIFIED FOREST. sometimes i wish it had never happened . before that break i’d given up on success. i decided i’d grow up instead success retarded that process

- i’ve tried to feel optimistic. i’ve worn that pot of gold smile they plaster on my face at the end of each film. but optimism . i don’t know. it makes you feel like a machine everyone is born before the firing squad . the first word one comes to understand is ‘FIRE’

- never felt alive . not fully alive, always felt as if i was struggling just to catch my next breath . through it all there was something . a movement, it is not something one can describe or fix in an image or a word. but i can never recall when i have not felt it. it is not death, that archimedian point we pass our lives around. it is not despair. not the fear of finding emptiness and stillness at the bottom of our dreams. it is something much more terrifying . a kind of desperation . a terrible desperation ... as a boy i used to lie on my back watching the clouds race by. believing in my own powers i imagined the clouds standing still and the earth spinning furiously below.., in the summer i would push my bare hands and feet against the sky. my mother scolded me. do you want passersby to think i’m raising a looney. i told her i was trying to push the sun away. the summer was too damn hot . days passed on . september approached. and the days got colder ... i had a horse called satan .snow white coat. charcoal brown eyes. my father would not let me ride him. he said satan was too strong and dangerous for me to handle. i paid no attention . when the first snow of november began to fall i climbed aboard the great mares back. i could feel her warmth between my legs and her strength in the reins. when we got away from the farm i gave her a little kick with my heels .she galloped faster and the snow began to fall heavier, it seemed as if every time i gave the horse a nudge the snow fell even thicker. at first i couldn’t see the fences and hedges we were jumping over, soon i couldn’t see a thing . not even the horse. i was blind. i began to laugh and scream. drunk on danger. and then something hit me . when i looked up several men including my father were looking down at me . a branch above them was bleeding. dared not move. i heard one of the men say - is he dead. then they picked me up. through clenched eyes i looked around . satan stood watching us some hundred or so feet away. against the falling snow you could only see her eyes . i was taken home and placed in bed . the doctor came . i could hear my mother’s voice in the next room. i want that animal destroyed . satan was shot the next morning . the shot woke me up. because the ground was hard and because of the amount of snow the horse could not be buried. satan was fed to a fire . i saw the smoke billowing up behind the barn . i remained in bed for several weeks. no one ever spoke of the incident again, whenever i raised the subject i was given a very chilling stare . after a while gave up. then i began to doubt whether the incident had ever happened . whether satan had ever existed ... i have a nightmare. reoccurs occasionally, everything is white . nothing but white . but through this white, there is a feeling of movement

THE END
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