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1

THE RED AND WHITE BOOKSHOP IN OCEAN PARK

I

Red and white awnings,

Flapping in the ocean breeze,

Protect the green and yellow book vendor's cart-

​Your choice for 50 cents

(It used to cost a dime)-​

A main street drag queen sitting in the sun 

Soaking in Santa Monica USA.

Red faded Volkswagens roar on by,

Two children playing on the green carpet floor, 

A rolling book ladder reaches to the sky:

The red and white bookshop in Ocean Park.

II

Red curbs,

Yellow curbs,

Loading zones only.

The nearby surf pounding

Messages, perhaps from someplace yet to come, 

Spent upon a sleeping beach.

Having run upon your ragged edge before,

I know.

We are

Truth seekers,

We are

Passers by,

Browsing on a carpet filled with dreams, 

Reaching for a cover that has no book-​

Your choice for 50 cents

(It used to cost a dime).

Sitting on a street called Main,

A red and white awning marks the spot, 

Browsing at the book store in Ocean Park.

III

It rained this morning,

A passing storm.

Puddles in the street

Reflect the passing cars,

Airplanes in the sky,

Chicano families on their way home from shopping. 

The parking meter ticks.

A green and yellow book vendor's cart.

The red and white book store in Ocean Park.

continues. ..
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IV

My shelves are filled with stories, young and old, 

Of men and women, children bold,

With hopes and dreams of futures past.

No diamonds here behind the glass . . .

Only thee and I . . .

Two dreamers.

I the store and you the shopper;

I the wise one, you the child.

(Neither one is better off you know.)

A red and white awning marks the spot,

Browsing at the bookstore in Ocean Park.

V

No sale

Full sail

Billowing colours.

The wind overhead is speaking of others. 

And here I sit upon this spot.

Please come to my bookstore in Ocean Park.

I will wine you and dine you 

And treat your mind royally. 

I will stay in your heart

Forever and loyally.

Please come to the shop,

And let your head go,

There's so many things I want you to know: 

Of spiders and plants,

Of Fakirs on nails,

Of men on a tightrope,

Of women in jails,

Of leapers and lovers,

Of beggars and tramps;

If you pay me a visit I might even dance.

But then, I'll bet that you'll never come, 

And I'll just sit here in the sun,

My awnings flapping in the breeze,

A sidewalk shop with books that tease. 

And when it's dark I'll be alone,

And lucky you will be at home.
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OCEAN BEACHES AND ALL THAT ROT

I

Dreaming on an ocean beach, 

A captive of the summer sun, 

Eyes closed,

Oil smeared upon my body, 

Sweat dripping in the heat; 

All beaches are the same.

Lying on a crowded Coney Island beach,

Flabby subway travellers abound.

The smell of COPPERTONE and driving conga rhythms fill the air, 

Elegant drag queens strutting past.

Fat Jewish ladies hide beneath their blue and white umbrellas; 

They watch their skinny menches playing tag with the sea, 

Some build castles and watch them crumble.

A macho lifeguard-​

White cream upon his nose-​

Poses on his wooden pedestal

Staring out to sea.

Only a New Yorker would dare to swim in these cruddy waters. 

Passing ships set sail for distant lands.

II

Dreaming on an ocean beach, 

A captive of the summer sun, 

Eyes closed,

Oil smeared upon my body, 

Sweat dripping in the heat; 

All beaches are the same.

Hanging out in LA town,

Beyond the smog,

Beside the sea.

Sunset strollers leaving tracks

Along the shore,

Beneath the piers.

The grey-haired beachcomber waves his magic wand, 

Earphones upon his head:

Electronic sifters of the sand

(Mother, can you spare a dime?).

Black-suited surfers waiting for their wave to come 

(Some children never grow old).

Passing ships set sail for distant lands.

continues . . .
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III

Dreaming on an ocean beach, 

A captive of the summer sun, 

Eyes closed,

Oil smeared upon my body, 

Sweat dripping in the heat; 

All beaches are the same.

Floating

In between this world and that.

Being free with nowhere to go.

Waiting for the seas to open once again. 

Passing ships set sail for distant lands.

5

BLAZING SADDLES

I

Riding into town- 

Guns ablazing.

Riding on a freshly scrubbed,

Green and white,

Bumpety bump,

San Francisco Bus;

"No smoking is allowed"

"Passengers will kindly move to the rear".

Riding up and down these cobbled hills - 

We are travellers

In this fabled city by the sea.

Young and old alike,

Dreaming in a city made of dreams; 

Lurching, rolling,

Stopping, going,

Packed with people​

All are equal.

Make way for the masses,

We're coming into town.

II

Coming into town,

Riding on a bus.

"Passengers will kindly move to the rear".

A strap-hanging trooper,

Glances up from his half-folded Chronical,

And shuffles back.

A well tailored

Business woman,

Paint upon her face,

Sits beside her window​

Reading "Fear of Flying".

(They ought to make a cologne called "9 to 5"

And give out free samples

To all who work within these downtown piles of steel and stone) 

The seats in front are reserved for the elderly,

and the lame​

Wilted lettuce,

Celery without a stalk.

This here bus is only for the slow.

Go-go Californians have other means to get around.

Flashing images of double-breasted gladiators,

Dressed in four-belted radial suits,

Speeding up a hill.

III

Coming into town,

A traveller in this city by the sea,

Why do things seem greyer now these days.

Some people live by their spring and never worry, 
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Others live besides their job and die,

Vacations come on weekends and but once a year​

At other times we double-lock our manmade gates

And sleep the night away.

The tenderloin is filled with muggers

And their helpless victims,

North beach has disappeared,

Incorporated Hippies sell their plastic beads in Giradelli Square. 

Street vendors have to take a purity exam.

The Japanese tea garden is over-run with human bugs​

Looking for an "Instamatic" bite to eat.

IV

Coming into town,

A green and white bus

Hurtles through the sea-blue air.

Perhaps it is only me that's changed​

Perhaps I can no longer see​

Perhaps the dreams and dreamers are still there; 

Springtime couples-schmoozing in the park, 

Running children playing in the zoo,

Cracked crab and Coit tower,

Acid rock still echoes in the hills,

The revolution still boils,

"Last night I had the strangest dream"

"Little Boxes made of Ticky-Tacky"

"We Shall Overcome"

"White Rabbit"

"Power to the People"

Bumpety-bump,

Coming back home..

21 May
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SUPERHAIR

Sitting in a beautyshop,

A 20th-century plastic helmet

Is drying out my Swiss cheese brain.

My bitten nails are being manicured.

My rancid toes are being scrubbed 

(NAUGAHIDE dreams on a Hollywood stage).

Sitting in a beauty shop

Reading WOMAN'S DAY:

"How to make the perfect casserole in 30 minutes,"

"New vitamins that will add spice to your love-life"; 

Haven't I read this somewhere before,

Perhaps upon a bathroom wall?

Sitting in a beauty shop,

Sitting in a NAUGAHIDE chair,

A 20th-century space helmet

Moulds my head back into shape,

An antiseptic beautician is trimming my nails.

(Lacing up my wrinkled suit of armour, 

Making ready for the battle of the day.)

Sitting in a beauty shop,

Sitting in a weathered store upon a sun-tanned hill, 

The traffic of the day passes by,

Parking meters tick.

Soft clouds are passing overhead.

Full-length mirrors tell no lies.
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A MOMENTARY WARP IN TIME 

I

Leaving well worn paths behind​ -

My caravan is waiting.

The din of rushing cars and diesel trucks, 

Recedes into silence.

Climbing up yr woodlot hill besides the sea. 

The wind upon my back.

I have no name.

The dogs and chickens don't remember​

They herald my arrival.

I found yr tanned brown self sitting in the sun -

​Alone​ -

Reading.

A yellow kerchief tied upon yr head.

Awkward greetings​

It's always the same.

How are you?

How've you been?

I brought some wine.

Come in. Come in.

Leaving well worn paths behind.

Coming home.

II

Coming back home.

You have changed my lady-fair. 

Older now.

Yr eyes more distant​ -

Having grown into another life.

A different world surrounds yr head

​Another love​ -

Another home.

Only yr laughter remains.

I hug you now as I did then​ -

A momentary warp in time​ -

The daily struggles pushed away. 

Two grown children,

We walk upon that ancient beach - 

Coming back home.

III

Coming back home. 

You have changed, 

So have I.

Time has pulled us apart.

Two roads diverging in the yellow wood​ -

Clumps of seaweed sleeping on a sandy beach​ -

The tide is out.

We search among the rocky pools for things to say -

Isolating memories.

Turning over rock encrusted stone.

Starfish lurking in the shallow depths. 
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Wildflowers dancing on their windswept cliffs

It feels good to be with you again.

Coming home.

IV

Coming back home,

The wind upon my back,

Having no name,

Having travelled up and down this wasted earth -

​From Boston town to Abilene.

Too much dust upon my tired boots.

No pasture home to call my own.

Lacking roots upon this spaceship earth.

You,

Living in yr cottage by the sea.

Selling homemade jewelery in Giradelli Square -

​Hustling pale-face tourists,

For 24 dollars worth of trinkets and goods -

​Selling pieces of yr mind​

Brass and silver hammered into one​

Mixing the unmixable.

Wonder Woman bracelets for a rainy day - 

Souvenirs of other worlds.

Coming home.

V

Coming back home.

When you were small,

In years gone past,

What did you then dream

That you'd become​

When you grew up:

Doctor,

Lawyer,

Indian Chief,

Free,

A white household slave,

A fat-Jewish-mommy dressed in blue and white,

An orange society playgirl,

A green rock-groupie

A brown crafts-person living by the sea​

Driving back and forth to town​

Selling yr brass and silver bracelets at the fair -

​Feeding popcorn to the pigeons in the park -

​Shooting ducks in the penny arcade?

What did you then dream

That you'd become​

When you grew up.

Coming back home.

VI

Coming home.

And what have you become my son 

Through all these many years? 

Did you bring me silver or gold?

A home in the sun?
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Can you stop my dying​

Make me well again​

Stop my growing old​

Heal my tired eyes​

Stop the world from telling lies. 

Tell me what you've done my son, 

Coming home.

VII

Coming back home.

Dear Mom:


I've travelled up and down this land 

Looking far and wide​

Trying to find a way to set us free. 

All borders are sealed.

Up is still up.

The only way out is in.

The past and future are ever present.

I have no power over life​

And only sometimes over death.

A lonely seagull cries above our heads And flies off to the sea.

Coming home.

VIII

Coming back home.

Heading inland.

Leaving times restless seas behind​ -

Climbing chalk rock bluffs that overlook the sea.

We pick our way back between the Manzanita groves​

That hold our earthly world together.

There are no reasons​

Answers without questions​

That's just the way it is.

The fields above the bluffs are filled with gold and purple flowers.

(Even ice plants bloom at this time of the year) 

Stopping now and then to rest and talk​

Tears keep coming to my eyes​

Being with you once again.

Coming back home.

IX

Coming home.

Coming rhymes with going.

And leave I must too.

I left you standing there beside the cottage door.

The last ray of sunlight marked my way back down the hill​ -

To where this song began.

My caravan awaits its leader.

My tired horse nods his head​

Coming home.

29 May 1977
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AARON'S POEM

My name is Big Aaron I live by the sea. 

Just Mommy, my chickens and Gayton and me.

Sometimes it's foggy and sometimes there's sun. 

It never does snow here, I MISS ALL THE FUN.

Our house is a big one, our porch is a shop​

Both Mommy and Gayton they work there a lot.

My Mommy makes bracelets and Gayton makes rings, 

They sell them to people who buy funny things.

My dogs name is Waldo he's big and he's black, 

If he sees you he'll bark-some but never attack.

I'm also a cub scout with blue suit and tie, 

I tell funny stories but never tell lies.

And some day I'll grow up I'll grow big and strong 

And take care of others including my mom.

I'll take her to dinner, we'll go see a show, 

I'll even buy tickets down in the front row.

But that's for the future, for now I'll just be, 

Aaron,the big one who lives by the sea.

29 May 1977
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COME TO THE FAIR

I

Master, craftsman, 

Artist, Guitarist, 

Earthen potters,

Sons and daughters,

Bearded, shaven,

Some quote "The Raven". 

A jack in the box

By the blue sea air, 

Join me my friends 

And come to the fair.

II

There'll be

Tables and basins

And children a-chasin. 

Pennants and streamers 

and sometimes a dreamer. 

Two by two

And one by one

We'll dance our licks 

In the springtime sun. 

Come with me

By the blue sea air 

Join me my friends

And come to the fair.

III

There'll be

Belts of leather

Hung together.

Gemstones and rubies

Hanging on boobies.

Lots of cocks, and tits and ass,

(I thought I'd put that in for class)

Come with me
I

By the blue sea air -

Join me my friends

And come to the fair.

IV

Come to the fair

Wherever you be

In midwestern farmhouse

Or home by the sea -

In hot downtown ghettos 

With hydrant sprayed streets 

In suburb apartments

Where white folks retreat, 

Bring children and elders 

And bring your loves too
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Be sure to take money

There's so much to do 

Come strut down the midway 

And put on an air,

Join me my friends

And come to the fair.

V

There'll be

Tigers in cages

Gorillas in rages,

High stepping clowns

With long painted frowns, 

Guns and whips

And maidens so fair

Join me my friends

And come to the fair.

VI

And when the fair's over

And we have gone home

To sleep with our loved ones 

In gods twilight zone,

We'll still have some popcorn 

And flakes in our hair,

Join me my friends

And come to the fair.

29 May 1977
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A POEM NEVER SENT. 

TWO LETTERS NEVER WRITTEN.

I

The 1 PM flight,

Roared into the sky,

Once again,

Leaving you behind​

The you of long ago.

I left again without a word​ -

Still the courage isn't there. 

One last message never said -

​Some wounds never heal. 

Awakened

Too soon

From a dream.

Where was I

Before this endless day began?

II

The sea fog has thickened so.

An only-rusted arrow,

Pointing out forgotten ways,

Recedes into darkness.

Fading beacons in the night​ -

Illuminating memories that swirl upon the nightime seas,

Not-much-left.

Images of yr yellowed New York bedroom

Nestled high above the city street.

Lying on yr corduroy bedspread​ -

Listening to Benny Goodman​

On a purple faded simulated plastic RCA three-speed phonograph - 

The needle had a diamond stylus.

Listening to Benny Goodman

And wondering what the fuck is going on.

Why don't I understand this honkey music.

We danced to the tune of puppy-love

Not-much-left.

Images of yr crazy-pudgy-ex-radical-jewish-mother, 

Telling me that the FBI had a tap on her phone. 

"If you have to make a call go outside".

Most radicals become that way you know​

Fighting the state is a really strange experience. 

When Lyndon Johnson said "We Shall Overcome"

I knew the end was near.
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Not-much-left.

Another time-another life.

Living in a Crown Heights Brooklyn flat.

Making loudspeakers out of milk-crates.

Hauling used furniture back past endless rows of brownstone stoops. 

The neighbourhood was changing.

Three generations of Italian families,

Pushed out by growing black ghettos.

I

Reading "Thoughts of Chairman Mao" like crazy.

Trying to catch up​ -

To where you were at.

How does one love a shooting star?

Rockets in the night.

Not-much-left.

We moved to California.

Living in a 2 story stucco home on Alma Street. 

Me;

Working for the war machine,

Telling you that everything would be all right, 

You,

Running off to Berkeley.

The end of the world was just around the corner. 

I never saw it come.

Kaboom-Kaboom.

Not-much-left.

Night after night of half crazed telephone calls

On the Berkeley tie line​ -

Asking yr rolling stone to come back.

A disappearing rollercoaster roars off into darkness.

A frightened passenger bursts into tears.

There's no one there to hold on to.

Fading beacons in the night​

Illuminating memories that swirl upon the nightime seas.

Not-much-left.

A poem never sent. Two letters never written.

16

III

And then

Those endless years upon the beach;

High and Dry,

Wondering,

How to get back in.

Pacing up and down this sandy strip we call our native land. 

Stopping by yr home now and then

To see just what had happened,

I stood outside and never knocked.

But time has passed

And that was then.

And now​

You​

No longer child,

A mother​ -

Sit within yr garden walls. 

And I

Still upon the outside 

Trying to look in

The hedges are too high 

Perhaps you've moved.

No soap radio.

IV

Dear dot dot dot:


How are you? I hope that you are doing well.


Enclosed is something that I wrote.


love


Philip

V

Dear Philip:


The poem you sent was lovely.John and the baby say hello.


Best Regards, 


Dot dot dot

20 May 1977
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LOVE STORY

I

Two rough brown larks, 

Having travelled from afar,

Resting in the sun,

Overlooking nearby ocean shores,

A clearing in between the trees,

The restless wind passes overhead,

Nestled in between the golden sheaves of wheat, 

That grow upon this hillside home.

II

Two larks,

Thee and I,

The other worldly cares and worries left behind,

Only the wind knows,

Where we are.

Now and then a hungry ant 

Inspects our trampled sight,

"Nothing here to eat,

Just two behemoths​

that wandered off the beaten path".

III

Two larks, 

Sitting in the summer sun:

Haven't we met somewhere else before?

Upon a mountain top?

Beside a stream?

Or was it only in a dream. 

One can never tell these days,

Everything fades so rapidly, 

flashing pictures on a screen​

In glorious colour,

Only the moment exists,

Nearby pine trees sparkle in the breeze.
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IV

Two larks,

Having journeyed many miles, 

Resting in the rich brown grass,

Safe for the moment,

The restless wind passes overhead,

One last word​ -

Before we start our trip again. 

I love you now as I did then

​Thee and I.

30 May 1977
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