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They are the ones dead.

Except they stand to the lens perfectly, their image concise,
their impact plain,

While I am slaughtered to elusive, forty cobwebbed doors to
reach me.

Vibrant their stories, they live - I am the one left to be a
ghost.








Chapter 1

 


 

This cohort on the march, hoplite phalanx advancing,

The road ripped up and the politics of cobblestones begun.

Again the audacity, ever the audacity, as regular as the hissing
ocean wave,

In reckless youth they snarl at parliaments,

When student blood runs hot, somatic rhythms cause the feet to
move,

Each swelling tide to squeeze the citadel,

The moat is up and stormy.

 

In California, when we set our time, the speakers lived in the
sixes

And the actioneers lived in the sevens following,

In the Age of Aquarius, the Empire and the Multitude took to
war.

 

America has always shown herself purblind valiant,

And America has always shown herself blind,

But the question is of traitors,

Always is change, a slowing, a hardening of the leaf,

A war it was, a civil war, and all are turncoats.

 

Which you going to do, stare at the maps forever or use them as
sails?

The spray and burst of My Lai is not the flowering - but the
spray and burst of the M1 carbine is the flowering, said Jerry
Rubin,

Die each moment so that you can be new each moment.

A hero is a general block to anything you might want to
accomplish and a stupid thing to have in the first place, said
Lester Bangs.

 

Red Rosa, if it was only her legend that shirtless free as an
animal she'd addressed her audience from the steps of Sproul Plaza,
some were shirtless that Saturday afternoon, when she stood up,
orated, let leap a hundred dangerous necessary ideas from her,
which spat, fizzing their acid, on the stone lain many years.

When Black Control said:— Arm yourselves against the freaks with
your patriotism.

When Governor Reagan said:— Shoot to kill.

—Nihil obstat, said RM Nixon.

When the True Men had nothing to say.

Her legend says:— Give me back my country.

Dangerous dissolving words, dangerous to Congress, dangerous to
the President, acid which finds the weakness, but the gold is
left.

Shouted for the war to be done, over. Shouted for justice,
social, economic, political.

—Since I was born, we were the good people, now we're the bad
people, said Red Rosa. My country is the bad country in all
this,

Give us back our country, my country, your country.

Calley must be prosecuted! Who killed Fred Hampton? Don't go
their war, it's not your war! says Red Rosa, who is strong, who
keeps the faith, clenching fists to drive nails into palms in
blood.

—Red Rosa will tell us what to do, she's the greatest chick in
the whole Bay Area, said Jackflash. She's our preacher, she's
fierce and made of cobra bones.

She connected, by vehemence, laid out an offer of senses
regained. So something of her went into us, a better bridge than
any previous, three years ago, or forty-three years ago,

When CS is the cloud of unknowing, but Rosa is the knowing.

 

—Let's take the Park, said the committee.

UCPD said that 226 police officers were injured - and they
marched out in tomorrow's bronze.

This government who dropped tear gas from helicopters,

Man, there's gas coming in the lobby, making merry trip through
obstetrics rhinology and all the patients coughing up their
guilt.

Weep a little, honest burghers. Here's a nurse who voted GOP
every Super Tuesday and she's weeping: I'm blinded, I'm blinded –
no, you're just weeping, first time ever – oh, and don't go
outside, there's bayonets out there.

Blast one of the Empire and it moves them a coupla steps on down
the winding road, said the Free Speech Movement.

They took their badges off, donned the pig masks,

—Buckshot, step it up from birdshot, said the Commander.

They poured in, the State, just like it was Vietnam on its own
fair citizens.

 

—I saw a thousand patches of face, bright, staring, desperate -
hoping to be turned beautiful by always looking on a beautiful
world, said Red Rosa.

Those hours when the guitars and drums clanged dramas of tribal
warfare, when drums spoke violenza, the sticks beat. When the bass
played lower and reached chthonic harmony, Mother Earth growled and
Hope agreed.

Look at them with their song a chant and anthem, and flurry of
fingers in V for victory.

—This ain't never going to end, howled one.

—You are deluded, this cannot last, said Red Rosa.

The spots were red, the reflection made the faces livid, said
Anger, something leaked of Bolsheviks, but the Bolsheviks
themselves were bleeding. They cried out, of their pain.

—They were being numbed, painfully, then the pain would cease,
said Gudrun Ensslin.

The spots turned blue, the faces' valleys adjusted, cheekbones
escarpments, blue seas, blue ocean, blue, they thought the blue
offered was oceans and skies, life, it was not life, the spirit
lost, ice and peacocks, armoured tanks and cold.

Spoke, preached, prophesied of the change going to
come, Milken, Soros, Buffett, Madoff more competently than did
Sam Cooke, they saw the futures.

—As for many previous freedom-fighters, some dust is heaped on
them as well, said Shelley.

The light dimmed and the faces were removed. The only light was
black. It was despair and sorrow and suffering, of sackcloth, of
the city torn apart, Babylon and Baal were poured into those
faces.

Was she mistaken in her estimation of the people? Did she
betray, when she thought the People, though not evil, were worse…
useless?

—They're there but they're not really there, said Paul
Krassner.

—Being unable to govern events, I govern myself, said Michel de
Montaigne.

—I saw Satan, said Harvey Kornspan. If allowed to live, they
would be blackest in hate.

—We are going to lose, said Red Rosa.










Chapter 2

 


 

Fact is, I believe there were many traitors at play.

I think the Leader Over the Seas was a traitor. There are days
when I know he ratted us out.

I think he was in contact with the FBI and thought he could play
them and they fooled him more than he could ever get started on
fooling them.

When the day is poison and I invent my friends back to
enemies.

 

The Field-Marshal-General, he said he was thrown from his
schooling for being observed to kiss a white girl. Expelled, the
rebel angel, we think.

Said he'd been imprisoned for stealing a radio to make a bomb,
from a store next to the Eternity Pool Hall and stealing cars
jalopy pink and blue, and being an all-round badass.

Said he met a cool cat saxophonist, while in San Quentin – put
him onto the radicalisers. When others got to the head of the queue
- held out a tinplate - Jesus dropped to the lima beans…

—Held out my tin, said the General. I got Mao and the
Panthers.

The Gen'ral's story is of hoops and holes, the racists and the
fascists peeking into his freedom - they observe me always, was his
take.

It was said by others the white woman didn't want to go full
intercourse, this riled him, he switchblade cut her across the face
and stole a car in Pasadena. It was said.

—Damn, they need to observe me, because I'm goddamn important,
he said.

 

The Gen'ral plotting on a map, drawing lines that intersect,

The Gen'ral went out to the world and placed a cross on the
ground at the corner of Washington and Laguna by the park, red
horizontal black vertical, six foot cross, not Christian, not
Antonine, an astroid, He waited.

—Is the body going to be delivered there? asked the San
Francisco Examiner.

—Who the hell knows anything any more? asked the Berkeley
Barb.

Is it between the Democrat and Republican parties, exactly
equally? Tell them they are equally guilty… Give them a sign,
Washington and Laguna Streets, Lafayette Square - sidewalk
corner.

Something about a guy wasting his life on revolution and not
being radical enough…

Allegri are the cops at last – placing guards on the red and
black crosses.

Man O Man, so they could say nothing gonna happen here, we got
it staked out – pity them in their bonds. The Gen'ral goes out and
stares at the building he wants to bomb: the Democratic party
headquarters.

—They are worse, they are the greater hypocrites, he said.

 

—White people, they need a black background for their works, or
they disappear, dig me,

Then Black folks, they don't want this, they want good white
background.

Cachinnated long hard into the lapis night and got pencil to the
wall, plumb next to the Jack Johnson poster,

White folks, they need dark background.

—I want to build a new America, the Gen'ral said. All we need
are guns and cars and houses.

—Give or take, all anyone needs in life, said NightBird.

NightBird is dingo cruising 2-ic swart and saturnine, he's not
the lazy lieutenant with the drug habit, he's the one with the lean
and hungry look and he's off over Death Valley, looking for ranches
to move in on, knocking at porches like it was Depression time and
he was Laurel and Hardy, twiddling the brim of a dusty Derby, to
ask:

—Got any jobs going, pardner?

With his second mouth to say:— You're an octogenarian we can
muscle in on. In return for some apportioned girl-time for you, old
stager. Or maybe that suggestion, for a while at least.

 

The Field-Marshal-General said he hunted for chicks in
Sacramento, followed by Bakersfield when Sacramento had gotten too
hot, never said nothing about the hunt's form and termination.

He said he followed the teachings of Ram Dass, the teachings of
Malcolm X, the teachings of Ho Chi Minh,

He said the seagulls in the Bay were death visitors,

He said Buddhistry rotted your head, made you weak, was water
compared with the petrol of Marx,

He said names were operational, bardic, joyous, meaningful.

Not slave name, not given name, my name is my chosen name. I'm
over you in my own name, I ain't playing your game no more.

You ain't human unless you've got your own name. The idea gained
that he was Allen from Pensacola, product of Pentecostalists,
started off down Georgia some place, went to Sacramento from
there.

 

The Leader Over the Seas, grand great and good Hieronimo, is a
tin cup tin plate beggar in the State Pen, sipping at the lemonade
you get for good behavior. Defeated, in the eyes, broken, little
yappy lapdog, downed to a slave and ready to cut a deal.

The Leader is damaged authority, looking greedily at twenty
years, hoping to swallow in one gulp.

—Shall we ever, can we ever, have a Leader whose words we
believe? asked Ken Kesey.

You cannot reach the Machine, it's pointless – that's what the
Leader said from cell-safety, thinking of himself.

—Lay down your weapons. There, now I've said what you want me to
say.

Hell, if you stop to evaluate, the Leader Over the Seas is a
virgin of bank jobs and putting lead to people for their sins – he
got caught by a dumb foul-up, buying weapons in a parking lot in
San Jose.

—And Manson never actually killed nobody either, said Goldie
Hawn.

If we are sticking to the truth.










Chapter 3

 


 

Vida Blue pounding them down, tailing fastball,

Then strike two on a kneebuckling curveball, a swing like a
sparrow's wing,

But really, those seconds when the ball is in the air — and
you're watching the outfielders move round, one's the selected,
you're wondering what's going to happen… so cool. The world
suspended.

—These are the Rules, said Johnny Unitas, Willie Mays. Copy us,
we're great Heroes.

Bunting is almost never a good idea, the stolen base is an
under-utilized weapon, always tape your ankles.

Stay away from wackos like John Riggins, Big D Drysdale,

By Crooks and Hooks, Riggins at the fifteen, the play is
called,

Red zone action, and skidoo, scramash, skedaddle, the victor is
the Diesel,

Stan Musial is someone to look up to, up to the moment the torch
is passed.

These ephemeral accidents of the Rules, allowed life for a
match's flare,

To the 71 Giants, congratulations are due,

Thanks for another great season, and for doing all you do.

The old-timers jus' get keep on getting faster and faster as
they get older and older.

Keep the Summer with Us, said the youngsters.

 

The downtown swelters in San Francisco.

Man O Man, I saw that Kubrick 2001 and I knew we were Harry
Dedders.

Keep the Summer with Us. Resist the corpse fantasy of losing
gloriously,

We should keep pragmatic, keep solid as the mountains, seas,

As solid as the redwoods rooted deep in the California soil,

Well, you can carry a bucket, you can carry a grudge,

But you can't carry on, because here come da judge! (here come
da judge, here come da judge… )

—Sock it to me! said Edwin Meese III.

 

Speech of Jackflash, while eating four-cheese pizza,

—Man O Man, like when one of them on the tube,

Heck they say, I have to go to New York tomorrow and everyone
waves them off,

Cause they live in some hick tubesville that don't really exist,
how you know it's really New York they're visitin?

More like a different New York they have to end up in.

Sitting around the student house, with the girls, James, kidney
bean succotash stains, tomato, green peppers, chiles,

Onion soup cheese gratinee, burning the table. Bad invention of
peanut soup, God O God, tomatoes into peanut emulsion,

Man O Man that was enough for me - Jackflash, you ain't cooking
no more.

—You gotta eat, haven't you? said Jackflash - who was chemistry,
except he dropped out.

There was Gospel Joe, who was a Buddhist, and was English
Literature, though they seem to call it American literature
now.

Red Rosa barelegged cone to the knees on the couch, with Vermeer
light streamed across to tan. Spaghetti thoughts.

 

Gone to corner of West to secure such wares as he might. Return
with joyful speed, JackFlash, star of the scene.

—Don't come back with smack,

Don't come back with bad blood, sine cure, ready to live as a
realtor. Don't bring me to depression, downer, stone obelisk, I
never want that.

Gospel Joe, gimme shelter. The days deflated, when the vision,
the pressure of the days, is too much…

On the days when I sense most clearly the pointlessness of our
actions, and run through what they said.

The beauty is that Red Rosa was beautiful all those days and she
deserved more.

 

When James Avison and I got drunk on Beam Yellow Label, we
thought we would lie flat, with the stars in front of us, in a damp
park corner.

Sighing down from these, seeing the prison below the stars,
actually the County Jail, San Bruno, with its straight Dracula
architectural accessories, we wondered how to break in. James
Avison was a fascist and enjoyable company - his girl was
Genette.

Once as a prank, a tumbling giggling mass of students dressed
him in an ancient suit and put a top hat on his head and his curly
hair peeped so he looked the Artful Dodger, educated in crimes,
crimes to come. We thought we would live forever, that's what you
are supposed to say - he would.

—I can see him at forty-five running this country, a man who has
demonstrated his usefulness, said the Professor.

Having seen all of her body at once, the old professor man
wanted her.

—What an easy fooling, said Adrasteia the Inescapable.

James no-nickname had a bravery, for he was under the professor
and he had personal views that were of a conservative bent. On a
liberal campus, somehow had come the cosmos to be so.

Don't ask the world about its incongruities, it doesn't know.
James Avison seemed completely in tune.

 

Sing, play your guitar, bang your tambourine, said
JackFlash,

—Man, even music is going to be consumed by the Empire,

They gonna make you pay for everything,

They gonna make you pay to be advertised to,

They gonna make you pay to make love with your chick,

Ten dollars every time you get it on.

 

Little Johnny wants to play quarterback, but Coach says he ain't
ready. —Get some meat onto them bones first.

Until little Johnny meets his idol, Johnny Unitas.

—Well, jus' never say you can't. Never give up. When I was your
age, I was the smallest kid in the class, said Johnny Unitas.

—If it takes a bloodbath, let's get it over with. No more
appeasement, said Ronald Reagan.

The ghost of Cass Elliot says:— Exist.

Grace Slick said some dumb things in her time.

Said Herbert Marcuse:— No government can be expected to foster
its own subversion,

But in a democracy such a right is vested in the majority of the
people. This means that the ways should not be blocked by which a
subversive majority could develop - and if they are blocked by
organised repression and indoctrination, their reopening may
require apparently undemocratic means.

—Because we are not yet free, we have "false needs", said
Marcuse.

 

Now it's autumn and the plea to God is that He keep the Summer
with us.

So it fades. This guilt is not an illness I caught today. Rosa
puts fork against succotash, the fork twinkles, the slippery beans
are escaping, running away, cowardly beans.

Yup, here's why we need a narrator. For, strangest to relate,
the prevailing opinion was of a victory for the freaks.

You wouldn't believe it now.

Heck, it can get out of hand, they're a bit extreme sometimes,
the freaks, but we're going to have business with a heart after
this. It'll soften the edges of those big corporations. The
government will be more sensible, not send young men off to wars
where they have to die. War will be over, well, maybe not that,
but… better.

That was how it was thought to be proceeding at the time.

 

 

End of preview.
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