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page 1 – You are here

I didn’t do a thing last night 
felt like a ghost 
just staying up and all that, just talking 
car noises in the background. 
Some of my throat is gone. 
Need some Obertrols – blue ones, blasting 
oh, the orange ones are divine. 
 
Is there ANY place we can keep calling 
voice on the other end 
know where we can get some. 
3is number in front of us – sister would know us. 
 
We should start for the park. Takes forever. 
Asleep on the bus, too gorgeous. 
It’s all right – fantastic, baby,  
you de9nitely are here.



page 2 – I wanted to believe this

We’re going to spend this whole day 
trying to 9nd out  
what I did last night.  
 
You went to the whorehouse. 
3ey don’t have any electricity, 
it’s all bare skin, washed-out noises, 
mean girls, roughly treated. 
 
I hate all that. Horrid.

Maybe we should have a cup of co:ee 
uptown 
in the park. 
I wanted to believe this 
business of another marvelous world but 
I don’t remember.  
I remember we –



page 3 – People aren’t equipped for my !lth 
 
From the outside 
there’s always trouble 
so precious like 
living higher than 
every other day. 
 
Amuse me up here, 
in background 
seventy-seventh cut especially weird, 
like living a riot. 
 
I lose lots of friends and 
been robbed twice, 
all of my amphetamine, time. 
People aren’t equipped for my 9lth and 
I can’t be deceptive. 
I don’t know why. 
 
Hey listen 
I think we better go through everything amazing. 
Why don’t we take a hit, 
sweet subterfuge 
walk way down there.  
Upset doesn’t matter. Someone always loses something.



page 4 – My darling

My darling got mean. 
She said it was just one of those days.  
I suspected television,  
magni9cent rumors. 
 
I didn’t have to know  
the spread of wonder 
would save her. 
 
For the 9rst time 
she’s afraid of what 
someone said to me -  
“you’re really fucking her up, aren’t you?” 
I won’t answer that. 
 
3ey don’t want to think of her and 
last night’s visit,  
pressure recorded as blood. 
 
Everyone looks so happy 
as they tell me about her 
pinching drugs,  
working the divine to zero. 
Can’t support what people are believing. 
She’s still as night. 
What do you hold? Not her.



page 5 – Dare to stop us

I’m beginning to talk like her, 
the girl who says she wants anything: 
sleeping pills 
co:ee 
a little mother. 
Afraid somebody’s gonna forget to be 
vaguely interested. 
 
I slept over last night. 
She doesn’t look like the same person 
in the nighttime 
slipping barbituates, 
a mysterious act. 
If she wants a drug, she takes it. 
How stoned do you get 
with your life in your hands? 
 
To be a missing woman 
in the morning 
is to go o: on your own, be a 
mysterious presence, completely marvelous 
cut o: from names and talk and sounds. 
Jolting in time to a 
furious problem. 
 
Say we had to. 
Dare to stop us.



page 6 – Who cares 
 
I’m not hungry, 
just chewed an  
enormous <ower of  
bubble gum. 
 
I’m being snubbed  
at the counter, 
an old friend out of season. 
Do you know what it feels like? 
 
Just slap me in the face. 
I don’t understand the 
private booth, wonder 
when they’ll crawl out. 
Such a fool, to walk 
down the street, 
meet people - please. 
 
I always say who cares 
but the letter is a gallery 
of wonder, 
fresh noise  
on this side of loved. 
 
I don’t think he saw me. 
 
I don’t think he was taken 
with who I am.



page 7 – I go under like a wonderful third time

You believe that  
all your goin’ to have 
is wretched, 
don’t think it’s worth it 
to tell Obertrols from acid. 
 
Sieged by this tiny little marble 
you let me take the ones 
that tasted secret 
9ve, six or eleven -  
here’s your fun. 
 
I go under like a wonderful third time, 
pretend like I’m someone else. 
 
I don’t look very good today, 
was sieged by 
carbolic upset last night,  
the melt of a minute 
replenished with a  
sudden swallow. 
 
3at’s all right. 
You’ll go, very pure, and 
I’ll sneak out with yesterday, 
my mouth sexual with 
scenes I don’t understand.



page 8 – Didn’t want these scenes 
 
I can’t get interested enough 
to be up by eleven, 
to have to pretend I  
meet the requirements to 
get ahead. 
 
I don’t think it’s worth it, 
to be other than what I am so I 
take all these Obertrols. 
I was up all night,  
dazzled by my madness. 
Wouldn’t mind going 
to the hospital this a=ernoon -  
no, I’m not courageous enough. 
 
What’s going to happen to me 
when I start to want this? 
You know I really feel the 
scream of blame is law. 
I couldn’t score in the bathroom 
and it wasn’t enough to call. 
I 9gured that you didn’t want these scenes 
over and over again.



page 9 – I would like to be gone 
 
I’m scared of what I’m  
starting to 9nd: 
lists, like that one, 
of heartbreaking news 
written as romance. 
 
Night Time can sometimes be 
very evil. 
Have you thought that 
she believes in what she’s doing, 
has spoken of  
shocked reaction, 
the world she found reading water. 
She doesn’t like to go anywhere, 
just hem someone into 
next Tuesday. 
 
I would like to be gone already  
because I believe her. 
I lost so many things last night 
at the factory. 
It’s safer not to return.



page 10 – Slippery noise 
 
It’s not good for you 
to unleash ruins, 
one by one 
along the rough. 
 
I kept hearing them drop, 
slippery noise in the throat. 
No rest, just  
a little bit dead. 
 
For twelve hours I wanted a  
witch’s heart, the strength of one artist, 
peaked to heaven on dexadrine. 
 
When it 9nished I 
got scared you 
wanted to leave. 
 
Just tell me to sleep, to 
lock up whatever  
I can take care of and go. 
 
I should go.



page 11 – Truly tacky

 
3ere’s nothing to hold onto with 
honesty but Jack Daniels and 
Denny can’t a:ord it. 
 
3ere’s an awfully high price 
to sarcasm, 
the breaking of his 
most famous thing. 
 
He came before my opinion, 
divine in a di:erent way. 
He called Bob Dylan the 
father of art, 
considered painting unpleasant, 
a little bit like trying to  
surprise his soul. 
 
He’s the number ten artist. 
You might have been his work: 
pop, awake. 
He’s trying to get bohemian, 
get some change for the bus. 
Truly tacky.



page 12 – You see me around 
 
Whenever you see me around it’s 
with you and Star, the one behind the pole. 
Someone said it’s tragique, but 
I can’t a:ord to bother with 
anyone else and 
whenever it’s just us the sky is 
like an old movie. 
Star said to come right over to 9x. 
It’s imperative we are delivered. 
Let’s go. 
3e lights let you get there. 



page 13 – Louder please 
 
I was the second inside. 
Oh Jesus - never seen anybody beautiful. 
“Louder please,” she said.” 
3oroughly conquered she 
took o:,  
ran down the stairs. 
3at was the minute I recognized her. 
I didn’t know what caused that. 
 
She wouldn’t return.



page 14 – "e Delmonico Hotel 
 
3e atmosphere in her is like 
an aura of three horses. 
She lost a baby 
at the Delmonico Hotel. 
3e minute I saw it, 
it looked like something so precious. 
Devote a name. 
 
I never know what to say, just 
sit at the table. 
Please do not disturb.



page 15 – Oh, when am I going to be sated? 
 
I thought I was a beauty, my look a 
golden power. 
But those characteristics are 
all traders, short of sex. 
New York is the goddess I pay homage to 
every night but even she is a  
misleading instrument, 
attracted to all the  
young things who do everything 
to be the people I admire. 
 
Oh, when am I going to be sated? 
 
I never understand  
who they always look to. 
I thought I was courageous at sixteen but 
can’t inhabit the unbelievable.



page 16 – By the green door 
 
Here we are at the Factory and 
there’s nobody here, no camera. 
We’ll just have to wait 
by the green door. 
 
I won’t jump.  
I would like you to run upstairs, 
tell them of your problem, 
spray apologies at my feet. 
I don’t want any music, 
do what you want with the television, 
the gun, virginity. 
 
I hope it doesn’t look demented, 
throwing heaven down 
behind the garage. 
Guarded, there’s nothing here. 
If there’s ever been a way, we’ll 9nd it. 



page 17 – "e Oracle I. 
 
- 3e oracle is open and I think I have a dime. What’s 
troubling you? 
 
You’re going to give me lessons now? 
 
- Tell me what you want to know. I think you should tell, 
because pretty soon you won’t be allowed up there. You 
won’t be one of the fabulous. 
 
It’s hard to know how to be good.  
 
- You’re obviously o: to a late start.  
 
I did want to become perfection for a while, plugged in, 
one of the group.  
 
- Shall we smoke? 
 
No, this is just all right. I’ll tell you about it but would you 
hold this problem?  
 
- Hell is a hard Sunday. It’s gonna be work to be kind, to 
become anything else. 
 
Have you ever seen anything more?  
 
- xxxxx



page 18 – "e Oracle II. 
 
1.  
 
A friend of mine wanted me to follow him to you. 
I suspect it’s strange around here. 
I have no eye; it’s too tight.  
Don’t try to hypnotize me into deep meditation; I just 
wanted to talk. 
We’ll pretend it’s a strange Saturday with 
no one’s name in it. 
  
2.  
 
I was up here before you were, 
you people who can waste the oracle’s time. 
Do you realize how busy she is? 
3e oracle has twenty minutes; it will be closed shortly. 
You have no eye and no right to come up here to 
understand now. 
Weird looks too small on you, that’s how much you know 
about 
perfect 9t, di>cult hours. 
Open a wire then get out of Adelphi. 
3e oracle is reserved.

 
 



page 19 – Like a switch 
 
Did you get the tape? 
I’ve never seen anything that made me look more 
stunning. 
Taught to be terri9ed he 
recovered the reason to call, 
said goodbye, screamed a heavy listen. 
 
He just sorta gets that way,  
been trained to pick up, want. 
Did he ever say what was the matter? 
No, never answered. 
He might have been closed, 
stomped a thought like a switch, 
a machine meeting a coat of rings.  
 
I don’t want to frighten anybody, 
just told him that you’d 
probably take it, 
keep the money on you like there’s 
something you can do.



page 20 – "e Oracle III. 
 
- Close your oracle. It’s twenty minutes later. I’ve learned 
nothing. 
 
- You can’t mean that, hovering between a face and a 
great lesson from today’s session. You wanted to know 
something. 
 
- Close your ora9le. You shouldn’t let me spend all your 
life reading coughs. I’ll get up. 
 
- 3en you’ll never know what it is to be eligible for 
pleasure. Don’t you want correspondence to form around 
your knees? 
 
- I see it now; the streets are just full. I have to be heading 
up there. 
 
- You don’t know the way, really want to say you know it 
all. Your call came. Why don’t you wait?  
 
- I’ll see you later. 
 
- If I can ever do anything for you again. 
 
- Close the oracle.



page 21 – When we’re in the streets 
 
Just a kid, you 
must be really friendly;  
you can’t really tell  
if there are certain pieces of 9lth. 
 
I would do it anywhere, even in my  
parents’ home. 
You can’t be hard-assed, 
as nice as anything else. 
I like the experience of 
tiny hard lips, asshole cycles with that 
special <avor the 
guilty wear. 
 
Nothing happens when we’re 
in the street. 
Pucker, that’s all anybody does. 
If somebody says to you,  
“Oh, please sit on my face,” 
you’ve got to acquiesce. 
 
You must have that  
certain thing. 
I walk out and they 
don’t do anything.



page 22 – What had to be done 
 
Brooklyn squat. 
I was hysterical  
in the middle of the  
living room <oor. 
3ere was this one guy 
who told me he was real and I said, 
“Please.” 
Please get this 
shit out of me. 
“I’ll try,” he said,  
enormous hesitation in his mouth. 
He walked me to somebody’s room, 
told me about Fire Island, 
told me it was  
getting warm outside. 
I looked up,  
a modest process of night. 
 
I know when I have to open up. 
One by one, mouthfuls of recall, 
twenty minutes of a lifetime. 
“I know,” he said, and 
I showed him what to be done.



page 23 – I was in these stories 
 
You can fuck yourself knowing you’d like 
arriving a=er it was over,  
wherever I was in these stories,  
a push to the bottom when I was 
coming back up. 
For you this door’s closed. 
Take the hard-on down and 
give me a camera, a hand,  
seventh clatter on the other side. 
 
Take what I showed you.


