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ME AND MY BUDDY 

I can still see us 

together 

back then 

sitting by the river 

while shit-

faced on the 

grape 

and playing with the 

poem 

knowing it to be 

utterly useless 

but something to 

do 

while 

waiting 

as the Emperors 

with their frightened 

clay faces 

watch us as we 

drink 

Li Po crumbles his 

poems 

sets them to 

flame 

floats them down the 

river. 

tlwhat have you 

done?" I 

ask him. 

Li passes the 

bottle: "they are 

going to end 

no matter what 

happens 

I drink to his 

knowledge 

pass the bottle 

back 

" 

sit tightly upon my 

poems 

which I have 

jammed halfway up my 

crotch 

I help him burn 

some more of his 

poesy 

it floats well 

down 

the river 

lighting up the 

night 

as good words 

should. 

Charles Bukowski 
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THE EMPTIES 

we emptied wine bottles of the worst brands as if they ..... ere 

thimbles 
and our 4 a.m. battles had us evicted from apartment after 
apartment all over the city 

and one of our worst problems was the disposal of the 

empties, 

we were afraid the landlord would get the tip-off from the 
trashcans that there were drunks upon his premises 

so we snuck some of the empties into trashcans of other 

apartment houses 

but we still had leftovers 

so we stored them inside our place 

in cartons and bags until we were surrounded by 

these 

until finally 

upon the night of nights 

(and it happened often) 

we'd sneak the bags and boxes 
down the back stairway and 

into the old car 

(luckily, a sedan) 

and we'd get in 

the whole floor in the back 

stacked 

bag and box upon bag and box 

and the whole back seat jammed with 

boxes and sacks of empties 

rising up against the back window 

so visibility was almost 

impossible 

while in the front seat 

between us 

sat boxes and bags of 

empties 

and also upon the floor 

where they often shifted and fell 

getting in the way of the 

clutch, the brake, the gearshift 

while, of course. between us we also had 

a couple of fulls 

n.� �hp t"Pilc1y . 
Our-II a cl1111d t1R nnd c1 anktng of e m pties 
II I \,llf' rrl()onll/�ll\,� 

. driving slowly up into Baldwin 

Hills 

terrified that the police might stop 

us 

and give us a life sentence 

or at least a couple of years in a 

madhouse. 

we'd make it up there 

along the Side roads 

in that old car 

we knew could quit at any 

moment 

we'd cut off the headlights 

and drive in among the silent sucking 

oilwells standing there and working away 

indifferent to us 

we'd get to where the road got 

both rocky and muddy 

and I'd say. 
"THIS IS IT!" 

then 

as if the very searchlights of 

hell were upon me 

I'd leap out and begin throwing 

sacks and boxes of empties into the 

pumping dark moonlight. 

hearing tumbles and crashes 

the familiar sound of breaking glass as 

per our 4 a.m. battles 

I'd grab for more and more, 

sweating. dizzy and sick 

I'd hurl the empties into the 

night 

until the entire car was 

cleaned out. 

then 

she would look at the mounds of 

glass and say. 

"Jesus Christ. did we we drink all 

that?" 

I'd survey the mass and the thought of 

that would always make me 

vomit 

then she'd open the door and vomit 

out the side 

tl,en 
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I'd get in 

take a new hi t 

start the car and 

we'd roll out of the hills 

in an attempt to find our way back to 

the Westlake district, 

it took some gas, more than we could 

afford 

but it felt very good to get rid of 

all those empties 

I'd cut the engine 

to save on fuel 

and we'd glide down out of the 

hills 

being passed by the proper 

people 

she'd hand me another 

hit 

and I'd pass it back 

then 

she'd say, 

"Geez, don't you feel 

better?" 

and I I d answer, '�yeah, how much 

we got left?" 

she'd hold up the 

bottle: "enough to get us 

in." 

it was a victory that 

only those in the know could 

appreciate. 

" I  think we got 3 bottles at the 

apartment," I'd say. 

"maybe 4 ,  maybe 5, II she'd 

say, 

and we'd head back toward our 

place, 

a place we hoped would be ours 

for a while . 

wO'd done what we could to appear to be 

(\['c n� cHizens 
I, I �lltl\'p'h we kn w �hat our time was 
1 I III I ttf'll 
III 111 I 1II11I!!II" '/! /Inri W,lYII 

we tried to keep it going 

even though we knew they would never 

understand, nor did we ever 

expect them 

to. 

Charles Bukowski 

DO YOU THINK HEMINGWAY 

OR CELINE WOULD ACT 

LIKE THIS? 

"Yes, Chinaski, we are one of your main publishers over here, I am phoning 

from " 
"yes?JJ 
"I phoned you once before, remember?» 

'no." 
"it was about a title for one of your b:x>ks. the english title would not 

translate well and you were very helpful, you gave us another title." 

"uh." 

"well, there's al:xx>k fair in Los Angeles and my publisher is coming wi th 

me, I'm the edi tor and we'd 1 ike to visi t you." 

"I don't have visitors." 

uyou don't ha.ve visi tors?" 

'no." 

G 
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"well, we are coming to the rook fair and we thought we'd drop 

by.)) 

"listen, I'm not a snob, and I'm not playing genius, I just don't like to 

sit aroWld and talk�-talking has nothing to do with wri ting, onl y wri ting 

has to do with writing." 

"but you must talk to people sometime .... " 

"not that way." 

"well, you could listen to!J§ talk . . . " 

"you can do that without me around," 

"well, we could just drink then." 

"I hear that plenty." 

"we will come anyhow.1' 
"no, I am honored that you publish me but that's it. I type words on a sheet 

of paper and then that's over and I type more words on a sheet of paper, and 

that's all there is, don't you understandT' 

"we would come by, we would not stay long," 

"it's best my way, that you won't stay at alL" 

"we will phone you when we arrive in to'o'm." 

"don't phone." 

"you don't wlderstand, we adore you, we revere you, we love you." 

"if you love me, leave me alone." 

"my publisher 'WaS sure he could meet you ... " 

"listen, when you phoned I had a. bottle in my hand and I was going upstairs to 

type and now I am going to go ahead and do that ." . . " 

"do you think Hemingway or Celine would act like thisT' 

"I don't know. they're dead, I ha.ve work to do." 

I hung up. 

I took the bottle and walked up the stairway and I didn't feel like a 

son of a bi tch at all-�or a genius or a snob, al though I migh t have been 

all three. 

any how, I got the cork out, poured a goblet of the good. red, sl i p ped a. 

piece of pa.per into the machine, lit one of my mangalore ganesh beedies, 

turned the radio on to KPFK, took a hit of the red, and this is what I 
typed on the first page after answering the telephonel and it may not be 

immortal but it sure beats chattering about it or anything rela.ted to itl 

those lxxfies in their chairs, trying to think of things to say--th is beats 

that any <1 .... yl and now I'm going to put in another sheet of paper and do 

it allover again. 

Char les Bukowski 

ITH� PRIVATIZATION OF THE PARTS 

ou're not going to like this one 

�ut I'm going to write it 
myhow. 

ITiting a screenplay that is 

L:ade into a movie is not 

iood . 

rovies get tenthousandfold 

:tire a't tent l on 

than they 
!houl d. 

it brought me a minor 

ia.'lle. 

at fir st when I was approached 

in publ ic places 

lwould answer questions 

luietly 
ihen walk 

,rf. 

!ut I found out that this 

.Iisturbed my motherfucking 

thought process. 

,at they had done was 

:0 gi ve me a name and 

'place, a 

Josition. 

! didn't want to think 

.r myself as anything more than 

! body movi ng about or 

'ot. 

so it has happened at 

racetracks, gas stations and 

other public places of 

late 

I have been approached 

and it always seems like 

the same voice: 

"excuse me, but are 

you . 

IIno, " 

not, " 

off . 

" 

I will s ay , "I am 

and I will move 

it is only an attempt 

at the privatization of my 

parts. 

thank god I am not truly 

famous and thank god 

that you are 

not either. 

Charles Bukowski 
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I, I 

T[ IE PROCLAIMERS 

it could be a curious time in our culture 

but more and more I meet people who tell me, 

" I  am a writer," or " I  am a painter," or " I  am an 
actor ." 

there are more writers. painters, actors 

now than there have ever been. 

if only there were more and better 

writings, paintings and 

performances. 

I have been writing for 55 years 

but I don't tell people; 
"1 am a writer." 

what I do know is that 

most of the time 
I am not 

even as I am typing this 

and 
especially 
now. 

Charles Bukowski 

A SUMMING UP 

sick for two days 

after a 4 a.m. drinking bout 

of countless bottles 

consumed 

many men your age are already 

dead 

or if not dead 

then 
witless and 

wasted 

you know that 
the booze will 

escape you 
right to your grave 
�d your typer will rattle 

no more 

which would hardly be a 
world wide 

catastrophe 

but there's so little 

going on 

on the poetry front 

that 

it would see"m a heinous 

act to 

cash-out 

and leave the game 

totally to 

the 
suckbutts 

so next time 

you drink 

hold it to 

one or two bottles 

and retire at 

2 a.m. 

as you used to 

do 

as a young 

man 

there's need for 

more 

rattling of the 

typer 

for words that 

smoke 
their bellies full of 

fire 

laughing at the heedless 

happenstance. 

Charles Bukowski 
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I THINK OF SNAILS eRA WLING 

TOW ARD THE TWILIGHT .... 

after a while what the others have done before you no longe 
matters 

2 2 2 2 2 2 2 2 2 2 2 2 2 2 2 2 2 2 2 2 2 2 2 2 2 2 2 2  
you f inally have to hack through alone 

the wreckage of failed loves and years ,behind you-­

nothing dramatic about that. 
it's just a refuse heap 

3333333333333333333333333333 
and all you've learned from all that is to endure 

and that calling may not even come from courage 

death is the easiest 

lights out 

but meanwhile this going on 

enduring 

4 4 4 4 4 4 4 4 4 4 4 4 4 4 4 4 4 4 4 4 4 4 4 4 4 4 4 4  

I d o  not like what they have put upon us 

I did not like it when I was very young 

5555555555555555555555555555 

and old now there is no change 

just that hell is more and more familiar 

6666666666666666666666666666 

Charles Bukowski 

66 

J 

THE APPARITIONS 

I thought I saw the one with the long hair 

standing by the coffee stand. 

she had on dark shades. 

I ducked and got on the escalator 

and went down to the first 

floor and mingled with the 

crowd. 

a few days later 

I thought I saw the redhead. 

it looked like her ass from behind 

and when her head turned 

it looked like the same 

face. 

I changed floors again, 

went all the way over to the 

clubhouse. 

it might all be my imagination 

that I am seeing 2 of these women 

that I once thought I couldn't 

1 ive 

without. 

but 

at least 

1'm not seeing 

the other 

5. 

Charles Bukowski 
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