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# For 10 years Charles Bulkowski has.

been hiding out in the back allevs of
the American avant-garde king ot tl}e
mimeo presses, a squatter on th» poctic
badlands of Los Angeles race tracks
and the bars of Alvarado. Ten years
gorting mail at the [LA. Termil'lal_ An-
nex, u surrealistic poatman in suicide

pajamas, while Jean-Paul Surtee and.

Jean Genet have called him the best
poet writing in Ameérlca, while Henry
Miller has praised him to the skies,
while every important young poct in
the KEnglish speaking world haz heen
hanging arocund in outlaw hookstores
like Earth or Hither/Or searching for
limited editions of Bukowski's work=
from presses like Open Skull or Heavsa:
Chaphooks.

Bukowski has ridden it out drinking
hix beer (talli, pufling on 10-cent Black
cigarz and piling up book after bool,
first poetry, then prose. His "Crucifix
in a Degthhand" and "It Catches My
Heart in Its Hands," both publishied by
Loujon, won praise from critics across
the nation, but both volumes were

and illustrated edilions, ending up i
university special collecting. Only now

“printed in rare, magnificently bouudd

are his poems reaching a wide reading

public. Penguin has published many o!
them In their excellent Modern Tocts

13 (along with works by Hurold Nors: .

and Philip LaMantia).

The volce is raspy, part of the heer
can littered landscape. The pocnis
strike gut high, direct and hard. nzilingd

the real world down on tablets ol ;

stained wallpaper and broken blind<
among the onc-room furnished long-
shots of lost American dreams.

*I wait in the white rain for knives

like wyour tongue/ I see the spirat ]
clownz fountain up with myths ]

untrue,/ I wrestle spasms in the dark
on dark stairways.” *and they found
him in the motning dangling in the five
escape window,/ face frosted and gon<
as an electiic bulh.” and the sparrows
were in the bushes dounstairs . . . 7

Even better iz the new Black Spar-
row bool "The Davs [lun Away Like
Wild Horses Over the Hills" compris-
ing most of Bukowski's recent poctry
and some of hiz very hest work, TPor ex-
ample "life on paper is so much maore
pleasurable; there atre no hombs oo
flies or landlords or starving cats and 1
am in the kitchen staring down al the
blue lake of the concertmastor and alszo
the trees, rowhoats, hoy with the Amet-
ican flag Civil War veteran girl with
balloon spotted dog sailboat, the peacs
of an ancient day with the sun dream-
ing old battles . . ." The prose goe-
on from theve. putting down the Bu-
kowski vision in Balzacian gusto. hir
introductory prose exposition, his
Sketches of Boy selting fire to the
comedy of the Hollvwooad Runch
msthoz of Loz Angeles.




