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SOPT AND PAT LIK® SUMMER ROS%S
~= by Charles Bukowski

Rex was a two~fisted man
Yho drenk like e fieh

*And looked like g purple gargoyle.

He married three

Before he Pound one.

And they hollered over cheap gin,

Yero friondless .

And satisfied,

end frightened the landlord,

She hollored plenty

And ha would listen dully,

Then loap up rod with choico words,

And thon she bogan again. -

It was a good lifo,

Soft and fat liks summor rosos.

Good bod mates t

Until ho got hurt at work.

Fotally, it seomed.

And stayod in bod

Smiling it off

While sho got e job as waitrses

In a choap cafe

Whoro tho lads wore rathor rough.

Somotimos drunk, elapping hor roar.

Ho drank gin in bod

And eho walkod about, saying nothing,

Thinking about a Groek who came in .
mornings,

Touchod hor hand, quietly said "oggs.®

"Sags againe . . L*

Ho drank tho gin in bed i

And ono night she didn't coma back.

Nor noxts Nor noxt.

And with a lurch, ho got out of bed

And walkod holding to walls. '

Around and around and around.

ind foll, clutehing the carpot,

Seying, "0, Christ! 0, Ohkriet! O, Ohrist!®

Tho Grook was vory difforont,

Said ho bolioved in God;

Loved diffidently, liko a butterfly
And had a now rOfrig@mtoro s 0 e

Ho was sitiing in bad with tho gin

When sho returnod, sayin; nothing, looking,

*Bitch. Choap — bitch,® ho said.

8ho climbad on tho bod, fully dresesods

Lator he stood upright on the floor,
sodling, ’

Said, *I'm going to work tombrrow
morning,

: . » A
And you -~ stay out of that goddamm snfo.®
‘"0t'gunt’gnﬂuénio55{”5j_‘.'tn”isn_éfg

- don't set rignt.

THE REASON BEHIND REASON
BY CMARLES BUKOWSK

)

CHZLASKI, OF, .285 (AB = 246 H - 70)
felt & little. ., , folt a little . . .
different out there. There are dsys
when you feel a 1ittle different. Things
Like now, even the
sun looked a littls sick, the green of
the fancos too green, the sky much too
high end the leathor of his glowe too
much like. . . loeathor,

Ho took a fow stops forward end boat
hia fist into his glove, trying to sheke
overything, Did he have a hoadache or
what? Ho folt potontial, as if ho woro
about, to scroam or to loap up or to do
somothing that shouldn't ba domo.

Cholaski was a bit frightoned and
leokad ovor at Donovan, LP, +296 (AB ~
220 8 ~ 68) but Donovan lookod very
coufortablo, Ho studisd Donoven oars-
£°Lly, trying to drew strength from him,

is fuco was vory brown, and Oholeski
had novor noticod tho pot bolly boforc.
Such an ugly bulge, so unsolfwconscious.
Evcn Donovan'e logs scomod thisk, troo=
<ife, and Cholaski stared straight shosd
2gain, feeling worss. Coe

What was wrong? . . . :

The batter commected snd it was en
ouvfield fly. . » to Donoven. Donowvan
uoved forward a few stsps, moved his
atus leisurely and caught the ball.
Chclaski hed watched the ball in its
long, slow are through sun snd sky, It .

Y24 seemed plessant enough, but sowehow
vorelated, pnattached o arAhings: -

The next men hit an infield single that

. he didn't have to handle., One cut. One

on. Yhat was the imning? He turmed to
look at the scoreboard and saw the crowd,
His oyes didn't focus on them. They
were just bits of movement, cloth and
sound,

¥hat did they want done?

It ron through his mind agains Vhat

-d14 thoy want done?

Suddenly he was terrified and didn't
know the resson. His breath came hard
and the saliva ran in his mouth; he felt
dizzy, airy.

Thore was Donovan. . « standing. He
lookod again at tho orowd and saw ovory~
ons, ovorything, all togother and sop~

arately. Glasses, nocktios; women woar— '

ing skirts, won woaring pants; thoro was
lipstick. . . and fire on things stick-
ing in mouths. . . oigarotteos. And thoy
all hung togothor in a strangp under &
standing, .
And thon it camo, , + an cutfiold fly
¢ « » to him, An easy onos Ho wae wor-
riod, He etudiod the ball fiorvely and
it almost saomod to stop its movement
in air. It just hung thoro and the
osrowd shoutad and the eun shone and the
sky was bluo, And Domovan's oyss woro
watching him, and Denovan's oyos wore

" watohing, Was Donovan sgainst hin? What

The ball cemo into his glowo. It om~
tored s glova sud ho felt tho strong )
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‘ prosouro and pleasant push of the eatch.

He threw the ball to second, holding °
the runner on first, It was a good
throw and Chelaski was amazed; it hed
sssmed as if the ball had gone there be~
cause it was supposed to. His terror
left a little; he was getting away with
it The next men was out. short to first,
and Chelaski began the long trot to the
dugout., It wae good to bs rumming. He
asgsod se eral opposing playors but
thoy didn't look at him, It bothered
him s little, and the bother hung thore
in a little lmob as ho followed Dono-
ven's eot nack into the dugout. Whon
Chalsski got down thoro, ho folt esomchow
naked, or spotted, or somothing, end in
an offort to act as if ho woro all right,
ho walkod up to Rull and grinncd down
on hinm,.

"Do you want mo to kiss you? I could
mako you forgot,® he said to Hull,

Hull was hitting .189 and had bdeon
bonchod for Jamison, the colleze kid.
Hull lookod up at Cholaski. It was a
look of abaoluto unrocognition, Hull
didn't ovon amawor; he %ot up and walked
to tho wator cooler, Chaleskl quickly
movod up to tho railing, with his back
to tha banche.

Corponson singleds Donoven hit into
a double play and trotted back down the
firat bese line, lifting his lege high;
his stockings showing, somshow all full
of color,

Chelasici walked to the plate. Thers
was the wtipire, the catcher, the pitcher,
the fielders, the sudionce. Sverything
waiting, everything waiting, Outsids,
porhaps, a maxn was holding up a benkj"
or, a streotcar full of veopls sitting,
was turning o corner; but hore it was
di~ferontt it was sottled, oxpected, .
not like that, outsido: tho strooteer,
the holdup. Hore it wase « . ift‘oront, :
caught up, domandod.

Ho swmg and missed tho first p‘.ltch
end people shouted. Tho catchor yslilod -
somothing and tossed the ball back. A
bird skippsd through thoe air, up and
dovn, going somovhore, vory fast.
Onolaski spit end starod at the birth~ °
mark on tha ground, 'I‘ho grvundmvory
dry. Ball ono.

P poxt:ono. cams’ on the outeids, -

vhero ha uknd than Ho swung tbo bak - slido morvously on tho ban

swiftly, automatically, end the crowd
gcresmed, It was & long drive, deep
over the center fislder’a head. Chel-
aski watched it bounce against the
wall by the flagpole, The crowd
soreamed louder than ever; it ascreamed
louder then Chelaski had heard it all
goason. Then Jamison, who was on deck,
began yelling at him.

*Run! Run! Run!® he shouted,

Chelaski turned and looked st Jam-
ison. His eyes wore axtremely wide
and burned like two flashos, cups of
hot, driven things. His faco was con-
tortod, the lips turned out, and Chol-
aski noticod esuecially the thick voins
in the rod necke

*Run! Run! Punl® Jemison shoutod.

A cushion came e out of tho stands,
Thon another one. The orowd was so
loud he could no longor hear Jamison.
What was probably the same bird came
flying back, hopping up and down, only
a little faster., The center fioldoer
had fieldod tho bslls Tho noiso was
almo#t unboarsble. Cheolaski was hit
by a cushion and he turnod to look at
tho crowd. When he did, many of thom
loapod up and down, wavinz thoir arms.
Cushiona, hats, hottlos, evorything
came downe For a momont Cholaski's
oyo caught sight of a girl in a groon
skirt. He couldn't make out her face,
or her blouse or her coat, He saw a
graen skirt, and a pleat in a green
gkirt, shadow-like, and leaping. Then
he was hit by enother cushion. It
stung, ocut, felt warm, For a moment
he was angry.

The throw ceme imto the second bue“'
men, who relayed it to first for the
out, Ths noise was volcanic, stifling,
maddoning, Jemison had Chelaski by
the arm, palling him from the batter’s
box., He noticsd Jamison's face,
atreakad with shots of red and white,
looking thick, as if several leyors
of skin had boon added. '

Cholaski walked to the dugout as
the noise contimued, The toem was
taking to the field, Hull replacing
him in the outfisld,

It was cold in the dugout, dark in
the dugout. . Ha sew the watorbuclmt
with tho tewol over $te sido.
down 4n ‘theFo; eaw saisbodp’s hmar

ch. soulw‘!!‘ .

et siasanesor e arsesoah S TOs?

Bl

- —EEEEER

logs cross.

Thon Ohslaski wae standing in' #romt
of the mansgor, Hastings, Ha dddn'd -
look at Hastings; juet lookod at his
shirt bolow the ¥V of tho nock.

Thon ho looked up, Ho saw that

Hastings was trying to speek but could-
n't get it out.

Cholaski turnod quickly and ran down
tho runway that lod to the locker room,
Whon he got thoro, he stood a moment
looking at all the groen lockors,

Outsido, tho crowd was still shout-
ing and aome of tho raportors wdre ma~
king thoir wey down to Cholaski to ask
him what was wrong.
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FOOTHILL -~ by ¥Williem Allen Ward

At sunset -

The foothill on the

Degert is an Indian werrior

Of old who wraps a red blanket about his

Rude shoulders and broods in melsncholy
Silence.
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OLD MAW VITH A HOBN
~~ by Frank Brooldwusor

- Joe Timm
blew hot
blew true
blew slick
‘blew blue,
trembled smotion
tumbled passion
teased to notion
tantelized to motion,
plsyed brassy
playsd muted
playod drossy
arrangemont rooted,
playad all tho time '
for thom,' and then ‘for haai
couldn'f. play
for them and hin bof.h —

© the late Joe Thmms -

EELLO! -~ by

Soe tho big wo
truck

8oo the two ho
yollow pain

Now liston, 1i
on esphalt

S8ky: cold; tim

Horas it comes |

0, big nigger

0, fino bone m
oyos wild in

socing yous she

0, big niggor
riding loose
louay wood ar
haulod hard i

0, big niggor
maybe you boc
maybo you hay
maybe you oar

But
0, big niggor
riding your h
I soo a chari
dansco
blood in hore
goundifig’

© 0y big nigger

0, big nigger
something tou
‘grin
then sliding
and wood -
and gons, and

0, big nigger
thoy spoak of
maybe you foo.
thoy speek of

0, big nigger
a thousend poc
dying in tho 1

0y big niggor

Oy big niggor
tho top of the

“**w'-arms-



