


I dorit think
I can
accept

any more
compliments

cried the

determined
never to

let a
bugger
prosper.

I



Every tune
I stop

smoking
I feel

as if
I can’t find

my teeth.
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Girl,
if you
was
a boy
and I
was
queer
I could

g°
for
you





Love was here
today

and left us dry
did we deserve

Him?

doing the limbo bit
doing the limbo bit

it’s good enough
forme

Th





G$V£ My

SOOL To





what’s doing
mother

well
I’ll tell you

brother
you’re

the only
brother

I know
who’s got a

mother
that’s your

brother



in the light of the wood
green from the cut, we killed Him

thee and me
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Lobby

of the
Taft

That’s
the
best
thing
he
ever
did

to run the money-changers out of
the
temple,
that’s
the
best
thing

he
ever

did
said
the
hat

from
Ind­
iana



I always say
what I think
crooks usually do
cops go through hoops

and hell
because

they do not believe

fomdoct-fegd-
cops are like

Au4end)

ladies
in a bad mood.



l( u
::n me
e brave boyItl

ke

/hast
forUk
said/

idst m A
pact I
> smoJje

e snake,

I
love Christ
said the Epis
copalian school

are
altogether
at ease

here
in the light
of the green

cut
out of the

wood

t



Certain Evictions

In the first week
of their life
male jews
are crucified

The pain
is
exquisite

To discover
the tip
of your future

by losing it
is a fair
price
to pay

for having been
once so tense
as to fail
the race
when
He
chose
a Jew
without a future

to save it.

Grace.
In the first week

of their life
grace is crucified.
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A PAPER ON THE
DIFFERENTIALS OF
STATUS IN THE
EGO-FORMATION
OF THE JEWISH

HOMOSEXUAL

One
of
the bones

of
contention

is
that
Franz

calls
me
a rabbi
and
I
call
him
one



Mr
Cancer

and
Miss

Catatonia
were
very
good
for each other

but they were
cousins
so they

did

nothing
about
it.



I won’t stay in
with married men
any more

they’re too agreeable,
it’s a little too much

like curling
UP

with the good book.

You mean
a
good book

Oh, dear,
did I say
the
good book



r-StflU-T.

Mr
Cancer

and
Miss

Catatonia
were
good
for each other



planations

o long.

□n’t
)on

s art of
he
hort hair
;that

It always
ruins
a
meal
to walk
half a block.



Don’t
fill
pauses,
you’re
no
dentist.
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Ortl odoxies

Jews
who
go to
no

synagogue
hare
fac< s 1
wl ich
ch; mge

all
the time.

Mon dieu,
Feinspan,
do I have

to keep
saying
I’m pleased
to be here
Yes

I’m happy
to be
with those
I love.
Send the bill.
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T ranscendentalism

Talking
of coming

she said
you make

me
feel

furious
and stupid.

You are
stupid
you’re frightfully

stupid
but I like

the way
you put

your freight cars
together.





Ladies
teach
one
legon
seul
one
that the
essence
of perfume
is duty

147



It’s amazing
how many
ladies
never crack
a book
it hurts

the spine.
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halfass



something
about
the
smell
of a cop
when he's
groping



Testaments

I never
scored
said
snake.

It was
Adam
I wanted

but
Eve bought
the cake.
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To the lower classes

Noblesse
Oblige

has one rule
and

one rule only

You must be
so nice
so bright
so quick and
so well turned

that
no one need

tell you
a second time.

Tell me what?
that the world

is well-lost
for love

and the upper
classes
are the
law above?

I tell you this:
if the
upper classes
are kin to God

in style—
(which is one hypothesis

we do not ignore:
how else account
for elegance?)

if the
upper classes
are kin to God

in style
then Cod has no love
but guilt, nor a style j
apart from fashion, j
no courage but to ;
do in duty I

what
one docs not desire
and no worth
but for His love

at beauty
For there

is noble’s work
their plea:

that they
love in truth
with all sense

of Christian
love

divorced from self
the air of beauty

and her pomp.

The poor know naught
but death

they do not free
they obliterate.



i the cells.

dvcrn

haquestion:

will
ject to
in defeats

jmood
severe

Mbod
is
congregation
of soul;

Is mood a temple
which gives us
sanctuary
against

the desire
of our cells
to return to

their beginnings
under a
new master
who promises
that he
will not
repeat

the hesitations,
compassions

and
aesthetic

com­
punctions of God

about
pleasure
profit

and
progress

but
instead
will rip up
the roots

and give us
the broad
macadam

of
civic virtue
tranquilized pain
eternity

without fire
and sucaryl
for the syrup

of the peach.

Those.
wlio
a boc
of mt

a3col
arc si

sue
c 1
S3'

as no Bose



In the Jabdin Exotique of Eze

In the Jardin Exotique of Eze
the cactus come up from the sea
like an anemone wooing a spicier
or a pygmy with a blowgun dart.
Silently they smell the breeze,

invertebrate,
their memory as long as the tripe of the Mediterran^e.
Was it once or never? that a God from deep waters

dreaming of the moon
fell in love with a gleam from the midnight sky
who, intoxicated with herself
and the rapture of the depths,
like a daughter most fortunate in family,
beautiful, spoiled, innocent of alarm,
wandered down an alley
.dark as the pitch of blackest frustration
and there was trapped by the sound of need
in the murmur of an ape.
So did that God of dark waters woo a moon beam
and from their love leave a seed
on the spume of the wrack
which washes a desert shore.
Cactus,
mad psychotic bulb of light and dark

spy of the deep sea
intimate of the moon

your form inspires nausea
for love which dares too much
and has no soil but sand
flowers spines of lunar hatred
shapes tubers on the leaf
and gives no wine but visions from peyote
of ether and her gardens
which burn in gloom
of poison, bliss, the death of suns
and phosphorescent nights.



In the Jabdin Exotique of Eze

In the Jardin Exotique of Eze
the cactus'come up from the sea
like an anemone wooing a spider
or a pygmy with a blowgun dart.
Silently they smell the breeze,

invertebrate,
their memory as long as the tripe of the Mediterrande.
Was it once or never? that a God from deep waters

dreaming of the moon
fell in love with a gleam from the midnight sky
who, intoxicated with herself
and the rapture of the depths,
like a daughter most fortunate in family,
beautiful, spoiled, innocent of alarm,
wandered down an alley

.dark as the pitch of blackest frustration
and there was trapped by the sound of need
in the murmur of an ape.
So did that God of dark waters woo a moon beam
and from their love leave a seed
on the spume of the wrack
which washes a desert shore.
Cactus,
mad psychotic bulb of light and dark

spy of the deep sea
intimate of the moon

your form inspires nausea
for love which dares too much
and has no soil but sand
flowers spines of lunar hatred
shapes tubers on the leaf
and gives no wine but visions from peyote
of ether and her gardens
which burn in gloom
of poison, bliss, the death of suns
and phosphorescent nights.



It would
be

an aid
if the

blind
came

to the
game

because
their ears

are
clean
said

the dream.

2.

I would
be

afraid
of those

who
hear and

do not
see
said

the word.

3.

I am
in
love with
those who

come
with their
wound to

me
said the

mood
for

those who
see

and do
not hear

wound
others
with their

voice.

The Corners
of a
Square

4.

Those who
hear

and do
not see

give
alms

to Eve
and

other
ill

said
the peace
which comes

from
the police.
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Modest
Gifts

Poems and Drawings
by

Norman Mailer
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To the lower classes

Noblesse
Oblige

has one rule
and

one rule-only

You must be
so nice
so bright
so quick and
so well turned

that
no one need

tell you
a second time.

Tell me what?
that the world

is well-lost
for love

and the upper
classes
are the
law above?

1 tell you this:
if the
upper classes
are kin to God

in style—
(which is one hypothesis

we do not ignore:
how else account
for elegance?)

if the
upper classes
are kin to God

in style
then God has no love
but guilt, nor a style
apart from fashion,
no courage but to
do in duty

what
one docs not desire
and no worth
but for His love

at beauty
For there

is noble’s work
their plea:

that they
love in truth
with all sense

of Christian
love

divorced from self
the air of beauty

and her pomp.

The poor know naught
but death

they do not free
they obliterate.



1.

It would
be

an aid
if the

blind
came

to the
game

because
their ears

are
clean
said

the dream.

2.

I would
be

afraid
of those

who
hear and
do not
see
said

the word.

3.

I am
in
love with
those who

come
with their
wound to

me
said the

mood
for

those who
see

and do
not hear

wound
others
with their
voice.

The Corners
of a
Square

4.

Those who
hear

and do
not see

give
alms

to Eve
and

other
ill

said
the peace
which comes

from
the police.
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len defeats
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• severe
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as to loose
t ha question:

Mbod
isla

ngrijation
of soul

i i the cells.

Is mood a temple
which gives us
sanctuary
against

the desire
of our cells
to return to

their beginnings
under a
new master
who promises
that he
will not
repeat

the hesitations,
compassions

and
aesthetic

com­
punctions of God

about
pleasure
profit

and
progress

but
instead
will rip up
the roots

and give us
the broad
macadam

of
civic virtue
tranquilized pain
eternity

without fire
and sucaryl
for the syrup

of the peach.



Burnt Umber
Yellow Ochre

A crap,
said
the
pedant
picking

his
paws

is an
idealist
who has
not yet decided

he is worthy
to be considered

a shit.

Mon dieu, Feinspan,
in terror, I

exclaimed
abjure the
Anglicans



you break
up your

line
like

ee
cum
mings

I notice

n
o heb re a
ksitu pd

iffe
r
e
nt

I am looking
for the
fish who
swim in the

spaces

ee likes the
herbs
in the
letters

besi desh e'sb

et
te



Is mood a temple
which gives us
sanctuary
against

the desire
of our cells
to return to

their beginnings
under a
new master
who promises
that he
will not
repeat

the hesitations,
compassions

and
aesthetic

com­
punctions of God

about
pleasure
profit

and
progress

but
instead

will rip up
the roots

and give us
the broad
macadam

of
civic virtue
tranquilized pain
eternity

without fire
and sucaryl
for the syrup

of the peach.



1. The Corners
of a

It would Square

be
an aid
if the

blind
came

to the
game

because
their ears 3.

are
I amclean

said
the dream.

in
love with
those who

4.

come Those who
with their hear

wound to and do
2. me not see

said the give
I would mood alms

be for to Eve
afraid those who and
of those see other

who and do ill
hear and not hear said

do not wound the peace
see others which comes
said with their from

the word. voice. the police.



Stripped of its
distinctions

life is a flat city
whose isolated spurs
cut the sky
like housing projects.

Think of the air
whose heart is bruised
by touching such artifacts.
(Does the cutworm forgive

the plough?)

I tell you, say the rich,
the poor are naught
but dirty wind
welling in air-shafts
over the cinders
and droppings of
the past, their
voices thick
with grease
and ordure,
sewer-greed
to corrode the ear
with the horrors
of the past

and the voids
of new stupidity.

One could drown
waiting for the poor
to make
one fine distinction.

Yes, destroy us
say the rich
and you lose

the roots
of God.



Destroy them
say the poor

we cannot breathe
nor give
until we etch

on their rich nerve
the cruel razor
and heartless club

of our past,
those sediments of

waste
which curbed

our genes
and flattened
the vision we
would give

the chromosome.

Yes, destroy them
say the poor
burn them, rob them
gorge their tears

and such half of beauty
lost to pomp
will flower
unglimpsed wonders
in the rose,
will flower
unglimpsed wonders
in the rows.

I wonder,
said the Lord

I wonder if I know the answer
any more.



A writer who
has power
should use it
to extract
such benefits
from his
publisher

as
give

his
words

room

to

breathe

ak e
sn

A snake
can’t strike
in a box

k
e

a

str-
’ke

1

1 wa
3"t





Cocktail Party

B. The Lingerers



I

Cocktail Party

A. Voices











Modest
Gifts

Poems and Drawings
by

Norman Mailer











Oh God
I mustn’t laugh

said
the evil old crow
it gives
me
crow’s feet.
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