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The Charnel Ground

. rugged and rew situntions, and having accepied Eham as part of your noms ground, then M#MHMM
n.hphu. You are not in a hurry to leave such a place immediately. You Mlhhfqﬂﬁrhﬂ.mﬂm#ﬁﬂmm
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Ex-jenitor John from Poland averved his eyes, cheelks Duaived] with vodios, wine who koow what
as ha left his groundfloor flat, refusing to speak to the inhabitant of Apt 24
Who'd put his bayfriend in Bellevus, calling police, whils the artistic Buddhist composer
on sixth floor lay spaced out feet swollen with water, dying slowly of ATDS over a year—
The Chinasa tescher cleaned & cooked in Apt 2 for the homosexnal post who pined for his gymnast F
thighs & buttocks — Downstairs th' old hippy fower girl fell drunk over tbe banister, smashed ber jaw-
her son despite moderate fame cheated of rocknroll money, twenty thousand peopls in stadiuma
cheering his tattooed skinhesd murdercus Hare Krishna vegetarian dram lyrics—
Mary born in the building rested on her cane heavy legged with heart failure on the second landing. no more abie
to vacation in Caracas & Dublin — The Russian landiady’s husband from Concentration Camp disappeared again — nobody mentioned he'd died —
tenants took over ber building for hot water, she couldn't add rent & pay taxes, wore a long coat hot days
alone & thin on the street carrying groceries to her crooked apartment silant— !
One poet highsehool teacher fall dead mysterious heart disrythmia, konked over
in his mother's Drooklyn apartment, his fiset baby girl a yoar old, wife stolcal & fow daye —
their growling noisy little dog had to go, the baby cried—
Meanwhile the upstairs apartment meth head shot cocaine & yowled up and down
East 12th Street, kicked out of Christine's Eatecy till police cornered him, top & hot iron steambole -
near Stuyvesant Town Avenuve A telephone booth calling his deaf mother— sirens speed the way to Bellevue—.
past whispering grass crack salesman jittering in circles on East 10th Street's 3
southwest corner where art yuppies come out of the overpriced Japanese Sushi Bar — & they poured salt into potato soun heart failure vats at
KK's Polish restaurant 1
—Garbage pilsd up, nonhiodegradable plastic bags emptied by diabetic sidewalk homeless
looking for returnable bottlss recycied dolls radios halfl eaten hamburgers— thrown away Daman— ; l
On 13th Street the notary public sat in his dingy storefront, drivers lessons & tax returns prepared on old matal deslcs—
Sunnysides crisped in butter, fries & sugary donuts passed over the luncheonette counter next door—
The Hispanic lady yelled at the rude African-American behind the Post Office window
"1 waitsd all wesl my walfare check you sent me nobtles | was hers yestarday
1 want to see the supervisor bitch dont insult me refusing to look in—" L
Closed eyes of Puerto Rican wino lips cracked skin red stretchod out
on the pavement, naptha hackdoor open for the Korean family Dry Cleaners at the 14th Street cornes
Con Ed workmen drilled all year to bust slectric pipes 8 feet deep in brown dirt
#0 cars bottlenecked wail minutes to pass the M14 bus stopped mid-road, heavy dressed secior cilizens step acwn in red rubble.
with Reducad Fare Program cards got from grey city Aging Department offices downtown up the second flight by elevators don't work—
News comes on the radio, they bombed Baghdad and the Garden of Eden agein?
A million starve in Sudan, mountaing of sats stacked on docks, local gangs & U.N.'s trembling buresucrai officers sweat near the equator arguing over
VWheat piles shoyed by bulldvsers — Swelish doctors ran out of medicine — The Fakistan taxd drive
says Salman Rushdis must dis, insulting the prophet in fietions
“Mo that wasn't my opinion, just a charscter talking like in a posm no judgment ™
“Not till the sun rejects you do 1, so give you a quarter by the Catholic Church 14th St you stand half drunk
waving a plastic glass. flush faced. live with your mother a wounded look on vour lips, eves squinting.
receding lowar jaw sometimes you dry out in Bellevue, most days cadging dollars for swest wine
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where girding the subway entrances construction saw-horses painted orange
guard steps underground — And across the street the NYCE bank machine cubicle door sign reads
| | Mot in Operation as taxis bump on potholes asphalt mounded at the crossroad when red lights change green
|| & I'm on my way uptown to get a cat scan liver biopsy, visit the cardiologist,
account for high blood pressure, kidneystones, diabetes, misty ayes & dysesthesia—
Hh'hﬁintmwh.hﬂlukh mﬂdhﬂ.pﬁlﬂuhﬂim—
Old age siel d in goma miﬁ.wﬂh‘nqﬂ:-—
M:hﬂrmhﬁnmihuhnﬂwihﬂﬂmmmhtMmhﬂrmﬂdmmmmn—
Across town the velvet poet takes Darvon N, valium nightly, sleeps all day kicking methadone ™
batween brick walls sixth floor in & room cluttered with collages & gold dot paper scrapa coverad
with words: “The whole point seems to be the idea of giving away the giver,”
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