ALLEN GINSBERG

THE SHROUDED STRANGER

Bare skin is my wrinkled sack

When hot Apollo humps my back
When Jack Frost grabs me in these rags
I wrap my legs with burlap bags

My flesh is cinder my face is snow

I walk the railroad to and fro

When city streets are black and dead
The railroad embankment is my bed

I sup my soup from old tin cans
And take my sweets from little hands
In Tiger Alley near the jail

I steal away from the garbage pail

In darkest night where none can see
Down in the bowels of the factory

I sneak barefoot upon stone

Come and hear the old man groan

I hide and wait like a naked child
Under the bridge my heart goes wild
I scream at a fire on the river bank

I give my body to an old gas tank

1 dream that I have burning hair
Boiled arms that claw the air
The torso of an iron king

And on my back a broken wing

Who'll go out whoring into the night

On the eyeless road in the skinny moonlight
Maid or dowd or athlete proud

May wanton with me in the shroud
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Who'll come lay down in the dark with me
Belly to belly and knee to knee

Who'll Iook into my hooded eye

Who'll lay down under my darkened thigh?
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MALEST CORNIFICI TUO CATULLO

I'm happy, Kerouae, your madman Allen’s
finally made it: discovered a new young cat,
and my imagination of eternity’s boy

walks on the streets of San Francisco
handsome, and meets me in cafeterias

and loves me. Ah, don't think I'm sickening!
You're angry at me. For all of my lovers?
It's hard to eat shit, without having visions,
& when they have eyes for me it's Heaven.

SUNFLOWER S5UTRA

I walked on the banks of the tincan banana dock and sat down
under the huge shade of a Southern Pacific locomotive to
look at the sunset over the box house hills and ery. -

Jack Kerouac sat beside me on a busted rusty iron pole,
companion, we thought the same thoughts of the soul, bleak
and blue and sad-eyed, surrounded by the gnarled steel roots
of trees of machinery.

The oily water on the river mirrored by the red sky, sun sank on
top of final Frisco peaks, no fish in that stream, no hermit in
those mounts, just ourselves rheumy-eyed and hungover like
old bumns on the riverbank, tired and wily.

Look at the Sunflower, he said, there was a dead gray shadow
against the sky, big as a man, sitting dry on top of a pile of
ancient sawdust —

— I rushed up enchanted — it was my first sunflower, memories
of Blake — my visions — Harlem '







