
Bomb ay Gin

Volume n Number 1

SUMMER 1991 
the 
N a r o p a 
Institute



Volume II SUMMER 1991 Number

E D IT O

Rebecca 
Karl K.
M.S. 
John

D ESIGN&LAY

M.S.

Anselm

B,,.... „.„.... T C E T E

R S

Bush 
Schmieder 

Tree 
Wright

O U T

Tree

SO R

Hollo

R A

Bombay Gin is the literary journal published annually by the 
Jack Kerouac School of Disembodied Poetics at the Naropa Institute. 
Copyright 1991. All rights revert back to the authors and artists 
upon publication. Please address all correspondence to 
Editors, Bombay Gin, The Naropa Institute, 2123 Arapahoe Avenue, 
Boulder, Colorado, 80302. Only submissions accompanied 
by a stamped, self-addressed envelope can be returned.
—•:•:••:•••:-.-: .-. ,-p C E T C E T C



	Cover illustration M.S. TREE Artistic Beauty 
	JACK COLLOM Concrete Plane Crash illustration

1 HARRY SMITH/JACK COLLOM Indian Lore
2 ELENI SIKELIANOS Ode to Greek Grandmothers
4 KATHY ACKER War Story
5 LOUIS VILLAIRE Newsflash Poem: Sign of the Times
6 LOUIS VILLAIRE John Calvin: Christian Humorlessnessist
7 PETER LAMBORN WILSON interview by KARL SCHMIEDER
13 GARY ALLEN Canto XVI
14 LUCIA BERLIN Lead Street, Albuquerque
19 LAWRENCE FERLINGHETTI & ALLEN GINSBERG poem illustration
20 BATAAN FAIGAO The General's Canto
23 ELIOT GREENSPAN Three Poems
24 TED DACE Inspire/Expire Inbreathe/Outbreathe
26 MARK DUCHARME Lorraine, Goddess of Nonchalance
29 LISAJANSSEN Four Poems
30 CHARLES BUKOWSKI why oh why oh why and why not?
31 CHARLES BUKOWSKI writer's block
32 CHARLES BERNSTEIN Four Poems
33 THOMAS R PETERS, JR Death drives a flat black Mercury (part 1)
34 OZZIE CHEEK The Best Pain
38 M.S. TREE Casualty of Romance illustation
39 CLAIRE MCMAHON Hung over Love Poem
40 BILL FACKLER Anything can happen in life today
41 ROBERT MASTERSON Our Barbies, Ourselves
42 JENNIFER JANOVY Kansas
43 LAWRENCE FERLINGHETTI A Report on a Happening in North Beach, San Francisco
44 RIKKI DUCORNET The Mummies
45 RIKKI DUCORNET illustration
46 KENWARD ELMSLIE Lads, a song from Night Emerald
48 KATIE YATES Reference
50 TRANSLATIONS  "to carry off to heaven while still living" MS. TREE Haiku Heart illustration
51 LI PO translated by EIKO YOKOYAMA
52 CLARIBEL ALEGRIA translated by D.J. FLAKOLL Haciendo Maltes/Packing My Bags
54 BENJAMIN PERET translated by TOM MALONE Louis XVI Heads to the Guillotine
55 HENRI MICHAUX translated by TOM MALONE On the Road to Death
56 Two 13th Century Italian Poems translated by CHUCK PIRTLE
57 Three Poems from the Sattasai translated by ANDREW SCHELLING
58 Sweeney the Madman translated by JOHN WRIGHT
59 KURT SCHWITTERS translated by JEROME ROTHENBERG Wound Roses Roses Bleed
60 FEDERICO GARCIA LORCA translated by JEROME ROTHENBERG from Suites
62 JULIA VINOGRAD For the Berkeley Inn, Where I Lived for 15 Years Being Torn Down
63 ERICA SCHEIDT Taken in Context
64 JOHN GREB A Bizarre Fantasy Kind Of Game That Went Wrong
68 FIELDING DAWSON Under the Trees on the Hill
69 M.S. TREE Breaking Tradition illustration
70 REBECCA BUSH Poems
72 ROBERT KELLY Problem Words: Two Poems
76 DEVORAH DETTLOFF from Strumm
77 JAMES R MERRILL Drive Slow
78 JOHN ROSS Two Poems
79 NATHANIEL MACKEY from Zar
80 ANGEL HIERONYMOUS The Falling Man
81 ROBERT CREELEY "You Were Never Lovelier..."
82 KYLE MCDANIEL A.W.O.L.
84 ROBERT NAGLER ...and counting
85 ANDREW SCHELLING Down From Stone The Slab Sierra Herms On Receiving Pat's Book
86 DENISE A ROMANO war poems #1-3
88 KEITH ABBOTT Paradise, Nevada
90 CHRIS TYSH from Coat of Arms
91 BOBBIE LOUISE HAWKINS The Saquine Breast of Margaret, (excerpt)
92 B.L. KENNEDY Ground Zero
94 ANNE WALDMAN from lovis Omnia Plena
100 JANE AUGUSTINE illustration



War Story
Kathy Acker

B ut babies. You've got to admit that it's 
women, not men, who have babies.'

So an artist whom I know, not well, told 
this story about babies:

He had had this girlfriend, see. Whom he had 
sent to some rehab center to be rehabbed, or 
whatever happens to people. Instead of being 
rehabbed, she had fallen in love with another 
addict and they had run away from the rehab 
center.

He, the artist, couldn't stand losing love.
He had had the habit of hanging around 

Coney Island. Before the girlfriend disappeared. 
Buying things there. Relics. After love left him, 
he went back to Coney Island like murderers are 
supposed to to the scenes of their crimes.

Boarded-up windows of apartment build­ 
ings more decrepit than the old men who work in 
and work this section of the world. Fleas living 
on sand.

Tears neither present nor absent 'cause no 
one cries for junkies.

Slabs of pissed-and-puked-on wood rose 
out of the sands. Or the smell of dead semen over 
which water passes, now and then, but never 
erases. Dead seagulls don't venture to this spot.

It's the dead season so the freaks are 
ghosts. LEDA, half-swan, half-woman, no one 
could guess which half was which. It was all and 
it is all dead fish.

As the artist's walking past one of the 
rotting buildings, the kind that knows how to 
stand, an old man, not standing, across the street 
says his name.

The artist looks and sees a wiggling finger.
'I've got something for you.'
The artist crosses the street to see what 

the man's got. The kind of old man that likes 
little girls.

'Come here.' The artist has come here: 
he's been here before. Buying. His whole family 
was touched by cancer.

Down a few streets, there's a sort of 
building next to an empty carnival tent. The kind

of building that houses those between the living 
and the dead. The United States has been here 
before.

'It's the pride of my collection.' 
Then down some stairs where there were 

holes in the wood that didn't exist, but it was too 
dark for the artist to see the holes.

'.. .Pride of my collection. A few months 
ago they declared it illegal. Declaring everything 
illegal these days. So I have no use for it.' 

Between the living and the dead. 
Til give it to you for 500 bucks.' 
The room below was filled with crap. 

Refuse of carnivals. Halves of stripper outfits; 
green and bleached-blonde wigs; posters of 
Madonna and geeks; cigarettes that died in flesh; 
a dead, stuffed cockatoo in a huge iron cage 
swung by a life-size iron woman; tattooed skin 
preserved in formaldehyde. The formaldehyde 
had seen better days.

In the back was an antique or old table. A 
large bell jar stood there. Some sort of thick 
bubbly fluid filled the jar.

Tiny fingers splayed in the liquid. Some of 
the fingers were closing, rigid, as if they wanted a 
cigarette. Other fingers pointed to the artist. The 
huge fish mouth was open.

The artist could smell the dead fish that 
were outside this room.

He gave the man 500 dollars.
The room upstairs reminded the artist of 

one in a museum in his recurring dream.
This part of the natural history museum 

was filled with aquariums. Inside their cages, fish 
moved as if alive.

Fish tanks ran from floor to ceiling. Their 
glass began to shatter. Fish, monsters, and all 
sorts of debris lay on the floor. Every monster 
imaginable. The artist, trapped in this museum, 
felt only horror. The waters began to rise.

The museum was an inescapable laby­ 
rinth.

As the artist was walking down the street 
of dead-fish smells that led to the subway, he 
looked down at the jar he was carrying and 
thought that his girlfriend had left him a present.
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