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THE MAGAZINE OF FURTHER STUDIES
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A1,

Imagine: sirnply to be an anirnal.

t r rnagine, tJrat  that  is  a l l  we are.  L i fe-wise,

that is,  The doe has no more eyes

than we do" Or the f ly

f lys di f f  erent ly

than us.  To go around this corner

is to place Death

in i ts wise.  lVe are not plants planets or

do we sleep

hereafter.  Rest.  Or wi ther

in that  sense weeds

do --- turn back into

seeds. 14re both rnove,

as an anirnal

do. A.nd our procreat ion

is choice (  that  d i f ference,

pos sibly,  chast i ty,

care" But solely wi th in

l i fe-t i rne. Not after,  not for any

after,  not  for  any reason,

or reach, other than



l i fe 's)  Deathrs province is

death, a definable anirnal

nothing: Cause or occasion of  loss of  l i fe;

Cessat ion or pr ivat ion,  as of  funct ion,  existence, capaci ty,

for developrnent,  etc;  ext inct ion. Rene

Char, and Wil l iam Qarlos 
'Wi l l iarns on

Rene Charrs t raurna, that ,  that  is

what happens. So be i t ,  so many anirnal

bones. Charnel-house. Thrown over,  in a pi le

al l  solernn bones we l ie,  in death. Dead. Unrnolested,

no farther revealed F"t  is ,  by ourselves]

unable to take breath, look out of our eyes,

cal l  over the near fence, plan to go to Swamps-

c ott ,
can transcend anything there is or men have

done, watching out the window the durnb

beady eyes

7
of a sparrow pirds are not animals

in the sense pattern, including

geese, and that theee cal ls,  are

terr i tor iai l  anirnals
J

exper lence

Love,
o

of earth
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rURS

Fur

is the waods

fur

the body slat ( dpwn by the river

Iaid out l ike

fur

the dead dog the dead fur stiff stuff

corpse

1846

It i t  was no longer profi tpble to trap the beaver' l

1834
1820 I82 r

l ike a dogts yelp

beaver

hor se s

tracks
but not beaver

dogo

4re our fur 's the same thing

the same reach

for beaver

and r iverF



go where

the men go those trappers those lyr ical

trapPer s

song - minded arner icans

l ike dogrs yelplng

to A.stor

si t t in in new Yawrk

sippin gin &

beavers and boats around the co4t inent

not fur

not where

the missour i  is  not a start ing place where

the beaver is

is

(  they no longer have any names those george sirnpsonrs menrs
journals crossing the cont inent by water by portage by grease
pernrnican & tal low, the fats the rneats rnade possible therr in landt l
voyages to the sea (and beaver?) the colurnbia and down the wide
Iand to port  land and back up the inte:: ior to the trai ts and furs)

spreading

those pierced nosed ones

ponies

bicker ing posts

not for money

for men

i t  was

i t  was



r

and their  fur

was r landr

geo-

fur

is the overland is the r iver the portage

where I  s i t  up on a dear bear run
no longer a f rapperts t ra i l
and think that I  have discovered
a language in the warm afternoon breeze

inside myself  I  feel  the kootenay to issue
from out of

as vapours
and t fre clouds wlr ich shutt le the mountainsr peaks

where the beaver bui lds

he moves up to the head

at the back of the place

and makes that where the water comes frorn

before the f low

begins

there the beaver bui lds

a pond of mud and birch

which becomes a creek after that

No ---  anywhere he can do i t  he does

anywhere

but ld a creek song

build something



but that fur is like warrnth

is  a l ie

il
ruPgiboq

the murky soup

a rnrx-up

sgrnewhere

the inel ine of

Howser Ck.

toward Taurus Mt.

four squatters to rny left

starbird glacier on the r ight

9 cabins

2 decades of  winters

muskrat rnart in

Hans Rasmussen

veteran

his my snowshoes

sumrner

in an old age

al l  cabins stocked with canned food

the trap- l ine

his talk



m
the fur

is as c lear as can be had

a s trans -cont inental

qr men of which vir tue

they occupy 1i t t1e space

ln a canoe

not fur

at al l

for  Jack Clarke
May, 1966

Fred Wah



The Jafferson Aweplane

I want to be successful  in other terrns than l ives.

Lovel iness among these people is no occurence to me-

To be huddled up
in a bal l  in the corner of

your roof i ) .



In the Pasture

Beauty such as never was rnine

Existed here for  a day with you.



Some black man

Sorne white rnan

looms in my l i fe,  larger
than l i fe.

hovers there too, but I  am

through with you.

Some wi ld rnan drearns through rny day,
smel l ing of  heroin.

Some dead man dies in rny arrns every night.



The Rose at the End of the Saloon

I saw f lowers when I  thought of you
golden f lowers on a hi l l .
Thatrs enough for me.

I  don' t  l ike those words.
Last testarnent to a song.

A. bunch of old photographs
I handed to my rnother,

weeping on the couch.



Is that what you want frorn l i fe ?

A few de Nicotea f i l ters.

John Wieners
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As I  walked home last night
thrut the snow from down
town seven mi les

t i l1 i t  got
so cold I  had

to

get a taxi
I thought of you, my love

who I left in the greyhound

stat ion
where the men

argued about the delay

caused by a
fucking tyre.

I How close tftg! ftSigf.t- sounds

I  said.
In this rooln

hal lowed by the l iv ing presence
of the poet the wind

blows under
the door & the window ratt les.

J.  Ternple



LETTER A.

The sky is wide
and I arn bent over
wri t ing th is postcard
in the gas stat ions of  the west.

one dozen strands of t icket rniniatures
f i lched by chi ldren
apple butter,  caves f i l led with washtubs
the ozark sound. W'ar lords in cars
unturnble outside the window
they pi le out l r rn surrounded by fresh hands
chunking rocks across the doo::way
Irve just  gobbled desert  before the disciples rnoved in

Nehi,  Passion Punch, R" C. Cola
To say I 'm of f  is  l ike instruct ions
in using the regions I  send you
to kick my ass with your A.rnerica.

Forgive th is narrow space
this "smoke frorn a brush f i re out back'r
but the blood vessels of  A.merica I  love,

that sweats and rnarvels at i ts own produce

is dying, and rne, the generat ion looking horne,

wri tes epi taphs, s l ides f rorn one coast across

to the other"  raps as the door c loses,

cal l ing, fai l ing in the rock sl ide of the new world.

Lewis MacAdarns
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The Mountain, The Creek, A11 Ends In The Lake

the hill the rhythm moves

truck the t i res black rock-pocked rubber gravel  dust
the road

the road i t  is on ( length) the eide (where)

west
move over i t  ( the road) the rnountain slopes

the way in an edge i t  is
the t rees cut
away the r ight-of-way

wynds

into the shape the hi l ls ide is
the rupr of  i t
at the round of rny back behind
down before where I  was

the creek up
the hi l l  beside
the road by
under me

and then there on the top at the mountain in the trees blue sky green l ight

at noon the logs marked (volurne) by us (hot)

turn and take under the road and the creek beside down to the lakers shore
and highway

at the creek mouth
the color in the water is the t reesl
blue sky green l ight f rom the hi l1s up

Fred'W'ah



f rom Back Creek

I sat  by Back Creek
combing thern out of my hair
the ones I  was Back Creek to
who never let  me forget
my own name.

I td made them one in the c lassroorn
a Back Creek on the back table
juniper and wintergreen berr ies
Bri t ish soldier rnoss
and a srnal l  snake

Fif th grade sized green
it  only drew off
the loners l ike rne
who when they did talk
did not

repeaf, my nafire
said what they had to say
often of interest the snake
was si t t ing in the tree
neat ly coi led

what .was he try ing to be ?
And when he began with rnany
rests to shed his skin
they drearned snake
l ike me

I think i t  was the yel low br ick
gave way then and he returned
to Back Creek turned
to Back Creek
went Back

Back Creek where I  learned to breathe.

W'here every spr ing he was born again
dressing warm before dayi ight
knowing hers ro11 the canoe
so swif t  the rhetor ic of
Pol ish Hi l l



Eisse Hi l l  Rice Road's f reshets.
Theyrd spi1l  h im out.  He could
not t : :anslate fast enough
even i f  he lay st i l l  l istening
on the boatrs r ibs.

A.11 that c lear cold now mixed with si l t
c lose as graf i rmar,  canoers skin then his
wrapped in syntax. Right ing the canoe,
-shoot ing pastpresentfuture in an instant
he told the Photonews
who asked hirn for a capt ion,
rrYou go fast  therers a 1ot
of  t rees.r l

A.nd loops and deltas and bleached logs
and every s ize of  rock s lab pebble
rnuskrat k ingf isher crayf ish
and the thing on st i l ts who walks on water.
A.gency and elernent

i t  peels the bark the waterrs eloquence
varies the rock of consonants the open vowels
the context of  t ree root bank jalopy

taking longer to rust away than that swimrner
that day.

For al l  i ts  hornely monicker Back Creek
is deep in places they dive f rom two
of i ts br idges on the switchback roads
from Back Creek Road trai l ing the creek
to highway"

Ruth Fox



Sections f rom $ubway

That sound, she had taught me,

is the absence of

at  some t ime there is a shi f t

and a new presence,

onl y now,

in the deepest

ear,  the presence of  something

else,  something that

was not there before,  a

roar

A. t ra in swaggers in,  throws
its eyes upon me: What di  d I  expeet,
a whale ?

I t  is  not rn ine.
I turn to the wall
to the blackboard

i  n desperat ion read
what I  had read the
night before

Lyndon Johnson
LAMF
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I  am reduced to th is:

you smart  people at  part ies

who use words so l ight ly,
al l  the t ime so,

not |cnowing
Thoth,

the weight and irnpress
of centur ies,

3re heavy
before they corne as l ight ly
as the A on that train
dancing at rne f rom the tunnel

of only sound I  no wordp

or where

the sign (  even the rnost useful  things
are not spoken but in Eorrre way
revealed, the length of
her legs

reads

MENI S

J- it, J- rt- {,



To enter

and have

subway at night,

night turn

I ight,

f ree of the tunnel,  the br idge

strung out so stately i ts tqwers

how st i l l  they r ise, fantast iq,

l ike opposing seige rnachines

in the torn rnist ,  white columns

driven into black water,

l ight

on that water,  the br idge

the sun

resounding,

the r idge

of Spuyten Duyvil

the

the
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The Devi l rs Footpr inte
( from Spuyten Duyvil

ly ing & being
an is land in the sea

a raw, white bank

great black cannon looking
l ike shining beet les

rnarks,  reddish,
qn the ledges

'We move along
the DeviLr s Footpr ints,

several
pr ints on the rock -  l ike someone
walking down-water -

"This foot
one horseshoe; th is one p,  "
putting down her own foot
to show that one was human.

George F. Butter ick



Just after the Spring Equinox
:-:-  

--  
^marking !t " T.:igrrglh of the Sun

The thing is Mary is the dazzling

face of  Moses when he descends

to the Nat ion ( ' rThese be thy gods, O Israel ,

which brought thee up out of the land of

Egypt")  f rom Sinai  the real  face-,

mask: 'His Face Was Horned'

(rnaswa .  .  .  Karan or panaw in the Hebrew

& the Lat in Vulgate,  fadies cornuta,

i ,  €.  ,  'horned facer)  - -  l ike the Minotaurrs

on the Cretan coin,  two ray 'horns -  -

af ter  seeing the Face of  God!

I t  is  the BULL, the rBul l rs rnask!

(whether Egypt ian, Surnerian, A.ssyro-Babylonian,

Cretan or A.TLANTEAN i t  is

the pr i rnordial  (g lacial)  Bul I -god, the

bos pr irnigenius ,  on the

golden curved goblets of  Laconia,

the sacr i f ic ia l  god-Bu1l ,  which is

the rnystery here

& always is /



Vei led --  vou need a double

axe to rend ( l .e!S, the l ightning axe,

for k i l l ing the God-sacr i f ice You

to reveal  the diphyes, the two-natured-

ness of  man --  Michael-A.ngelo

hirnsel f  (an A.ndrogyne

so uni ted to martvr  the div ine

MORPHOLOGY --  Creat ion i tsel f

rs easy

Note & wearing long feminine vestrrents

of the sea I
RED the color of



Euoia

Between the twin-peakd t i ts of  Earth he gl ides,
red snake

of sea, he gl istens yet,  h is many forms,
the hero of the sea

& whatsoever he does is just  & unjust  both
in both an equal just ice

he is,  a lone, his motherrs son

Likni tes winnowd in the f ie ld,  in rnanhood the twice-arrnd
winecup f i l ld,  unmixd, thunderbolt  pure

along the br ight of  moon
who sheds hersel f  on lonely sea,

bolt  of  l ight

he hur ld the aerol i te to Delphi ,  not
young Phoibos, forrn unfound, who cannot touch

whoEe srni le is not his own

nine rnonths to A.pol lo,  three to the l ion of the burning
f larne,

the issue is not A.po11o, st i l lborn thought,
measure the power of Christ  arnong the Satrae

rneasure hirn not among the Greeks, gain his s ign
among the horse-tai led beasts who knew the jew

his forrner name the wingd she-dernon spoke

the bee who loosens the l imbs of  men, whose taste
of Earth was f i rst ,  the honeyd ground, whose song

dr ive s
the bul l ,  the 1ine, the bar in three



demon of  the chi ld of  double doors,  Mel issa
astr ide the pi t  of  Gaia,  f lute & t imbrels,  shreiks

in rnyr iad tongues, bee
of double bir th,  second house, Beth

the tabernacle

Likni tes winnowd in the new moon
upon twice - t i t ted Earth

spi l led f rorn the hornd ark,  vannus lacchi ,  two-prowd ship

whose giant eyes engird the helrnsman

the gent le l ion knows his 1ord, bul l  of  ocean
Hera the cow, hero the man, summond by trumpets

to the 1and, frorn his mouth f lowd the sea

rnid-forehead rose the single tusk,  between the eyes, between
his horns,  the tusk cut  away, s i lent

by his death in air  she f loats,  the wi tness
of his bir th,  death-1ike,  bee-1ike

Lys sa

fi

The rnan is born of woman who must die for hirn
& be found by hirn

deep in Gaiars womb

be led back from darkness to 1ight,  the br ight  sweep
of the rnoon be his lamp to the pi t

to keep the myster ies pure

black loarn of Gaia f i l1s her hair
honeY runs rrom 

ir';i 'J:"orched
by f i re shot to ki l l

the bul1 seed in her cunt



she who was burnt ,  the moon heard her cr ies,  the moon

that also is a torch, who couples wi th the sea

the two preserve the stone below their  love
release the snake along A.pol1ors path

& switch & dart  his forkd tongue within the faul t  of
f rozen Gaiars breasts

& they set f ree the thr ice-hornd bu1l
to speak his r iver speech

Iil

Ice & gravel ,
where nothing grows

dwel ls A.pol lo who is rnute & st i l l

who smiles in Gandhara a smile not his
who hates the rnan who loves

another god or man

hates the man who, drunk, wi l l  curse A.pol lo,  hates the rnan

who, tal l  in the wel l - f i t ted stern, cal ld on the god
as god, who saw no ransom can there be for hi rn

who is a god

no thing but rnut i lat ion, rneta-
rnorphosis,  death,  who raises up his cantharos

& dr inks, lame rnan,
who craves the f lesh of  k id

lays the rent skin 'gainst  h is skin,  b lood

of the hi l l  goat torn in two,
hides his lance in ivy;

I  carry the l ikeness, larne
one foot cut of f

for young Apol lo,  choppd away



n

but one good foot,  one
on which to pivot,  two good hands

. to l i f t  A.pol lors rock
from the entry to the pi t

the steps are three.,  three the rneasure of my step
some take a lover,  stranger

& down they lay by stone

their  love, & stone on stone
they puri fy their  love

& rnalce no question love

grief & t irne enough to ask
the name of rock

IV

at sea no rnan l imps
all  men switch at sea

& pivot to the wind

Duncan McNaughton



POEM

In i ts going down, the moon
has sl ipped through *y f ingers

I am left  with the rnemory
the embarras srnent
of reaching

In th i  s darkness
i s there nothing bul myself
and the heaviness of night
as i t  weighs upon rne ?

How I  have denied your nearness
the weight of your arrn on my waist
your warmth up against rrry back

I am turned away
as always
reaching for the rnoon
and cal l i  ng on the night
to take me

Love d.oes not brook such divis ion
is born of  i tsel f
out of nothing
is the act  of  i tsel f
as Dawn is
not of the sun
but of  i ts  own r is ing

Eros and Eos have joined hands this rnorning
and we, who are less farni l iar
awake in ourselves
the distance that bel ies our bed

O Love
Iet us get out of  our separate heads this rnorning

It  is  late in the year
and the leaves have begun to fal l

Robert  Hogg z 22 / I0 /66



The Lesbian is dead,

what brought her about,
alone, wi l l  br ing her back to l i fe,

she was last
arnong the rocks,
regal ,
by herself ,  a hyacinth
in her teeth;

the t ide turnd
& spread her where the foam r inse f lows back

& disappears.
Decernber

at  Lesbos, th in,  wet snow

on the earth )

They say another death in ltaly, in the
rnountains,
wi l l  br ing a covering
of snow,

a poet
in a rneadow grave,

a feast beside the corpse,
wine & pipers,

gaity adjacent

to the margin of the pi t

c losing over
pe.rmanently

( into the sea
she dove straight as a dolphin
out of sight

along the inart iculable bottom

Dunqan McNaughton



ENOUGH A.Ni MUS SO I T A.LL HA S WILL

Now al l  th i  ngs r ise
to greet you Barcelona c! !y
yet LW whose st  i l1 unrnarked f  eatures require
al l  th ings be put back in the air  of  th is roorn
a nun a gambler a record player anything
the Bird plays Cole Porter under the stars
& a bott l  e of brandy is l i f  ted to the l ips
in toast  to even the sof t  Venet ian way
he thought Rubens the most conternpt ible
because he never learned to di f ferent iate
the def ini te and deterrninate out l ine
yes i t  is  the f  orrn of  th ings you are
the f ixed center of  th is f loat ing
wor1d"

Objects i l lumined
they hang suspended
l ike the faces of  chi ldren
who can only ref l  ect your own I  thought
si t t ing there on the darnp grass
wondering why there was no l  ight in any of their  faces
& i f  I  had corne this far  only to lose
l ike Mesopotamian ci t i  es
al  I  coherence gone
the days and nights of love
but a memory of those heavenly rnovernents
so careful ly held by them
now wrested into rny hands
becorne again a wor ld

no east no west
no sal t  sea cover ing al l  between.

There are only two seasons of  rnan
& they are not div is i  b1e
as I  the spr ing you are
the fal l  of  al l  that must return
born weight less as on the back of
or he who stands in the gate of Cadiz
shal l  shoulder you once more
O Barcelona is there anv other burden?

J. Clarke



"  I  see a Whale in the South-sea, dr inking my soul  away. ' r

Sail ing after 5""ry1S5!ge, by George Dekker. London, 1963.
The Savage Mind, by Claude Levi-Strauss (  t ranslated by George
Weidenfeld for  'The Nature of  Hurnan Society Ser ies ' )"  Chicago, 1965.

Put up as a match l ike this /  Donald Davie and Hugh Kenner in

Dekkerrs cotner ---  Maurice Merleau-Ponty in Levi-Straussrs corner /

there is no contest ,  l tke Clay and Liston at  Lewi ston, so fast  you want

your money back. A.nd i t  is  just  because the knock-out punch is so easy

that I  would l ike to use this rcr i t icalr  book as a target (recogni"z ing

i t  is  one of  the best such books on Ezra Pound) hoping that the studies

which fol low i t  can at least get into the r ing, knowing what speed and

accuracy they are up against  when they take on that part  of  Poundrs

work which is rnythology. \ fhich, now that sonre rnen are wi l l ing to

admit  that  Mr.  Pound is ser ious about,  say,  the Eleusinian rnyster ies,

proposes an arena we canrt  even enter t rust ing,  as some st i l l  do,

Miss'W-eston etc.  or  a cr i t ical  at t i tude which produces r the uses of

rnyth '  in Mr.  El iotrs The Wasteland.

I  use Levi-Strauss

to out l ine the attent ion:

Myths and r i tes are far  f rom being, as has
often been held, the product of man's rrnyth rnaking
facul ty,  '  turning i t 's  back on real i ty.

(  To get r id of  that

legacy of  Bergson and other meanderings, drearny,  such mythopoeic



Mythology's.  .  .  pr inciple value is indeed to
preserve unt i l  the present t ime the remains of
rnethods of  observat ion and ref lect ion which were
( and no doubt st i l l  are) precisely adapted to
discover ies of  a certain type: those which nature
author ized from the start ing point  of  speculat ive

organi.zat ion and exploi tat ion of the sensible world
in sensible terrns.

(As against  any Randornness, or

The Non-Rat ional ,  Unspeakable-Myster ious,  Occul t isrn or Theosophy,

any such dodge when correspondences are ordered on axes, unknown, as

'a l ike produces a l iket  or  tThese fragments you have shored (  shelved). '

Providing a poet in this t ime, our own, and as some have taken ful l

advantage, the golden str ing leading out of  an abstract  universe of

discourse into the concrete,  rsensible wor ldr  /  an order ing based on

part iculars of  our exper ience, str icter,  even, than

(Plus th is usefuJ. ,  i f  too s i rnple forrnula):
A.r t  thus proceeds frorn a set  (object  & event)
to the discovery of  i ts  structure.  Myth starts
from a structure by means of  which i t  constructs
a set (  object  & event)"

(To rny rnind Paterson being a

f ine instance of  the f i rst ;  The Cantos explaining the process of

the second. Like he says ---  I 'NO apter rnetaphor having been found

for certain ernot ional  colours" I  assert  that  the Gods exist .  "  (Kulchur)

And that gets Levi-Strauss out of  I 'The Science of  the Concrete"

into "The Logic of  Totemic Classi f icat ionsrr  and I 'Systerns of  Trans-



forrnat iOnsi l  and, in our terrns, rel ieves Malatesta frorn any museuf i)

of  found objects (del ightful  though fragmentary, or however supporters

of Pound try,  wi th embarrassment,  to save their  rnan and, of  course,

do hirn most darnage in the ef for t ,  ignor ing his at tempt atrstructurer

by rnorphological  LAW) so we donrt  have to conclude, as Dekker does

(with his not ion of  myth rras the record of  a del ight fu l  psychic exper iencer ' )

that  I ' I f  The Cantos did by sorne miracle forrn a successful  poet ic who1e". .

But s ince i t  does not. . . ' r  to say,  as Blake says of  Horner rrEvery Poern

must necessar i ly  be a perfect  Uni ty.  "  .  
r l

I  leave the rest  for  you to get,  c losing only wi th the note that  Levi-

Strauss does successful ly c lear the ground of  any further possibi l i ty  of

the use of  rarchetypesr and r the col lect ive unconsciousr s i rnply:  " I t

is  only forms and not contents which can be cornmon. I f  there are

cornrnon contents the reason must be sought.  .  .  outside the mind" "

Putt ing Jungian typology back where Jung rneant i t ,  as forrnal i rnpr i .nt ing,

and rel ieving us of the whole rnyth gang which has too long diverted

attent ion. Plus f i rmty providing that third track for the tracing of

peoples /  Mythology as 'science'  to jo in Etymology and A.rchaeology

(object ,  language, story:persons) as wel l ,  at  least  I  hope, as A.merican

r lndiansr t  .

A. lbert  Glover
Inst i tute of Further Studies
I  December 1966



Hurnan Universe and Other Essays, by Char les O1 son. The Auerhahn
F...-T-_Society,  San Francisco, 1965.

Tuesday December 13 1966

Danny tel ls me werre stuck wi th Lear" I  thought,  at
Leary.  Ei ther way, I  donrt  bel ieve i t .  W-e've had Ahab
Ahab.rr  But is th is the promised end?

What would have happened ---  or ,  where would we be
A.hab (  "poor old whale-hunterrr)  instead of  I  shrnael  who
in the coff in after the Pequod went down, would we have

lost-rnortern ef fects, '  D.  H. Lawrence cal led them?

f i r  st ,  herd said
since" "Al1 are

---  i f  i t  had been
had bobbed up
had these sarne

You are dancing a map, or is i t :  by typological  1aw,
st i l l ,  that  the end is also the beginning, the r iconsr are al l  so fami l ia: :
( the Fat ima of  the Seven Vei1s,  pass that l ight  again,  p lease, Lewis)
or perhaps i t  is ,  just  these 70 years,  r r th is foreshortened sPan,rr that
i t  takes to die and be born again?

It 's  funny how i t  works out,  today (Char l ie Scr ibner went crazy
today just putt ing that DNA. molecule on the board!)  ---  funny because
you would think that by now werdhave found a way to rei fy that knowledge

of ---  whatrs on the other s ide of  despair .

Eterni ty,  was i t? :  t '  by etyrnology alone, Yggdrasi l
is  the horse of  Odin:  i t  is  the means, or the vehic le,  by which

the A.11-Father descends and ascends, t rans-rnigrates,  rnakes
his varying avatars.  A.11 this seerns c lear enough; and the
meaning can hardly be other than that of  wor ld- t rees every-
where ---  i t  is the latent invisible f i re in the l iv ing wood

which is the perfect  symbol of  eternal  spir i t  t rapped in
matter;  and i t  is  on th is r t ree of  l i fe, '  therefore,  that  Odin
is suspended, sacr i f ic ing ---  the phrase is both expl ic i t  and
alrnost inf ini tely profound ---  hirnself  to hirnself  (s ial f r

s ia l foq mer) il

Yes, alrnost in spi te of ,  a l l  th is black language wri t

by rnachine, Al len cal ls i t ,  i t  is  st i l l  ourselves.  We are the in i t iat ion"

A.bsolutely.  No syrnbol of ,  no everywhere, but heG, now' the bole of
you, no longer suspended only,  rnasochist ical ly,  suffer ing up*" i [
entropy is:  f ibers of  love frorn man to man (r |When a wornanrs heart

bursts in Watervi l le") ,  or ,  he cal led i t ,  s imply,  the Phi losophy of

Organisrn:  The Ig:S ges down colored by the airs =4 l ights of
the datum.

(The order that does obtain, then, to be made perrnanent,  i f  you

are,  equal ,  the means are,  i t  { "" !  that  sornething l ike r iPples ,  weakly

in,  the voice of ,  anirnate creat ion,  you are not f ree than otherwise to be)



There. There.  There,  there is no cel l  - - -  Char l ie,  I 'm glad you
carne ---  no I ' thrust ing through the wal l .  I '  NO WHALE, NO \MHITE,
MASK, ghersu, Mr.  Blandings Bui lds a Dream House !  Only the larnp
shows the point  at  which cornrnunicat ions begin.  Don' t  b l ink,  there
isnrt  any,  (Marx?),  except the one you do, yes,  Phoebe, by BIRTH,
(der Traq),  determinantaly inher i t .  And i t  takes, as you say, a1L
the starnina yourve got,  in th is 'af fect iver t ime, just  to produce one
---  events ,  he cal led thern" Like tonight,  at  this table, on the other
side of  Main.  As wel l  as,  h isto: :y,  I r l l  bet  you didnrt  know, Danny
Boy, that  King Learrs own father was (alrnost)  a bird!

'W'edne s day Dec ernber 14 1699

The need this rnorning is a cooler one,
l ike the man says, a discr iminat ion:

1)
The unique thing (and i t  is  no surpr ise,  the surpr ise

is that  st i l l  no one has made hirnsel f  able to grab i t  by
its coat) is that it tJ thg !3gg gf !t ybi.h tJ fl. Which
is,  of  course, why new forrns of  presentat ion havenrt  yet
mounted, that  a l l  of  i t  isnrt  easi ly headed or pointed up,
that i t  is ,  in fact ,  rnore herd (more catt le)  than gun
(than any one of us even i f  we can shoot).

z\
I  take i t  wisdorn, l ike style,  is the man- - that

not e*t"icablJEil7 
"""t 

gQ-tr**."t 
"f l!g.1!,

even though--an here is the catch-- there be rwisdorn,  I

that i t  must be sought and that r t ruthsr can be corne on
(they are so cverwhekning and so sirnple there does exist
the ternptat ion to see thern as runiversalr) .  But they are,
in no wise, or at  the gravest 1oss, verbal ly separated.

& lbgl  a shout.  r rDer Weg st i rbt ,  sd one. A.nd was r ight ,  was he not?
Then the quest ion is:  was ist  der Weg ?"

I  was in a Pr int ing house in Hel l ,  & saw the method in which
knowledge is t ransmit ted f rorn generat ion to generat ion.

In the f i rst  chamber was a Dragon-Man, c lear ing away the
rubbish f rorn a cave's rnouth;  wi th in,  a nurnber of  Dragons were
hol lowing the cave.

In the second charnber was a Viper fo ld ing round the rock
& the cave, and others adorning i t  wi th gold,  s i lver,  and
precious stones.

i t  is



In the th i rd chamber was an Eagle wi th wings and feathers

of air :  he caused the inside of  the cave to be inf in i te;
around were nurnbers of  Eagle- l ike men who bui l t  palaces in

the i rnrnense cl i f f  s.
In the fourth chamber were Lions of f larning f i re,  raging

around & rnelt ing the rnetals into l iv ing f lu ids.
In the f i f th charnber were IJnnam'd forrns, which cast

the rnetals into the expanse.
There they were reciev'd by Men who occupied the sixth

charnber,  and took the form of books & were arranged in
l ibrar ie s.

I t  was better to be a bird,  a l rnost"  L ike

this one, on the look out,  i l *vou".  Expect ing guests ? Indians.
No, only Venus frorn the east.  Diseasesr !e s,  be aware--no
temperature inversion could produce, such Grani tos,  oh Job !

THE GIA.NTS VTHO FORMED THIS \trORLD INTO ITS SENSUAL
EXISTENCE, AND NOW SEEM TO LIVE IN IT IN CHA.INS, ARE
IN TRUTH THE CAUSES OF ITS LIFE & THE SOURCES OF.
ALL A.CTIVITY

r r l  have this dream, that  just  as we cannot now see & say the
size of  these ear ly HUMA.N KINGS, we cannot,  by the very lost  token
of their  science, see what s ize rnan can be once rnore capable of ,

once the turn of the f low of his energies that I  speak of as the WILL

TO COHERE is admit ted,  and i ts energy taken up"
What I  should l ike to dispose of is,  that i t  is a drealr ] ,  any rnore

than that,  what I  think we shal l  be able soon to demonstrate, the
so-cal led f igures & stor ies of  the old science were never rnen. A.nd

I venture to say that their  enlarged dirnensions are no where as
discrepant f rom thern as we, going by what we have been able to
see of  man in recent t ime, including ourselves,  would surmise, "

I I  O A.LBION ! WHY WILT THOU CREATE A FEMA.LE WILL

' r l t  is  the long reach of  th is second wi l l  of  rnan which we have

known, the dead of  which we are the witnesses. A.nd the only answer

of man to the rash of  rnul t ip les which that wish to disperse causeth
to break out ( the rnult ip le face of i t ,  the swarrning snake-choices

i t  breeds as rnult ip le as hairs) was one thing on1y, the only thing
rnan had to put against i t :  the egocentr ic concept,  a rnan hirnself
as,  and only contemporary to hirnsel f ,  the PROOF of anything,
himsel f  responsible only to hirnsel f  by the exhibi t ion of  h is energy,



A.HA.B, end. r l

" t r t  is  not  the Greeks I  b larne. What i t  cornes to is ourselves.
that we do not f ind ways to hew to exper ience as i t  is ,  in our
def in i t ion and expression of  i t ,  in other words,  f ind ways to stay
in the hurnan universe, and not be led to part i t ion real i ty at  any
point ,  in any way. For th is is just  what we do, do, th is is the
real  issue of  what has been, and the process, as i t  now asserts
i tsel f  ,  can be exposed. r l

( I .  e.  ,  rMater ia l ism, Power,  Dominion etc.
are the ischial  cal losi t ies ( those things that hang
down on an orangutang) of  the West which are
promptly kicked by anyone anywhere who has even
a pretence of  educat ionr --Ed Dorn st i l1 the best
rnan on Olson)

I I I  ENERGY IS THE ONLY LIFE, A.ND IS FROM THE BODY;
A.ND REASON IS THE BOUND OR OUTWARD CIRCUMFERENCE
OF ENERGY

r rThe proposi t ion is a s i rnple one (and the rrore easi ly under-
stood now that we have been shocked at  what we did not know naturers
energies capable of ,  general ly) :  energy is larger than man, but
therefore,  i f  he taps i t  as i t  is  in himsel f ,  h is uses of  h imsel f
are 'EXTENSIBLE in hurnan direct ions & degree not recent ly granted.

Quickly,  therefore,  the EXCEPTiONAL rnan, the rhero, '  loses
his descr ipt ion as rgenius'-  -  h is rbir thr  is  mere instrurnentat ion
for appl icat ion to the energlr  he did not create--and becornes, instead,
IMA.GE of possibi l i t ies i rnpl ic i t  in the energy,  g iven the METHODOLOGY.' l

IV THIS WILL COME TO PASS BY A.N IMPROVEMENT Or.
SENSUAL ENJOYMENT. BUT FIRST THE NOTION THA.T
MAN HA.S A BODY DISTINCT FROM HIS SOUL IS TO BE
EXPUNGED; THIS I SI{A.LL DO BY PRINTING IN THE
INFERNA.L METHOD, BY CORROSIVES, WHICH iN HELL
A.RE SALUTARY AND MEDICINA.L, MELTING APPARENT
SURFACES AWAY, A.ND DISPLA.YING THE INFINITE
WHICH WAS HID

" I f  rnan is once more to possess intent in his l i fe,  and to take up
the responsibi l i ty  impl ic i t  in his l i fe,  he has to cornprehend his ow'n process
as intact ,  f rorn outside, by way of  h is skin,  in,  and by his own powers of



conversion, out again.  I '

r rWhat happens at the skin is more l ike than di f ferent from what
happens within.  The process of  i rnage ( to be more exact about t rans-
posit ion than the rsoulr  al lows or than the analysts do with their  t r icky
rsyrnbol-rnakerr)  cannot be underetood by separat ion frorn the stuff
i t  works on. ' l

" .  .  .  what is i t  in the hunqe+ organism, what is the
wave ( is i t  H-mu) that rnakes colrrrnunicat ion possible !r l

" I  take care to be inclusive, to enforce the point rnade at
the start ,  that  matter of fers per i ls  wider than man i f  he doesnrt
do what st i l l  today seerr ls the hardest thing for hirn to do, outside
of sorne art  and science: to bel ieve that th ings,  and present ones,
are the absolute condi t ions;  but that  they are so because the
structures of  the real  are f lexible,  quanta do dissolve into v ibrat ions,
al l  does f low, and yet is there, to be rnade perrnanent,  i f  the rneans
are equal .  r l

r rThere is only one thing you can do about the k inet ic,
r  e -  enact i t .  r r

"So, f i re .  .
Sound

is f i re.  A.s love
is

Light is reduct ive.  Fire isnt t .  Or-- to get r id of
any of  those false pleasures which paradox and sectar ies
involve themselves in (are alchernic or gnost ic or Lu Tung-
pin,  the Guest of ,  the Cavern) I  said to Duncan, rheat,

al l  but heat,  is syrnbol ic,  and thus al l  but heat is
reduct ivel . r l

ALL BUT HEAT IS REDUCTIVE



Thursday Decernber 15 1966

On the night of  the l6th of March, 1802, in one of the towns of the

state of  Massachusetts,  the body of  an elder ly wornan evaporated and

disappeared frorn some internal and unknown cause, in the durat ion

of about one hour and an half .  Part  of  the farni ly had gone to bed,

and the rest  were abroad. The oId woman remained awake to take care

of the house. By and by one of  the grand-chi ldren came horne, and

discovered the f loor near the hearth to be on f i re.  A.n alarm was made,

a l ight brought,  and rneans taken to ext inguish i t"  Whi le these things

were doing, sorne singular appearances were observed on the hearth

and the cont iguous f loor.  There was a sort  of  greasy soot and ashes,

with remains of a human body, and an unusual srnel l  in the roorn. A.1I

the c lothes were consumed; and the grandrnother was missing. I t  was

at f r  st  supposed she had, in at tempt ing to l ight  her pipe of  tobacco,
fal len into the f i re,  and been burned to death. But on considering how

smal l  the f i re was, and that so total  a consumption could scarcely

have happened i f  there had been ten t i rnes as much, there is rnore

reason to conclude that th is is another case of  that  spontaneous de-

composi t ion of  the human body, of  which there are several  instances

on record.  I t  is  to be regret ted the part iculars have not been more

careful ly noted.

J. Clarke
Insti tute of Further Studies
15 Decernber 1966
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