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Carl Weissner was born in 1940 in

Karlsruhe, West Germany. le attended the universities
of Heidelberg and Bonn from 1961-1967, majoring in
English and German. In 1967, he went 1o New York City
onaFulbright grant and stayed in the U.S. for a year and
ahalf, working on a novel and documenting the New York
poetry scene ontape. Upon his return 1o West Germany,
he worked as a script-writer for WDR Radio, Cologne,
and as an owl of house editor for J. Melzer Publishers
in Frankfurt.
ln the fall of 1969, Weissner showed Melzer a first
edition copy of Notes of a Dirty Old Man by the then-
obscure American writer Charles Bukowski. Bukowski
and Weissner had been corresponding since 1966, when
Weissner started a little magazine and asked Bukowski
for some poems. Their correspondence, much of which
Is now stored at the libraries of the University of Cali-
fornia at Santa Barbara and at Northwestern Uni versity,
contains some of the most rich and energetic epistolary
_exchanges of either man's career, and is especially
interesting for the glimpses it gives the reader into
Bukowski's struggles to become a self-sufficient writer
and into the evolution of his eventual surcess. as well as

his thoughts andfeelings concerning art, writing, and life
in general. Excerpts from much of that early correspon-
dence appearsthroughoul this interview and the talk with
Bukowski that follows.

By the time, then, that Weissner appeared in the offices
of Melzer Verlag with the Essex House (North Holly-
wood) edition of Notes of a Dirty Old Man, his under-
standing of Bukowski was obviously belter than anyone
else's in Germany. And when the publisher expressed
enthusiasm about having it translated, Weissner was
clearly the one for the job. So began both Carl Weiss-
ner's career as a translator and literary ageni (he is
representing Bukowski and Black Sparrow Press
throughowt Europe and South America) andthe astonish-
ing success of Charles Bukowski in West Germany and
other countries. (In 1983-84, three Bukowski titles
appeared on the best-seller list in Brazil, two of them
simultaneously.)

Bukowski's books, all but two of which Weissner has
translated into German, have attained sales of over 2.5
million copies to date in West Germany, more than in any
other European country. The books are all in print and
can be found in virtually every department store, train
station, and book store. Indeed, both the popular and
critical response to Bukowski has beenmarkedly more fa-
vorable in West Germany than in the U.S. itself, a fact
that has precipitated much curiosity and many theories
in explanation.

The following interview, conducted in Mannheim, West
Germany, where Carl Weissner lives, was compiled from
roughly twelve hours of tape-recorded conversations
with Weissner over a seven-day period, from December
23,1987 to January 1, 1988. Congenial and outspoken,
Weissner discussed a wide range of topics on which he
better than anyone can provide information.: Bukowski's
popularity in West Germany and the reasons behind it,
the German litcrary scene, his translation philosophies
and practices, and the reception of other American
writers he has translated

In all, Weissner has translated close to eighty books
Srom English into German, including books by Allen
Ginsberg, William Burroughs, Nelson Algren, Denton
Welch, Bob Dylan, Frank Zappa. and Hunter S.
Thompson. His work room, where he has but a desk and
an old-model manual typewriter, along with hundreds of
books, magazines, and newspapers, is onthe top floor of
an apartment building on one of the main streets in
Mannheim, where cars constanily rush back and forth,
providing the city equivalent to the sound of ceaseless
waves slapping the sand. The room has one lamp, and
that bows overthe typewriter with which he translates di-
rectly from the book to the page, working ten-plus hours
perday, often long after light no longer pours inthrough
the laree windiws overlookine the street




GARGOYLE: Your
English is extraordi-
narily good. Did
you learn it
primarily in school?
CARL WEISSNER:
In school and in the
streets.  After the
war, most of the
houses on our street
were occupied by
Gls, and therc was a
black Master
Sergeant with his
wife and kids living
next to us. We werce
surrounded by
Amcricans, and [ was
running around with
their kids shouting
“Hey! Ba-ba-barce-
bop!” Old Sarge
would go on a
phcasant hunt and
bring us back onc of
those birds pumpced
full of lead and
throw it over the
fence. He used 1o
play Duke Ellington
and Woody Herman
records for hours, full
blast. I loved it.
What a break after
those bellowing
Nazis with their
awful music. I gucss
I didn’t give any
thought to the fact
that these strange
new ncighborhood
types were the same
ones who’d been
dropping tons of
bombs on me. What
mattered to me was
that they really
knew how to have a
good time.

Later, in high school, I formed a band with a
couple of friends, and we playcd at American
NCO clubs around town. 1 picked up some
morc English that way. I mcan, stuff they didn’t
tcach you at Bismarck High.

G: And how did you find the academic life when
you enrolled at Heidelberg University in 1961?
CW: Quaint, a little swffy, casy, and largcly ir-
relevant. They left you alonc and didn’t demand
too much, outside of memorizing endless vowel
shifts. Tuition was minimal, as it still is, but
then they really didn’t have much to offer.
Amcrican litcrature practically didn’t exist for
these people, and English litcrature seemed to
stop at Thomas Hardy. So you can imagine. . .I
mean, here 1 was sitting around cafcterias
betwceen classes, nursing a cup of coffec and
reading Naked Lunch, On the Road, Tropic of
Cancer. And after that, you know, going back
to another seminar on Blake’s Songs of Inno-
cence and Experience—on a level which scemed
a throwback to Junior Collcge days-well, that
was rather discouraging. Then, all of a suddcn,
things started to happen. . .

G: You found out about the underground?
CW: Exactly. I think it was the Spring of '65
when the Times Literary Supplement did those
two fat spccial issucs on the “avantgarde.” They
covered some of the little mag scene in the
States and England, France, South America.
With addresses and cverything. That was a real
find. And I thought if I had a magazinc of my
own I could cxchange copics with some of these
cditors and just take it from there. So I started a
magazine. I called it Klactoveedsedsteen, aficr a
Charlic Parker wne. Just a little mimcographed
thing. My model was Jeft Nuttall's My Own
Mag in London, probably the crazicst and most
adventurous mimeo rag of thosc ycars. And
soon I was corresponding with, and publishing,
people like Nuttal and Burroughs, Mary Beach
and Claude Pclicu in New York, Harold Norsc in
Greece, Margaret Randall and Alexandro
Jodorwski in Mexico City, Malay Roy
Choudhuri and other pocts of the “Hungry
Generation” in Calcutta, Douglas Blazck who
was doing his Ole magazinc in Benscnville,
Illinois. Dianc diPrima. Larry Eigner. I had a
great time, saw very little of the University, and
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used the campus largely as a short cut between
the jazz club and a friend’s place where we used
to get together for some serious stud poker at
five in the morning. Also, I was totally _
fascinated with William Burroughs’ cut-up thing,
and I was doing all these cut-up collaborations
with Burroughs, Nuttal, Pelicu, Mary Beach.
Tape cxperiments and whatnot.
G: And how did you first come across
Bukowski and his work?
CW: In March ’66 I got a magazinc called
Iconolatre, edited by Alex Hand in West
Hartlepool, England, onc of those out-of-the-way
places in the Northeast. It had some solid prose;
the poctry didn’t scem so hot. . .until I came to
this scction of scven poems by onc Charles
Bukowski, and boy did they stick out! Jesus
Christ. I remember, onc of them was “Officers
Club, A.P.O.”: “For thosc dishwashers in
Germany, young, hanging around dclirious, on
cdge, perched like piss-ants on a chiff. . .you’ll
end up famous, you'll cnd up bankers, you’l! cnd
up dcad, but now it’s good thinking of you, in
the stink of it, in the greasy slime and shit, alive
cnough to hang Christ by his hecls, upside down,
in the orangc dirty morning. . .” Hell, I thought,
who is this guy? Here was onc who apparcntly
didn’t give a damn about poctic nicctics; he was
pisscd, he was mad, and he just let it all out.

Great. And the next
one, belicve it or not,
was called “Swastika
Star Buttoned to My
Ass” [laughter]:
“Sitting around here
burning spiders to
death with my cigar,
I can hardly belicve
that all your pussics
are as sweet as mine
used to be. Idid itin
fireplaces, on firc
cscapes”-—ah, ah—
“in cornfields, in
mother’s bedroom
(with mothcr)
(sometimes)\”
[laughter]. . .
“between bomb
cxplosions at Nantcs
and Si. Eticnne, over
the sink of the men’s
crapper in a train
passing through
Utah. ..” God. On
and On. Reclentlcss.
“I’ve donc it sober,
potted, crazy and
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never could epell., Just more wark. if I ever get to 4t, I will send you one of my

0il pastel drawings.
anéd ripped them down.

they were all over the walls here until the other night I got drunk
you can't get mailing tubes in this town so it means chopping up

' storm, Bo weeks
carbobrd boxes and all that, almost like climbing a mountain i_ni gnow ™™, 8 )
months may go by, but 1f 1 don't die 1t will probably get dane.— Tig ~A-ving.
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sreak the language. '

The early letters

Vo rinepiion

from Bukowski to Weissner that are excerpted
cminem o mnnind Fram A uanct 106K to Sentember 1969,



sanc. . .I’ve donce it
with animals, I've
done it with decad
meat. ..” And it
ends with, “I am
going to rob a bank
or beat hell out of a
blind man any day
now, and they’ll
ncver know why.”
Perfect. | '
absolutely had to find
out more about this
one. Got the address
from the editor,
wrote Bukowski a
letter, asked him for
some pocms, and he
promptly wrotc back
and stuffed in two or
threc he’d just pulled
out of the typer.
So. That’s how it

all started.

G: What were the personal situations of
Bukowski and you at the time?

CW: Well, Hank |Bukowski] was working at the
Post Office, stuffing leuters for hours and hours,
and it was driving him up the wall. The rest of
the time he tried 10 stay drunk, and when he
wasn’t at the racctrack, he was banging out
pocms and five-page letters to all kinds of
people, cnormous bursts of energy, anger,
frustration, black humor. Just railing against the
world and in a suicidal mood half the time. Or
most of the time, I gucss. Bad affairs with
women, bad run-ins with the cops, just onc thing
afier another.

As for me, I didn’t have it half as bad. 1 had
no'problcms except how to keep the magazine
going and scrape by somchow, working odd shit
Jobs. At one time I was doing night shifts at the
Institute of High-Encrgy Physics—at a buck-
and-a-quarter an hour, if you can belicve it--and
that was onc of the better part-time jobs
availablc then. In the bascment they had a huge 7
darkroom with all these scanning machines
hooked up to a computer, and you had to scan

I hear from various writers.

one today, opened his letter--he is picked up for }

fhwdjm rap, uwsing ###false address or something, I don't quite get it, bul something -
‘:mat 1s rob, dane at drugstores. 2nd. time this yoar. another writar’down in Me;dco ]“
;1_15 ?121,:;?{ .t‘“rcm creditors, has 2 or 3 kids, a wife, writes crap far the nudey nags Y
- sk ‘e#. H oday--transmission broken in his car and his is broke, and no coples of rms v
.zs “ich I did the foreword to, publisher won't answer his letters so farth, I
gefc:efge::x:d:.: :oh:: :;‘s‘i%in:oe;ns :;‘Btgis gy when he first came oui of & medl;ouse and
ar udey mags was a big thing i1 ;
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2at sweatl handl t ¥ 2
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wa and worrying because I am sick and insane and will
end up in a curbdi
;:eﬁazm;?rthsm. tb\x; I &bac}g to work cmfi‘7 no't:.i.bg :1‘1{“; a}ortsgu;ide :
stool, other workers chatt.

y ;:r:).mto;erb:)t: speaker comss the call: OVERTD'E! o holy mothe:r’mgigﬁe, pu::lin ( \
::Jthr t 8 erfing me will go wway (my life). the doctor says :‘[ am o,k but. ra:x’ R
e through a iind of half-hearted exam and sluffed me off. well, holl. he Just fimtshed )

; opring up my asshale and didn't want to be blamed for any ha.n,gc'rvera or botches
lame him—-he's got troubles too-~how's he gonna spend all his o o
chairs in his waiting room to handle the sick, men

»; 2 at the track, another staring at the |/

#t111 very hot, I vust eat somet .
1f I could work it out in COLOR, Eu%mui;;bﬁih' Toe e couln Al cortnn et

to the tune of marching bands and writhing 18 1ing urning
Year old wenshes twir and b
battleships laughing at cns a.n,, atomic tollets, christaas in the noa:m
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endless films of bubble-chamber cxpericnts
where they tried to discover new sub-atomic
particles. The films werc rather dark, as if
underexposed, and you had a hell of a time
trying to locate the tiny littie events they were
looking for. I had to get out after seven or cight
months of this because 1 noticed 1 was ruining
my cycs.

1 had enough of Germany, and the stifling
atmosphere of the country was getting to me. |
said to mysclf, Look, New York is where it’s at,
so what are you doing here? 1 didn’t have the
moncy, so I decided to apply for a Fulbright.
And got it, in the summer of "67.

G: What was your Fulbright project?

CW: A thesis on Olson. My English professor,
who was supposed 1o be an authority on Pound,
had ncver heard of Olson. But he did realize
that this was somcthing you can only do in the
Statcs. . .[laughter]. When 1 got to New York, |
found out that there were at lcast five people at
Buffalo who were working on practically the
samc thing and had a big hcad start on mc. So
that was that. Why go on and be Number Six?
Besides, 1 wasn’t so hot for more academic work
anyway.

G: What did you do instead?

CW: I wrotc a book, The Braille Film,
published by Jan Herman’s Nova Broadcast
Press, San Francisco 1970. 1 edited a special
issuc of Allen DeLoach’s Intrepid magazine in
Buffalo, with matcrial I had collected from all
kinds of “underground” pocts in India. And I
documented a good part of the New York poctry
scenc on tape for the German Avantgarde
Archive, which is run by an old friend of mine.
I think 1 wound up with about a hundred hours
of tape. Tt was a good cross-scction:  Ginsberg,
Ted Berrigan, Dianc DiPrima, Ray Bremser,
Jackson MacLow, Dick Higgins, and Allison
Knowles. Ron Tavel. Jack Micheline. John
Wieners. Ed Sanders.

G: How did you think people like Bremser
and Sanders saw you?

CW: Oh, just as a strangc, crew-cut, German
hetcrosexual, uh, square |laughter]. No, 1 mcan,
they knew the magazine [ was putting out;
some of them I had published or corresponded
with, so they knecw what I was about. Plus I was

living in the
neighborhood, on the
Lower East Sidc,
East 6th and Avenuc
C, and my roaches
were the same as
theirs. Ginsberg a
fcw blocks down,
Ted Berrigan a few
blocks in the other
dircction, Andrei
Codrescu around the
corner. Ray Bremser
was around and
occasionally hit me
for a fiver, claiming
he’d just gotien
burncd by his
connection down at
the comner. Jack
Micheline uscd to
drop by and try out
his strect songs on
my firc escape. [t
was a great place to
be, and 1 felt right at
home in their
company. More than
I ever had back in
Germany.

5: And when did
you first meet
BukowsKki in
person?

CW: In the summer
of '68 1 was staying
at Jan Herman’s
placc in San
Francisco; he was
editing The San
Francisco
Earthquake, onc of
the grcat magazines
of the sixties, and 1
helped him a litile
with that. And of

coursc 1 went 10 L.A.
a couplc of times o
visit Bukowski.



Carl We.issner, Linda and Charles Bukowski in
Mannheim, before the Hamburg reading.

About the Hamburg

reading:

“Nobody was even

sure if Hank would

show up. They kept

calling us in

Mannheim:

“Is it on?”

For Hank's reading

the place was

crammed with 1200

people, and outside

were several

hundred that had to

be turned away.”




Hank was still

living on DeLongpre

Avenue at the time—
" I remember the strect
looked like an
abandoned air strip .
from World War 11—
1in an old ramshackle
bungalow, on¢ of the
few that were left on
the street. 1 guess
the rent was cheap,
and he got along fine
with his landlord and
landlady, an old
couple that lived in
back. He used to
drink beer with them,
and they would sing
old time songs, and
so forth. He had just
published his first
poetry book with
. Black Sparrow Press,
At Terror Street and
Agony Way. Which
reminds me—he’s
written this great
poem about onc of
the other tenants of
the old couple, a guy
called Buffalo Bill,
who always got in
trouble because
whenever somebody
came to his door, a
Jehovah’s Witness,
say, he’d show them
his thing, you know.
So one time the cops
had come and gotten
him again, and Hank
was sitting with the
old couple drinking
beer, and after awhile
he said, “Who’d you
rent his place to?”
“Oh, we don’t rent
his place; we always

kecp it for him. . .we like him. . .” [laughter].
Hank really must have hated it when the
bulldozers finally came and he had to give up
the old bungalow.

Meanwhile he had started writing his column,
Notes of a Dirty Old Man, for Open City, onc of
the two underground papers in L.A. Against
impossible odds. T mean, he had to deliver once
a week, and the damn job at the post office was
slowly killing him—those night shifts, with
overtime, would rcgularly come to cleven hours
or more. And what with making first post at the
Hollywood Park racetrack at 1:30 p.m. or so, |
have no idea when he slept or when he wrote ali
his stuff. Most of his columns came out as short
storics—or long oncs, rather—and he kept it up,
producing this great material, one week after
another. I could only admire the man. For me
he was a fucking genius. Period.

G: When you returned to Germany and
worked as an editor for J. Melzer Publishers,
was Notes of a Dirty Old Man your first
project?

CW: Not quite. Let’s see, I first did a cut-up
anthology and onc last issuc of my magazing, in
an oversized tabloid format this time, an interna-
tional, ah, ah, revolutionary cut-up issuc
[laughter]. 1 mecan, half serious and half fun.
Melzer put up the money for 3,000 copics. And
I translated J. G. Ballard’s The Atrocity
Exhibition, which T consider 10 be onc of the
seminal books of the 20th Century and which to
me was every bit as important as Naked Lunch.
Then, in the fall of 1969, Bukowski scnt mc a
copy of Notes. I showed it 10 Melzer; he sat
down, read the first onc-and-a-half pages, and
said, “I want to do this. Can you get me a
contract for the German rights? Will you
translate it for me?”

The German edition was published in the
spring of 1970, got a handful of good reviews—
even in our news magazine Der Spicgel,
normally fairly conservative—and sold cxactly
1200 copies.

G: What was your reaction to such poor
initial sales? '

CW: Oh hell, I just sagged. I had donc two
radio programs on Bukowski; there had been
writc-ups by several of my friends in the
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through the dirty windod...

hcnoh):rr%!:from Georgakas, SMYRNA PRESS NEWSLFTTER, and being full of bullshit at the

of semi-drunken, no, totally drunken letters expressing both
Lime }!nw:c’t:n:i: ):ixclgucl:}'elucky slant into,area’as of life and letters and love and war
de'a a:ssgrowing. he says he is going to use a portion of one of my letters whi(::h
o gZses something about Choudhury which disturbs my belly. perhaps you won't like
zﬁr:hat can"t be helped... but I am not out to run for governor of Calif. by the way,
o\’x asked, should you like torun excerpts from any of my letters, please do., although
:)[’ have an,idea I have not written much, it is odd, but letters from you seem to calm
me, give me some place... I do not quite stare at those rusty raz?rblades in the .

,e dream-like stutter-stance. I do nol mean that I need }'wr‘ncy-;_ne custard soot}'ung,
ts:: statements of actual facé and torture of men wi"yhin civilization ma):e.m.e realize
that T am not the only man alive who has to fight himself to keep from driving an
jcepick straight down his bellybutton.

alternative press, but it didn’t make a dent. of
course, there hadn’t been any advertising wor}h
writing home about. Melzer couldn’t affordv it
because he was deep in the red and his creditors
were crawling all over him. But the real reason
was that the readers in this country weren’t ready
for somcone likc Bukowski. Particularly the
students, who were still in the throes of lh'cir. 68
rebellion and practically didn’t rcad any fiction.
Yards and yards of Marcusc and Marx. That was
the order of the day. So. Another book by an
unknown author that didn’t get off the ground.
That’s the way it looked.
G: So then what was next? Post Office?
CW: Ycs. Two ycars later. Ah, a novel, I
thought. Now that should do it. A big pub'llshcr
in Cologne did a first printing of 4,000 copics—
and they had trouble unloading them. A big
pocketbook company in Frankfurt bought a '
licensc for Notes of a Dirty Old Man. They did a
first printing of 15,000, which showed lhgl they
had no confidence in the book. Mcanwhile, City
Lights Books had published a 480-page volume
of Hank’s storics, Tales of Ordinary Madness. 1
was totally overwhelmed by it and felt surc that
this would do the trick. I scnt it to some of the
big publishers—not to Mclzer, because he was
about to go out of business. And they were
offended! They wrote me angry letters. One of
these cditors actually said, “Sparc us the
unsavory ramblings of this low lifc drunk. Do
you think young people want to rcad that?” And
1 wrote back, “Up yours, Schmidt.” Today 1

would shrug it off, but I was new in the game

then, and I just got
livid. 1 mean, I had
learned not to have a
high opinion of our
cditors, but 1
assumed that at least
thcy would be able
to recognize a good
solid story when they
saw one. Naturally,
I’d had a feeling all
along that it was a
shame to be relying
on the cstablished
publishers. But there
seemed to be no
choice. The small
presses, the
underground, didn’t
offer any alternative.
They came and went;
they failed to get
organized in terms of
distribution. 150
copies. 200 copies.
That didn’t seem to
be worth the trouble.
G: So you felt that
you had reached a
dead end?
CW: No. I thought,
Weissner, you are so
stupid. The onc
thing we haven’t



tricd yet is the
poems—why? 1

_ mean why not? It
may have been an
unconscious thing:
poetry doesn’t sell,
period. That’s a
given. But then
Hank’s poems were
radically diffcrent
from anything that
was around. So I sat
down and translated
nincty pages worth of
his toughest and most
sardonic pocms.
Serious ones, dirty
ones, hilarious and
desperatc oncs. And
I gave them to a
Bukowski fan down
south, in Bavaria,
who had just started
a small press.
Strictly a onc-man
operation. Hc was

excited about the
poems and went
compietely
overboard. This was
going to be his first
real book, and he
was going to get
behind it, 100
percent. And he did.
He put it out within
two weeks, in a first
printing of 2,000

copies. Everybody
thought he was nuts.
Even books by well-
known German poets
didn’t sell more than
600 or a thousand
copies. Big
anthologies of the
New American
Poetry had flopped.
Okay, never mind.

And while I was at it, I chose a looong title--
which in German, of course, came out twice as
long. . .[laughter): Poems Written Before
Jumping Out of an 8th Story Window. 1t was the
title of a small coliection of Bukowski pocms,
published by somcbody in Berkeley in ‘68.

- Another no-no in this racket: never usc a title

that people can’t read at a glance. This one you
had to bend down for. But if you did, you were
rewarded.

G: This book was Bukowski’s breakthrough in
Germany. How do you explain it?

CW: It sold 50,000 copics. And nobody,
including me, has been able o come up with an
explanation. Except that readers will always be
unprcdicLablc. And that, at lcast once in a
while, it’s still possible, 10 make it on quality
alone.

. The Bavarian had sent out 150 review copics;
it .loqk cight or ninc months 1o scll the first
printing. Then all of a sudden the book 0ok off.
Until then, the publisher couldn’t afford any ads
except a few small ones, mostly in little
magazincs. There was a flurry of cnthusiastic
reviews in the alternative press. That, and word-
of-mouth, which is the only true test for a book
and for an author.

I'sce it as a kind of poctic Jjusticc that Hank
made his breakthrough in this country on the
strength of his poems, and centircly on his own.
q: How had the zeitgeist in Germany changed
since the publication of Notes?

CW: Well, obviously a couple ten thousand
rcaders had gotten thoroughly disgusted with the
ﬂabby introspective blah of anemic characters
l!kc Peter Handke who werc dominating the
!nerayy scene. T guess it also helped that poctry
in this country, at that time, was just nowchere,
G: Did Bukowski have an influence on
contemporary writers?

(_?W:. There were busloads of bad imitators, just
like in the States. But he also cncouraged some
people with recal talent—including somec women
pocts—ito become more open, dircct, and
outspoken. All of a sudden there were lots of
very personal, narrative poems, loose, colloquial,
even lqugh. He’s been credited with practically
lriggering a poctry renaissance here, Among the
prosc writers, his influence is clearly visible in

tm e vt

into one. Fcature
stories in Der
Spiegel, in Die Zeit,
the leading liberal
weekly here, high-
brow as hell. And
the same kind of
coverage in Austria
and Switzerland.
After that, it was
plain sailing.

G: Who are
Bukowski’s readers
in Germany?

the work of Jorg Fauscr, for instance, who came
to prominence in the seventics with a bunch of
really excellent short storics and with the
columns he wrote for the lcading magazinc of
the alternative press, Tip magazinc in Berlin.
Incredikble stuff. A direct result of Hank's
Notes of a Dirty Old Man.

G: All right. Then. ..

CW: Then, three volumes of stories, all from
Tales of Ordinary Madness, all published by the
Bavarian small press. 150,000 copics. And then
an 800-page volume collecting Notes, two novels
[Factotum and Post Officel, and South of No
North |storics]. That was donc by Zwcitauscen-

I wish you had told me earlier that you would like to look over more poems,
Just got rid of 1/2 Cozen with drawings to WORMWOOD REVIEA (will appear in special
center section, I'm told). I get my limbo kicks with my drawings... like to draw
people fucking each other, strangling each other, staring at walls, smoidng cigars,
lost among bottles under an electric light., once had a book of drawings due out
but the guy just collected money on the dd#ads and now sits on the drawings and
no book, no response to inquiry, no return of drawings. a real shit., the world
of the g¥é#if#farts is full of shits too, both editors and writers, so beware , Karl.
1 was an editor once and I got some very nasty responses, espc., to my one or two
page rejection slips which I used to write everybody. instead of soothing rejection
this simply brought out the fangsm¥; yellow ones, esp. from writers of reputation,
"who the hell are you? 1l've never seen your name on any of the little magazines?
how can you tell me about my work?' so forth. or a simple little slip back saying,
"SHIT." it was true, I hadn't begun to write. I began at 35. but I lnew vhether
1 liked a poem or not, and why. and men don't write with their reputations; they
write, most of them, with typewriters, each time you sit coum reputation is gone
with yestercay s {X7sun; every man begins even again. 'righl now, I am very glad
1 do not have & hotshot reputation--it keeps me clear with ryself.

yes, Varatond, this poer guv used to work as a dishwasher.., fired titice, but
gets the rag out., he's got 5 or 6 of ry poems in his back pocket, and he's a live
ene--tough and odd and wild, got his accept on the poems on sheets af lined yellow
paper, in drunken ink scrawl, I could see him sucking on the wine bottle and the
cigarette as he wrote, and he £fk¥threw in a poem of his own. these sirange creatures
keep SFRINGING FRCM TiHk EARTH GIVING US CHAKCE AKD GUT TO GO ON, it's marbelous
and axdo difficult to believe. excuse my granmar but I do not like grammar it gets
in the way of my head thoughts like slivers or stilts. it's best to roll and

punch out.

CW: Ha. Onc of our
best writers, Arno
Schmidt, used to say
that there are no
more than 350
serious rcaders in
this country,
mcaning that those
were the ones he was
writing for. Okay,
hc was an Olympian.
Forget it. Butif a
book of pocms sclls

deins in Frankfurt, our top mail-order outfit for
books and albums. They had morc than 10,000
advance orders before the binders could cven
detiver the first printing. They ultimatlely sold
about 120,000 copics of that onc. And parallel Lo
the big book, they offered part of -the storics in
South of No North as a very low-price
pockctbook, kind of an appetizer, which sold
another 150,000. Saturation covcrage in the
media ensued. TV documentarics, a Playboy
intcrvicw, an cight-page spread in Stern
magazine, which has a circulation of 1.8 million
and is something like Life and Paris Maich rotled




good that Norse is mending,
-the few men whose work 1ifts me, some of the more

famous leave me quite flat and

empty, and angry with their aull tricks and empty kookoos. but Norse has this

CLASSICAL SENSE OF REALITY. he can't write & bad line; I'

ve never seen one,

_ he uses the language perfectly. I don't, my work As full of stones, clipped
little droppings out of the side of broken mouth., they have kicked too nuch

shit out of me. I try to stammer out & phrase of fire but by the time I get it

from my head-gut to the page it begins to look like &n ad for a used car,
vocabulary dribbles dowm more and more to 30 or 4O w

my
ords and there isn t anything

I can do about it. Narse tells me how (4n his work) but I can't folloR him,

I have to ﬁlegysuith my own

of our rat

on!

trange times

=--woman and child just by, my little
shot 2 hours non-study, great, but the exccution draws near
Gallows, sucking on wanderful 2nd, beer an n
how I hate to flatien out what is left of
live, the writing becomes easier, more natural, it te
I teach myself--the walls look better, the moon
packed in their new cars with their stone-s

marbles, treat him well, he is one of the great ones

girl, Karina, age 2, 1

the March to the

d may end up drunk yet. god christ,

my brain. but hope to continue to

aches me when 1 write,

» everything but the people
faces, god, how I wander

I can't say enough about his work., he is one of

50,000 copics, it
means that it is rcad
not only by a
majority of pcople
who are into poctry,
but also by a
handsome per-
centage of thosec who
will only pick up a
book if it gives them
something they find
useful in their
everyday lives. And
if a heavy load of
fiction like that 800-
page volume sells
more than 100,000
copies in a small
country like
Germany, it means
that you’re really
blanketing the arca.
This friend of
mine in Cologne,
who dida TV
documentary of
Bukowski’s reading
in Hamburg, started
it off with maybe six
or seven minutes of
random interviews in
the streets—near his
place in Cologne.
He just walked up to
them and stuck a

microphone in their faces. “You know
Bukowski? Recad any of his stuff?” He didn’t
have to scarch. He could take his pick: a
cabdriver, a B-girl, a rookic cop, an architect,
two girls from a high school, a painter, the 75-
year-old wifc of a stcel magnate, a strect
musician, a guy who's just donc ten ycars for
armed robbery.
G: 1 suppose there were also enviers and the
usual detractors. . .
CW: The list is endless, from a former
speechwriter of Willy Brandt who called
Bukowski the most overrated writer of the
century to the right-wing Munich paper that tricd
to put him down as “a marginal figurc of the
U.S. porn scene.” And the hardcore feminist
writer who claimed that, unlike the dumb
Germans, the Italians were smart cnough to
ignore him. This all came at a time when the
Italian press had been full of Bukowski features
for months, and it ook La Stampa two-and-a-
half pages just to give an interim report on the
clean sweep he was making down there.
G: Can you tell me about his Hamburg
reading in 19782 A recent L.A. Times
Magazine spread on Bukowski begins by
saying that his European readings are held in
sold-out concert halls, as if there have been
many. But this was in fact his only reading
ever outside the U.S., wasn’t it?
CW: Yes, except for onc or two rcadings in
Canada, I think. The Hamburg rcading camc
about when Christoph Derschau, a Hamburg poct
and a friend of Hank’s, visited him in L.A.
Hank mentioned that he was going 10 flv 10

S—

Germany to visit his uncle and mcfhe had a 90-
year-old uncle in Andermach-on-Rhine, whgre
Hank was born—so Christoph persuaded him to
give a reading. He knew this great place in
Hamburg, run by a defrocked priest: they had
rock concerts there, political cabaret, and so
forth. It was an old scruffy concert hall, the ‘
center of the alternative scenc in Ha.mburg. An
this was on rather short notice. I think they had
only two weeks to print posters and plaslcr. lhcm
all over town. There were a few short notices 1n
the local papers. That was all. Nobody was
even sure that Hank would show 't)xp They kept
alling us in Mannheim: “Is it on?
) Gur%lcr Grass, our litcrary big-shot, had read
there a few months before, in front of 300
people. For Hank’s reading the place was
crammed with 1200 people, and outside were
several hundred that had to be turn_cd away.
G: And what kind of crowd was it?
CW: Mostly young people, the kind of crowd
you would scc at a Joe Cockcr_ concert.
Whoever had the beer concession in this place
made a small fortune that night. And lhcrc‘wcrc
the usual hecklers, some vocifqrou§ women’s
libbers among them, Hank trading insults wuh‘
them in perfectly good humor. Evcrybody‘v'vas
having a great time. | remcmbg:r.lhcr.c was a
guy at the far end of the hall, sitting n the

rafters, who kept
yelling a question
which Hank couldn’t
understand because
of all the noise.
Finally he leaned
close to the mike and
said, “Write me a
leuer!” It brought
down the house.
“You Germans are
too tough for me. .
.hell, you're talking
morc than I do!” he
said.

Of course, word
had somehow gotien
around and there
were also fans from
Denmark and
Sweden. I talked to
some guys who had
come over from
Amsterdam. And
the media had turned
out in force—
photographers,
reporlers, camera
crews, cven a team

Lights
... how does it feel to be communicating with the
ieuriozgh:;xdcﬁ:ge:%th me. B. and G, have dissapointed me at times, but let's
ogmit thgtjthey have done things, and that no man creates pure Art day after g&y.
n t rejected enough and it's good for the asshole, it makes my cock hard.
{lg' Iditor of ILLUNGIATIONS writes that Cr?eley attacked me at some place, he
. : some name, & club or reading place 1'd suppose and the ed%tor defendeg me,
tmmha: Creeley se;rached me out for ettack show that éj::: fgngtiﬂu;g giel.z;% a:t:
! £ writing has always nrbed me -
right trail. Creeley s type o turbed me as being ant
b and comfortable wire, t e
life, scratched-out with sno ot S e e hat
it d that it bothers him, that's fine. ~
P O ey doesinat d t create my kind of Art. _the
does not create Art; he does no
amti’tn::tc;eii:i worked in slaughter},uouses and factories and geas st.ation:}:nd
yea?orth these years do not allow me to accept the well-turned word for he
::ke of {he well-turned word... there must be more for me or I am jus; a:;o er
suicide in a cheap room or in the alley or in t:;tszg gsgfthte,hgaiez-g: i send
t work as holy or necessary exc . s
:{tdg“:gt ;{2859?'1! I am totally mad or nzrz"é;ﬂzgﬁieslekmwshbz; :np:::
be some ego there too, Fherels! 0,
:f:imt:;zﬁ rImyrol_l zver 151 8 drunk tank or am havingdnw cﬁ“tstiut outmmtchstick
ction, a .
ss—eut—out or soul cut out, I feel like 1 ve saved a fra 3
N ve vhat yog cx under all cor,mditions, that's my mottoj;Thurrah! it! tonl.zlk
?F . who gives it ALL away who is {ruly ugly, who dG6és not deserve oty Lk
g e tree and inheret the earth. 1 an talking here”tvcf keep from s ucbuzj:g.
gzrzzv: me. 1 am frightened of pain, there has been so #iéfifmuch; it seens e
one more inch of pain and I wﬂ_l start bsbbling.




from Austrian
television that had
flown in from
Vienna.

G: Of all the

European countries,
is Germany indeed

the one in which
Bukowski is the

magazinc, for God’s sake. There was a big
sprcad on him in Rolling Stone as far back as
1976. But I know what you mean. For instance,
he refuses to get involved in the publicity hype
and the rcading circus. He stopped giving
readings ten years ago. He prefers (o stay ncar
the typer and the racetrack. And he likes 1o be
able (o go 10 a restaurant without being accosted
by a bunch of shriil groupics. In the wake of the

I know that I owe

you an original color drawing but do be patient. I have been
short of change and have mailed or sold these thing
£883.( X an very corrupt,

s2éherlte poetry or
because I have misse

ckness and insanity and these
stinking dollahs have kept me off the streets, and

streets, I have had

not discard life; 1ife discards them,

there with them now,

walls around my body and
drunk monkey and try

not to go Fatfnuts,

I an getting pretty old for the
Bo many years there, the streets,
the flophouse, and there aren

the jails, the @ rkberch,
Carl, there aren't any
s who didn't make it, or
tion like I do. they do
if 3t were the other way 1 would be down
only way is to try to keep these rented
and relax and escape and ponder like a

't any heroes dowm there,
Wall Street Industrialist
on the dead edge of starva

seep and test

you follow? of course you do,
it is only when the Artist is dead that t

to warm SRVER! eI

movies end eat popcarn and enjoy it.

he masses enjoy his suffering and po

I was guilty of it nyself,
I remember when I was in the Village I went to see a m

Verdi, if 1 remember,

there was a part there where he
an old woman in the street,

he was starving, I liked that,
times trying to cut some insi

ovie aboul the life of
got a bag of muts fron
I have starved many

gnia into the cement, .I shouldn't have liked it, the
Verdi thing, but then when he cam

6ide and he gave the old woman a b
1 didn't care for that too much, h
broad. he should have taken the o
drark wine with her end asked her
but then Verdi was not perfect,

e - back famous with the beaut

iful woman at his
atch of money for the bap of

most popular?
CW: well,
commercially he is
most successful here,
but his popularity is
the same in France
and Italy. Or
Yugoslavia.

G: To what do you
attribute his relative
obscurity in the
U.S.?

CW: Relative, yes, |

Barfly movice, 1 think, he turned down invita-
tions to 20-20, 60 Minutes, and the Johnny
Carson show, because he knows that the
constipated format of these shows doesn’t allow
you to be yourself. You can’t even bring a
bottle of wine. He drank two bottles on this live
show in France, the most popular in the
country, before the host could get him removed
by two bulky security guards. On camera. Off
camera, Hank pulled a knife on the two bullics.
He got a great press the next day for showing
that overrated host that wasn’t taking him scri-
ously. That would be unthinkable in the States.

mean, he gets
reviewed in the
major papers: New
York Times, L.A.
Times. He gets
written up in People

I mean, Hank isn’t interested in hyping his
books and playing the game. And he’s damn
right. He even likes 1o downplay his U.S. salcs,
and this gets picked up by pcople who don’t
bother to check the facts. | remember this

thing in Time magazinc in which thev dufifuliv

noted his European succcess an‘fi thpn rcp(odixlccd
the old myth about his t?ooks which téplﬁ:hi{
sell only 5,000 copies™ in the Stalcs.l l:ll .
His novel Women must have sold at leas .
100,000 copies, Post Office 15(_),000 or m(:hc.ir
And some of his poetry collections ar¢ }:n o
twentieth printing by now, ;md this wil loul g
New York publisher and without a sing c i
pocketbook edition. I guess some of hlskslu
would be too raw for the mass papcrbz?ch "
companies anyhow. Hc’s.bcncr off wuk is
present publishers, City Lights and Blac e
Sparrow. With them he can be as raw as 1 s
likes, total freedom to write whatcver he pleases.
Well, okay, they may shy away from a sloryn
about a sudden outbreak of coprophilia among
i hter].
((1;e:n g(s:iul)l:l:l%n’t ]think he cpuld bg ano‘t)her
J.D. Salinger if he had a big publisher? X
CW: Who knows. No, I guess not. For ch
reasons I just explaincd. Plus, |f you‘.lakc lbcc
sheer dimensions of the U.S., it 1s casicr 10
visible in a small place like chmany where
everything is so hyper-organized. You can g(l)hc
into thc only bookstorc of a sr_nall town ncz;lr
Czechoslovakian border, and if thcy don’t have
the book on the shelf, they’ll have it for you
within twenty-four hours. Two days on l.r;.c
outside. Any book that’s in print. Even i  book
you’rc a small press, as soon as you havc‘a 00
that sclls, the two or three big distributors beir
become interested, and once the book is in thel
catalog, it’s available throughout the country.
You don’t have that in Barson, Muskogec, (?\rJ N
uh, Kalamazoo. You don’t cven have it in Ne
ity, for that mattcr,
(Y}(:)r:lacsl%;nk?)wski’s success .here ppened |fp tl;e
way for other American writers in Germany?
CW: Hunter S. Thompson and William
Kotzwinkle, for instance, may have profited
from it initially. They were picked up byk i
German publishers in the wake of the Bu o‘w K
boom. The Bavarian small press man did S‘l(}, >
by Jack Micheline and Gerald Locklin, plus’ ac
Kcrouac's Book of Dreams, as wcll as J'a(;]k s (
daughter’s first novel, Baby Driver, WthF' }%Olous
great reviews—onc of them by mysclf . hd 1; o
book. Therc was a renewed interest in the fc
writers. And of course there was a demand for

ople who were
E))vcrit‘i)ng Bukowski’s
type of narrative
poem. 1 did an
anthology, with
Hank as co-editor,
which was called
Turpentine on the
Rocks. It had Diane
DiPrima, Charles
Plymell, Doug
Blazek, Micheline,
Harold Norse,
Rochelle Owens,
Nila Northsun—a
Shoshone Indian—
tough as nails.
Koertge, Locklin,
Sam Shepard, lots of
others. Sold close
to 50,000 copies.
G: Bukowski .
himself suggests, in
more than one
poem, that his
success overseas
must be due in
great part to his
translators. Do
you think ther_e’s
anything to this?
CW: That’s
something you’d
have to ask the
critics. I mean,
okay, if you look at
the reviews, some of
them rcally went
apeshit over my
translations, which
was nice, although 1
couldn’t quite
understand it. I was
simply trying to do
a good job. .
Apparently tha't is
already exceptional
in this country.
I’m sure a good



. translation can help necessary Lo get it across. Not just the exact
to get things rolling. | meaning, but the feeling. The sound. In some

But a good novel cases it’s easy because you can put it threc or
will sell even four different ways, all of them okay. Butin a
in a mediocre lot of cases there’s only one specific way that

translation—maybe makes it. And you better find it.
not 100,000 copies, G: In translating Bukowski or Burroughs,

but it’ll do.okay. have you been able to come up with any

With poetry it’s “firsts” in German?

different. For CW: No, not really, although some people secem
instance, after the to think so. I remember this radio program 1
big Bukowski was on: the guy starts out by claiming that I
Reader, Zweitausen- | have invented a whole new language to translatc
dceins in Frankfurt Bukowski, or even that I'm making up a lot of

decided to publish a | things which are not in the original. He rattles
330-page Selected off a fcw examples. “What’s your problem,
Poems. Now that is Armfried?” I asked. “Don’t you cver go into the
unheard-of, even in pub around the corner? What kind of ivory
Germany. If youdo | tower arc you inhabiting?” Onc of his exhibits
a thing like that, the | was the incvitable “fuck you.” For a casual
translation had better | “fuck you,” the German cquivalent is Leck mich
be damned good. am Arsh [lick my ass), or just leck mich for
Nobody is going to short. But if somebody says it viciously and
buy two kilos worth with rcal conviction, I translate it as Fick dick

of poems in a bad ins Knie! or “fuck yoursclf in the knee,” in the
translation. hollow of the knee, I mean, which rcally

G: What changes requires some contortions [laughter]. But this

do you feel at expression is quite current and has been around
liberty to make in for at lcast thirty years. 1 think I first picked it

translating a book? | up in high school, in the mid-fiftics. So the guy
CW: None. Idon’t thought it was something I had invented. He
add anything, and I must have been moving in some pretty drab
don’t leave anything ! circles. Alright. So I don’t make anything up,
out. But I take which would be counterproductive anyway, but |
whatever liberties arc | do try 1o make good usc of what’s there.

1111 the farce of the
ow that the language Iai.l:?, ? o
33::;;&1 a:(\:; if there is enough individu®y force t he languag

Doestovsky)e
alive like a sperm-mad cock, no matter what its failures are. (see
comes ve

iting the
sinly somstinas vish that ¥illtan Carlos NLw bad mition (e

amelw:;r;'\e talked about writix;e wrialotz;mm::lz:’“hu tome came 100 :asy; g:d
sv.hink his Job was vha oing what is right.
IM th;rzh:: :tdig:kn“ bgtween a:ﬁnite sz :dgmtxz is why the Ump.’m.t‘;‘i in the
t d so good and wr ye Feds that is why slaves
that 15 Wy crities 0w S o huve been Aiisbalished;
s that is why streetcar
Sky is drunk;

do not need chains.

it is interesting
word springs from the

A in these Los
out end get more. see me
T;:':ngoto hold on, pitiful man, going down the

the
k dreaming of spiders,
: sprawled out on his bac the moon, the
street, for whiskey, haham,eN:rzemge around my breathing, the :;grz;oss th:a
e ﬁp'or Fondt and g knowing it, a hell of a R fasturers crunbling agsinst
whole verse the drunken shoe manufa B ere
signal light, h ou are there, som ’
street against the d cursing me, I sall out, hope ye what lavander iz,
their tin lives of love en lobsters say that don't now on death
bing for lobsters, untdl the pure golden
sensing, Carl, pro 1 of us wanting to live cleanly R g on,
oLl the X Ti';amgx’- zlweepina onr delth dreans, ah, kid’blstxeriik?this: folded
with ;:tlgzn;e nB where else are you going zofgety;x O?mgers, your mind, your
but w ' d, and placeed for (good or
lope, sealed, £ arrival, the weather (g
in, stuck in an enve our wallpaper, the date of ar » B
dear old Hienrich,
bellybutton, your 88010’:1{" Uncle Fette, over there near you, veryything
vad or mediun), and ny © like I am, like you are, every.
ither dead or dying, h. 1 feel like fc crying,
Andergch candymzker, e tears, jeus just jesus too much. e ter and
ex;Jodin; @glsziymgu?}ir:{’ ga_rl: dear friend, that small pint, then
1 think I wi ’

again--the world.

tter.
of drink, so end of le
Ar\ge;:: streets,'bent of back, aging,

my love,

now playing some Armenien or Turkish music on radio, from the Fez. a little
cafe-like place down next to the Racihg Form building., I went up ther one night,
#IAMEI AT fquite drunk ##¥really, they didn't want b let me in at FAILE# first, but
I vas in one of my warm and gentle moods and they telented. I sat on & big pillow
on the floor and same big warm wench kept bringing me all kinds of strange drinks
but none of them knocked me out like continuous American whiskey would have and
I felt warmer and warmer. there was pPlenty of alchohul in the drinks, I could taste
ig, the expert, but it only kept me CLEAR, people, me#n and wonen came around and
sat on pillows and talked to me, I didn't want any ass. I just wanted to feel the
people, and it was marvelous. and all the time, this strange musie. I just kept
laughing and enjoying, all sophistication all ego gone, burned-out. I don't think
any ran realiy wants to be a prick, really wants to hate, it is only pressures that
make him hate, ' of course, I don't care for this THOU ¥UST 1OVE, either. I den't
1ike love as a command, as a search, it must come to you, like a hungry cat at the

donr. what? hearing this music reminds me of that good night. I am not always as
“hard as my poems,

L

i 5 oughs
G: Do you feel it’s been primarily Bukowski I asked Burroug

himself. “No,” he
‘ ou as a translator? 0,
‘(Ylvls:hgzk':)‘\?vgltiyand Burroughs. They havc been zvor?‘;calggcili,g:‘ SIy
my most important authors. If you jUSl, |Of)k at méans o hit the
the sheer bulk of the work alone. . . let’s scc. d " ™ There.
the onc I’m doing right now, The Western Lanas, Drcbably an oxample
is my cleventh Burroughs book. ety Tocal New
G: Burroughs must be rather d_|ff|cult. .. Yok Civ
CW: Hc’s considered insancly difficult to FOK riars” slang of
wranslate. With good reason. The profusion of th;: e
diffcrent slangs. And of course the cut-up G: 1 you can
method and some other tricks, which l m more ceneraize, what
or less familiar with, so I guess lh"dt gives me an b pects of a book do
edge. But there will always be things where I'm y;)u think
momCnLarily B8 oof translators have the
G: Can you think of an examp!e? B ble with?
CW: Well, this junkic puts on his o,l,d black Tw: Dialogue, Not
overcoat and decides, “time Lo c0sq : €-0-§-4. oaly slangy dialoguc,
You won't find that in a dictionary of slang. At s oedinary live
least I didn’t. There was a slim chance that it N dialog:uc "
might be a misprint for “score,” a misprint whic o English, or
had somchow survived through all the dlffcrcnl oo tlover.
cdili})ns. But I wanted to be on the safe side, so ,




Most of them can’t
handle it. It comes
out flat, colorless,
contrived. You have
a lively character
who’s got a good
rap, and they make
him sound like a
prissy burcaucrat
who is talking down
his nose. Hopeless.
And if you have a
story which is 90
percent dialogue—
Bukowski has some
of these, Nelson
Algren, Raymond
Carver—then
obviously you are
ruining the entire
story. Forget it.

G: Do you still
enjoy translating
after all these
years?

CW: Certain books,
yes. Of course, even
if you like a book a
lot, it’s still hard
work.

G: How many pages
do you translate,
say, per month?

CW: I do maybe a hundred pages. Book pages
in the original, I mean. Sometimes more.

Never less.

G: And what has been your toughest job so
far?

CW: Bob Dylan’s Texts and Drawings,
published by Alfred A. Knopf. It consisted of
everything Dylan had written between 1961 and
1972. 450 pages or so. What made it tough was
that he insisted that the rhymes be kept
whenever possible. And as you know, well, let’s
Just say that some of his lyrics are less
successful than others. And to make it all rhyme
in German. . .my God. Took me almost half a
year. It was worth it, though. The book was a
success—2Zweitausendeins in Frankfurt did it, in
a 900-pagc bilingual cdition, in 1975. And it
encouraged them 1o go into publishing for real,
Until then, they had only done reprints. And
thank God they did, because I was able to do
scveral big editions for them: the major works of
Burroughs, Algren, Denton Welch.

G: What are your primary ambitions, your
working guidelines, when translating a book?
CW: My ambition is to make it sound as if it
had been originally written in German, which
probably bothers certain of my colleagues whose
ambition is to get away with a lot less laughter.
But if I'm sacrificing three or four months of my
life 1o translate a book, I want 10 be able to look
at it ten ycars from now without having to

blush.

kfurt Airport, 1978. |
E;ag'elly success‘t!ul reading in Hamburg.
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West German Success,

tters to Carl Weissner and
ter-writing.

YLE: Your books have sold over 2.5
illion copies in West Germany. They’re in
‘every department store, every train station,
and of course every book store. As Carl
Weissner, your German translator, has said,
at this point they sell by themselves; they need
no advertising. To what do you attribute your
phenomenal success there?
CHARLES BUKOWSKI: I belicve that the
German public is more open to gamblc and ncw
ways of presentation. Why this is, I don’t know.
Here in the U. S. a more staid and safc litcraturc
seems preferred. Here people don’t want 1o be
shaken or awakencd. They prefer to sleep
through their lives. To them, what is safc and
old scems good.
G: But what do you feel the German reading
public sees in your work? Do you really feel
that, as you say in some of your poems, the
success is solely attributable to the work of
your translators?
BUK: With the German public, I do believe it
docs help that 1 was born there. It docsn’t help
in the salc of millions of copics. Maybe
100.,000. T am a curiosity. My translators?
Well, they are probably pretty damned good.
The books seem to go well in France, [taly and
Spain. England, no. Who knows why? 1don’t
know why. You know, [ try 10 keep my word-
age and my linc structure simplc and barc. This
doesn’t mean [ don’t say anything. 1t means that
I say it rather directly without a smokescreen,
The English and the Americans arc used to the
old literary bullshit—that is, being lulled 10
slcep by the same old crap. If they rcad some-
thing and find that it isn’t intcresting or that they
can’t understand it, they oftentimes presume it (o
be profound. Or so I tend to belicve.
G: Why do you think Americans have not
embraced you so wholly? Is it a matter of cir-
culation, that John Martin, your publisher,
doesn’t have the means of, say, a New York
publisher to advertise your books and get
them out to the most possible outlets?

BUK: Yes, Black
Sparrow Press has a
limited circulation
and this tends to hold
down being known
widely in the U. S.
Yet thcy have
published book after
book of mine
throughout the years,
and most of the books
are still in print and
available. Black
Sparrow and I almost
began together and it
is my hope that we
will end together. It
would be fitting.

If I had gone to a
large New York
publisher, I might
have larger U. S. sales
and I might be rich,
but I doubt that
would continue
writing in a workman-
likc and joyful
fashion. Also, I doubt
that I would have the
same uncensored ac-
ceptability that I have
at Black Sparrow. As
a writer I consider
myseclf in the best of
worlds: famous
clscwhere and
working here. The
gods have spared me
many of the pitfalls of
the average American
writer. Black
Sparrow came 10 me
when nobody else
would. This after



ycars of working as a
common laborer and
a starving writer,
being largely ignored
by the large presses
and most of the major
magazines. It would
be ungrateful of me
lo seek a large New
York publisher now.
In fact, I don’t have
the slightest desire to
do so.
G: Your early
letters to Carl
Weissner, letters
which began in
about 1961, are
characterized by
incredible energy
and anger and
insight, They are
some of the most
substantive letters
by you that I’ve
seen. And yet
Weissner, at the
time the correspon-
dence began, was

then but a student, one You had never met or
heard of before the correspondence started.
What were your motivations at the time for
writing him these letters? What was your
living situation like, your outlook on life?
BUK: I have no idea how it all started with Carl
Weissner; that was almost three decades ago.
But somehow we got in contact. 1 believe he saw
some of my work in the U. S. liyle magazines.
We began corresponding. His lctters were quite
incisive, entertaining (lively as hell), and he
bucked up my struggle in the darkness, no end.
A letter from Carl always was and still is an
infusion of life and hopc and casy wisdom. I was
in the post office at the time and living with a
Crazy alcoholic woman and writing anyhow. All
our moncy went for booze. We lived in rags and
a rage of despair. Iremember I didn’t even have
money for shoes. The nails from my old shocs
dug into my fect as walked my routes hungover
and mad. We drank all night and I had 1o getup
at5a.m. When] wrole, the poems came out of
this and the letters from Carl were the only good
magic about.

G: How did you picture Weissner?

BUK: How did I picturc him? Exactly as he
looked and acted when | met him. One hell of a
hell of an amazing human.
G: What would You say has been the most

the next day following earlier
letter (1967)

hellb Carl:

this quick one, follow up, trying to fight of t let me type
long (competition), but I s ntly of you, and T called it
vour daughter-~so now I've put a dent in your muich--sor
dress 1ittle boys like 1ittle girls
the I9LY makes sense to me now, should I consider you wodnded forever? don't be,
T wish I looked like ry daughter, now ghe's making a train,irz hold a conversation
with her as I type: "Are you making a train? gh, fine, bum huf, oh, did the train
721l dovn?"  Bukowski gone soft as poached ergs for ulcer

patients,
(this quick letter to tell Jou I am sorry I ealleqd you yo

ur daughter in I9LY, in 1967.)

woran from Sacramento Just phoned, ghe 6ays she likes to hear my volce,
JoWw wow, I'd sure like to help her, I'm told she's looker, writes ms 2 or
3 letters a week. she also writes poetry, pod camn just eropred a cigar ash
on my only Pair of rants and b or -
a hole in't pxnts, mdra hglenin f}ff’fcgﬂ‘&f gﬁet ;gﬁtfﬂqh}g},sl°wg§tl burned
carts, constant tragedy. ah, me, byt these letters fronm Sucr
Uttle scravls, tired; Mt rained today, .
X. ome of them is about you.® I keep this
4t's kind of aloppy and b Y to reate n rod
human X anm, eVerybod:needshelPlndIuketohl . . emain the fuckedup
83Xy voices who have read more than the morning p:psr,th out eapec ¥ Bood-lockers with

amento,
o -2-.poemg accepled by .

important and substantial correspondence that
’ve been engaged in?‘ .
)ll}(iljll(‘ieLcucrs to Carl Weissner. 1 fclt lha(ti \;vnh
Carl 1 could say anything I wanted to , an
did. )
(()}f:elr; there anyone today to whom you ‘:vnte
Jetters of comparable length or energy.
K: No.
l(g}l'JDid you see the letters that you wrot'e tt(',ce
Weissner or anyone else as a kind of prac :) )
ground, a testing ground for your writing
i ‘, . . gLt .l
l[‘iig;z: No, I never tested my wnl:ingha:);l{néﬁsi r:g
‘writi i I rcad tha -
letter writing. For instance, Hemi
weay often wrote letters whcn hcl g(t))lggnbé l\g;{;cl o
thing else. To me, lh!s wou
?t?cy pcrs%)n you were writing to. 1 wrotc ku:g;
because they just camc out. They werce a ‘?CC .
A scrcam. A laugh. Somcthing. Idon’tkeep
bons. .
i}ar Did poems or stories ever evolve out of
our letters?
)I(!UK: Few storics or poems came out (X’ ltr\sa"
letters. If they did, it was afterwards. I'S !
thought: shit, maybe I ought to usc lhath -mdcl '
that idea clsecwhere. But not too often, ‘arh y
all. The lctter came first. The letter was the
s the letter. ) ‘
](c}['chE;rsl Weissner has characterized yl:)ureeya;llly
. i ¢ d.” Whom hav :
letters to him as “soul foo ’ ' o
:lost enjoyed receiving letters from and ‘w hy
BUK: As I said, Carl’s letters were the best. -
They kept me going for wc.cks.“l cven wrotc aln
at imes to say somcthing h(lj(c G9(3rggm&}ir:;]odl
've saved my life.” And 1t was .
g::l I would be dead or near dqad or ma(ti1 orrC near
mad, or driveling into a slop pail somewhere,
thing gibberish. o ) '
l(T‘:(')uYou’gveg always been fairly metlculqu; about
dating your letters, and a lot of fl:::;i) Daifi
i the Weissner le .
gone into at least t S
t—before, that is, you s
you ever at any poin O .
he letters to Santa Barbara—s
:‘,nce outside of the person to whom youtwecr:n-
writing? That is, do you thlpk you wro e',n
sciously or unconsciously, with posterity 1
mind?

“I never

thought of an

audience

outside of

Carl in the

letters. 1t

had they

would have

been shitty

letters. | was

writing to
Carl '

because . . .

he knew what

[ was saying

and his

answers

would be

oyous, crazy,

rave.”

(interview continues on page 98)



this is a # short short letter and I am sorry 1f you are a eirl, wear gff
“high heele, ect....,
“ you know, it 1s amazing the ugly number of peopls in the 1it, world hate o,
19, €on't send me to headshrinker, Do camplex, thing in presemt THE SMITH,
AN INTERCLCITED LETTER FROM CHARLES BUK, sonething like that, but really the
parody does NOT WRITE LIKE T VRITE, impossible, maybe I do write too many letters,
2aybe I do write too rany poems, but it ig 8inmply a matter of energizing into

the INCQIP!ETE-KJ!&EWABSOLUTE, you..follow?. Yyes,. you do, It.may be a flowing of 8hit, ang
yet within all the turds I feel is some tiny flower, You might have to look pretty harg,
I have had a lot of hard days,.. drunk days, days in Jail, days of Radness, days without
B833333cause or form, and the university toys take heed, they donBt like to hear back
alley talk, THE FAN IN THE BACK ALLEY 1S SUPHOSED TO DAMN WELL KCEP QUIETY no,

I ghostly damn well Lhrserh- 22 throw out the mangled buttermut skulls of ryself,

Bogey tle dull picture hero, myself spitting out my teeth and my life without g
chance to breaths, they want the straight-lace picture. novels about the Civi]
War, novels about daring Sexurlity within the darine and lovely ricgh, the
UNIVERSITY IS THE THUNDERREAD OF DEFEAT, jhe young know this, so they get sucked
avay from this and they ge}_ sucked into othar cesspools: Bukowsky, Thomss, Dylan
Ginsberg.. anything excpet by eoing into that lonely room and finging out i
WO THEY ARE OR WHO THEY ARE NOT, it's too hard,

Kennedy was a half-nan, hardly that, tut a hero of the 1ittle ranchygbff ruy
who wanted class and used K's seerdng elass to £111 the hole, I'11 always reseater
the day of Kennedy's assassination, how all the people seened HOLLUY without irgluse
or guide, as if they had been scooped out, me, I felt the same, but I put this
territle feeling as if the beehive had been raices snd the QUILN EIIX BE: tsken
ocut forever, even thair faces had no anger. WI1THOUT THZIR L:AL:R THEY COULD NOT
EVEN GET ANGRY AT AN frei(seering) INJUSTICE, this was the g2y I really read the
human race down, realized that each man must be HIS Q% QUED; BEER BEE, gnd that
they could not ever be stuffed with the appte ple of political Tuirytales to £i4
save their ull asses, you can Id1l one man., it 1s & little more difficult (tho
possible) to k411 a worldful, let's try for g worldful, (Carl do you know any
voman in los angeles who could come over and throw me a hot plece of ass? if 8o,
“ell her to wear highheels and g tight tight skirt, and uy phone mumber is
NO, Y-4385) ohn shdt, 14's past ten p.m. and according to the rules I must stop
typing. how can I make 1t7 I am jJust getting warmed up. (Carl, do you know
any woman in los angeles with g NOISZL=ESS TYPEWRITER, 4f you do, tell her to
bring it over, tell her to wear highheels gnd g tight tight skirt, end my
phonenunber is the same,)

21l areas demolished, nothing
but seawsed in Dernver across an old copy of T.William's A STHEETCAK CA® LD DESIRE,
&n i_nteresting if ineffectual Play. the rose of ths bloog arrived, then dirdnished,
standerd. well, I've gone well beyond my 10 Pen. calling, and now there's some
mob bitch on radio, my F.M, with horrible geratehy voice to match her soule—s
S0 MANY PEOFLE TIINK THAT EDUCATION MFANS INTCLLIGENCE-mand T widd listen until
I em quite sure thst ghe is the same old drath Con=game, then I will muh avaken
with hangover ana 1 tc rale it 45 this Sunday, 3:24 Pele, wobbly-legred, the
grueeuons comforatalbe farting creatures z13 arcund re eating the shred thatt's
left of my god camned soul, inch ty inch, the mound nub of it, che\:ix\g,”t‘h.cl:ing,,
belching re out, tév'lw;‘,’,ﬂ'iéﬁ‘#tnlking their talk forever or 2eross, no barbafiss
left in me, SWROOTdng swooning, drying sgain, the szme old £ame in an egenog of
enpty faces, eyow, terror and sloneness too srect to ever believe, only the
floor alive, only the lichts, and somebocy stondirg behird me with a great
poverful balge safinz:  WORK SUEAT WK SWEAT, FILL YOUR FE7 HOUkS 1zrr,

DROWE THIZ! HIT O TE, DIE YOU DULL#!OuD FRICK, " and I deserve all they give
me because I zm not rgn enough to tell then what' is wrong, either in the aria
farm or the form of the volee., I fail, am now, I try to sleep, good sleep to
you, man,

80 now again,

S

¢¢ Men don't write
with their reputa-
tions; they write,
most of them, with
typewriters.)?

—from a letter to Carl
Weissner, August,

Cba
{ " HONGRY?

Charles Bukowski in his officef at his home in
San Pedro, California, 1985.



BUK: Carl’s letters
were sold to Santa
Barbara along with
* other things because
that was survival, 1
didn’t even have the
letters. I asked Carl
for them and he
popped them over.
Like that. No, 1
never thought of an
audicnce outside of
Carl in the leuers. If
I'had, they would
have been shitty
letters. T was writing
to Carl because 1 felt
he knew what I was
saying and that his
answers would be
Joyous, crazy, brave
and on the mark.
I’ve read too many
literary leuters,
published, that the
famed writers have
written. They do
S€em 1o wrile to more
than one person, and
that’s their business
unless they write to
me.
G: What do you
enjoy most about
writing letters?
When do you write
them?
BUK: Writing letters
like writing poems,
stories, novels, helps
to keep me from
going crazy or from
quitting. I write
letters at night when [
am drinking, just as I
write my other stuff,

»

n f’oetry and Craft

poems, you sometimes write about
Ir time at the typewriter, how easy
it is to be a writer, and so on. What are your

feelings about the nine-to-five, workaday world

.and the goals after which most strive?

BUK: The nine-to-fivc is one of the greatest
atrocities sprung upon mankind. You give your
life away (0 a function that docsn’t interest you.
This situation so repelled me that I was driven to
drink, starvation, and mad females, simply as an

alternative. The ideal, for one like me, of course,

is 1o make it off your writing, your creativity. 1
found that I was unable 1o do this until the age of
fifty, when I began to make Just enough income
to survive without the nine-1o-five, Lucky, for
me, of course, because at that time | was working
for the United States Post Office, and most of the
nights were cleven-and-a-half hours long, and
most of the days off were canceled., | was ncar
insanity, and my wholc body was such a mass of
nerves that almost any place I was touched
could make me scream, and I had great rouble
lifting my arms and turning my ncck. 1 quit the
Job at fifty, and the writing scemed 1o arrive in
betier form.
G: How do you feel that writing poetry—or
writing in general—helps you cope with the
mindlessness you perceive around you?
BUK: Writing keeps you alive because it cascs
the monsiers in the brain by moving them 10
paper. The listing of horrors scems regencrative,
and often comes out in the writing as a form of
Joy or humor. The typewriter often sings
soothing songs 1o the sadness in the heart. It’s
wondrous:
G: You have consistently refused to become
political within' the literary arena, refused to
be associated with literary “schools” or trends.
But in a recent poem directed against the
“Academics” and the generally conservative
poetry they profess, you say:

we don’t care how they

write the poem

but we insist that there are
other voices
other ways of creating

les angeles, calif,
march 3, 1967

helle Karl:

s
[

’ -around drunk ag
[’ftheir valls, th

N

Y

i xt thing I knew I am wallkdng
— hare. health slipped again. eyew, ne VMK trei .
érunk Sgain, s o TIXE WRRYINO THAT A SHARK FIGHT

lace else
WHEN OUTA YOU, then I am Bemp :
{ SNUB KIS NOSE STUB HIS NOSE HE 'rAijhl;nz?in o Sidfé4h# Jar and 1 am Lransfixed

k
in, unable te make werk.
:i.r'trnined-eoal rules, umm, uum,

very dull and damp and dewn teday, and fer seme time....

: and somebody Meop g Jediera o I twn dewn fucks, 1 den't talk., I listen,

; on a ress 1 canmet see.
' ii:':o:s:‘h\::.:}‘mnbh, unable te meve,

i
\

jwith breken backs, fukel

" it's celd. the car starts,
PISH#ICE,
veu come back o
D e T ts to get FIC . y n
? e 19;tﬂ;mﬁ‘;; ;rl;dymg.m,unrgnﬂm FOOTBALL 'XD\M. BUT THE FOOTBALL

can't slsep.
-winds with ###éf 1 ick-switches,

hades,
;ﬁ.;s:%;efimm AROUND, reund er areund,

bave arrived, enly the fish smell like &

g1::sowrites Karl: .
se tm

eut fer beer at this place,

i1ls, ne meney but will ge s paces

n“hwdt:iz‘llh::up’:::u:: \,;hiak;y socetch that stuff tears q:‘ :rﬁ.\ih " :
ot ubut a:n'pe of spirit strangely gress-etreng, like badbr thru, hahaha

keepe puffing, yot ne leng dastardly lstter, I
cemplste atinking ef secks, snd knew p un
by the way, 4e yeu have tape mac

X’ o« nene
whe has 2 er 3 tape machines, we can ae:l;m‘;mr n--'mwb“rded i
AN

can yeu send us semething?
senething, i 2
woarvhile, pray 'ér dead fish,

t. breke.
dent't care, yeu drive eut. :
cye:. your place and it's s SMEAR OF PAFER AND SE

d dewm,
net caring ted, sun gees up an ces
hings 1ile tes and beards hiddem undsr esme near pler, a.hvn? wslt;e.::
e vl el 36 el gy iy it of o ol e o
bt dhing 033; saway frem chicken shit jeb,
IRTS AND STOCKINGS AND

rermint
IN5S ON THE FLOXR, LETTERS FROM Germany, und letters frem pep;

vsices

I lay dewn and

den't want te cems,
RN
=

ball
got lucky strings inside, like ne matter what happems this butter thing

allev myself gresnbsan laxiness,
stand and t hat i3 fine phine,

e? 1 lmew geod madman, peet Hehdin Themas,

riprefer 3 and 3/k

other ways of living the
life

in this battle against the
Centuries of the Inbred
Dead

let it be known that
we have arrived and
intend to

stay

Do you see yourself-as in the center of a kind
of unheralded proletarian poetry t!lat is |
finding more and more outlet within th‘e small

M Y 3 d .
presses and little magazines?

BUK: Regarding the
poem in general, 1
don’t see myself as the
center of anything but
myseclf. I travel alone.
That particular poem
you notc was written
for others than for
myself. Thatis, I fecl
that a more human,
accessible yet truc and
vibrant poetry is
gradually coming
forth. Inote it
cspecially in some of

the littles; thereis a



movement toward
more clarity,
rcality . . .whilc the
academics are still
standing still, playing
secret and staid
gamcs, snob and
inbred games which
are finally anti-lifc
and anti-truth.
G: Your work
_continues to be
ignored by most
anthologies in the
U. S., with the
notable exceptions
of your appearing in
The Norton Anthol-

Ge;ograp.h_)i of Poets (Bantam). Why do you

.thmk this is, and how do you feel about being

in Norton, probably the most widely-used
college-level anthology? ‘

BUK: I didn’t know that I was in the Norton. If |
?m, alright, I don’t think it will kill anybody off

am not an expert on anthologics. I supposc lhc;

are mostly the choice of one man. And my gucsg
18 that most of these men are university-con- \
nected, hgngc conservative, carcful, and worried
2}[1)(())ult their jobs. What they choose could hardly
io S?ccginun or a bus driver, but it might put them
G: Outsn.de of your books with Black Sparrow
you contmu.e to publish your poetry mostly in '
little magazines. What do you think is the
state of literary and little rﬁagazines? The es-

0gy of Poetry and A

Bukowski in La

a8 . o

denburg, 197

reer heb versus t

o
.

Feb, 27, 168
hello Carl:

yes, I too have 35 or LO unanswered letters, but now entirely beyond me to answer
them; I can't keep up; for each ancwer to a letter, 3 more come in. I am not in the
jetter-writing business. I am in & stricken-down stage now, anyhow, bad health, can
barely make it about, hang on. I've just decided to let people think I am a shit;
4t's easler than answering all those letters.

yumours on town hall reading of Pukowski, Corso, Micheline... impossible, didn't
know 1 have made it known for years that I don't read publicly? I am & shit, Carl,
Just turned down a reading, with fee, st Univ. of Southern Calif, Kestival of the Arts.
Jtve never #idffread in public, dan't intend to unless it means the difference between
gtarving in the gutter end starving in & closet. I prefer to starve in a closet. bave

because this still leaves

turned down fees of from #2200 and $700 and told them to go screv, I belisve that if
ths pricks get a man on stage they get & man Jumping through their #éf¢dboop, they make
s jerk out of him. I em not an sctor, I am a crestor, I hope, 1 do reed on tape
a.rq area of solitude and peace, but actually tive done
very little reading on tape and any professional actor could read my stuff better,

for a general audience, that [-EE 3N

BUK: 1 don’t rcad many cstablished quarterlics
except The New York Quarterly, and I am preju-
diced toward them becausc I have appeared in
every onc of their issucs from No. 7 through
No.34. I find that they arc not afraid of newness
or warmth, but like 1 say, since they have been so
good to me, I may not be the perfect judge here.
On the littles, I’d say that the greatest weak-

ness is that they publish their own cditors 100
often. Most of the pocms arc not really fully
cvolved: an off-hand “so-what™ attitude prevails.
Yet, within many issucs, there arc pocms that arc
rcally there, fully. Now and then, astonishing
talents will appear. Most of them don’t last oo
long; something in lifc swallows them up. But
lifc renews: when you’ve just about given up on
everybody, here comes another slashing through.
The hope that’s always there makes the littles
worthwhilc.

G: To you, what characterizes the best and
worst poetry being written today?

BUK: The worst poctry copies the best and the
worst of the past. Most pocts come too much
from protcctive cnvironments. A poct must live
before a poct can write, and sometimes the living
must be almost cnough to kill. 1 am not suggest-
ing that pocts scck dangerous situations, and
neither am | suggesting that they avoid them.

G: What contemporary or new writers do you
see as holding promise? And what qualities of
their work attract you?

BUK: John Thomas. Gerald Locklin. What
qualitics? Rcad them.

G: A few commentators have criticized your

poetry, especially
your recent poetry,
as being little more
than prose cut up
into lines. Do you
feel the same way?
What qualities do
you feel distinguish
your poetry from
your prose?
BUK: The critics
might be right. 'm
not sur¢ what the
difference is between
my poctry and my
prosc. Perhaps the
styles arc similar.
The mood probably
isn't. 1 mean, the
mood is differcnt in
the poctry and the
prose. Thatis, Ican
only write prose when
I am feeling good.
Poctry I can write
when 1 am fecling
bad, and 1 write most
of it when I am
fecling bad, even if
the pocm comes out
in a humorous
fashion.
G: 1 personally
disagree with those




who say that even
the recent poetry is
prose cut up into
lines, for I see either
‘conscious or uncon-
scious decisions
being made with
regard to, for
example, line
breaks—very often
You seem to break a
line either to force
the poem to be read
or stressed in a
certain way or to
push the reader into
a temporary expec-
tation that is then in

am trying to makc my poctry more and more
barc, essential. That is, to hang a lot on a liule.
This might give those critics vent to holler their
dirty word “prosc.” That’s what the critics arc
there for: 10 complain. I don’t write for the
critics; 1 write for that little thing that sits just in
and behind my forchcad (ah, cancer?).

Linc breaks? The lines break themselves and I
don’t know how.
G: From what 1 understand, Dangling in the
Tournefortia was one of the few books, if not
the only book, not edited heavily or “selected’’
by John Martin. Did you insist on the continu-
ity of the poems there?
BUK: John Martin sclects all the pocms for all
the books. I'm not sure a writer knows which of
his work is best. I 1 were 1o get precious and

the next line disap-
pointed. How do
You decide on line
breaks in your
poems?

BUK: Subcon-
sciously, I guess, 1

fuck around with sclecting my own poems, then
there I would lose time which 1 could put to
better use writing or being at the racetrack or
taking a bath or doing nothing. John has a great
cyc in lining the poems up in order. He loves 1o
have onc lead rather into the other, more or Iess,
and if you will check the books of poems you
will find that there is almost a liule story told,
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drunk with the W ell night cne night so he had rometh
to talk about that I told hin instead of sorething B erething

8y, I don't have a clowm's colancer, bLut 1 think 1t1g
nd pood old cheap Sear's beebuck fan twrned on ny ass;
shorts, aping, drdnking beer, the windews open, and they
from their 1ittle Jobs... they have been drowmed and shitted

2ry thumpers end back-scratchers had
. but you ere the quiet type; it

ades, just smiling evenly
I read rretty good and I don't believe in pokim'

it 1s very ctrenge. because usunlly it
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tonight everybody thinks they have to

studies of me arrived in the mall in about two foys,
icle in a sex mag, anotker seme burblings rbout me in
Si one was the one by ihe jrof, the
of literary criticism as he had been
ore cajoling complete--he cal led thw worst joems the
surrealisn,

in college. the one in the sex
he dmigined through realing ry
You know? well, the SAN L thiny was all nixed-
1y, they were too young and rot ermugh had haprened
have to be OLD to write, but 1 do mezn thet ir S’ou

have sailed sore blocdy ships, you've gol a Uittle ecge.

cven though the poems arc .of ten about scparate
things. John loves to do this, in spite of all the
work involved, and I am glad that somebody 18
noticing. ] ) )
G: You seem to be experimenting more in
your poetry with a kind of fl:agmentalzy poem,
composed solely of images, like “Lost in San
Pedro.”” What changes do you sense or see
occurring in your poetry, concerning either
technique or subject? o _ .
BUK: If the poems arc changing in their way, it
could be because 1 am getting closer to qcalh.
Pocms about whores showing their pantics and
spilling beer on my fly no longer scem qunl? apt. \
I don’t mind ncaring death; in fact, it almost feels
good. But different paints arc necded for the
damned canvas. Of course, many of the things
that bothered me when I was scven ycars old still
bother me now. On the other hand, when things
werc going the worst, I never felt cheated out of :
anything or wronged. I might have lhought that
was a better writer than many famous writers
living or dcad, but I considered that a natural
course of cvents—oftentimes lhosc on top show
very little. The public creates its own gods and
it often chooscs badly because the public reflects
ils own image.
llbAos Igo or%, I write as I plcasc and as I must. 1
don’t worry about critics or slyk; or famc or lack
of fame. All I want is the next line as it truly
comes 10 me.

t sineing very s

=

1y sangs and

G: What are your
plans for future
writing projects?
What are you
working on now?
BUK: ] am into a
novel, Hollywood.
Now, that’s prosc and
I have to feel good
and | haven’t fclt
good lately, so I am
only up to page fifty.
But it’s all there
inside of my head,
and 1 hope to feel
good enough long
enough to write it. 1
can only hope so
because it’s a real
laugher. Hollywood
is at least 400 times
worse than anybody
has ever written about
it. Of course, if I ever
finish it, then I'll
probably get sued,
even though it’s true.
Then I can write
another novel about
the court system.




At the Track in Santa Anita, California,1984.






