1959

B y 19591 disliked painting. | found it tedious and empty of intelli

gen ce. | found theart world inartistic. | loved words. | loved talking

to Be_ opleand | loved wr|t|n% poetry. | succumbed often to the charade

of bein gapainter as people hating life itself seemed to like mefor paint.
ing. | avo ided writing for very few people ever liked what | had to say. It did
not occur to methat very few people liked what anyone had to say. In 1959
| wasbusy fo rcing my Self to pretend | wanted to beaPainter and | began
to existential ly accomplish the proper tension between the two great terms
of thedark s ide of the German moon of aesthetics, fuhrblunged (Someone
sticksan um brella up your ass) and gefaerlicht (they open'it). I left my
children wit h ther grotesque mother on Chrismas eve. L eaving children in
the claws of a mean shit isfuhrblunged. | was gefaerlict. | wasdead. My
mind becam eavery profound, dark, and gloomy sea of consider able pain.
To spitemy Self-hat ,I@ a1$| ah fabiT de@an glbo in that
paragon of ¢ reativityahd Jsitigy, Inidt Mdnnattan)! hadwalked in,
unrolled aca nvas, and shown the Big Boss oneof my earlier oil paintings. It
was of Hafiz the Persian poet made out of r oses, nar cissus, moons, grass,
cheek mol es, quicksilver fountains, lush gardens under neath which rivers
run,domesm ade of pearls, and suns made of musk. He said that | had a
Iar%e, immen selwabulousse.nse of color.The B|g1 Boss was a quite swarthy
sephardic Je w. His complexion wasthe great Al Jolson’s# 10 M ax Factor
makeuP met ingintherain. The Big Boss seemed to be carr?\l)lng ahuge
block of gran ite on his head carved of not the#1 salutation of M anhattan:
How’'sBusin ess?, but the#1 lamentation of Manhattan: Businessis
Lousy. The EI> gg Bosswas four foot six inches short. The Big Boss wasthe

ugliest man ever sefn. HGookedllike | Hi§sqrun \J/open pit
mine face see med to be thedx chiflned ip ri 1, gilit nipped
result of aVa ndal batteringlog dropped on an early Christian hammer ed

bust of Ovid. He had hired meto learn how to paint endless schlock designs
for_fabrics. Hespon aPpre_ntlced metothelittle master, a smaller, rounder
Jewish m an of endlessimprovisation who would smoke endless C|C%ars
and p rodu smallg“ld esst r|c_Cg1 nsalldaB/faster than God ulld
re. d e3gnthewor| 'gcliy renti %)Waso eto%rﬁdtotheltte
master and makea perf C%%E/) every design hecreated. | had never done
Watercolars. My poor work had the profound clunk of uncaring mediocr g
and tense indifference, WastOO{Ierky, thin, clumsy, ugly, forced '
embarras singly slow. Andrecently escaped from atotally’ rotten™
marriaget hat demolished mytwo | ittle kids and almost killed
me physic ally, emotionally andintellectually, and full of Self-,
hatred | di smissed the artists in the studio as mere comm ercial
artists. Th ebig boss' sfacein the vise of the squash God’ swas
ov ve,clumped so strange, the short Big Boss's Rodin hig
iz mir %\(;at ?gse Crevice eyes, ratl)vme €ars, sunk brow ;@
you ou : ave been SOres ar
cal ON'Many a W NOTHE ™" rkisser..®
His kazoo looked like a STONE head rolled down
A high hill height, all fig URE PR otrudes knocked off.
Onthiskreplach sat anose uglie R THAN A giant fluorescent light fixture
Smacked crap in the middle of THE RUIN ed Guggenheim Museum.
Wrinkle bars screeched on p OX PITS OF colossl scratched granite
Ugliness. Helooked as if old FC)fAI‘B I&Ee himself had been so
aked in a barrel of ran AVERY D ,efrwt{wcefor Six years
To incise each sharp line A SEI'&RV ifferent sour color. His
Wasthe |stc§and($db of ed duck who'd owed
A’12 cylinder diesd engine. He wal ked likeacockroach dying
Of cancer. Hisdlick -, ShC ke fl|g edl* s 0ozed a
t?\r;'cklsh yick. Hishalf fingers were ﬁort )qfarts.
(I'n'short:—= he Jooked a bit like ontv vise president Richard M. Nixon.)
His'sle ﬁjan I-lilschmlilunkgcé. rlunf< ltn
r unk punk goiter lum
P tota[lysu nlxo%mglcal P
(theworst thing for any Jewisto look
"ma%m%?mﬂi&“ﬁ&
trunkedin afunked caryatidt |CE%un,ed dark seaof du mp
a}g:llur}ked gnlgtan asiftyp oonsunkamgjunkk.I I ‘\]/vas_gws ser
e. | couldn’t have i isu ewish man
or my Sdf. | couldn’t seaerm g‘ﬁg/n\g)vaay%ﬂ&fﬁé\g\pa{shgp%y and that |
wasunhappy. Hewason theoutside as| wason theingde. H elooked
ijust like m?/ mind wasgrinding dark wrenchinghurtsintoa low sea
eaving 0 deﬁperatesjoaln rave. Hewasugly. And | wasm iserable.
Hewasfree | wasadave. | thought hewasan ugly wart.| couldn’t
under stand how one so grotesquely ugly could boss even hacksof
half beauty. | wanted ajob and to learn how to usethepoint edbrush.
The commercial artissswereall very kind tome. It’svery difficult
to create even hack pedegtrian beauty when on€smindisu gly and
for weeksl| tried very hard, but | just oou_ldn’tgetthehandg of the
pointed brush. Andwith every day and night | cameto bdi eve
mor e and morethat the Big Bosswasmeturned inddeou t.



One of those dark days at 11 AM Hubris Perdue— who always cagled Mme a
thewrong time which always turned out to be the right time— phoned me & *(d
work and asked me if | wanted to go toamemorial for Preshure Groniét e
gt noon at an old Russian church downtown on Second Street an
nd Avenue. | wanted to go very much be cause at thistime | was p
studying breathing according to the ancient Semitic dic tums: Breath
is everything. Time Is For Beginners. Breath Is For Finish ers, and at this
event | knew | would see how alot of the Gronieth Work Old  Guard, people m
who had been in his Moscow group, didn’t breathe. Out of the corner of my y
eye | saw two old fabric Jews beards, open black flowing ov ercoats, fl y i N 9 tzitziotfringe, and blag
hats rush into the workshop ca rrying aweird design of bluer oses on bars of lightning green grape
leaves on a cheap cotton dre ss. They held the dress up likea murdered child, crying like only an g i
time Seventh Avenue Jew who was losing money cou Id cry, shrieking, “They're killing them Wity N
**(Wha thisone at Klein's Basement! Knock it out for us with pears instead of roses! Otherwise exactly theg
more same! Believe meit’'skilling them.” Thebig boss's dense facial
ezl

cement cracked an over stressed
caryatid smile as he handed thedressto my little master to
say

knock off the design. Hubris Perdue
taught methat a person must learn to keep their attention permanently on what is inside them and
that what is outside them in preparation for being ableto live from a conscious permanent presence to
I ha their essential, real SdIf in thereal world instead of living fromtheir ignorance and dreamsin aworld
ven't fast asleep. | told the divine Hubris Perduethat | would goto Gronieth’'s memorial mass at lunch, had

infe a piece of work to do, but somehow | would do both things. “ Thisis very good. Thisis perfect for Mr.

med) ® ¢ @ Gronieth'smemorial, Dear,” she said, “ He always said, ‘ When everyone else do one thing, Hubris
Hubris, you do two things. This  only way for you to become one, Hubris Hubris’” Shethensaidtome, & ¢ ¢ € & @
2 2 9 ¢ ¢ ¢ ¢ ?“You 2 willbeal rightwhenyoulose a few moreskins, Dear.” Asthe moyel said to the rattlesnake, |
thought as | ingtantaneoudy placed my non-  telephone hand on my penisinas @ protectivea ¢ ¢ ¢ ¢ ¢ ¢ ¢ ¢ ¢ ¢ ¢ @
¢ ¢ 2 9 ¢ e ¥ ® ® wayaspo?ssble WhenHubrishad said, “This  isvery good.” | shuddered in total dread of l0sing my
inherent, honest badness becomming just another phony, goody-goody liar. | hung up the € phone in

¢ ¢ ¢ ¢ ¢ ¢ ¢ ¢terorof fakegoodnessanditssideki ck castration, a

P92 EPTLLEELEE
nd breath lessly awaited the little master's work
tocopy. Thelitlemaster stuck his cigar in the corner of hismouth and k #nocked out blue® pears ¢ ¢ € ¢ # & 8 @ & %

¢ ¢ @ @ ¢ ¢ ¢ @ @onlightninggreen grapeleavesinstea d of rosesothe rwise exactly the same, in three minutes,
Somehow all my efforts came

together in this moment and | knocked®out my small® copy ¢ € ¢ € ¢ € ¢ € @
@ ¢ ¢ % ¥ ¢ ¥ intwominutes It just flew out of me. Thiswasthe first

time | had ever done any
thing directly frommy re &l Self and knew it. Tempo Perdueha @ dtaught me® how € & € ¢ ¢ ¢ & @
geereeee

to sense asystem of locationsinmy  being touse to search *for my real Self
| had tried hard to locateby sensation wheremy real SHf® wasinside $ € € € € € @
L € Mme so | could permanent ly attend  toanddofro  mmy Seif, with little
result unti| this Moment. The BigBosssdark fac® @ crunchedand @ € € @ @ & @
gackedandbrakedand grindedinto & x¥@Mmonstrous ~ strip mine blastip,
gmile. Herantohissdfe He unlocked it # & & @d 10K v & ¥ . »
out abrush “Only onemanintheworldin ¥ ¥ ~ ¥ ” VA -Sman N NN
Francecan mekeabrush with a point likethis” ¥ ¥ ¥ # . “qs N NN
h esaid, as he gave me the brush. Thisisthekind of ¥ A x bV NN NN NN NN
dumbjerk**Iam:Iheldthislovelygiftungratefully,tota“y/ 4 NHNKNNNNNNN
kind nessasit wasinterfering with my firg conscious ¥ # ¥ ¥ Out anq grabbingacabt09° #  #
sensation of themoment to moment realizationof # ¥ & ¥ downtown fast. The Big BOSS
My self doing from my Self and my runnin grabbed the brush. diPped
itinWater’ f|ickéditt0
point it, gng grabbed
aplece of scrap

paper. Every
oneinthe
studio
ran over
to watch.
In 20 sec
onds his
udly hand
painted
themost
beautif
ul rose
| have
ever
seen.
It was
alive.
| was

ugly

and a
sham
edin
aSdf
hate
trance.
Yetan
ugly
hand
made
adead
rose

dance.



