
"You begin saving the world by saving one person at a time; all else is grandiose romanticism or politics." -Charles Bukowski. 
 
“My dear, 
Find what you love and let it kill you. 
Let it drain you of your all. Let it cling onto your back and weigh you down into eventual nothingness. 
Let it kill you and let it devour your remains. 
For all things will kill you, both slowly and fastly, but it’s much better to be killed by a lover. 
~ Falsely yours” 
Charles Bukowski 
 

How Is Your Heart? 
during my worst times 
on the park benches 
in the jails 
or living with 
****** 
I always had this certain 
contentment- 
I wouldn't call it 
happiness- 
it was more of an inner 
balance  
that settled for 
whatever was occuring 
and it helped in the 
factories 
and when relationships  
went wrong 
with the  
girls.  
it helped  
through the 
wars and the 
hangovers 
the backalley fights 
the  
hospitals.  
to awaken in a cheap room 
in a strange city and 
pull up the shade- 
this was the craziest kind of 
contentment 
 
and to walk across the floor 
to an old dresser with a  
cracked mirror-  
see myself, ugly, 
grinning at it all.  
what matters most is 
how well you  
walk through the 
fire. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



The Crunch 

too much  
too little  
 
too fat 
too thin 
or nobody.  
 
laughter or 
tears  
 
haters 
lovers  
 
strangers with faces like 
the backs of 
thumb tacks  
 
armies running through 
streets of blood 
waving winebottles 
bayoneting and ******* 
virgins.  
 
or an old guy in a cheap room 
with a photograph of M. Monroe.  
 
there is a loneliness in this world so great 
that you can see it in the slow movement of 
the hands of a clock. 
 
 
people so tired 
mutilated 
either by love or no love.  
 
people just are not good to each other 
one on one.  
 
the rich are not good to the rich 
the poor are not good to the poor.  
 
we are afraid.  
 
our educational system tells us 
that we can all be 
big-ass winners. 
 
it hasn't told us 
about the gutters 
or the suicides.  
 
or the terror of one person 
aching in one place 
alone  



 
untouched 
unspoken to  
 
watering a plant.  
 
people are not good to each other. 
people are not good to each other. 
people are not good to each other.  
 
I suppose they never will be. 
I don't ask them to be.  
 
but sometimes I think about 
it.  
 
the beads will swing 
the clouds will cloud 
and the killer will behead the child 
like taking a bite out of an ice cream cone.  
 
too much 
too little  
 
too fat 
too thin 
or nobody  
 
more haters than lovers.  
 
people are not good to each other. 
perhaps if they were 
our deaths would not be so sad.  
 
meanwhile I look at young girls 
stems 
flowers of chance.  
 
there must be a way.  
 
surely there must be a way we have not yet 
thought of.  
 
who put this brain inside of me?  
 
it cries 
it demands 
it says that there is a chance.  
 
it will not say 
"no." 
 



Bluebird 

there's a bluebird in my heart that 
wants to get out 
but I'm too tough for him, 
I say, stay in there, I'm not going 
to let anybody see 
you. 
there's a bluebird in my heart that 
wants to get out 
but I pour whiskey on him and inhale 
cigarette smoke 
and the whores and the bartenders 
and the grocery clerks 
never know that 
he's 
in there. 
 
there's a bluebird in my heart that 
wants to get out 
but I'm too tough for him, 
I say, 
stay down, do you want to mess 
me up? 
you want to screw up the 
works? 
you want to blow my book sales in 
Europe? 
there's a bluebird in my heart that 
wants to get out 
but I'm too clever, I only let him out 
at night sometimes 
when everybody's asleep. 
I say, I know that you're there, 
so don't be 
sad. 
then I put him back, 
but he's singing a little 
in there, I haven't quite let him 
die 
and we sleep together like 
that 
with our 
secret pact 
and it's nice enough to 
make a man 
weep, but I don't 
weep, do 
you? 
 
 
 
 
 



The Laughing Heart by Charles Bukowski 

your life is your life 
don’t let it be clubbed into dank submission. 
be on the watch. 
there are ways out. 
there is light somewhere. 
it may not be much light but 
it beats the darkness. 
be on the watch. 
the gods will offer you chances. 
know them. 
take them. 
you can’t beat death but 
you can beat death in life, sometimes. 
and the more often you learn to do it, 
the more light there will be. 
your life is your life. 
know it while you have it. 
you are marvelous 
the gods wait to delight 
in you. 


