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THE VULGAR SOUNDS 
RISE MY MISERY

Downstairs he snores 
flat on his back 
up
at my ceiling
as I
and
the night
the heater
the clock
conjure
and decide to
go on,
go on
and try
to keep
heater
clock
and
myself
together.
what
he's decided 
is perhaps 
a little 
more
or a little 
less
but decided 
once (if ever) 
and
forgotten.

—  Charles 
Bukowski
Los Angeles, 
California
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