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* 
The poems in this book are fictional.   
Names, characters, places and incidents  
are either the product of the author’s  
imagination or are used ficticiously.  Any  
resemblance to actual events, locales or  
persons, living or dead, is entirely  
coincidental. 
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COVER STORIES 
 
Exchanging X's in the form of kisses, 
Spies forbidden to know the codes they pass, 
Each pretends for the moment these mysteries 
Outweigh all allegiance they owe the past. 
 
A space where fingertips cease to explore space, 
A safehouse right for private armistice, 
The flesh they bared betrays them both at last. 
Dawn is distance in such askance allies. 
 
As false passports must bear a true likeness,  
These tradecraft made-in-bed IDs are not 
The ones that will have to be worn once more 
 
Come morning's normal enemy status 
Which would have killed to foil the turncoat plot 
They laid here, those traitors worth dying for. 
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ADHESIVE VALENTINE 
 
not knowing where you are 
not knowing who 
so I'll coat with glue 
all the envelopes I mail  
 
where most words fail 
mine will still pursue 
kept in these veils of glaze 
every postal maze 
 
no matter how far 
no matter how overdue 
they will find the true  
 
letter bound for you 
and there be pressed 
adherent to its address 

 
 
* 
The order of the poems is random... 
 
 
* 
Rhyme for me is such an important aspect of writing 
sonnets (if I dare use that term), that it's hard  
to think of any I've done 
as UNrhymed, 
 
but these end-rhymed ones do have their 
own equity and compact with the form, 
 
and hence these three pdfs——— 



* 
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UNMOWNKNOWN 
 
To scythe our names into 
the lawn’s green until 
their cut-swath letters  
make a maze. 
 
Feet may falter to 
a standstill 
lost in the vowels’ 
circular forays. 
 
Strut-path consonants 
lead true for a bit but 
finally we 
concede to chaos its 
 
grass where passage is 
anonymous always. 
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NARCISSPOND 
 
This pond saw someone once 
But since then never none  
Has ever another known 
 
Imagine if your mirror 
Lay cover buoyed by it 
Recognition ink and pure 
 
This water held no features 
That were of us or any 
Unless its blindness blurs 
 
The eyes that see until they open 
The face which is theirs only 
In one ripple too many 
 
Of course he says his name is 
But all it is is just the same as 
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COUPLETURES 
 
The power of a map to unravel 
equals all the distance spared by travel. 
 
At noon our shadows have 
the same depth as our grave. 
 
All I ask from my stylist is 
that my coiffures be carnivorous. 
 
Nine towns down, 
Troy has no wish to be found. 
 
The body lost in its orbiting of 
The body.  Body below, body above. 
 
Seas surround you and murmur your pores. 
Only the water can decipher our scars. 
 
The avantgarde only came up to my ankle 
but managed to drown me after all. 



2 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
THE POSTHUMOUS APHORIST 
 
I said the red and blue you haven’t lived 
will be the green and yellow you’ve died. 
I guess they might be the colors that fade 
when I see you to one.  Is that your shade? 
 
(A dozen acrobats debating zero: 
trapped in a hurry circus at center 
ring, my pyre prepares to free its hero.) 
 
(A maniac unwrapped from the moment; 
like a satori triggered by sneezes.) 
(The symptoms named our sin a trance.) 
 
It likes to dress up in creation and 
take us for a walk.  But can a maxim be  
revised to include doubt?  Any obit 
presupposes a life if not its opposite. 
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HANGSCALES 
 
The day reflecting across 
the deep its passage is 
over often before the eye  
lets in what it should see 
 
in most ways.  The gaze 
neglectful as any flesh 
washed up in the hand, 
argus-angled: a charm to ward 
 
off the world with a word  
unsaid or else unheard in 
my try to weigh in favor, 
 
to tip fate with presence: on 
the wall a flyspeck's support 
of all this continues strong. 
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HAVENOT 
 
Out of a dozen I prefer the one 
That’s most like thirteen, the one 
Autumn drops its cease-colored nets on.  
 
Out of a once I prefer the one 
That never was, that eludes its own, 
Twins peering at each other through keyholes. 
 
Out of a one I prefer the none 
Who has my face, who evens the end 
And odds the origin.  The belated begun. 
 
Out of a most I prefer the many 
Who are not me, who remain free 
Of that disciple number, that slave figure. 
 
Twelve nonce, thirteen’s the tense, which fourteen ends. 
Despite my choice, I have no preference. 
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CRITERIA 
 
The rose is 
more poetic than 
other flowers because 
it has 
 
only one 
syllable where 
daisy lily violet 
et cet 
 
are over-verbal, 
poly-petal. 
Beauty 
 
based not on color or 
odor but 
brevity. 
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ACTORS: THE DENOUEMENT 
 
After each performance comes catharsis 
as one more audience member is sewn 
into the hem of the theater curtain; 
some day it will sway too heavy to raise: 
 
on that evening the play will not begin— 
until such time our continual clamor 
minds the same drama again and again, 
less for its marquee-names than the encore 
 
when one of us, us groundlings, us non-stars 
gets knit into the huge velvet stagedrop— 
a climax cheered, though we're still here to see     
 
the final show, to witness what occurs  
the night our hem-mates' weight puts a stop 
to this farce.  Will they be freed then?  Will we? 
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THE ASCENT 
 
I masturbate bareback, grabbing the mane 
with one hand while the other grubs self-love, 
galloping through the recidivista of 
my cyclops-eclipsed brainscape, that garbled garden 
 
where sparks listen for heaven to come down hooved, 
while leaves eeked by elves pierce their dense 
veins' skeleton to seek the enough essence 
withheld by me.  Everyday I am shoved 
 
to break brick from Babel on the tongue's chisel. 
What top-bearing spire of it boasts my assumption 
and hoisted over years climbing a stackhigh 
 
of tables or chairs precariously 
leaned up against a waterfall is all 
I can pray then, its rainspray reining me in.  
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FACE IN THE WINDOW 
 
I am a modest house, a house solely 
notable for the fact I lived here once.   
Its brass plaque depicts an oxygen eye 
in which two pupils of hydrogen dance. 
 
Downstairs is where I lit fires whose insights 
with approach-velocity froze me, then  
signed off into flame.  This always happened when 
I came close to a truth.  Months passed.  Years.  Nights. 
 
Shall I accommodate myself again,  
a humble aquarium of lordly  
thumbs, some fin de species?  Of course each word  
 
the blackout-moth mutters to my keyboard  
shows the snowiest letter on this page is "I"— 
must I now plumb its one remaining pane? 
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STORY OF OR 
                          (to Pauline Réage) 
 
To pose nakedness is 
To refute it.  A pose 
Is a clothes.  Like 
Stanzaic arrangements of 
 
The word which should 
Ideally, be in pain against 
Its w and its d.  No slack 
Is why such heaves of or 
 
To denude itself could 
Make us exude gold, yet when 
Was that ever opposite enough 
 
What scream or epigram 
This sperm has come 
To measure our mouths for. 
 
 
Note: 
For "or" to free itself from "word," it must strain  
("heave") against the "w" and the "d" that enclose  
it.  If, via this strenuous (perhaps squeamish)  
process, the meaning of  "or" is transmuted from  
the English into the French as a sort of homage  
to the pseudonymous author of  'Story of O' (Histoire  
d'O), then, alchemically speaking, (or so an Aurealist  
might suggest) it will have risen from the pose of  
its measures to or-emerge as an else-gasm. 
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FROM A DEATHBED DAYBOOK 
 
copulation entries  
in the journal jesus  
don't look for those passages 
in these pages 
 
if I am scheduled for  
a few more 
intimate rapports 
with long vowels before 
 
I go I know those a's and o's 
and e's will not rise 
from the throat of eros 
 
yet what vanity to suppose 
thanatos    
might want to jot down a few of these i's 
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(Buried) 
 
Sometimes I think she believes in 
the Catastrophe Theory— 
that her falling into and then 
out of love with me was surely 
 
based on the trend of Nemesis 
(that changeling twin of our sun): 
each lovefall seemed as sudden, as 
doomed-to-be as the extinction 
 
of what Saurian habitat. 
Whole species annihilated— 
some, I haven't uncovered yet. 
But all, I better believe it, dead. 
 
(They'll clone that dino DNA— 
can love be revived that way?) 
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TESTAMENT 
 
You know the fable 
How a soldier’s bible 
Kept in his jacket pocket 
Stopped a bullet 
 
But that catechism 
Born to foster schism 
Also stopped his heart his 
Mind from finding peace 
 
He would not have had need 
Of such a shield 
Nor would his blood have been 
Thrilled to kill someone 
 
Of another faith 
If in that book he had not first read death 
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STRESS THERAPY 
 
Time, time, time, time, the clock 
vaccinates us, 
and then even that lacks 
prophylaxis. 
 
Ticktock-pockmarked, stricken  
by such strokes, we 
get sick of prescriptions 
which work solely 
 
on the body. 
Systole diastole— 
It is by its very 
 
intermittency  
that the heart knows 
itself to be an I. 
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POEM FROM SUMMER 
 
That gap the world includes by vanishing 
on cue, that studious unborn sweat  
beyond all if the body's primed for 
exit to overvisit, time, encore. 
 
Say it pertains to our name, say we find 
the eyes' goodbye-corners torn routinely 
in ebb with this, each departure a kind  
of statue suture's paw stalled in caress. 
 
My pate is centered on the four labors. 
Make a snowflake the shape of dextrous dust. 
Make your sex a handspan across my skull. 
 
Lit up by landscape is the movie 
I hate of my life.  Hollywood heedless,  
bright faces born between sweet and sweetness.
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THE ZENOIST 
 
He stays here standing on a chair 
and paces off the steps to the door 
or still further, aping escape from  
the rat-race or death or karma or 
 
whatever’s gaining ground: instead  
of late, he speeds up, the chairseat  
blurs a flurry of feet until the trip 
he’s traveled noplace is moon-far. 
 
How’d he make it up onto that chair? 
That was a distance never to be  
crossed, or even embarked upon, 
  
a hopeless quest.  Deciding to depart 
must have seemed such a feat once: 
he fares everywhere for that start. 
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RIGHT ON SCHEDULE  
 
Inventorying the calendar, 
Counting to leave it whole I am chore-horsed 
By the urge to register all the days 
But one, so as to save that one for always. 
 
My laptop hums as it sweeps each interim 
Into smaller units but my wife comes home 
From third world reich each dawn saying Hon  
All our leaveway’s left.  How long—how often  
 
Have I survived an earthtime of your time. 
How I resent that instance: how I sneer 
Hon it was gone long before we got here. 
 
ID-dodo forced to take temphuman form, 
What trained your jettison person to die? 
Exit, pursued by posterity. 
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MERRY - NO - ROUND 
 
The wooden horses 
are tired of their courses 
 
and plead from head to hoof 
to be fed to a stove— 
 
In leaping lunging flames 
they’d rise again, flared manes 
 
snapping like chains behind them. 
The smoke would not blind them 
 
as do these children’s hands: 
beyond our cruel commands 
 
the fire will free them then 
as once the artisan when 
 
out of the tree they 
were nagged to this neigh. 
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THE RETURN (after Follain: from Merwin/Romer)    
 
The sun has washed with white the farm that waits 
in ways for the stranger who's late to come, 
but he whose force was never sure of home 
may not even pause when faced with its gates. 
 
Clothed wholly in the mendicant's threadbare, 
his headwear the tin lid of a trashcan, 
he will know to announce himself as man 
the prodigal: Hey guys it's me!  But where 
 
the mule gnaws roots and the mare's coat burrs dark 
and the pig guards the last milk it laps at,— 
where the dog has a starred brow and the cat 
can augur storms, they have formed their own ark. 
 
Unyielding the response to him must be; 
the same it has been since edenity. 
 
 
Note: 
I worked from the Stephen Romer and W. S. Merwin translations of  
Jean Follain's original. 
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RILKE (BUDDHA II) 
 
Kingdoms overflowing with karmic fault, 
Traumas of state, murder-lief and slavery, 
Are here secreted to gold: alchemy 
Drips its dews on our pilgrim shoes: sieg halt! 
 
Snatched from daubling lobes and toast-raised hands, 
Tossed in a kiln can such kitey-high brows, 
What lustful metals raised this transubstance 
From their impure base, announce his res grows? 
 
No one knows.  Somehow he got here, nevermind 
The source we seek in meager things like house 
And hammer, hoping his Amen bloodline 
Can be found in lost items, by the tools we 
Set aside unthinkingly: may they occupy 
Our sills those days we stray from dailiness. 


