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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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FROM 
 
I go for oops on 
the down one 
 
a lull goes by 
I follow 
 
the mirrorbits 
glued in my armpits 
 
from the flush of 
dawn to the thrush of evening 
 
trousers spuming 
around my ankles 
 
shed by waves of life 
I wade proceeding  
 
I seem to evolve in sympathy 
with my tedium 
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POEM 
 
when he woke in bed 
it was 12 by the stones 
that fell on his head 
 
it was none by the night 
and all done by the day 
in either case it was too late 
 
now a picture of his pores 
handpainted on his bones 
may show the way to others 
 
shuttergrids of his face 
promise pretty much that 
yes he existed times space 
 
his cup was both hands full 
you can see it in the photo 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
INTRO NOTES 
 
* 
(I actually had a dream recently about a Stephen 
King-like story in which a demon (or a buried alien 
starship or an extradimensional fog or a curse etc) 
forces all the inhabitants of a small isolated town to 
write sonnets.  Talk about evil! . . .) 
 
* 
These are new and or lost quatorzains, none of 
which (if I've kept my files staight) appear in the four 
volumes of quatorzains already posted here (see 
sidebar) . . .  
 
After Farrar Straus & Giroux published my last print 
collection, "The Unsubscriber" (2004), the editor 
there (Jonathan Galassi) asked me to submit a 
followup book: one of the projects I pitched was a 
"Selected Quatorzains" . . . he rejected that idea, as 
well as the other proposals I offered.  (One of which 
was a Collected Rhymed Poems.) 
 
At which point I gave up.  I quit: if I can't get a 
publisher to publish the books I want to do, then I 
will publish them myself . . . hence this blog, and the 
pdf books posted on it. 
 
* 
The order of the poems is random. 
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[TOPPLED] 
 
under the statue of It 
lie the crumbles 
of What 
 
in the parkinglot 
the new models wait 
spotless 
 
I teeter 
between the two 
eithers 
that beat me 
 
or else I lie 
beneath the daily 
debris this pedestal 
lets fall 
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POEM 
 
I have a wind-up alarm clock  
and at the exact moment it stops  
ticking I wind the key intensely, 
knowing the few seconds it takes  
 
to complete this act may be  
the only lapse in time, the only  
alleviation: what has the clock  
enjoyed in its brief vacation or  
 
coffeebreak; I envision lunch  
excursions outdoors in a sunny  
plaza with vendors feasting while 
 
the tightrope shadows highrises  
throw across streets meet and try  
to support prop our wobbly feet. 
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TAUTOLOGICAL 
 
I am not happy at present. 
I have never been happy. 
Has anyone ever been happy— 
 
The syllogism does not follow. 
There are others like me 
Who have never been happy, 
 
But we are a minority. 
Most people have been happy 
At least once in their life: 
 
Maybe I too could be happy 
If the few who are like me 
In never having been happy 
 
Would all become happy 
And leave me alone, unique. 
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PERSPECTIVES 
 
all the horizon's lines are waver 
like water age stained edge pages 
turned rapidly till the book at hand 
is the one we see out there 
 
impatient to read further than 
we can through sluttish papercuts 
and spill the toehold unless its 
landscape takes the quote route 
 
allowance the order of my say 
ramblethorn today and torn tomorrow 
does our rest assure need a refill 
 
the statue of X was placed carefully 
for display inside his skeleton's ribcage  
the latter at least was lifesize
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THE MESSAGE 
 
what if you're  
on call waiting 
and the puter- 
person chirps 
 
please standby  
you're next in line 
and then you start  
to worrying that 
 
the one ahead  
of you is you 
and worse than that 
 
what if that's all 
you called to say 
in the first place?
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GESUNDHEIT (quatorzain version) 
 
Sneezes wouldn't be so bad if they filled balloons. 
 
How many sneezes on the planet at any given time; 
and if each sneeze filled a balloon, 
 
imagine (bless you!) 
all those sneeze-balloons floating in the air. 
 
But a sneeze-balloon might be rather fragile— 
more like a bubble than a regular balloon . . . hmm. 
 
A sneeze is sort of like a balloonburst: 
sudden, violent, unforseeable.  Out of nowhere. 
 
In either case, burgeoned or burst, this transfer 
of ether occurs when Entropy beckons,— 
 
see its deadly equality shining up there, 
glittering like globules of star saliva, 
 
worlds atchooed by all. 
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I LIVE ON THE LOWEST 
 
ledge it's still fatal 
to fall from while 
 
my neighbor on 
the below-one 
 
merely loses any 
skeletal integrity 
 
and lives to stab coupons 
for lowyield posterity: 
 
he's lucky 
compared to me 
 
and to all 
the tenants above me 
 
because when we fall 
we die.  
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THERE'S THE RUB 
 
Envying young poets the rage 
You wish you could reverse your night 
And wake up days upon their page 
As old as them, as debut-bright. 
 
Whose name tames that rutting spotlight, 
Whose word shuts tight each phrase's cage— 
What matter who, you wish you might 
Rise revised to their virile stage. 
 
But listen to my wizened sage: 
He claims there's one disadvantage 
Should time renew you neophyte— 
 
There'd be one catch you'd hate, one spite: 
Remember if you were their age 
You'd have to write the way they write. 
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QUEST 
 
Hooking itself on a penis of alas, 
certainly the waste won't acquaint us. 
 
Yet grapes the glassblower finds wicked 
may pass through fishgills quickly; 
 
so a rose in its vein is a niche 
nearer another no longer at reach. 
 
More mail stamped with confetti comes. 
Why does the carrier not care? 
 
But I prefer a gravel of nutshells— 
if my bare soles are to be hurt 
 
let it be by the cast-offs of growth, 
by seeds that swelled to cullflesh 
 
and filled each hull to burstness: 
please pierce my feet with their overt. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



28 
 

 
 

ZENITH 
 
Once a rocket lived in the soarway 
Now it’s gone 
Only a bird fills our sun socket 
Then travels on 
 
Hovering at all angles to 
Our tallest days 
Where the lion says needle star to god 
Far lingers no trace 
 
I wanted to share 
The occasion of that height 
Even if it was only a while 
The moan-length of a laugh I led 
 
I wanted to stay there 
But I failed at the sight 
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[POEM] 
 
in the overcoat called Fred 
be careful where you put your head 
if you put it in the sleeve instead 
odds are you'll end up dead 
 
they'll take you to the morgue 
and dissect you like a forgue 
cut off your head and feet 
your legs below the knees 
 
the only solace being 
the overcoat called Procrustes 
will fit you exactly then 
 
if this scenario did happen 
you would be would you grateful 
for that sole consolation 
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DIMINUENDO 
 
If I cannot carefully slowly lower drowned 
windowwashers down the face of highrises, 
what use am I?  And what a bad little 
good-for-me I am, regardless.  Even 
 
my hems lower their eyes at the sight of 
such remissiveness: therefore whenever 
the flesh gloats a police stick removes its 
widow’s peak.  Worlds have lost for less their keep. 
 
To fathom at random your crumbling core 
while the sun is burnishing its bullseye on 
all the margin mountains and seas whose scene 
 
we supercede each time we sneeze is like 
scratching myself with forgetful eels, asking 
is this my own, my Tennyson sinecure?  
 
 

                                                                                                                    27 
 
 
 
 
 

COUPLETCLAWS (SOLACE) 
 
For as all things bear the seed of heaven 
so is the blossom rebuked. 
 
A Babel-signal from the brain 
makes me shiver tame. 
 
I can account for every last nought 
gold's emptied into my pocket. 
 
I weigh my world on either hand 
but I hand it on the neither way. 
 
The bewilder-berried bordered-path 
tastes as it goes of dark oh ness. 
 
How wry I am for show and how  
unwise for keeping.  Wow if I could  
 
only rest my head against the spots 
that float in front of my eyes, I would.  
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DAY-THE-VERGE 
 
for days the ceiling was racing 
and the silhouettes clung to seance 
the wind champed at their scornful habits 
dangling a snowflake over the edge of a mirror 
 
manholes stood on ladders to see 
a rocket fail to ignite itself from a sundial 
while a slim coitus of wands held the room current 
must I exist in these saliva-idle breaths 
 
fever chalks the roofs where 
I imagine my venom is at home 
with everyone tidy in their thimble poses 
it's like pricking your finger with lambs 
 
now I sleep where oceanmere falls 
exile exile to the instant islands of my pulse 

                                                                                                                    7 
 
 
 
 
 

ELEVATIONS 
 
Things that announce themselves 
from faraway, like thunder or death, 
are good to end a poem with. 
 
An elevator with no floors grips 
that gordian space Borges called 
Aleph: in the story of the same name 
 
as not I can be found expounding 
the heresy that no poet's words empty 
any cavity other than my heart-well! 
 
Higher lower the pleady ones go. 
Every edge will find its echo. 
 
A valley filled with rusting padlocks: 
on the hills around it keys brood 
glaring down at their former homes. 
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PERSONALLY 
 
I saw this screenlegend guest on TV 
promoting the need for everybody 
inbetween plugs for the latest movie 
to help out like with our ecology  
 
small daily acts each of us personally 
just little things we can do at home, one 
example is don't let the water run 
hey people! ya'know? when you brush your teeth? 
 
Sometimes I remember that admonition, 
and then sometimes I grumble beneath 
the bristles, under frothy gums and lips: 
 
Hey filmstar! love your save-the-planet tips,— 
and hey, look: my faucet's off, not on—see?— 
the least you could do is come fuck me. 
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LAST WISH: TO AN AMAZON 
 
Don't kill me yet 
With bow and arrow         
Through my heart— 
 
Please: I want to die  
But first grant this: 
If for that aim 
 
To better shoot 
Your right breast was cut 
Off and if that 
 
Cut-off breast still 
Exists: graft it 
—Implant-surgery  
 
It—to my chest: 
Then, shoot. 
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EL POEMO 
 
Little squiggly worms on the surface 
of my head.  I brush them off, but 
more ooze up from within; 
an endless supply it seems. 
 
All I learn turns to the belief that all 
my exhalations rise up into the sky 
to form an O which hovers there 
to watch me struggle for breath. 
 
I always pause to grimace at the wound, 
but the wound does not hesitate at all. 
That would be an acknowledgement. 
 
That would be a response. 
A collation of purpose, a balm, a bosom, 
even a poem perhaps. 
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I HAVE 
 
have you ever tried to apply makeup 
to a teardrop 
under kliegwater 
 
floodlit 
and the starlet 
you're trying to get fit 
 
for the premiere 
is all fidget 
and praying her 
 
tit-tape stays on 
and you have to keep saying 
stand still hon 
 
or else'll 
it'll run 
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THE LOST 
 
Those who miss themselves 
will depart from postal shelves 
to eliminate home 
from their name. 
 
Those who fly away will find 
they can envision 
a feather's features upon 
the face they left behind. 
 
Those who leave too soon 
now that faraway's full 
of neighbors will ruin 
their one chance for arrival. 
 
Even so, they're all willing to go. 
Will I in likewise kin be able to? 
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OVERLIFER-BAG 
 
Age is a case of aches 
you try to strap closed 
with your own arms 
but even they can't hold 
shut what this tote crams  
like hotel-soap stole 
when it pops open. 
No clasp will fasten. 
 
Packed up and parked on 
the curb where a cab brakes 
impatient to leave— 
cheap valise 
spilling out undies 
each time we breathe. 
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KNIFE TIMES FORK EQUALS SPOON 
 
I comb my crack with a lit fuse. 
It makes me weep my wage. 
How far I am from days 
And all the harm they do. 
 
This lust to be real 
Conceals its microbial 
Appetites.  They fare too whole, 
Their hosts are housed to earth. 
 
I love the way in graveyards 
The dead guard the dirt 
From being torn open yearly, 
 
Wracked by seed.  They save 
It from cultivation, from 
Our human need to feed. 
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SONNET READY 
 
rationally the poem 
rashomons its words 
redacts its theme 
flashbackwards 
 
the prairie has vagaries 
but the plains are vague 
sunwings soar in place 
on their dim-beat shore 
 
gold as the fumes that rise 
from a drop of acid eating 
its way down a finger 
raised to heaven 
 
I hate the homerun 
[ready for conclusion]
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REDCARPET STARLETS 
 
All shadows dream of facing klieg—the urge— 
to sag magnificent in staged wattage— 
 
a fire that squints all sight, see-dense hive— 
 
eyes cubed to one would seethe like bees 
—only the moon can tongue such honeys, 
 
or unisex models whose hair is being sucked 
into their navels for a rote secondum of time. 
 
Barked at by dimples or loined by tanlines, 
taut skin tours the pound-sun (beadbrilliantined) 
 
down foreheads in a stream of them shines. 
 
Touch Connors and Race Gentry attend them— 
 
Where dustweevils fight the air they zoom 
sheepish desires or soughcomb for a kiss. 
 
The Premiere can shine no more than this.  
 
 
Note: 
Touch Connors and Race Gentry: male starlets 
of the 1950s. 
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FURTHER 
 
maybe the name stenciled on 
your frankenstein kit is mine 
but its letters appear random  
pointspread on a gambler's odds 
 
yet causality you declare fervid 
is the sole veto the lone rune gods 
can use to dispute their senses 
so that no later than someday we 
 
will believe in our superstitious 
existence as names on dotted lines 
clot up and thicken into a polyglot 
 
ingot and yet all the gold in Fort 
Knott cannot add to value here or 
absolve me from this longshot bet 
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ON A DRAWING BY CHARLES TOMLINSON 
 
By a swath of inks the eye 
thinks it sees solidities 
which alter with the watercolor 
way his brush washes its dye 
 
in distance, though even this 
finds a faraway fixed not 
by the surveyor’s plumb but 
by the action of the thumb 
 
delaying all the fingers meant 
to draw out of the paper, 
splashed dry.  The clean grain 
 
catches what it should retain 
if enough pressure pleasure 
is applied to the stain to lie. 
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(SONNETARY) 
 
over a tosscorps divan I drape repose 
like a condom thrown upon a rose 
to slow tear off the legs in thrashes 
of some silken centipede 
and paste them on as geiger zoomy lashes 
so my eyes can thread a need 
to bravely serve in the rapes 
and assaults of pollution against the sky 
by sucking off a castrati 
while cutting my underwear 
into animal shapes 
till gold minotaurotic sweat has no use 
but to mold my gold hair 
in my cold face's likeness 
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BLACK AND WHITE 
 
I wish my lovers would stop 
pretending to be my genitalia, 
chessman's gloves flung to ground. 
 
Like a part in the hair we wander 
through to find the vaingrays of, 
the fears life uses to invent us 
are over before they're post-apres. 
 
Tonight's movie shares its marquee's 
darkness, a knife's wealth is flesh, 
poverty buys the calendar a day, 
watch smoke drift from fix-point. 
 
Seiged far by mortal forces, 
the filmstars' hurtled faces are 
anonymously first to burst theirs. 
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RODIN'S THINKER 
 
To reduce my thought 
to none is my aim 
to spite the trite name 
that bit chisel brought 
 
me knee elbow bound 
thick fist to forehead  
pedestal pasted 
niched on no good ground. 
 
My late Master is 
the bastard of this— 
his substrate steadfast 
 
in stone.  May steeples 
hoist up such pure souls 
to people their walls. 
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SACUP 
 
though the day is lingers now and longeurs 
can we still attain to its names or share 
a unicorn brassiere worn by Madonna 
who only has to glance in glass to go voyeur 
 
I wish it was that easy for the rest of us 
every private term of sweetheartment 
must have given husk to her voice 
tongueless auctioneer of ourlooms 
 
same poem not in sync with its ampersands 
Dante centipede I thought in grids of it 
I wish it was that easy to rest against 
 
he is still attending to his entrance 
so you must rise and strew an alms after 
this very day ye shall be with me in Montage-Ra 
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TRAGEDIES 
 
 

The time actors take to make up 
delays the inevitable fall of the mask 
worn by the audience, though maybe 
a throwaway gesture will do, like 
 
goalposts with whips curled around 
them, all lashings of wit await their 
cue stage-rear where the one playing 
the door's grafted onto the wall's skin— 
 
this is only human, the halts in line, 
the queue with no A at its head.  No 
solving of the riddle today, sufficer. 
 
Romeo at age 8 or 9 kicking soccer 
doesn't know yet even in a vacuum 
one can easily stray out of bounds. 
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SONNETAIRE 
 
what if I could 
somehow combine 
the games of 
 
solitaire 
and sonnet what 
the heck would 
the rules be for 
 
this cross pastime 
and would you 
even know if 
 
you won ahah 
last card slapped 
down first word 
or what 
 
* 
 
in the game 
of sonnetaire 
 
you lay down 
fourteen lines or 
 
piles of cards 
or words as 
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you prefer 
either combo 
 
is irrefutable 
and if you deal 
 
the permutations 
of it right 
 
you win 
a copy of the rulebook 
 
* 
 
Would it be possible to create  
a game that combines the rules  
for the sonnet and the rules for  
solitaire, an amalgam of the two,  
 
with a set of guidelines one  
could be able to follow and play: 
using 52 cards and 14 lines,  
how would the mathematical  
 
interfaces work, if indeed they  
could.  Or should the term be:  
sonnetarot.  Should we 
employ a tarot deck instead. 
 
Four stanzas and four suits. 
The Joker's your perfect volte 
 


