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are either the product of the author’s  
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resemblance to actual events, locales or  
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* 
This is a catch-all collection— 
 
The poems here are simply those which have not been 
included in any of the other volumes  
 
in this current series of vanity publications. 
 
(Any duplications are a mistake.) 
 
 
* 
 
The order is random, neither thematic nor chronological. 
 
For me, every poem is a "one off"— 
 
I don't care where the poems are placed as they follow or 
precede one another in my books (with a few obvious 
exceptions). 
 
No sequencing or positioning within a book will make any 
of them better or worse. 
 
Each poem will stand or fall by itself, of itself.   
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RIGOR VITUS 
 
I walk 
On human stilts. 
To my right lower leg a man is locked rigid; 
To the left a woman, lifelessly strapped. 
 
I have to heave them up, 
Heft them out and but they’re so heavy (heavy as head) 
Seems all my strength 
Just take the begin step— 
 
All my past to broach a future.  And on top of that, 
They’re not even dead, 
Those ol’ hypocrites. 
They perk up when they want to, they please and pleasure 
   themselves, 
 
It’s terrible.  The one consolation: 
When they make love, 
To someone who’s far or close enough away appears it 
   appears then 
Like I’m dancing. 
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LIFER (AKA "HAPPY BIRTHDAY")                          
 
our prisoner 
has received a package                              
containing a cake  
which of course he thinks 
must conceal a file  
or a hacksaw-blade 
and starts 
to dig down into  
 
actually however 
his salvation 
his way out 
his escape route 
has been carefully laid out 
in brightcolored frosting  
over darker frosting 
 
the crucial message 
the delicate pinkly lettering 
overlooked  
unheeded 
falls shredded apart now 
by his hopeful search 
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RITUAL 
 
first 
bury your hands 
then the third from the right toes 
your pancreas bury it next 
and so on in the order prescribed  
by ancient strictures  
save the head for last 
cup your thumbs beneath for it to fall into 
have an eyelash 
be the last thing visible overground 
leave a heartbeat 
to tamp down the dirt 
to be a shadow for grassblade above 
then nothing up there 
at the beginning of this poem nothing 
so that the last the very last 
all that'll be left to do then is 
bury your hands 
etc. 
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SECRET PLACES 
 
I bite the screwtop top of a 
bottle of naivete steady in my 
teeth and slowly, by 
rotating the bottle's body in 
my hands, open it. 
 
Christian crap, jewish junk, 
moslem muck, buddhist bullshit, 
the days all begin and end. 
 
Pain is the absence of repetition. 
 
Eventually the soles of the feet 
will infect the palms of the hands 
with their hiddenness. 
Their remoteness. 
 
Until then 
I remain a door-deep animal, 
embracing every room 
shy of welcome. 
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SAY WHEN 
 
I write poems that consist of nothing 
but the word attentionspan 
attentionspan 
fills all the pages of all my books 
of course it’s boring for you 
to read the same word 
printed over and over again 
I agree it’s a waste 
of time and patience in fact 
I know you probably won’t even 
read past the first thousand or so but 
that’s okay I am not hurt by the fact 
that you never read my poems all 
the way through because (and get this) 
wherever you do stop reading 
wherever you toss me aside 
is where I triumph 
is where I impose upon you 
the term for that limit which 
you have haughtily and 
eternally tried to impose upon me 
right there 
wherever you stop 
will be the word for that stop 
the true word the word 
made deed as we say in the trade 
you will have reached your attentionspan 
and I will have put it there 
waiting for you 
writing it over and over for you 
sitting in this crummy room day after day 
gloating over this victory 
over your usual tyranny 
over me 
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 HITLER YOUTH 
 
If I mispronounce ourobouros as Oral 
Bore us (from the mouth we emerged) or 
You rob our O's (to repay our A's), I am    
Simply saying if there were a line painted 
Down the middle of this line, a poem 
Inscribed down the middle of me would see 
How many pens Medusa can hold in Her hair. 
 
Haven for revisionists, the future 
Excerpts itself from us, an anthology 
That shows what we were at all moments, wholly 
Representative, but which opened sheds a me  
Hoping that somewhere past this surface the rim 
Of your horizon has causes to know the sky 
Is a sequence, with intervals of eternity. 
 
Because form's faithlessness is oblivion 
Tamed by hand, from my eye fringe I cry 
Surround me facile, you 1940s infancy: 
Because Nazis are not Z's, therefore they 
Are A's.  But even this poor report-card 
Intends to let the alphabet be less lost 
Than the shine off a trigger toad, my skin worn 
By mud-mannequins.  Ah Adolph’s dais has 
(Chattel chip/slaveblock splinter) softened since: 
 
Like a fountain, my libation reprimands pavements. 
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NOTES FROM THE MUSEUM 
 
* 
A museum is too many rooms 
where nothing can be moved; 
one is forgotten in most of them. 
 
* 
A tiptoe theater, full of shushes 
and overly-lit faces whose big 
scene seems always imminent. 
 
But if the cue is anything more 
than a coin-toss, a chance word 
from a spectator’s bypass glance, 
 
this expectation of response 
is your guess, your great stance, 
the stage you hem and haw at. 
 
* 
How the overflow of doorways 
that link all these galleries 
interrupts the paintings’ spaces, 
 
adjusting the land with lack 
and lacunae, thrusting gaps into 
the hushed square of our attention 
 
and ushering us to the question 
of absence, that thief peering in 
on these always-without scenes. 
 
* 
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Are we outside what is shown? 
Made audience, do we attend 
a pageant patient with our pauses 
 
in perception, the solipsistic 
tunnels we hug.  Why otherwise 
is there almost nowhere to sit? 
 
Isn’t it, that the viewers must 
move in order for the viewed 
to remain still.  The authorities 
 
curate these corridors with us— 
offscreen captions ape our attempts 
to evade rigidities they’d impose 
 
until our amblings became 
a Nazi lockstep across this grid 
that exists mostly to secure 
 
the screws that make sure 
the patrons’ plaques are more 
the wall than we are: hungworks 
 
belong to the victor; postwar 
reparations are a chimera— 
this world is bolted in place. 
 
* 
Museums are for the rich: it’s just 
another way they gloat and spit 
on us, the blunt message is See 
 
twice great am I who can afford 
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to both buy this hoard and I 
may also throw it away: this view zoo 
 
is what I feed the animals 
meaning you: gaze-cage where 
I nonplus you with my surplus, 
 
torture you with my morehood, 
here you must worship my worth’s 
leavings, the Picasso I pissed on 
 
before purportedly donating it 
you bet to get a big tax write 
off that really comes of course 
 
from scum like you, you pay the cost 
and the critics conspire my con: 
I own them and you and all this too. 
 
* 
The poor have no right here, 
though ostensibly it’s here 
for us, its existence is built on 
 
our backs, our lacks of education: 
connaisseurs of crap, we’ll buy 
any crud postcard Impressionist 
 
wallpaperers provide—victims of 
fade-forgers who reign everywhere, 
enforcers of the de rigeur; their 
 
efforts to convince us this emptiness 
is otherwise, succeeds: that’s why 
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nothing here can ever be touched, 
 
even a fingertip would disturb the 
dead tenuous alignment of forces 
fragility can only lament from frame 
 
to frame until the all but unshown       
collusion between donors and whore 
curators completes its scam decor. 
 
* 
Numberless our looks languish 
unable to compose their path, 
halting an inch in front of 
 
the canvas; the air is thick with 
incomplete glances, gazes that 
failed to reach these pictures, 
 
overtures toward an unsatisfactory 
climax, unbridgeable the gulf, 
still impotent or frigid the mind 
 
feels confronted by these large 
garish (i.e. visible) examples of 
a wig tossed onto a TV to be 
 
a diva antenna receiving pictures 
from the Tesla Void where 
spysats orbit to catch the planet 
 
in closeup, candid depictions of our 
centimeter selves, the slimed movement 
of border sorties, incursions that 
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violate the treaties signed by 
dignitaries retiring with a wing 
named after their Mom and Dad.  
 
* 
Though our observances are far 
from over, scalped by perspective’s 
relentless blade we wander home 
 
truant now to our other portraits, 
false to their provenance, the lands 
we lost by invading the sanctum 
 
of this museum, serene scene 
we plebs must abhor in front of 
our lives which cannot authenticate 
 
the real exhibit: this wealth of lies 
before whose truth our face is 
forgeries; our eyes un-nude, unseen. 
 
* 
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OBSTACLE-ISM 
 
heaven is tired of stepping 
on me and hell of bumping 
its head on me and I am 
fed up with both battered  
by all this inbetweenity 
 
every earth path impending 
over or under me until 
all site is lost or foothold 
in such a stringent merge 
I span their wild subplots 
 
each compass raises lowers 
its binary state of terror its 
contemplate where the two 
pass each other in opposite 
directions home for some 
 
all of them it seems can 
half-palliate imprecision 
with place but I'm nowhere 
unless this always being in 
their way is somewhere 
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FACADE 
 
Mirrors worn out by apple 
renderings, depictions the carcass 
of peepingtom sneers at. 
 
Vatic surface disdained by Cezanne, 
doubts that blemish forever rarity, 
wise beauty is painted parallel 
always. 
 
Always beauty is tempted to falsify 
every shadow, as if nothing nearer 
could be real.  Doubling its fade 
it seems to set an alternate yet not. 
 
Facepaint spoils 
the forbidden zone quality 
that lives and dies there (indirectly).  
 
But truth lies immobile on the sundial. 
 
(Its other else moves to the blazon 
of summer rhymes that remain names 
unknown till birth when the tongue 
must pronounce itself the tongue, 
forsaking every purer synonym.)  
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BEST WAY TO KEEP YOUR ANKLES AWAKE? 
SNAKE SHOELACES 
 
Only a scratch, but its bandage patrols the walled 
city, assuming this mystic furrow has taught such 
fangs repose.  Past suburbs skilled with ash, past 
evaporated sculpture, blindpond bodies.  Or is it 
 
like maples, learning their craft of syrup—years 
of drop on drop, step by step—have we, life after 
life, a soul-spoor gradually maximizing its sugar? 
Or is Nirvana bitter—a clockmarked zero, a pine- 
 
needle's grudging eye.  A void, propped up by sim- 
plicity.  Where someone exhausted by the justice 
of his meals pauses in the street, the proof his 
feet make gathers, gravity snatching to earth all 
 
sweets.  Even sprinters, on their starting-blocks, 
hold hands.  Love?  A sideways noise, a tidings via 
toe-graphologists, rumor as raw as cold as saliva 
crawling on the floor of a crematorium, straw used 
 
to sip frogsweat from sleeping lilypads.  More?— 
Mourners, televidilevitated.  Birth, its strength 
of recap.  The yacht of yet, the boat of but, have 
never saved us from sinking in dreams where the dead 
 
must keep their day jobs: imagine going on working 
like a compass on the thrust-out palm of some lost 
Victorian's corpse near the North Pole: think how 
tired it is by now of sticking to the point, the poem.
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from MORE TIPS FOR TEENS  
 
Another fun date for you and your guy is to go down to the  
Marriage Licence Bureau at City Hall: Get in line, get your 
application form, then sit at one of the nearby tables with 
the other couples who are busy filling out their applications. 
Now comes the fun part of the date: looking at the parade 
of kooky couples who are getting hitched.  They're unbeliev- 
able!  Mismatched is no word for it: short ones with tall 
ones, fat ones with thin ones, old with young, all the 
weirdest combinations you could think of.  It's the funniest 
show in town!  When you and your date's sides ache from 
laughing and you're ready to go — pretend to have an 
argument.  Scream louder and louder at each other until 
everyone in the whole Marriage Licence Bureau room is 
looking at you.  Then your guy should stand up, rip up his 
application form, throw it down on the table, and run out "in 
a huff."  Then you just throw your face down on the table 
and pretend to sob your heart out.  Rejoin your beau outside 
and you both can say you've had a really unique date.  P.S.: 
This will also let him know where the Marriage Bureau is 
when the time comes for him to pop that certain question to 
you!
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THROWBACKS 
 
I want to take your place in my life so 
I lie in wait for you everywhere.  Once I used 
To lie down in the paths of steamrollers, my teardrops 
Where photographed at the feet of glaciers 
To prove if they were advancing or retreating 
Like positions in a kama sutra: after the cold 
Juggernauts passed over I was fed lingeringly 
Through printer-outers.  It was read then that the 
E-pore is used most frequently by my skin, 
Next came x, p, o . . . 
 
I want you to take my place in my life so 
I follow you everywhere.  Once I used 
To follow burglars around: waiting at the window till 
They ransacked a house then fled, I'd enter 
Run my hands through its emptied drawers, degleamed 
Jewelboxes, my sole thrill was to rub the feel 
Of deceived receptacles, rifled pockets. 
I'd wait outside, then rush in, clambering like an adam's 
   apple. 
 
I want to take my place in your life so 
I go with you everywhere.  Once I used 
To accompany myself, I had a passport to the xerox, 
The unanimous aimed its initials at me on the run, 
When my died my clones were laid out at the funeral 
Beside me, then a heckler who's amnesiac, anybody, some 
Forever stranger was blindfolded and led past the coffins to 
 
(no stanza break) 
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See if they could get the right I by feel but failed 
And so their life was took in place, and so I took your life 
As place, so I must now keep placing your life in take, 
 
In sudden give and take: 
I want you to take my place in your life.  Please. 
                                                                                                            
 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
FRAMEPOEM 
 
First, make a 100 minute movie.  Then take the 1 
million 440 thousand frames, or stills: take each 
frame, blow it up, print it, put a frame around it, 
then take all 1 million 440 thousand pictures, hang 
them in a gallery, consecutively in a line so that  
the first frame of the movie is the first picture 
inside the door and the last, last: you get the 
idea.  Then have the people who come in RUN past 
the 1 million 440 thousand pictures, so that in 
this way they become both spectator and projector. 
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VISITS (to X) 
 
Belonging to all that moves through me, 
I always go to look back through 
the rearview. 
 
Trees upholster the car in shade, 
but no comfort can delay 
its start.  Its way 
is laid out, is you. 
 
A rushed goodbye is truer 
than leisurely adieux. 
 
Refined from the sun's raw fire, 
our farewells are polite; 
appearances maintained. 
 
We say we want to stay but never do. 
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TRYING TO KEEP THE DIALOGUE GOING 
 
when my hand was cut off 
I got worried 
but then suddenly 
from the shirtcuff flap 
 
slips of paper began to appear 
bearing printed lines 
for me to speak 
when the cues come 
 
now the other actors pay 
attention to me  
and seem happy 
when I respond to them  
 
and so I'm wondering 
if it worked this way 
with the hand what 
should be cut off next  
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THE QUESTION 
 
Far off, demimordial, I hear an epitaph of ears, someone 
Collides with a stopwatch, innocent mincemeats rise steaming and 
Sporadic laughter, cardoors going slammed.  Then, static-ier voices, 
Through blood jettisoned by mimes statues reminisce, reveal how 
They subsist on glimpsed nubility, personal-touches in crowds who 
Traipse past.  In rooms where you heard the sound of a teardrop 
Striking the bloodhound surface of perfume which sat in a 
Washbasin, chipped fake porcelain, who poured it in that? in 
Those rooms (where you were so strangely audient!), others, like 
Me, are listening.  Outside, in the city, the minstrelshow 
Pollution (which paints us all in ‘blackface’) continues, corny 
And racist, sexist, lampoonist . . . humanist?  Ashes watered 
By hell, kisses skimmed from doveflight, cream from silk, what- 
Ever rises, curdled, from depths as fraught with else as these, 
Far off. . . .  Yet I would encourage your traits your tricks individual 
Of speech, you crowds who gape on as those rooms all rush toward 
One room, whose doors part now like a mouth pried in cry 
Silently, stifled by its openness.  Will my voice receive me, 
Will my cries still have me? will not be the question there. 
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POEM (HOW I LOST MY PEN-NAME) 
 
I wrote under a pen-name 
One day I shook the pen trying to make the name come out 
But no it's 
Like me prefers clinging to the inner calypso 
 
So I tossed the pen to my pet the 
Wastebasket to eat 
It'll vomit back the name 
Names aren't fit 
For unhuman consumption 
 
But no again 
 
It stayed down 
 
I don't use a pen-name anymore 
I don't use a pen anymore 
I don't write anymore 
I just sit looking at the wastebasket 
With this alert intelligent look on my face 
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PITY 
 
inside his pane 
the window is a man 
like you or me 
at night he walks the ledges 
at night he walks the sills 
restless in his frame 
veins full of glass 
at night he walks the sills 
 
at day his head rises 
and shines through his body 
and soon he worries 
that the coming night  
will undecapitate 
that the homing night 
will rejoin him whole 
 
inside his pane 
like you or me 
fulgent full of future slivers 
fallen whole  
foretold and free 
 
at night he walks the sills 
his head rises  
his head falls 
 
held together by none 
his jaggedy slitted body 
glazed and gone 
his beauty putty
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DUMP 
 
I seem more in this poem than 
I am.  It covers me, icons me, 
 
I hide under its knoll. 
A knoll, or as 
 
the old English word KNOTT 
means, a small hill. 
 
Sanctified, whole— 
it was my bent led to this bind. 
 
It was my own, 
puckered with similarity. 
 
Kaput in a canoe, 
done-for in a dogcart, 
 
does every demise 
suit my sangfroid. 
 
Cease, I wither, I curl up, I 
shroud in shrivel to make 
 
disposal easier— 
a packaging handy for death, 
 
Santa's bag. 
(Slag, not swag.)
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TODAY’S STORY (OH, SYNESTHESIA! #4) 
 
Somehow this morning light 
diverted to my ears, while 
soundwaves ricocheted my eyes— 
 
For hours I had to twist 
sideways to walk 
without tripping, and each carhorn 
made my eyelids 
whip like a hurricane awning, 
as I squirted eyedrops in ears eardrops 
in etc., gradually 
things returned to normal. 
 
But I feared tomorrow: 
“What if my molars salivate 
at every inner or utmost attar; 
if eon-brandy I cannot savor but 
through thy swart chute, oh nostril!” 
 
In fact by the time this evening came 
I was so worried I had to call tell 
my friend X— 
who said: Well, look, 
just tell me one thing: can 
you feel the phone? 
 
What do you mean, I said, 
 
(stanza break) 
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Can you feel it with your fingers, 
X said, is your sense 
of touch still there, where it’s 
supposed to be?— 
Yes?—Well, in that case, 
get over here 
and give me a backrub, 
right now, 
right this minute, 
before it’s too late. 
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PARADISE 
 
Always reading the recto 
translation of a verso 
original, my eye fades, 
I notice how the paper  
here on this side seems  
darker than its opposite: 
it is brighter over there 
on the lefthand page, the 
words of the real poem  
give it that glow which  
the prized act of creation  
emits.  We who must live  
here in Righthandland  
are damned no matter 
how hard we try to rhyme 
minds with that perfect 
realm across the gutter. 
Even if our pulp comes 
from the same stock, 
we fear closing the book 
will bring us face to face, 
mouth to mouth with 
that tongue we've always  
lost, and can never kiss. 
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MITTS AND GLOVES      (for Tom Lux) 
 
The catcher holds a kangeroo fetus in his, 
the firstbaseman's grips a portable hairblower, 
 
but everyone else just stares into theirs 
punching a fist into it, stumped 
 
trying to come up with a proper occupant— 
The pitcher for example thinks a good stout padlock would 
   go 
 
right in there, but the leftfielder, 
influenced no doubt by his environment, 
 
opts for a beercan.  The shortstop 
informative about the ratio of power to size 
 
says, "Ipod, man.  You know: video."  The 
secondbaseman however he just stands and grins and 
 
sort of flapjacks his from hand to hand and back again, 
secondbase dopey as always.  Alas— 
 
cries the thirdbaseman—this void un-ends us— 
avant-space beyond our defiant emptiness— 
 
abyss, haunted by the kiss of balls 
we have not missed! oh ab-sontz 
 
deh-lease. . . .  The rightfielder is DIS- 
GUSTED at this, he like snorts, hauwks, spits 
 
into his and cusses Huh look: heck 
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my chaw of tobac fits it perfeck. 
 
The team goes mum, cowhided by 
the  rectitude of his position, the logic. 
 
Only the centerfielder, who was going back 
while this discussion was going on, 
 
putting jets on his cleats to catch the proverbial 
long one, 
 
does he—does he perhaps have a suggestion . . .? 
As for the ball, off in mid air it all dreamily                            
 
scratches its stitches and wonders                                     
what it will look like tomorrow                                        
 
when it wakes up                                                       
and the doctor removes its bandages—                                  
 
Coda: 
 
Mitts versus gloves.  Mitts—mitts                                  
are pros at what they do. 
 
Whitecollar, authorized, hightech—et al—    
wholly, ruly-truly, superior.  Compared to whom                   
 
the glove is a prole                                              
a tool                                                          
 
a brute built                                        
on the manipulative; purpose vital                                  
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in the game of course, but subordinate                               
overall—a workhorse, meant                                        
 
to be migrant.  It                                              
can be employed                                                 
 
phased in                                                                   
used 
 
any old base; by 
all players: is dirty, low-down, dumb.  I'm 
 
forced to admire the mitt but 
free (in theory) to love gloves. 
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A QUESTION OF LEVELS 
 
I must find the prayer-step on 
the endless stairs he said.  Stop 
at any of them, I advised, each 
stratum from which one petitions 
 
emptiness is equally false and 
fatal.  Climbers who gain the peak 
think it speaks to them, that it 
puffs breathclouds back at theirs, 
 
exchanging exilarations.  So 
therefore listen you may in fact 
have reached your own and found 
its landing waiting there and see— 
 
but he left me like a new belief 
in ladders or an old apostasy 
of toes.  Unfortunately either 
requires I be above or below. 
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SUBURBAN PASTORAL 
 
If all the way you believe is beside, 
skewed and unaligned to the great faiths that 
guide others on their propitious courses, 
if your guard-rail gives to the gorge they all 
avoid with digital ease, car-carpets 
sweeping them home.  Their path is like a spear 
whose tip gives birth to what it pierces; their 
wound configurates whatever flesh is, 
stalemate of space, pale unmeant moment in 
the moon's phase when every owl attains each 
speck of sight it needs for the night, the hunt. 
Only the path of the predator's true. 
Only you are left with no way to go, 
no eye to see the prey they endow with 
that brevity heaped upon lives before 
their cease, brave dispersal into air or 
bright inversion which delays the day by 
the global habit of turning over 
in sleep's subside; your bed orbit caught for 
a pause abide in which your dreams contend 
with siege weapons snatched away by those once 
shunned: past sunlapse, past the semi-earthen 
yield of relics flying released from hands 
that have not yet forsaken the normal 
verities your merit refuses to 
acknowledge.  Until you are scorned or like 
a sacrifice being racked in heaven, 
bound upon churn altars the heart ripped out, 
dumb and certain to what those desires bring; 
tickled teaspoons in backyards, where the tree 
ties wheels to its thanatopsis toplessness.
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CANDYCLONE 
 
Because I’m not small enough 
I must grasp the long part 
of it to begin with, which 
means I bite the shorter half— 
(I say “half” only to indicate 
the horrible horseshoe shape 
it might attain in the mind) 
first, in other words, I eat 
the limp. Or bite at it, rather: 
for candycane in the theater 
of sweets is hard to the teeth 
that try to crack its handle, 
to take it tip-whole in one’s 
lips instead of one’s hand 
which, as I said, must hold 
the cane by this bottom leg 
—leg implies dancing, but Fred 
Astaire debonair used tons 
of canes though never a candy 
one in the rigor of his prime— 
if I invert it then the handle 
could be his foot. Or I could 
swordswallow it and leave 
the toe-tongue hooking out 
of my grimace like a quip or 
the horn of a meersham pipe, 
a tail's repartee in air, sharp 
serpent that dreams of apples. 
I guess it could be devoured 
 
(no stanza break) 
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from the bottom up, but then 
I would have to hold the cane- 
curl in my hand too large for it, 
the fingers too cumbersome 
for this small candycrutch, maybe 
I could bribe a child to dangle 
it towards my snapping jaws— 
all this, and god I haven’t even 
got to the red and white stripes 
that coil up and around its bole 
pole which like all such objects 
in my poems are the phallic 
sublime, a substitute for that 
virility I lack, a simulcrummy 
cast I must kiss and lick and 
mouthmasturbate until it wears 
the sleek salt that warps its 
saccharine inch, limp defeated 
tongue, sour-body effluval-angel. 
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ANNUAL 
 
after leaves make fall their mark 
I enter the polarbear of aliases 
 
white hibernates while I wait in 
gardens mendacious with bloom 
 
new tenants for goliath glue their seed 
to puddles of pennies and the call 
 
the call comes to plea 
the allmoan rises 
 
time is a book without quote 
it reads your hands by rote 
 
gloved intervals dog-ear where 
I opened my signature to the wrong page 
 
now I spoon the drool from Frankenpoo’s sex 
or start to whack my ammo 
 
and yet some lumpenführer think 
they think I don’t care 
 
I care alright I care so much 
that I sluffed off saying it 
 
anyway diaries detest the present tense 
so naturally naturally 
 
the all in all corolla of it faded though 
aired on the vids senseless violence 
 
the defence 
the defence of one's private Hollywood 
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POEM 
 
two sculptors duel 
with sabers and chisels 
hacking and honing 
what they create 
will not have 
the stable emptiness of stone 
nor the ephemeral fullness 
of flesh 
like butchers playing 
chicken they slash 
a rain of rubble 
carving away the excess 
whatever crude form 
remains 
after they separate 
the parts that prevent 
them from being one 
will be 
their singular twin standing 
as they grow weak 
on lopped arms 
the tools heavier 
until finally 
less and less 
detail emerges 
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 WALL 
 
In the end I was deceived by particulars, 
fingers offering themselves as examples 
of what I could exist of at the finish of 
the fruit of the bricklayers' melody if 
only it would allow its acomplishments 
to stand for the hands that set it forth 
brick by brick, whose purpose was 
the displacement of the local, the sole— 
for unless that space could be placed 
in one spot, what good was it.  And so 
propped up to wall in or wall out what 
should have buttressed me either side, 
I felt myself slide with the shift, the twin 
transition of stone on stone until the piles' 
stoppage put a posit to its incipient 
rubble, built by patient inches height 
might climb to see one sun rise above 
the sheer monument of—the measure would 
be there, and the distance, though both 
would retain their mean-sense, their 
cramp-game of home, toe-molds, headhods 
and all the other tools that are rare now, 
whose use was owned a necessity once. 
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I HAVE NO HOME 
 
I follow the road 
nowhere goes to, 
the one somewhere 
comes from. 
 
If I passed here before, 
wore a path into the stone 
other than my own, 
ignore that fetish form. 
 
On the staircase 
each tier vibrates as 
the desire to descend 
contends with the urge 
to awake. 
 
In that same dark 
where the groundfloor gets lost 
the upper story 
may find its way. 
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AUTHORIAL 
 
to leap off a diving board 
and land on a divining rod 
is out of the question 
 
to hope for petite glimpses 
of smoke-tipped throats 
in the streets below Help Murder Highrise 
 
why did I try to rub my thoughts 
on vocab-zero 
on word-none 
 
oval toes 
toes are sort of oval aren't they 
I trust they're not cyclical 
 
to wish that stones had gloated at my birth 
and flowers and firstbooks fell 
from snowcliff avenues 
 
I was probably in session 
watching my face contend 
with someone else's closeup 
 
laborious syllables what 
inverted bulleyes line 
the mime's white cage 
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WRITLESS WRATNOT 
 
my flaw can't find its fit 
am I an anomalous llama 
or a truncate of death 
 
a horsekerchief 
a motionless hope atop a propjet 
a prophet stream 
 
an instrument  
for cutting cheekbones out of ancestral portraits 
ephem-human or rodent-endless 
 
will I die clutching in my hand 
missives all meant for myself and 
yet somehow never sent 
 
my plow can't plod its pit 
my knots all miss their knit 
without its slot the rat rots 
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THE PATRIOTS 
 
at the edge of the city in 
the garbagedump where the 
trucks never stop unloading 
a crazy congregation stumbles 
from trashmound to trashheap 
they smash their fists down on 
whatever's intact they tear 
to bits the pitifew items 
that have remained whole they 
rip everything old clothes 
papers cans bones to nothing 
with their shining teeth 
the enlightened the faithful 
every couple yards one of them 
falls and is torn to shreds by 
the others at the edge of 
the city where there's a line 
waiting to join 
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TO MY PLANETARY CO-OCCUPANTS 
 
How would you prefer to meet your fate— 
by Nature or Culture? 
 
(Nature: snakebites lightningstrikes cliffslides etc.) 
(Culture: nukebreaks pesticidisms ethniccleansings etc.) 
 
—If an alligator swallowed you 
would you consider that demise purer 
 
than if freedom fighters blew up 
your commuter flight? 
 
Or would you go vindicated re your belief in  
human sovereignty  
 
when a virus broadcast by the the CIA  
got you (maybe it already has)— 
 
If it were up to me, I would take 
centuries/eons in deciding this question, 
 
but since it isn't, since it’s a question of since, 
and since the number of options in 
 
the category of Nature 
seem to be getting extincter and extincter, 
 
I ask you again to choose— 
In fact, I beg you to make your choice 
 
and make it quickly, 
especially if it is to die via me.
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MONOPOLY 
 
Finally the day dawned when a monopoly owned 
   everything in the world 
So it went looking for its stockholders to celebrate 
But they were all owned by it they were all dead they 
   were someplace 
Their photographs hung in elevators which went up 
   and down up and down carrying nobody 
Everyone else was in bed doing exercises to get in 
   shape for noon  
Hey the monopoly said let's uncork the Tower of  
   Babel and get blotto 
Silence 
The monopoly scowled 
All it wanted was a little good-fellowship, like you get 
   in the highrise apartment-buildings 
Then the sky got awful dark 
Gee 
And everyone was in bed frantically doing those  
   exercises that get us in shape for death 
Exercises known as "kissing" "fucking" "caressing" 
Everyone was unaware that they had been bought 
Or that the earth was about to sell them to the moon 
For a little light 
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 SUDDEN DEPARTURE 
 
A sudden raisinstorm broke 
Raisins falling everywhere pellmell. 
The occasion uniqued my head, I thought 
If this can happen raisins raining 
Upon persons paining why I can leave anytime 
Without feeling shame. 
 
But, all the same, 
Before taking off, some vestigial guilt or other 
Made me at least get up 
Before some public gathering or other 
A departing oration: 
 
Druthers, I am going now. 
Druthers, I tried to love you 
Though you always made me choose 
Between you, you, and you.  Oh my druthers, 
 
Goodbye.  I have my reasons. 
 
Did he say RAISINS? 
No: reasons. 
Oh; I just wondered, 
What with the weather and all. 
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 EXCERPTS/VIETNAM 
 
1. Despair 
 
I stick my head into a womb and make faces 
at the unborn.  I force down their throats 
the mating-cries of extinct animals, the traces.  
I wait for that, I write filler for suicide-notes. 
 
 
2. Vietnam in Chicago 
 
Oh it's easy to find Vietnam in Chicago— 
we are what's lost (knock at your shadow 
to ask the way home from death). 
 
 
3. Reminder to Nuke the Other Side of the Planet 
   
Upside down in the ground 
there is someone who walks 
on my soles when I walk. 
 
I'm gonna get that bastard! 
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 TEA-SAT  
 
The hand is a cup 
that must crack 
open to be filled 
with that which  
saves but can't be  
saved.  Garbage for  
instance: the pail 
overflows to show 
why our nation's  
weapons are high  
in the sky, why  
they need a lethal  
laser up there with 
its unbearable  
purity, a perfection  
saints reach rarely  
if ever—that killsat  
crystal concentrates 
the state.  Deadbeams 
shoot everywhere  
it aims.  The earth  
must part to let  
them, split fingers  
rudder the result.   
The body always   
can spill more than  
it holds.  The pail 
overflows to show 
it was alive until 
hot rays came down 
seeking the dross, 
the loss our rockets 
rose to redeem. 
We pray their 
crockery will bear  
up this aperture. 
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THE MISUNDERSTANDING 
 
I'm charmed yet chagrined by this misunderstanding— 
As when, after a riot, my city's smashed-in stores appear all 
Boarded up, billboarded over, with ads for wind-insurance. 
Similarly, swimmingly, I miss the point.  You too? 
 
And my misunderstanding doesn't stop there, it grows—soon 
I can't see why that sudden influx of fugitives, 
All the world's escapees, rubbing themselves lasciviously 
    against the Berlin Wall. 
They stick like placards to it.  Like napalm.  Like ads for— 
 
And me, I haven't even bought my biodegradable genitalia yet! 
No.  I was born slow, but picking up speed I run through 
Our burnt-out streets, screaming, refusing to buy a house. 
Finally, exasperated, the misunderstanding overtakes me, 
    snatches up 
 
Handcuffs.  So now here I am, found with all you others 
Impatiently craning, in this queue that rumors out of sight up  
   ahead somewhere, 
Clutching our cash eager to purchase whatever it is, nervous 
As if bombs were about to practice land-reform upon our  
   bodies, 
 
Redistribution of eyes, toes, arms, here we stand.  Then, some new  
  Age starts. 
 
 
Note: 
Line 7: the Berlin Wall (circa 1945-1990) was, before its demolition, one of the Cold 
War's finest sculptural artifacts. 
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 THE SIGHTSTOP 
 
To spell amid a tree’s sundapples 
the birds’ practiced shadows argues 
an eye for effects, dark against dark— 
 
simple discernment, nerves aligned 
and brain, perception minus squinting: 
the true 20-20 if you can bind 
 
that sight until through repetition 
it is nothing, a blur which focus 
has lost itself in, a memory mimed. 
 
Even windows, those indentations 
of day, hold a void of the view. 
They too are restrained by its stops. 
 
Meanwhile the hydra of my soul 
needs just one more mirror to see 
itself whole, so hold your eyes still. 
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VOI(POEM)CES  
 
"mercy . . . mercy"  From face to face 
a child's voice bounces, lower and lower; 
continues its quest 
underground. 
 
Bloodspurts lessening . . . hoofbeats of animals 
stalked to their birth by the sun, fade.  It is a bright 
edgeless morning, like a knife that to be cleaned 
is held under a vein. 
 
I blink away the stinging gleam 
as my country sows desert upon Vietnam. 
We, imperious, die of human thirst 
—having forgotten tears are an oasis. 
 
"help . . . help"  From heart to heart 
a heartbeat staggers, looking for a haven. 
Bereft.  It is easier to enter heaven 
than to pass through each others' eyes, 
 
pores, 
armor, 
like merciful sperm, cool water, the knife- 
thrust of tears. . . .  It is easier 
to go smoothly insane—like a Detroit car— 
than to stammer and hiccup help. 
 
And this poem is the easiest thing of all: 
it floats upon children's singing, out of the bloodstream; 
a sunbeam shoulders it, carries it away. 
There is nothing left. 
                                 "please . . . please"   
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NO MORE 
 
A knife, a gun, a bomb, I invite 
all these fine-gauged weapons between us 
so we won't be alone no more. 
 
A human companion to the pain 
started to pray it would end, 
a robot companion vetoed no. 
The pain itself as always was neutral. 
 
In history's metallic strata of wars, 
in the landslide lode,  
in the lackgold.  
 
Shame.  Ecstasy.  The protesters bear  
placards that read "Peace to this sign"— 
as if there were to be no further warning. 
 
As if there were to be no more.
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EVOLUTION R 
 
Sentenced to 12 whiffs of the pope 
I protest 
With curly hair 
Or straight hair that grows out of the scalp 
Then grows into the shoulders 
Making it painful to turn my head 
But thereby forcing a purer sense of profile on 
A clearer renunciation of 
Looking at what is called left right 
But is never called 
Asleep or waking up yawning 
Breakfast an upper 
Dissolved in turtlesoup 
Waiter there's a hare in my slipstream 
Hurrier all highs neutralize lows 
Left right black white I try 
Squeeze inbetween grey 
Gray as sparks 
Caused by rubbing obsidian ivory together 
Dinner a downer going down on Atalanta 
Is this a race sniff sniff 
Rabbit nosing turtleheels hold 
The stopwatch on my dyings 
Soon have them down to nothing flat 
Faster than that even I'll go 
Fast as a rumor of meat up 
A soup-line I'll flow 
Rubbing rival chesspieces together 
 
(no stanza break) 
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Is this my punishment 
Looking neither left right 
Panting straight ahead on course in a rut 
But if so what was my crime 
So heinous to deserve this what 
Refusing to get my birth certificate 
Punched at the proper intervals puberty 
Marriage menopause or was it my crying 
Out that the zoo has miscast its lead role or 
That heresy of trying to remain  
My sperm's missing link sniff sniff 
I protest 
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 NICOLE KIDMAN 
 
Hates it when her husband Clark Gable 
shows his cigars to the whores and grins: 
his dimple is a temple full of drunks 
who swear at a grease-spot on a saint, 
the hushavoice high in their roaring. 
 
It's doormat day at Hollywood Donuts. 
The whisper of their hinges wastes my ears; 
washed up higher we wait for its lapse. 
Tactile, tangible, what else resists 
the awakened world I suffer from. 
 
The obsolescence of it is too shining 
to blink a mote at unless the eye can 
filter out the rest of this instinctual 
alarm, my campfires insanely signalling 
no end to its vigil.  Of course the war 
 
is over I tell her trembling snowpeakable 
toes, the Oscar is yours for the height 
if only, if only.  Night surrenders to her 
naked bike.  I must steal the clothesline 
to make the clothes fit me.  Ride, ride, Nic, 
 
take those sacred spoke-wheels veer 
for Sunset Beach featuring Tom Cruise 
on Serenity and Artifice: The Actor's 
Choice.  Rant-serenade in dream-demure 
my foe-limbs chose this evening's attire. 
 
But awe-while, like a manifesto tossed 
into a zoo's mouth, I'm nude too.  As if 
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it would do me any good.  Please post 
no bills on your tongue.  The sky by torches 
soars.  No tongues allowed her wall says. 
 
 
 
 
* 
 
HISTORICALE 
 
If I were part of a tableau viveaux 
and I fell asleep or died 
none of the spectators 
would notice or else 
they haven't so far— 
they haven't realized yet 
that in essence I am absent 
from this artful scene 
when it freezes to depict 
the panorama where 
I nurse various withered 
and storm-lit emergencies, 
though perhaps there 
is one in the audience 
who suspects, who fears 
that he or she will surely 
be hauled up on tiers 
to replace me soon, 
and who even now 
shrinks back in their seat 
and frowns at my perfect mimicry. 
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SITE ECHOES  
 
Circling a tree with people 
to protect it from people, 
to add another arc 
to its years may not suffice. 
 
Hold poems up as the bulldozers 
come, claim your lines 
are rings nearing the core 
of a word for wood, 
for all the earth lifts. 
 
It will not suffice.  Far 
from its aureole bole 
your whirl grows whole 
only in ground, 
in groundbegone seeds.   
 
Weeds.
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STANDARD 
 
I was going to poem 
our lack of patriotism 
our treachery toward  
the land that port-arms us 
 
to type it out onto blank 
spittle with my teethkeys  
but then I noticed the flag  
that always wavers above  
 
traitors like me the flag  
that always flucts and shifts  
like any lone allegiance 
in the wind and then I saw  
 
sewn upon the flag as its emblem 
a depiction of a flagpole 
so at least one thing is loyal 
to that which bears it
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READING THE GAPS 
 
At the Museum I go lost down a wrong corridor 
and find myself past a wrong door alone 
inside the Museum's Bomb Shelter, I know 
it's the Bomb Shelter because there's a green 
sign that says so and the paintings, the  
paintings they have hung on display here, 
confirm it.  To survive the Hiroshima pain   
they mind to hang them here.  Seeing this 
"last art" reminds me of our "first poet"— 
Archilochos, whose work survives mostly through 
fragments, through gaps, lacunae they call it.  
Here's a trans. of one, most of it's gone:  
'the fishnets lie in shadow beneath the wall'— 
But there is no shadow beneath this wall. 
And yet those fishnets (lifted) might be these paintings 
I can't for life see why I can't describe—  
they're too much like a mirror, a mirror 
injected into an icicle.  Shiver-dripped shades, 
final veils smeared with three thousand 
years of Western Civ, whose megadeath sketched 
their discountenance, who stretched the nucleus  
of this decision moment of Break Glass In 
Case Of Emergency, fire-hose, ax, no, no! I can't 
desire to proffer such in violence against 
these paintings they portray my face my fate they  
hang from that time-atomized wall Archilochos 
rested against before getting back to work, 
Archilochos who, they say, earned his living 
as a mercenary, i.e. a robocop, a terminator, 
a killer, which is why he's our first poet: 
 
(stanza break) 
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Later in the restaurant as usual I dip the 
wine-list into a glass of water and voila it's 
chablis/rosé because of course miracles are 
common now whereas the latter hope of living 
to read tomorrow today's lacunae isn't.
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FUTURISM 
 
Hours in the wristwatch, 
moments in the wrist—who’s counting? 
 
Minutehands 
choked in a fist, we sin 
 
and tell the day to die.  Still, 
will a clock ever be real 
 
to us until time ends; similarly, 
can a cemetery 
 
truly exist 
before 
 
we are immortal— 
only once past 
 
their utility 
may these entities be perceived 
 
as they are innate, in 
essence.  We would see them then 
 
for the first time 
as them 
 
and not as the medium 
we made of them—  
 
To see each thing beyond its use is 
to see ourselves past hope 
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in an earliest end perhaps 
where, re Gautier, everything 
 
useful is ugly.  Everyday 
a big robot will come 
 
and wind us up 
until we scream— 
 
But listen to your pulse: 
its beat, its beauty 
 
is eternity’s whim: 
bim boom bim 
 
 
Note: 
Lines 24-25: "Only that which cannot serve 
a purpose may be considered truly beautiful. 
Everything that is useful is ugly, for use- 
fulness expresses human needs, and they are 
base and debilitating." —from Gautier's 
preface to Mademoiselle de Maupin. 
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UNREDEEMED 
 
Whimsical god, the window 
Smites me then heals me, smites— 
Blindness, sight, blindness, sight. 
 
Its slats open-and-close like 
A xerox tendering 
ECT to Saul click Paul 
 
Click Saul again.  Identity 
Steps from past, from presto, 
Over the naked thresh of  
 
Whose hold on my flesh.  Oh yes, 
I know, I should live in shun— 
Hibernate against my soul, and 
 
Eat sandal snow: why must I go 
Forth of this house to meet 
To market, to take my part 
 
At that crossplace of values 
A daily pilgrim, debt-devout— 
Why does my heart in its gut 
 
Obedient need to carry out 
Every Outremerican’s  
Highest, most sacred duty: 
 
To shop.  Hey, it fills a gap, 
This superstitious shlep 
From store to store, without stop 
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(And yet prophets pray that one day 
I’ll never have to leave my mind 
But via Internet will find 
 
Virtual all these bargains)— 
Pure-plus ritual! as though 
Buying this or buying that 
 
Could keep me whole: old hymnal 
Of  dollars cents, dear virgo 
Intacta whose observance 
 
By true consumerism gains 
Through worship a kind of 
Tithe-sustained sanity— 
 
In fact, to quote our President, 
Mental health is normed-in 
To it—proportionate, shared— 
 
There’s a slice for each of us— 
In fact, it’s a communion: 
This holy, wholesome vision 
 
Is how we creamed the Commies 
And saved our ass, not to mention 
Mom’s apple pie pietà, 
 
The caesarean of which 
Might (misfortunately) 
Render me unto me.  So when— 
 
When ATM time comes  
I too shall face the humbling flash 
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Screen of that machine designed  
 
To scan in half the once sans self 
And watch it flick its widget slots 
Deigning to bless even 
 
A wretch as worthless as this: 
But when, according to the stats 
In the Bible, Arcturus 
 
Bi-millenially aligns 
With the intransigence of 
Human transactions, its 
 
Bank of blinks, its solstice vault 
Promising to spill out 
Flushing our customer sills with 
 
What, another Nativity, 
I will not insert my KashKard 
Or enter, while the Mall 
 
Dies around me, my personal 
Passcode word, my number ID— 
I’ll ram in, not plastic, but  
 
(Begatitude-foretold) 
My aura’s errata, my 
Freud’s flaws.  Although only 
 
(Saith says) the clone can, the mote’s 
Eye may, et cetera.  In fact, 
Such acts of heresy would cost 
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More gold than I could bear 
The loss.  And so, therefore, ergo— 
Duly each dawn I rise, I raise 
 
The blinds and nail my shoulders 
To a t-square, let light strip 
To my skin, a birthgraft, 
 
A natal fate.  And so, and so— 
I manage a moue or two; 
I make, like, acknowledgement. 
 
 
Note: 
2 of the possible epigraphs for this poem: 
                                                                                                             
“Bush to Xmas Shoppers: Spend, Spend, Spend! 
            Economy Reborn, Prez Says” 
                         —Newspapers, Nov-Dec 1991 
                                                                                       
“It seems to me that the individual today stands at a  
crossroads, faced with the choice of whether to pursue  
the existence of a blind consumer, subject to the implacable 
march of new technology and the endless multiplication of 
material goods, or to seek out a way that would lead to 
spiritual responsibility, a way that ultimately might mean not 
only his personal salvation but also the saving of society at 
large; in other words, to turn to God.  He has to resolve this 
dilemma for himself, for only he can discover his own sane 
spiritual life.” 
               —Andrey Tarkovsky, Sculpting in Time (1986)
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TO OUTREMERICAN POETS 
 
     "The peach-blossom follows the moving water . . . there is 
      another heaven and earth beyond the world of men." —Li Po 
 
1. 
 
There's no time left to write poems. 
If you will write rallyingcries, yes, do so, 
otherwise write poems then throw yourselves on the river to drift away. 
Li Po's peach-blossom, even if it departs this world, can't help us. 
Pound's or Williams' theories on prosody don't meet the cries of  
   dying children 
(whose death I think is no caesura). 
Soon there will be no ideas but in things, 
in rubble, in skulls held under the oceans' magnifying-glass, 
in screams driven into one lightning-void. 
Only you can resurrect the present.  People 
need your voice to come among them like nakedness, 
to fuse them into one marching language in which the word "peace"  
   will be said for the last time. 
Write slogans, write bread that pounds the table for silence, 
write what I can't imagine: words to wake me and all those 
who slump over like sapped tombstones when the Generals talk. 
The world is not divided into your schools of poetry. 
No: there are the destroyers—the Johnsons, Kys, Rusks, Hitlers, Francos— 
   then there are those 
they want to destroy—lovers, teachers, plows, potatoes: 
this is the division.  You 
are not important.  Your black mountains, solitary farms, 
LSD trains.  Don't forget: you are important. 
If you fail, there will be no-one left to say so. 
If you succeed, there will also be a great silence.  Your names, an open 
secret in all hearts, no-one will say.  But everywhere 
they will be finishing the poems you broke away from.  
 
2. 
 
What I mean is: maybe you are the earth's last poets. 
Li Po's riverbank poems are far, far out in eternity— 
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but a nuclear war could blow us that far in an instant: 
there's no time left. 
Tolstoy's "I would plow." 
Plow, plow.  But with no-one left to seed, reap, 
you write?  Oh rocks are 
shortlived as us now.  But still this BillyBuddworld 
blesses its murderers with Spring even as I write this . . . 
so I have nowhere else to turn to but you. 
Old echoes are useless.  Glare 
from the fireball this planet will become already makes 
   shadows of us. 
There's Einstein.—The light 
of poems streaking through space, growing younger,  
   younger, 
becoming the poet again somewhere?  No! 
What I mean is. . . . 
 
 
Notes: 
Lines 3-4: Li Po sitting on a riverbank would write a poem, then lay it 
on the water and watch it float away. 
Line 6: cummings: "and death i think is no parenthesis." 
Line 7: Williams: "No ideas but in things."  
Line 30: Tolstoy, out plowing a field one morning, was  
asked something like "What would you do if you suddenly  
knew you'd be dead by nightfall?"  The quote is his answer.



 

70 

THE BUTTERFLY LEASH 
 
It's weird to think a few animals may actually outlive me, 
I'm so used to their sort of 
Heroically silly dying out despite 
The nothing I can do and the cheering crowds pinned 
Along fade-rallied streets like ash cans craning 
Expectant, eagerly drab, disposable as a child's merit badges 
Dodo, buffalo, eagle, unicorn: 
 
So why's some butterfly flounced a leash on me 
It's just a book to me, vague metaphor-alarm 
It's not real 
To me: bitty flight described in blood by 2 pointillistes 
Duelling, fatal thrust of wings escaping 
That pricked ideal the Proletarian Esthete, saving, 
 
Courageously sacrificing i-self thud for a fable, detritus 
Is that it.  Et cetera.  I don't know.  But 
Take for an example look just 
At its farf-etched markings: they are 
Blueprints for a building on fire: noon 
 
High, pi-born flames, flames 
Strict, aligned, set by t-square, then rocketing relics 
(Bound to earth only by hoses, hoses) 
Siren in and start erecting a cage around our hokey 
   blaze-edifice 
(Can I confide in you). 
 
Inside,  
 
(no stanza break) 
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Comrades: one must primp brave to face lions 
Lionesses gala glare, yellow flambo lynxes moon- 
Crisp crackling tigers terrible as the tissuey tickertape you 
Pull from a great big ole cocoon to toss, leap on you 
Obscure you, so much, a model, ah! in fact 
I can't distinguish any more through these cold mesmeric 
   bars rising like iron streamers in 
The sheepish outsparked sun . . . And the rusted species 
 
Plaque in stark latin says you're a little 
Late for your extinction 
Ceremonies anyway and besides, 
The manhole countries are in revolt that 
Mythical beast, so bode-by, it's been too glory, sad 
   sakes 
The sack who could have rescued us maybe 
Unfortunately already some moth-medal jabbed hero 
A scalded Neil Armstrong, a hasbeen 
Frailing infantish anachro, spook or spotted, architect 
Of arson, handihack, dabbler, a zoo-zero 
 
Whose 
Lemm-legged 
Honorcade parade of none plods 
Only through flag empty alleys ouch 
Where greek garish garbage rains down, like 
Fire-spat jumpers with no net: 
Carnal confetti out walking its pet effigy. 
 
 
Note: 
Neil Armstrong was the first human to set foot on the moon, where he got a 
phonecall from President Nixon, who took time out from his busy schedule 
of bombing Southeast Asia to congratulate the brave astronaut. 
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HOLLYWOOD NIGHTMARE    
 
Soon to be a major mirage, my face—my face                                   
never changes!  To look each day in the mirror                              
is boring as going on location shoots 
or signing autographs for my stable 
of fans or being typecast in detective 
roles.  Sigh.  Sometimes all I do is sit by my pool 
 
and spazz out until my brain is a black pool 
of emptiness, my eyes reruns: until my face 
wears the neutral mask of aura a detective 
affects.  And when I am as blank as a mirror,  
as dull, when I sprawl as snoozeful as a stable  
full of saviors, I dream: I dream someone shoots  
  
me and he becomes a celebrity.  He shoots  
me and he gets the house, the swimming pool, 
the Andy Warhols, the Rolls, the Porsche, the stable,  
the . . . the lawn he gets!  Christ, it's like divorce.  My face!   
He gets my face too?  He's like a fucking mirror  
of me . . . !  Jesus, you'd think some goddam detective  
  
would know it's not me: when I'm a detective  
on screen I know who is who.  The badguy shoots  
the goodguy sometimes but when they hold a mirror  
over the goodguy's lips you see a pool  
of mist appear and then his pal the co-star's face  
looks all relieved.  Cut to the hospital: "Stable?"  
  
the doctor smirks, "Yes: his condition is stable.   
Of course, with the brainectomy his detective  
days are history, uh hunh.  His face?  His face— 
hell, our plastic-surgeon loves a challenge: shoots  
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these Before and After photos?  Great stuff! . . . "  The pool  
of reporters from the Daily Sun Rhymes Mirror  
  
yawns at the grinning doctor while in the mirror  
above my white white bed I maintain a stable  
noble absence; my non-being is a pool  
of pure mystery—sheer puzzle any detective 
would arrest the cursed creator of: I see shoots  
of lilac and crocus come bursting from my face  
  
when they nail the mirror on.  Oh, no detective  
show's as real, as stable, as my dream, which—look—shoots  
nothing but closeups: face, pool, face, pool, face, pool, face.      
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NO ITALICS 
 
My window hints at 
the redeemibility of the leaves  
that fall past their reflections 
in its pane, pale as souls 
cupped in a gasp, eager 
for new existence.  But  
rebirth is always behind glass.   
Museum or bathroom mirror,  
the face you see beyond  
believes a better one waits  
to emerge your clone.  Android aid 
that never comes too late  
if summoned with hate. 
 
Hear Heidegger say only 
a God can save us now; 
then wonder if your voice 
deception software can fix 
that helpless soundbite with 
some echo tracked background 
Der Führer scanned, can 
remix that demi-seminal  
sentiment, that decayed need 
for sentient being upon  
its palmpad where no-one's 
future seems more than 
a floorplan lacking doors. 
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Literal exitpod, the body 
suffers until its sill occurs 
a metaphor of outdoors,  
a miracle etched in mud 
with twigs that keep breaking 
so you finally just leave 
them there sticking up  
in place of the letters you 
tried and failed to trace, 
each a small cross recalling  
one who similarly effaced 
His stuck words.  Gone. 
Go graved in ground He said. 
 
It takes the form of habit, 
salvation summoned in daily 
rites and riddles, the riddance  
of resurrection: it takes 
some Jesus poem to name, 
it yanks its blind costumes  
down from a Bach-canted heaven 
whenever hospital animals  
start to carve stale stemcell 
messages into the grass 
of your bypass biomass.  It takes 
to sicken and so die.  To  
live so crippled and final. 
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So late in life that all last 
effort looks futile, a waste 
disguised as wisdom tap tap 
with lassitude thus the daily laptop: 
Clutching with my pores  
a torn wild thing which  
I must let go of before  
the flood finds me  
in time's equidistant vacancy, 
I—I stop?  Over avenues  
of hellbent  
blueprints, lawnhover leaves,  
the blown I lives.  No italics, please.                                         
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(Sergey) (Yesenin) Speaking (Isadora) (Duncan) 
 
I love Russia; and Isadora in her dance. 
When I put my arms around her, she's like 
Wheat that sways in the very midst of a bloody battle, 
-Un-hearkened to, but piling up peace for the earth 
(Though my self-war juggles no nimbus) Earthquakes; 
   shoulders 
A-lit with birthdays of doves; piety of the unwashable 
Creases in my mother's gaze and hands. Isadora "becalmed" 
Isadora the ray sky one tastes on the skin of justborn babies 
(Remember, Isadora 
When you took me to America 
I went, as one visits a grave, to 
The place where Bill Knott would be born 20 years in 
   the future 
I embraced: the pastures, the abandoned quarry, where  
   he would play 
With children of your aura and my sapling eye 
Where bees brought honey to dying flowers I sprinkled 
Childhood upon the horizons, the cows 
Who licked my heart like a block of salt) Isadora I write  
   this poem 
On my shroud, when my home-village walks out to harvest. 
Bread weeps as you break it gently into years. 
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THE DAWNING 
 
Now it takes only minutes 
for light to travel from 
the sun to the earth,  
 
but an eternity to go  
just six feet further, down 
to where the dead are, 
 
yet I could arrive there 
immediately if I left  
right away, my journey 
 
blink-instantaneous, 
world by world unscreening 
itself: if I shed all trace  
 
of surface—unsoiled each 
skin which holds me here— 
if my rays suddenly 
 
were allowed to blaze forth 
against their distance in 
whole less time than this, 
 
although I know they lack  
the lightyear's intuition, 
the nova's needle's-eye, 
 
I pray they penetrate 
always the dirt and find  
a place haven to our kind.
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BY THE RIVER BAAB 
 
We know that somewhere far north of here 
the two rivers Ba and Ab converge to form 
this greater stream that sustains us, uniting 
the lifeblood length of our lands: and we believe  
that the Ba's source is heaven, the Ab's hell. 
 
Daily expeditions embark upcountry to find 
that fork, to learn where the merge first occurs. 
Too far: none of our explorers return.  Or 
else when they reach that point they themselves 
are torn apart by a sudden urge to choose—  
 
to resolutely take either the Ba/the Ab, to trace  
good or evil to its spring.  Each flips a coin 
perhaps, or favors whichever one the wind's 
blowing from at that moment.  Down here 
even we who have not the heart to venture 
 
anywhere that would force us to such deep 
decisions, even we, when we hold that glass of 
water in our hand, drink it slowly, deliberately,  
as if we could taste the two strains, could somehow  
distinguish their twin flow through our veins.
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POEM 
 
Can my clone cast  
a shadow 
that resembles  
my shadow 
the same  
as it does him, 
or me them?   
Is the difference thin, 
meaning within,  
or merely 
attenuated— 
where does the line 
leave off and,  
leaving, 
does it end? 
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PROOF 
 
If time is relative, 
so that it might be 12 AM 
in 1966 for me, 
12 PM in 3002 for you,  
and for everyone else 
another when-ever;  
and if each person exists  
within this own moment, 
then, since there can exist only 
one true time, one of us 
is alone on this earth. 
 
It’s theirs by right, 
because theirs is the exact present 
and ours isn’t. 
The rest of us are like nowhere. 
 
Imagine the rest of us 
just haunting around, 
pounding upon the walls of 
that one person, pleading 
with him or her 
to please let us in, please, 
but will they ever hear our cries.



 

82 

PROBLEM 
 
My life has been attributed to someone else.  Defeats 
   victories loves hates, 
they all fall under that person's provenance— 
 
I belong whether I like it to the the School of 
the Genre of 
the Age of  
that categorical, that cognomen— 
 
Each of my acts bears as an adverb THEIR NAME with an 
   esque on the end: 
I cross my legs ____________-esquely; 
my sighs are all  ____________-esque—that's right, 
yes, I don't even know who 
the heck I'm speaking of nor why everything I do's described 
   with that appellation, that trademark. 
 
It might be worse if I did know 
I might be tempted to go look up 
her or him 
and bluster, Now let's get this straight 
or What's going on here. 
 
That's just wish.  In real life I'd get the address wrong, 
    mistake their nextdoor neighbor for them: 
Boy, this is a nice apartment. 
 
Nor would it be any kind of consolation whatsoever   
   if I did confront them and find out 
that THEY suffer the same feelings of displacement only 
 
(no stanza break) 
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in their opinion, we're all kowtows of a certain someone in  
   the near town, which  
summons up the fear that similarly, somewhere, 
there's someone who images my name stuck on all their  
    efforts. . . .                                                                                      
 
No, I can't see any answer to this problem— 
not marxist, nor freudian, kafkaesque, rilkean, knottic, 
—because any such solution, 
any amelioration just ends up being added on to the front 
  end of the adjectives 
which already encrust the thing, and that just adds to, adds 
   to . . . 
 
—Though if it's a choice of spinning out vapid tautologies 
or, 
Hi/Nice to meet you/I've heard a lot about, I'd 
rather just credit this poem to someone else, forget the 
   schmear-thing, disappear, move to the far town, entertain 
   aliases, take Senile Ed classes in the art of fingerprint 
   arrangement, scrub raw the whole per se of identity/ 
   destiny/ancestor-baiting, make a citizen's arrest of my 
   mirror for indecent exposure, but never, nowhere, nohow 
 
will I do penance, beg forgiveness for 
any of my failures ascribed to you or 
your successes circa me—. 
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PORTRAIT 
 
When the mirror paints itself, 
how quietly it sits. 
Its posing is perfect. 
 
But when it paints us, 
no matter how hard we try, 
eventually 
we fail to be still. 
 
What if we propped a corpse up 
for model: even it 
would fidgit  
after a while; 
the flesh would droop then drop, 
spoiling the sitting 
by spoiling. 
 
No: only the mirror itself 
can pose properly 
for its incisive portraits, 
which mock our mortal  
impatience— 
 
Displayed everywhere, 
they are the walls we live in, 
they make a museum of us. 
Our provenance (if any) 
comes from them. 
 
And no expert needs 
to authenticate 
these masterworks. 
 
We are the forgeries. 
We are the fakes.
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NAVEL 
 
Last link with the Mother’s body, 
and therefore with the self, 
I accumulate around you.  My belly 
oceans your lame island. 
 
You are the eye that blinks once  
only, at birth, and since  
then peers at me 
as if to question 
that recognition. 
 
Every finger is a limpid father; 
but what mounts up in you 
is the motherhorn,  
the day of lesson,  
the hey-nonny non-me. 
 
Any shiver passing over the skin 
must always return  
to nakedness. 
 
In some homelands they dry  
and twine the umbilical-cord 
into a knout 
and then use it 
to spank the placenta, crying 
"Bad! Bad! You made me bad!"
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THE WORD 
 
I am the windowkeeper 
of the Tower of Babel. 
 
Whoever built this place 
put one window at its top 
and one door at its base. 
 
I dream of the door far below, 
where all the commerce, 
the majestic intercourse 
must pass— 
or so I imagine. 
 
Parsecs above that possible 
bustle I attend our tower's 
sole window. 
 
Up here nothing. 
 
Forget a lookout vigil: 
this pane's too high 
to spy an army 
or a peacenik approaching. 
 
Glass I wash and wash always 
for the sake of the light/dark 
it admits, but what is it?— 
 
An eyepiece of clouds 
for someone's height; 
a cyclops outlet 
for no one's sight. 
 
(stanza break) 
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And what if  
that door down there's 
as little use as this— 
and the doorkeeper too, 
his efforts 
fallow as mine— 
 
if there is a doorkeeper;  
if I'm not alone 
in here. 
 
If we exist—  
if one day soon 
we can open 
our vents our hearts  
simultaneously,  
 
mightn't some stir occur  
in the vacuum 
of this hollow highrise, 
provoking its ghost 
to whisper at least 
one pure, one  
pre-word word— 
 
Maintaining my post 
would otherwise be a waste, 
hopeless  
 
if not  
for the thought of that. 
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ROMY 
 
Will I crawl beneath my hemline's tombs 
to feel in shield with her, blessed sole 
by all our subterfuge of sex has shared, 
accordance that makes even the curtains 
flutter a little less aimlessly in their 
illusion of filmy Schneider, Romy spider I 
must vent my sheath to be stalled in again; 
how her forsaken handful of films are 
forced to record our regimen, their words 
a slow replacement of thoughts with 
vowels, a slow effacement of her co-stars' 
dialogue lost below the hurt of her heel, 
her tread of line-readings, her face 
issuing its bitten shape sheer above our 
video lust to assuage the ground she 
sunbathes on in Chabrol's Dirty Hands, 
her tan eery and strapless but note how 
the accolades are toppling, the toe-taps 
are stepping up the staircase of the last 
castle ruled forever by glances who 
elude their complicity steeped in seats 
tickets bring us to so briefly: so quickly 
the endtitles entitle us to exit brushed 
by regret we cannot linger in her aura 
impetuous-throated, dusk-laden with 
sighs most, a hushed singularity of 
eyes marking the nose against the mouth, 
inscribing the cheekbones on the lidbrow, 
dashing the teeth to frozen steppes that 
proclaim their princess is deep in dew: 
with seep-pores fixation fanclubs galore 
garbage from her amours it drops; far 
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her hair is solo photo, montage-reamed 
limn it sinks into mink murmurs of air, 
hooded in horror or instantcams or 
sheersham clamor of the viewers who 
read the marquee feeds that bleed the air 
thoroughfare with film and fill culture  
name-some wonders dear previews of 
each star actor bends personally to hear 
confided in constant groans and jeers 
on every corner of near needs and trends 
they leave us landed here with no amends 
no way to leave the queue of this theater 
whose opening night our day attends 
but what is it it intends to grace us with 
one glimpse of the briefest gift of gore 
before it extends our ends and lends us 
the token brochure for our future loss 
of her we had hopes to depend on for 
whatever projection of inner terror we 
might atone the destined displacement of, 
sincere exposure of slo-mo mouths 
that moue and move desire one millimeter 
closer to its itch-switch, its clicker, since 
I can freeze the screen on her grope-gripped 
lips, I can etch their gesture frame by frame 
with long exhalations of my crotch area 
where the remote control seems most at home 
in that quare of generation, wombwarmth rooting 
its phallic exteriorization of time's finger on 
the TV-trigger tracing a linear content in that 
c-groin, that piss-p, that cup we call lap, where 
confident hands can grope up the buttons 
to catch even the Olivier-est replay tapping 
his ribcage for a nebulous savage while 
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aches of FX construct their tiers on colloseum 
liontamers lacking cameras as elsewhere 
focus the Empire examines each fingered 
footprint led backward clones hop the gap 
trapped in a pit only alliteration can free him from, 
faux hero till a sulk her silk gaze roams over 
the amazed consternation of the crowd, bored 
background zooms, the thumbs-down 
that comes on cue and slackens its mode 
location daily salvation, fierce genitals surround  
the atrium with aspects aversions apertures— 
The apparatus is complete, is more than home 
since Rome is Romy minus her wolf-son, 
her fourteen-year-old boy lies impaled on 
the spears of the fence the mansion railings 
that guard her from us the fans who want to crush 
her distance into dreams no limit: and yet 
no exalted Presence alone can compensate 
our lack of, ergo She must be sacrificed She 
should suffer the immolation saints like us 
are assigned to, madonna-mournful must 
bear the cross the stats of the boxoffice in 
a Chanel shift, a Dior drape, a Balmain bare 
and parade Cinecitta to a traipse as hourly 
her skins pass on a bus with ads for sequels 
whose dread achieved empathies advocate 
pain that strands its hands in applause and 
then to go whole-whore it sights the hostile 
sub glamor features expressed in nearer 
nervedowns known as time: it spikes her son, 
it kills her too age 43 OD heart attack svelte 
no stuntdouble can mime end clutch self close 
pinned young legend crumple bound to kiss 
the sign we seek.  Approaching the cinemapolis 
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from sea we see that in its skyline of stars 
the tallest is hers: wink-tips this capital with  
reign and rule, insane, pic-naked Empress 
pale-annexed, porned-over by pore fingers 
rupture suppurating gloved Vatican hands, 
oh archived name demolishing the gone, 
undressed in the interest of our purity's hell,  
cat-of-no-lives but ours; and shifting if 
she can that one: heel to her fate she falls.  
1958, 20 years old, look, she lifts it all: 
fame career life: scenes marks lines: runthrough 
daily it mates no one but her and smirks at 
first lover Alain Delon, her co-, her consort. 
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EXCERPTS FROM THE DIARY OF DAMOCLES 
 
* 
 
I don't dare speak too loudly, 
some timbres could be fatal— 
 
that string is not too strong 
I think: and at times I have 
 
to breathe.  Or maybe I fear 
my paraphrastic exhalations  
 
will spoil the oiled perfection 
of its sleekness, will mist 
 
over that bright shaft whose 
needle-sharp point compasses 
 
my every stray.  I am as 
edgy in my way as it— 
 
as little-rippled, as subtle. 
 
Prey to vapors, to sudden 
icecap thaws, seismic 
 
dicethrows, the world wires me, 
I hex myself up to a pitch 
 
of infinite finicky sensitiveness, 
alert to every window opening 
 
down in my castle’s bowels,  
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each mousehole emergence. 
 
A simple housefly—a moth 
murders my rest when it  
 
mistakes for light that glittering  
blade in which every passing 
 
glint is glassed—barometer  
of my highest apprehension.   
 
* 
 
I know my fear is only a ploy,  
a sticking point in the old 
 
hairsplitting debate of the winds . . .  
I the first split personality  
 
divide into a Dam, or an Ocles—  
a mother and her myopic  
 
son.  Then, since everything  
is reversed in its mirroring  
 
slash, a Selcomad, mad and sulky.  
 
Language does this to me.   
It inverts my position: King 
 
I am, but await my crown, 
unmanned till it come down; 
 
my kingdom lies in twain  
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to each, I am in half to all.   
 
* 
 
If only I could reach up, up,  
and take it in my teeth,  
 
 
suckle that penile projection,  
cloister its unremitting hardness  
 
in the sheath of my throat—  
 
swordswallower who exalts  
his posture with this adjunct 
 
stronger spine, aligning gut with  
palate, my groin with my height.  
 
* 
 
Male means to be in the crime  
of things here, this frail planet  
 
killed wide, maimed down. 
Male means murder, rape and war. 
 
Its indomitable will will not allow 
approach.  All broach will fail. 
 
It must fall on you or not at all.  
 
* 
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Insane, isn't it?  History hangs 
impregnable to the mind, eager 
 
to halve your brain with rift, 
intrusion and strife, the warrior's 
 
dissonance.  No whole is hallowed, 
no peace.  Don't let the humor of 
 
this scene (when the phallus  
falls the fears recede) attend  
 
you away from its cruelty.   
 
* 
 
I stand here exposed to whose  
justice, my crime my Y 
 
chromosome.  That Y aims  
his prick point down at me. 
 
A dowsing wand that seeks  
my artesian quench, my depths 
 
of death.  His insistence 
sustains me in steel, his encased  
 
incursion covers my melt,  
my metal.  Each day he rights me: 
 
his richterscaled tremors are  
my weather, my wherefore: 
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his gloss his gleam condemns 
my fortunes, his ore loads my gold 
 
with schist.  His soliloquy 
interrupts mine at every word. 
 
Linebreaks enforced by sword, 
his poem sunders my rhythm. 
 
All mine at last is made him. 
His blade remembers my name. 
 
* 
 
Note: 
Although not included in Robert Graves' book of the Greek 
Myths, Damocles appears to be one more version of what 
Graves posited as an archetype, the surrogate sacrificial 
king.  Graves was impatient with Freudian interpretations, 
but the sword must suggest castration.  Its post-Hiroshima 
Cold War nuclear assocations are most frequent.  I'm 
haunted by an insight from Dr. Phyllis Chesler's book, About 
Men, in which she reveals History's biggest secret: All men 
are terrified of their fathers.  That overhanging sword is the 
Father's hand threatening.  "Those to whom evil is done / Do 
evil in return," as Auden writes.  We males must kill one 
another or die.  Courage, bravery, stoicism, esprit de corps, 
patriotism, Sparta, West Point, all the warrior virtues of 
manliness branch from that primal childhood fear.  Is there 
no escape from this hereditary terror which, despite the 
efforts of brave theorists like Chesler, seems to remain the 
greatest secret in the psychic lives of men.  We can barely 
sustain the untoldness of it, the strickening thought.  It will 
cut us in two, cleave us apart.  Damocles is the scream 
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which I as George Bush or I as Saddam Hussein have no 
choice but to introject, to inject, to stab, to pierce all peace.  
Just normal male murder, the kind they give us medals for.  
Arlington National Cemetery and all that Taps crap. (Graves 
reads many of the Greek Myths as disguised parables 
relating the historical displacement of peaceful matriarchal 
societies by military-based patriarchal systems.  Now here in 
the 21st  Century, to paraphrase Heidegger, only a Goddess 
can save us.  Only a total worldwide reversal of male 
hegemony.  A good start: feminist geneticists creating a 
virus that would attack and destroy that segment of the male 
brain which perpetuates violence.  Or eliminate the Y 
chromosome entirely.  Males must become an extinct 
species.  Advancements in cloning technology could replace 
traditional human reproductive practices.  All future poets 
can be replicants coined from the DNA of Adrienne Rich.) 
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POEM 
 
This slobbered-over virus of the visible, 
The living, the seen, what antibody cures— 
 
Echoesque whose draped torso of rain on 
Taunt's panes was flung for cry sakes, for crime X, 
 
Loud as a ball bounced off a statue of Zeus. 
The mania for scintillations fills your mind 
 
Or else on stilts will survive the folio hero 
Wielding a cage of umbrellas to capture it. 
 
Strongbrow shelved for futher thought: more patterns 
Examined by a selfportrait of one's own 
 
Pores, exposed as they are to icy nemesis 
Plural, to spelling out its false names in sweat: 
 
Where elsedom do they welcome open as 
Often as this door does, quench-map that mires 
 
The path from our left nipple to our right 
Where, bisected by itself, the heartguise dies. 
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POEM IN TIEFMOS 
 
Like sponges dipped in nude 
a kiss of guess on the lids-like 
discloses its thicket shed, eye-cro meld— 
 
Dawn blinds hair before face 
or thornless angelus deceives 
but I faint on the figure-eight. 
 
Apparently newshour once came 
to complete me but time seems 
to indicate moot might intervene 
 
if I with blazing rations wait.  Yet 
one little breath is misting itself 
in suspension, a snapped off twig 
 
or sap that jumps these yawns:— 
art aspirations leapgap, they make 
the ripples on the lake linger 
 
with circle-sorcery.  Kindest 
thought when all is lost, stray 
dice tossed in a flagmap coffin. 
 
Limbs are lethal clamped in sate— 
but elusive lines on our palms 
resemble a key's cut, jag-edged 
 
to unlock fate's chain-chart.  Future— 
let's buy a roundtrip ticket to 
the maze but a ticket to the maze 
 
is always one-way some say, 
refuting that god who lets opposites 
stride your unsaddled carpets. 
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POEM 
 
let's have our duel on 
a seesaw 
I brought some along 
 
Lillian Gish leaping 
icefloe to 
icefloe, 
 
heel  
and toe— 
go, Lill! 
 
can you read it through the envelope 
no? 
well then it's not a poem 
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EXHIBITION 
 
the canals a-swish with big ships 
 
lanes I wander without cause as 
my tongue bathes in my necktie 
to show how exhausted how often 
I have felt the doorknob drain  
 
my hand of its urge to enter then 
in this way I may chance at last 
upon weapons trained to sleep 
or maybe where the depot drops 
 
the canals the lanes the streets  
how often I or they have reached  
for my pocket in the face trust of it  
although one can't exaggerate  
 
one's beggarliness in an age of  
mechanical reproduction it seems 
the museum where pale corridors  
zoom through room-Moreaus 
 
floor-Magrittes ceiling-Sages  
mirror-Finis and other frames 
hushed curtains reach to the floor  
which probably needs excavating  
 
static their flesh throws slow volts in the air 
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DUNCE RHYMES (FOR THE MOMENT) 
 
and if this poem  
has made you a hearer  
of ghosted voices  
that fade when you get nearer  
and everytime you look  
into the rearview mirror  
you scream and clutch  
at your hands in fear  
at what those futures show  
 
and then will you cry out  
for all to hear  
the cripple the promqueen  
and the seer  
don’t you think that now’s  
a good time to be freer  
than you were  
a second ago  
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NO/YES 
 
N is for open; O is for now. 
 
We ought to have been here forever, 
adding the necessary zero to history's account, 
regarding our origin as insipid/inspired; 
long ago outliving any locale that might 
have demarcated these boundaries 
 
that so oppress us with the present: they should 
have established their stock as gods, hollow 
coin passed among the multi, separate 
exchange units for a commonhold— 
dispensing shares of continuity to each 
 
enquiry; while, like a mast that weaves orbs 
of knowing we stammer beneath a fort 
lost in willowtrees, half-listening 
to an impetuous wheel shriek.  Thus the "we" 
dwindles toward singledom, the own-diminished I— 
 
Though gosh if I know what's earth to me now, 
curtainary tree I twigged too late to blossom from. 
  Oh 
rind around the end, stymied-ground, soil 
that extends one grave too far for me. 
 
YES is anybody's guess. 
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POEM 
 
Shun panacea, favor the unique cure,  
savior, or else suffer its worldling stance,  
its grasp of all you held in bask of tiptoe  
days, that essence whose deadweight felt right.  
 
Shun panacea provide only unique cures  
that's how they'll know you're a savior  
suffering is for worldlings not locals like us  
in bask of tiptoe days ungrasped sense  
whose death has weighed our rights.  
 
Avenues poise their point route  
of ever-return, that choiring circumference  
you must evade with mimed handouts,  
your gifts still penny-parched, heavens left  
to dry out by hells whose barberpole mimes  
 
return to the streets and poise themselves:  
point choirs surround them to sing evasions  
of heaven or hell penny-parched gifts contend  
with handouts from a barberpole up the sheerest  
   cliffs.  
 
Does the moon surface so. The way you dive  
beneath your skin must emerge pre-emptorily  
linked to all, plumbline cast for depths  
whose new, stripped presence should  
 
the moon dives beneath its skin each dawn  
to remain invisible to the spyprobes the satellites  
that aim to link all scan to cast our depths  
for earthsurface till we emerge new in its  
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empty strips surveillance announce  
 
some edenic pasture, greasy, tribal, 
mouth flicked with goldfish scales.  
Windchimes carved from a petrified  
forest fire hang from the limbs.  
Their tinkling interprets the tv tribe—  
 
Weatherchannel is the campfire I crouch at, 
the goldfish bowl my mouth drinks grease from  
eden of interpretations petrified pasture  
like an obsolete Xfact tossed indoors.  
 
The surrounding mountains pursue their peaks  
leisurely, the day keeps advancing its ideas  
of felicity, ripe ideal beneath which we pine  
in shadows of actual, shadows of real,  
deserving less than this, less than the showfacade  
 
leaning merely to wallow in this tadpole pose,  
we fear to test our tongue's obnoxious thrust,  
offering this benefice to none who might indeed  
need its opacity of old: as if that were all the heel  
could enter global meanings marked down  
 
in meadows more mortal or else despising its  
capital, its plenty-of-peace against which we sulk,  
through sulk-palaces hoping pure can interrupt bare; moon 
now in penance for the sure sense of being  
in its favor, its spent sense of withholding  
 
all we owe to nearer motives. Dense with  
forgetfulness, fornicatory notes, avid bows  
across the violins' astringent cold.  
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Icier strings than known, lattices upon  
whose strips the movie throws its sold liquidities. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
 
MY FAVORITE ANGEL 
 
My favorite angel is the one who has the power to restore 
sight.  She's about 21 years old and has this long glowy hair, 
and always wears these purewhite clothes.  Rilke described 
angels as "bright souls without any seams" which beats to 
hell anything I could come up with.  She has the power to 
restore people's sight.  Just by touching their eyelids with her 
fingertips.  Then when they open their eyes, they see her—
and are immediately struck blind again, she's such a radiance 
innocence etcetera young angel, about 21 years old . . . 
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Terminalstage Pass 
 
Shadows are more indigenous to summer 
than other days; in sunless winter they may 
appear as friends from a former season, 
companions for an endless cold—because 
you need a certain percentage of Bishop 
Berkeleys if life is to consist, the sun rise, 
the coffee boil.  But does this concensus 
include those in transit, at the bus stop 
patting their pockets automatically, 
statistics decide we don't all die at once, 
breastbraving uniformity for 6 Muzak 
eternities.  Simple wounds could hatch 
your winglessness.  Bruises when tiring 
times fall and evening secures an after-lag 
of it, when mermaids keep their stomach 
pumps handy, each doorway pried from 
adamant guilty portraits.  What pane bears 
the unseen edge of its imminence over 
that sill's tense anarch of candles, while 
the frontbell is ringing a little something, 
whose wording has not come down to us, 
we call it confluence or Cincinnati, some 
home at random under the habit of a snowpeak, 
pure alp up which the gaze drowns all hands lost, 
indigenous it wells with grass, with settlements. 
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RESIDUE 
 
I woke to find a foursome 
of sex lying atop me 
as if I were a bed 
on which they blended. 
 
One was a dream 
none has unless 
it came as two to them— 
but is it true? 
 
Three, four: 
please vomit over 
the edge of the cliff, 
not on it, I pleaded. 
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NOTE 
 
The directions one takes 
in a computer 
are not those of the compass, 
that normal needle’s paths are 
null here.  Here, routes 
roam downward, backward 
through the ego superego id, seeking 
infancy.  Birth permeates each gesture 
addressed to the keyboard, the 
commands that create 
the never-deleted screen seem 
to come from a stethoscope probing 
the pelvic region, peering 
into the recessed bellybutton 
of the expectant mother 
whose navel is a hole around which 
live flesh masses, a gap whose absence 
is obvious.  The navel is a shaft 
into the mind of the subject, 
but the subject evades itself 
by the clever use of screenupations 
and games: icons converse 
across this schizoid 
void.  Each new program provides 
a further diversion, a rhymescheme 
to be defiant of, 
a stanzaic requirement one can flaunt 
with impunity, no crime 
or shame, since forgiveness 
is packaged in the save option. 
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HEATINGPAD 
 
If every valid absence points to one thing 
that shucked the cornsilk out of my ass's reaches, 
an object presence has overlooked unless 
the none-scape guilt I clone so quickly intervenes. 
Is it the synchronicity of a ferrous whore or 
the fear such insignificance baits that makes us 
lock the sermon in a drawer till Sunday morning 
when, dashed by the stripes of a snake's parasol, 
it trips a step.  Do animals proceed to extinction 
via their hindlegs or fore?   The mind restrains 
this project for the sane, their unquarried energy— 
that god grounds us in gloves I guess.   They keep 
our omnihands from touching flesh with flesh, they 
prevent the relapse, the desire for one's kind, 
the prophylactic response: similarity haunts 
the ruins of every fingerprint which bears it, 
which partakes patience to outwit identity. 
Aftermath's a studio of mirrors, a curt salon 
where prudent heirs sweat in overcoats, sure 
their profiles can disgrace our art-dartboards. 
Ego nature finds its quickest aim in beginnings, 
a naissance to obliquely punish yesterdays with. 
Cradling an antenna's unripe fruit, your gusts incite 
the white apartment, its darksome rooms where 
derivative jars filled with conked nudes ripen. 
But all in all, the central event will not relent. 
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MEDLEY 
 
A sunflower follows chessmoves 
back and forth, but the minutehand 
hates the hourhand, that big bully— 
I myself long for tiny pushdoors, a 
terrified via, whose keyholes I'd use 
to bleach matchsticks in hope of 
paler purer flames! And sometimes 
across my strums, in madwallow  
sprawl I lie, or else I'll escape, 
pelted by sculptors' raisins.  Aboard 
the meow express or the purr local 
I flee, trying to forget the White 
House ear, to hear instead my pancakes 
collapsing in laughter.  It is perhaps  
my fault entire that I cannot sham 
their humor, that each day solder-rottens 
me to a glassy voluptuousness of 
avoidance, of irrepeachable calm 
which some critics call suburban. 
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SIGNALS  
 
my smoke-signals all 
claim to be drowning 
though perhaps 
I'm simply reading  
them wrong 
how many other 
messages have I  
misinterred today  
 
I continue to fly although 
I know the salvo as it soared told 
me to fall and its shells 
mentioned something 
on their way through 
maybe I misheard 
 
each time  
my hands try to fill 
the abacus its numbers 
empty them 
in exchange  
the commerce 
of our encounter  
equalizes further 
with each caress 
 
verse like mist 
measured not by its reach 
but its inpenetradensity 
 
(no stanza break) 
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its blindness to bump 
and break my womb's 
earphones clapped 
on the void 
 
my teacher was echo 
she made me stay after 
and write her name on 
the blackboard over  
and over and so 
 
my ears gave arbor 
to endless infants 
drunk on coifs 
the pigtails of their parents 
 
I grope in the dark 
with all my else and ouch 
I enter the testament hole 
where shroud embarks 
I clutch a licenseplate and rub its 
scenery of bitemarks 
 
ave sister ave triste 
save me have me 
 
cig-ember gemming  
my navel 
burn me when no one is looking 
 
dig blisters like sugar eyelids 
around my anat 
 
(stanza break) 
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plunge knives to my ticker quicker than love 
 
let your clarity 
dilute my drool 
 
my hair done up in pitchfork tines shines 
and I cleopatra the cows until 
they rameses 
 
the zero that regulates my one 
is angry at me 
 
ave sister 
ave triste 
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THE ACT 
 
If love can be cornered 
in the four arms of the act, 
its room squared off 
by equal exchange, 
 
a cowering animal 
whose back's to the wall. 
 
By earlier harms 
than mine haunted, 
stalked and pinned; 
yet the past surrounds itself 
with portraits of the living; 
 
prefrontal petal, 
polysob sorb, a fate 
hung highest arc is where 
that slack-awe yawns us, a 
cross of pierce-yielding hands. 
 
Bleakklieg eyes, eyes of wreak. 
 
Face chewed 
by drool of last dosages. 
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IN JEST 
 
Always trying to alliterate Jeckyl with Hyde, 
rhyme me with you, us with we, 
I fail to immobilize that repartee 
of twain. 
 
All outdoors brooded upon us as 
our hands appeared to pale-abandon 
the sanctuary we wept 
into tealeaves— 
 
The novelist who hears noises 
while removing thoughts 
from a goblin 
cannot banter me either. 
 
Following a few vidludes carefully 
left uncaptioned for the illiterate, 
I note that virtuous arguments 
tax orators most. 
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MIMED 
 
My application for the job of 'corpse, public' 
was rejected, but similar employment 
of private sector beckoned from the horizon, 
as always it was a question of dimension, 
where one stood in regard to it. Despite 
the choicest forsakings I was deposed 
by each strata-et-cetera, earning the scorn 
of my diminished status all too quickly 
to heal the breach in sardine measures that 
taught me six feet deep doesn't need hell 
to fill it. Flailing over the bannister didn't 
help. Safetypins jabbed into my shoulders 
should enable me to fly soon: until then 
I'll muck up my manque like a lapidary ape 
stranded at an ungainly height I can never 
attain, a topiary lust can merely relate 
till mimed by flowers the wind carries it. 
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POEM 
 
Now there is an evil I cannot name because 
its fellow evils 
will swirl around me crying 
for like recognition 
 
But my mother knew that curse 
and presided over it 
squatting over it 
with her hellhair 
her pubis hiding in fear 
 
My world was a squirt of urine 
from that teem-traum-dream 
in anger my belly flings 
a drop of cum back 
 
On humanity's photograph 
ripples appear 
smack between the sight 
 
Unwrapped from the moment 
time is born in place of 
always in place of 
I pause here to currycomb bygones
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ANTLERS 
 
To imagine our own death is impossible, 
Freud says: elsewhere at the taxidermist 
a rosebush demands to be treated 
as an animal—I too would like to get petted 
without thought like a cat, incomplete 
gestures fluff the fur that clots your lap 
flap flap. That's a bat. The errors 
of IDing accumulate a decrepitude 
which even Mistook-the-Magician 
can't correct. Evils cropping up 
on every q-tip will soon secularize 
my misty inquisition with darker 
motives than purity, or wish they could— 
 
(Your next neologism will replace these words. 
Soundcheck refuses a teardrop to Joseph's cloak. 
To venerate it better, pack the vase in vase-shards. 
Noncelebs giggle and make an audience of  
   themselves. 
Even in heaven nuns finger their key-rings. 
The spark and feather we call smoke clouds each 
   take.) 
 
Upghast as antlers haunted by virginity I 
wafer unction to a shoeless gong.  



 

120 

LOVE POEM TO DAMIEN HIRST 
 
Aftervintage pages vanish, 
laden with update truth— 
my anon escape descends 
the flopsteps where I stand 
sneezing into a crown. 
 
Can I detain the ruins 
a little with my life, that 
sucker desperate for capitol, 
strengthening the vein 
of blindness inside lumps of coal— 
 
Gem-dress my skull, Damien 
thick lacerations of scam 
I fidget like rouge 
on an unruly carpet. Please sell me 
Hirst-first— 
 
I pledge refuge, porous pawn, 
sky which ocean swears 
is wasted, my coat's cannibal lapels 
will mend your monsoon wound, 
largess gush mode. 
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APPEARING NIGHTLY 
 
Spotlit—assisted in mid  
prestidigitation by the wind—  
I wield a shishkebob of heads 
whose tongues hang swaying, 
saying what the wand wants. 
 
I point out the birthmarks 
of alias and conjure the plethora  
that sugars our footprints  
and dusts the sunset— 
that ancestral-tao, that benefice 
 
bane, that grim grass which 
overgrows each reach, each  
alms our road groped toward. 
Here is the majesty and moss 
of another grasp.  Another loss. 
 
Here is the world, exiled. 
Its tidal stage-curtains close 
or open, it grows or wanes, 
its actors lose and gain  
their personae per the moon.
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HOME 
 
on the wall a boxing-glove lactates 
 
nailed to the wall a boxing-glove 
bleeds milk 
 
what tit is it 
that drops dollops 
of great sweat 
that whiten the carpet 
 
yanked from its frame the room dies 
 
my insert eye 
sigh-mates 
my insert semen migrates 
 
detached from its frame the room rises 
to milk the wall 
whose udderlamp 
drips light 
that drained the champ 
of all his fist 
 
the hand squeezes itself 
for distance it 
massages its pugilist part its penis 
 
it feels up 
the decolletage of its diff  
and tries tries 
to collate love 
 
detached it rises to kiss this  
inert heart 
this welcome glove 
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NO-ACT PLAY 
 
I'm sitting alone in my rented room. 
 
A door knocks at the door. 
 
I don't answer. 
 
It goes away. 
 
Later I leave the room, and go to my  
crummy job. 
     
The door returns, and knocks again. 
 
It is admitted. 
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PERSPECTIVE 
 
I must look down to see 
the things that fall 
into the well 
 
(coins 
teardrops 
stopsigns 
 
sunsets 
planets 
etcets) 
 
because when I don't  
look down to see 
them suddenly  
 
they all  
start to fall  
on me 
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VISION (prosepoem) 
 
If I could only blank it out, every bit of it, all the past, all my 
stupidities my hapless behaviours and failures in detail, if I 
could forget the details of those endless humiliations, 
especially the faces of everyone who rightfully reproached 
me with disgust and contempt, who censured me with 
disdain and disapproval, all the people with their glaredowns 
and gloats, browscolds and sneers, the way all those faces 
looked as they made known to me how shameful, how small 
and inadequate I was and still am. . . .  The fact that they will 
die too is no consolation, because they will not die with me 
on their minds whereas I will see a montage panorama go-
round of their faces as I lie heaving for a last rale of air: their 
scornfrowns will fill my eyes with all. 
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COUPONS AVAILABLE 
 
Whenever CSI tried to 
chalk outline one  
corpse of Proteus 
too many we heard 
 
his memoranda read 
over the wind, against 
the phone.  Enticing 
bandaids off earthworms  
 
via mental telepathy 
was still followed by  
the usual appall, the same 
mad-dog meanwhile. 
 
Thus each time the chess 
champs throw dice to 
dictate their next move 
a vase and an owl debate 
 
the outcome.  Wait, 
there's more aspic 
precision in this next shot 
of dead peasant, arms 
 
flogging his baby's path. 
It lasts until it laughs. 
It takes place in the lab 
where they vie to put 
 
the me back in mediocre 
and the I in you.  Equating 
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to the sound made in 
the 1950s by a thousand 
 
typewriter covers being 
slid off to write the word 
whose sound cannot 
repeat that thou-slid sound, 
 
suggesting the collective 
actions of our fingers 
pressing this keyboard 
add up to a standard or 
 
a flag prompting vertigo 
across the nastiness when 
it stands to sing the nation. 
Thousands of them sound 
 
their voice in one body as 
Proteus who includes 
their nature in his and has 
to once we mall ourself. 
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LAPSES, LAPSES 
 
There is no us unless it's Us: the Movie, 
though each sinkdrip thinks it remembers Narcissus 
from somewhere, his big mug, his big scene is 
 
even more unwilling to assume the loss 
beading up accrued as a stopgap than this 
stifled hope it's happening to someone else— 
 
When evaporations have drained every face, 
when who's there, suffer-thing, damn lack of focus 
get slurred together, get forgot—although 
 
the water thinks it remembers Narcissus— 
yes: wasn't he the one who claimed "Coitus 
is best against a mirror"; or was it "window"? 
 
Beyond such reflections there is no us, 
I mean no univocal being to be jealous 
of, scream at, hate and (sometimes) love: or so 
 
the sink thinks.  Dishes gunked with Narcissus 
or other perversions too ketchup morphous 
to name or too shared, perhaps.  Oh! one must go 
 
beyond such reflections.  There is no lust, 
really, as you well know, just this vacuous 
anonymous that fills the eye with those faux 
 
the drink thinks it remembers.  Narcissus?— 
simply to name him suggests his bare guise belies 
that false face glimpsed from your porthole 
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of consciousness, the window you failed to save 
when every beaut-boat was drained from below 
by a backpedaling Picasso, an ocean of shrink 
 
dripping with theme-matic modes, themedies,  
where antics with gleaming target-pointed chests 
formed a last lifejacket dispatching its parch-fate 
 
as the picket-flicking projector easily shows  
reruns of the same old spoonshaped profiles 
likely to fall out when you crack the spines 
 
of their autobi-hogs from the photo-insert 
pages in the middle: soon descent into the drain 
sargasso impinges and yet to know the arrow 
 
is a disciple of the ball is no giveaway or tic 
to squeamish at.  How many of us complain 
about the Vatican's porn collection, marble 
 
halls filled with stills of Garbo Brando sex 
studded poses, does anyone anyone, do you? 
There is no us unless the movie version shows 
 
how tactile its evasions are, offering a pair  
loss of memory, mark-sleep, simple narcosis. 
Beyond such reflections us is lost in seconds. 
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LAMENT 
 
like pinpricks-minus-pain 
the mist is on our skin 
 
autumn mops up the poppets 
of spring 
 
they lose their heads in happendown drift 
lofted-off fluff 
 
blown of color 
bled dust 
 
white-frail  
dandelions are 
 
fright when they rare 
more hues than us 
 
which leaves but more air 
to be covered with ice / frosts 
 
if only that trotting 
tragedian time took all 
 
and stripped his guise 
scrubbed this gray decay off 
 
overly-wise  
we cry 
 
stemstruck bent to  
like's likeness 
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Homicidal Domicile II: Night of the No-Par 
 
     The desire to carve criminals up into one's family retains 
more room in us than the grease, the gold, the urine 
conversant with the flood: even the left hand's appraisers 
shun the right's buyers. 
     Thus my testicles have divorced but continue to share the 
same house, if only your penis was sharper it would cut the 
scrotum in two resolving this rental stumpage, this game 
forced yet deigned to wear the day-jar's view. 
     Where the righteousness of noon corrupts windows; like 
a name slanted to cry; floorboards that tweak earth: cult 
pepper, hurled by turban cameras, we grovel at sculptors 
whose heels punctuate our idol. 
     Glittering incidentals, hours in which towers swim off 
their own balconies, ah what stylites live atop our I's.  
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PARADE 
 
The day was resting on all its descents 
as I escaped blackly down my boundaries 
through years of severity the lips print 
forgiven stargrams across the wade window 
plucked from its season of else or where— 
 
Going sad endured I led cliffs and caves, 
the world crawled as far as the one wall me, 
fishnet eyes a jeweler's queue was fucking  
while bar-droids begged Raskolnikov to buy 
them another drink: what was I thinking! 
 
Binoculars reeling no wonder I proceed 
so suicide.  The ribbon that asks me the way 
home is frayed.  Exalted.  The dream whose guests 
we are here lacks a host.  I'm cueball if 
I care.  And forth that time we shared its birth 
 
many but its end never.  Ergo eluding us 
like donuts in a volcano the shapes echo,  
if Einstein's boxinggloves can't punch a hole 
this paperbag must be real.  Centuries of  
crossfire crashland.  Yet everyone was going  
 
to have his own life they said; in the interim  
hands regnant on the doorknob or flags  
the color of null came to curry our curse. 
One spat out his tasteless end, his cud 
of finale.  He watched the procession avidly: 
 
the way they took such care, plucking flaws 
out of every sleeve as they marched on by.  
Gallop I say, limping along behind them,  
straightarming a lemon cart.  Street where all 
the marquees slump weeping on my shoulder. 
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ISSUE 
 
All solar worlds are the same: 
 
no inspiration 
rises from the ground— 
instead  
it descends from above 
 
to find secure a spot to pray 
for crevice for haven. 
 
From the land surrounding me 
some sill holds firm in 
its origin, and yet 
how thwart all design grows. 
 
Always the interval arrives, 
sauve guillotine  
honed on its air 
of precedent, of accident. 
 
Fissure to tap the well's outgurg— 
even that surge 
seems prefixed from on high— 
 
Its word crowns descent 
with enemies/energies animal 
in nature, or 
 
questionable as the machine  
spirit crypt 
that crumbles  
beneath this issuance. 
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VACATION DESTINATION 
 
They were cabinets in secret, the trees— 
they kept their contents hidden, often— 
is a list necessary. Not knowing is what, 
nough-enough? They wept openly as 
the coffin was rotisseried on the hour. 
I began to pour white paint on the spots 
the mime missed. My ardour woke 
no mirror like a mobile of stabs into light. 
 
So cryptically hostile I fly de Milo high 
over your emaciated eiffels, towers 
where lambs shower the multibaa you 
mistake for bells. Each rose powdered 
with tint of retouseé, or wagtails parks 
evacuate when gelded highrise-ranks panic 
and sleep. They oracle us down there. 
 
If one without diff speaks of his same, 
who will, obscurest in their nearness, 
echo minty all his words if dazed by 
the circumference of this sheer niquity 
long tainted in the cease, the gravitational 
caress on the soles of a corpse, who— 
And yet origin needs nothing to be 
itself. The way numerals on a digital 
 
take an exact time to appear, to etch 
themselves anon, sweet enemies of 
the ether. Contrast them with your 
 
(no stanza break) 
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old ticktock clock, the one you wind up 
and stick in a sulk so you can't hear 
it, how clumsical its numbers seem 
compared to these. It's like that flash of 
 
green when the brake is going down and 
the sky anchorscents your rave and sane. 
Rags bathed in bull, more tenant with 
void than breeze, we parade Pompeii 
in blank laundry. Don't pout at the Marquis 
de Sade please. Don't pet the snake he 
uses to spice up his enemas with, either. 
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THE POEM IS ALIVE 
 
The critic's hand is cured by atrocity 
Watch it wield the next dictated homily 
 
Gripping cash beneath arctic lamps 
The uncompiled umpires run through fields 
 
The pheromones have gone home 
To a cathedral catheterized by eels 
 
Above the wheat's bending amen-figures 
Night convinces the day to wait for us 
 
Upstairs with all the rest of the frauds 
I remain with my finest demonstratives 
 
Of course the poem is alive to its limits 
To the length that composition permits  
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SENTENCE 
 
Since the sentence of my head, 
syntacted by ears for clauses 
and browful nouns and eyes 
verbs, modifiers nasal: as 
 
the period the mouth merely 
paraphrases those features 
everyone must compose in order 
to parse it, why does my neck 
 
hold it so studiously 
close—so marked and ready—for 
my body to peruse: to read 
 
what? an Nth-generation xerox 
evolving toward Neanderthal; 
a fossil-legible face; a scrawl. 
 
 
 
Note: 
A variation on traditional figurations which present 
the face's features as letters, numerals, etc. 
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REPLICA DAYS 
 
A statue disguised 
as the lines in your palm 
longs to love you 
though still you resist 
its endless caresses. 
 
Just as the smoke  
of burnt portraits 
clings to mirrors. 
Similarly ashes of dolls fill up 
a child’s footprints. 
 
Rain also, in the event 
an iceberg’s  
mourning-clothes. 
 
Dawn drapes you: 
you put your arm in one sleeve 
and the other sleeve  
begins to bleed. 
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POEM 
 
From gem to semen is moan— 
The sound of two lipsticks rubbed together— 
Get your agon on, Antigone! 
Oink douche evangelist bludgeons 12. 
 
Can you feel his sandaldown hair? 
Do you know his mission can you see 
Printed on the back of his shirt it reads 
Progress is coming to Sherwood Forest. 
 
Slim colonnade in stamen-warm night . . . 
Your dream paused there last night 
To look out at the yard you had been saving 
For reality [absorption / alternative / reserved] 
 
Lust catered by the puffiness of cheeks at dawn 
They were easing it up onto the lawn 
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AUTUMNAGAIN 
 
Time migrates its sun 
closer to the core 
of my prismperson. 
 
The semi-falling leaves 
flesh out their coined 
profiles; they achieve 
a self only on contact 
with the ground. 
 
Clouds cross the eye. 
Come back, I beg, 
but only when 
you look like the wind. 
 
Asking to whom, 
answering to why. 
 



 

   141 

POEM 
 
An SOS emphasis.  
Who 
was lost in me 
when I found you? 
 
Now the exchange of 
childhood-hoarded hours, 
of faces whose patience wavers 
on the dayscale. 
 
The nightscale weighs only 
those absent.  
 
Sometimes these questions 
halt back and forth 
like a landscape heaped 
with placebo stopsigns. 
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SON 
 
Your most roseate pimple veils 
its thorn ouch-eunuch: I save 
the world not to its mold but mine, 
the way Hitler loved to swish 
his mustache from one nostril 
to the other, likely my Bi revolves 
around all the earth quells— 
 
the pissed-in wadingpool: 
apparent suicide fondles my bait, 
I am that couture of soul which 
coats make flap, raiding the sockdrawer 
for perspective, but why conceal 
it if you're going to arrange 
desire in these rec-rooms of. 
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POEM 
 
Fruitquake-aged wrestlers, your 
palms succumb to sprinklers born 
of relapse; a lot of javelins are 
omnivore. Every true mother's rush, 
 
multitudes beaten in elastic rooms, 
you prevail at first by shining at 
catch, your blame tender as young silver; 
over the breathless banquest I fall as 
 
always, weeping seesaws all day, my 
worship vigilant to oracles in armor. 
Subdued untrodden frauds licentious 
at first daily I barbered my Zeus; 
 
the elevators fell, versed on shore 
where I hover in an ogle arrogant  
as fetid, I lost my chance at a loftshot. 
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MEMOIRISM 
 
My bio is buttered by mother, my auto 
by father.  First, father autobio'd mother,  
who then bio'd his auto in her ms. son,  
the misery one.  Non-bio exploits I abhor 
 
as does every contemporary litterateur 
adhered to being, that sole mode: we know 
that those who imagine their works not 
as me or I should be forced into therapy 
 
made to take psychotropic drugs.  No 
exceptions are allowed: I too must join  
the rest of you in this rendered real, this 
 
overratio of truth to fable, I too must tell 
lifelike anecdotal excerpts from my actual  
personal past spiced with empirical detail.  
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INCREMENTALS 
 
I want to purify the poem 
by dedicating it to myself, 
but the pot darkens 
the archeologist and holidays 
 
are dull.  There must 
be a magazine that publishes 
blushes but no, probably not—— 
 
To lie on one's back limb by limb 
and play with pebbles in a knot 
is my lot.   Personal stylites dot 
my I's pillar and then fall off 
 
enough. The sparrow-dried wafer  
will flit tonight.  Echo-infant 
cymbals will scar my thirst for dole. 
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STRAND 
 
Poured transparent by water I enter, 
the minutiae find me whole again, 
the small storms that attend my pores, 
the closest fears.  I enter my room, 
 
the space I must disrobe to occupy: I see 
the coathangers shrug off my timid gesture 
of solidarity, of consolation 
for their intrinsic aloneness, their 
 
bone forms never quite covered 
each time the waves heave these clothes 
upon our strand.  I stand in front 
of this convenient nakedness, 
 
this open door of the moment knowing 
every closet longs to be unique in its disorder, 
a shambles of mothholes and outworn forms 
donating itself daily to the place 
 
I must parse to the point of empathy, 
knowing that as true its brunt breeze 
intends to condense all I contain of sea, 
and as always succeeds.  Yes, 
 
it rains my ocean empty. 
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POEM 
 
They stole all the belongings I left 
on the sidewalk because I could only 
lug part of my stuff into my new home; 
and so I cried screaming at the cars 
that shrieked by, sobbing on my knees. 
Seems all I could do to calm myself 
was rub my thumb along the clawpoints 
of the strange key which would open 
the door of my new place, if, that is, 
I had indeed locked it behind me: 
they may have already gone up there 
and stole the things I carried in before.  
 



 

148 

THE ONE 
 
If gravity's angel is  
the unfallen one,  
the only one 
aloft, if.   
 
It's paper I write on, page 
you read, but is it ever 
papge?  That  
unpronounceable  
 
is where  
the sacrifice 
occurs, the merge— 
Like Sylvia in Leopardi's lament 
 
we fall, in fact we flop: 
our slack hands helpfully point 
out the inadvertent  
directions of death— 
 
the right a tomb in the air, 
the left a mausolith, 
the one I write with. 
And now all 
 
the others recto verso show 
their distance the one,  
the only one  
I live with, if. 
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THE FUTILIST 
 
Is there a single inch— 
one square millimeter 
on the face of our planet 
which some animal 
human or otherwise 
has not shit on? 
 
Is there anywhere even a 
pore's-worth of ground— 
earth that has never 
(not once in its eons) 
been covered by what 
golgotha of dung? 
 
If such a place exists, 
I want to go there 
and stand there 
at that site 
in that spot, truly 
and purely for an instant.  
 
 
Note: 
Futilist to dream of an edenic site untainted by waste  
and decay.  As the last line indicates, even if he found  
that mythical speckpoint, in one instant his mere  
presence would defile it for ever. 
 
 



 

150 

 THE SILO 
 
The silo 
longs to feel itself full, 
if only for an interval— 
 
Its ribs expand once yearly as 
the host of harvest 
enters a space 
unbearable to the nil, 
painfully utopian in its display 
of plenty. 
 
But soon after that sate 
moment slowly 
each ear of corn is paid out 
over the days until 
only empty shucks 
and echoes fill the crib-cage, 
its grasp lies 
reduced to wisps, to waste. 
 
Mice round the slats of its walls 
without pausing because 
nothing’s there 
on the floor.  Nothing and all 
of nothing’s needs. 
Modest winds brush through. 
 
Circumspect as someone 
retracing their signature 
on a death certificate, 
going over each letter 
a second, unnecessary time. 
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AN INSTRUCTOR'S DREAM 
 
Many decades after graduation 
the students sneak back onto 
the school-grounds at night 
and within the pane-lit windows 
catch me their teacher at the desk  
or blackboard cradling a chalk: 
someone has erased their youth,  
and as they crouch closer to see  
more it grows darker and quieter  
than they have known in their lives,  
the lesson never learned surrounds  
them; why have they come?  Is  
there any more to memorize now  
at the end than there was then—  
What is it they peer at through shades  
of time to hear, X times X repeated,  
my vain efforts to corner a room’s 
snickers?  Do they mock me?  Forever?   
Out there my past has risen in 
the eyes of all my former pupils but 
I wonder if behind them others 
younger and younger stretch away 
to a day whose dawn will never  
ring its end, its commencement bell. 
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 A Brief on the Great Pyramid  
 
The Great Pyramid has been spared the ruining  
incursions of storm, rain and winter (imagine it in  
Norway or Brazil).  But some say its interior is filled  
with millenia of showers, snowmelt, hailstones in  
flood.  And that if that granary of water was ever  
released it would inundate the desert.  An ocean  
would occur.  Formless endless waves, enveloping  
and barren, the sole exception being the GP's peak,  
that lone, irreproachable island.  Others say this sea  
inside is simply the sweat of the slaves who built it,  
hidden teardrops repressed in the daily cloud of  
submission, sobs that ebbed before they were born. 
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APPLE  
 
Pack your bathtub with humankind. 
Your closet with animaldom. 
Let grassmost spill from your shelves. 
 
Cram the world into your house, 
overlooking no cubbyhole 
no corner.  Surrender your personal 
 
to matter external, 
privacy to plethora, 
fill each space with all. 
 
Leave no room for yourself, though— 
how foolish that would be. 
For, as the fruit is a little 
 
recantation on the part of bitterness, 
a letting up of its overkill reign, 
so this surfeit will solve  
 
for a while your null.
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MYSTERY MOVIE 
 
The business rival, the jealous lover, 
the distant heir: once I've guessed  
who the murderer is, it's over before  
it's over, like life.  The detective will  
continue to not see the obvious or 
else pretend to lack the answers till 
his hunch is confirmed: if he's Poirot 
or so, he savors his superiority and 
holds his gloat over the heads of all 
the stupid others: the cast still looks 
each suspicious close-up in the eye, 
but my attention fades to patience. 
Post-intrigue and somewhat bored I 
settle back, awaiting the confirmation 
of my solution.  Then: each clue hangs 
abacus-like on the bars I've placed 
around it all, safe and cell, confident 
the guilty one shall confess to prove 
that even I must suffer exoneration  
in the executions destined for those 
who foresee the end, who linger here 
complacent in our deductive wisdom, 
reviewing the forensics, the shrewd  
sleuth-insights that result in the death 
of suspense, the loss of our audience 
innocence.  Now the soundtrack swells 
to leitmotif its list of suspects, each of  
whom could have done it if this world 
were only perfect, equal in its sharing 
 
(no stanza break) 
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of virtue or crime.  Sherlocks who solve 
the puzzle pre-climax are most to blame 
perhaps: are we to show for this lack 
of justice, we who jump the gun, who 
deny the drawing out of the dilemma, 
thrill of the withheld.  The unknown. 
We who rush too soon to the revelation. 
We killjoys who slay its necessary delay. 
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THE MALL-TIQUE ESTHETIC 
 
Often a flower tries to befriend your shirt, 
but you must shun its minor transcendence 
and remain in transit afterwards then later forward, 
 
nor stop along any ground lure to wield 
an egg balanced on a T-square and declaim 
how grateful you are for whatever cameo roles 
 
your filmnoir killers and thieves can still assume, 
though the thrill of closing your eyes in witness 
leitmotifs the fear they show account to. 
 
Earth-surface seems to support this with evasions 
which, if difference did deliver, might 
grant monkey unanimity to time's isolation 
 
and overcome your capacity for reason among 
vined gardens of origin, desperate media 
which litter the floor with florabunda 
 
whose come-ons to your clothing are due 
to their desperate desire to be real somehow: 
how sad nature is in its entourage stage, 
 
its stalker nazi strategems to stay relevant, 
the way it mimics us.  Its simulacra swarm 
almost human in their gaudiness of thorn 
 
or leaf though of course they lack our essential 
say nay qua.   Yet here you are among their 
units of ubiquity as if they were the one you 
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should escape and run to hide beneath a sundial, 
while your windmills pump water to a stalled 
starting-block; your bread sops up the clouds. 
 
Hey: each day don't you see on the screen 
a comedian's teeth battle the lava of his own lips. 
Doesn't that scene render Vesuvius superflous. 
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POEM 
 
I heard the abide.    
 
How low it was.  
How loud it was. 
 
How soon it ended. 
And what it said. 
 
I heard its words 
poured, pouring 
from the sky. 
 
The clouds were frauds. 
 
The froth lost its mind in an ear. 
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VERTIGO 
 
All prisons were quiet where I walked, 
yet my way was limited 
as buried in my tread I made rounds 
that threw up barricade.  
Rivers can flow with no sense of advance, 
no anticipation of arc, but I must know 
what my steps seek, thrust 
thumbs into my belt for navigation 
or find an emptiness between 
the possible routes, a stay 
to steer me through the faceless confetti 
my mouth scatters in front. 
 
Like kisses clocked by scars 
my days were overt in their intent 
to pass these words 
through unison to you. 
And even though the disguises by which 
you have not known me 
still wield flagell-eyelids 
that haunt me with rainbow seepage 
I have yet to mourn for signs 
that I am here, and I refuse to mime 
the verities that crest your view 
in dread of drops.  
 
Does my anonymous know me 
or am I alone here in the night 
where I guide myself down 
via kite-strings.
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MISHAP MESSAGE 
 
I bandage my wristwatch 
to stop the bleeding 
of time but time 
is perforce the wound 
out of which space empties 
Einstein's bag of marbles 
 
the greenie I shoot at its sister the moon 
the purey I bury with a note saying no 
the blue one weighs in my hand 
as light as sky minus earth 
earth of course is the last marble 
 
I like to hear it roll 
around my showerstall 
before I fall into the drain 
into that distillate of distance we call 
ocean 
 
whitecaps whitecaps 
beneath each of which 
a nurse bobs up and down 
 
cold fingers hold my wrist 
cold toes probe my throat 
is that my pulse I ask 
sisters is that my life 
 
(stanza break) 
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is that the onomatopoeia of the waves 
words that jumble space with time 
laughter tumbling down a telescope 
 
words that turn to marble all I say 
white as my years they bleed 
they bleed away 
white but white as only Einstein's hair is white 
or a note slipped under drowning doors  
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CROSSROADS 
 
A crossroads is a solely human place— 
animals in their time have created paths 
through jungle, woods or plain, wearing 
down the grass with hooves and paws, 
but roads that intersect are necessities 
which only we respect.  The junction    
of two lines laid in the earth serves 
to focus our steps in ways which crazed 
disparate fleeings of herds to and from 
their waterholes and feedgrounds can't  
come flock or follow.  Beyond those mad 
meanders lies the nearest need to greet 
a configuration of fates we recognize 
indigenous to us: hostile purposes, aims 
in antipathy: two destinies that disagree 
at every point except one, pure opposites 
who meet just once, whose encounter 
is over before the moment can swerve, 
the transient turn untrue.  Forever lost 
(like chessmen in a labyrinth) we must 
impose our cartography upon this dirt, 
whose card-dealt corrosive tracings deny 
our thoroughfare thought, our dream 
of achieving that beckon-cathect, that 
act which will prove by evil increasing 
daily acts of horsepower steadfastness 
that our choice of trek was correct, since 
a crossroads alone can show us the way 
we didn't take, lunging there at right 
 
(no stanza break) 
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angles to our progress: its ninety degree  
option runs so counter to our own that  
it endorses the unique course we each 
ride out the rims of, our souls plow-low 
so none of them neither else can share 
what, except for that single instance of 
sidelong, that helpless avoidance, that 
glimpse of other lives we might have 
enjoyed a respite with on this misjaunt 
hurrythrough, is a solely human place. 
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DOLLY THE EWE FIRST CLONE OF THE WORLD 
 
Turfclods kicked at me by Dollyherds 
are d'oh-kay, but when her sheepmates 
slur my name that way it grates me, 
though I know from Bill to Baa 
is not so far.  Distance yearns for more. 
 
So many ways to go, no wonder 
hotels converge sobbing, heaving why 
why is he leaving me, I want to die— 
understandably.  I myself feel that way 
often, I who found a bird so small 
 
it was shed by its own feathers, 
and fed it to my cat.  All these wild 
creatures in the world and they 
have no place to stay, no ark can 
hold the moult-might of their DNA, 
 
no wonder it injects my replicant's 
empties over trashcan allah horizon: 
I innoculate that termongrel daily 
until he has his waste's worth of it 
or till its pit omega-emits enough to fit 
 
the one clone I lack the mod cons for. 
The only one I'll never be anymore. 
A convention of them or a conference 
attended with name-tags of the extinct 
is where my cage waits, kicked at by kids.
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THE VINDICATION (prosepoem) 
 
If it were only possible to launch enough satellites up, one 
apiece for each of us down here on earth, billions of spysats 
programmed to monitor us all individually, that's the 
important thing: that each one of us would have his or her 
own personal private skysat; and then, when our (our!) 
specially-designated sole-focussed fetish-trained mysat was 
finally and totally locked onto us, what secrets could we 
exchange with it, how confide its include codes would grow, 
how large its zoom would contain us: each unique DNA 
traced and zeroed in on to find us, to separate us out, tell us 
apart from all the space trash next door to us.  Unfortunately 
that many satellites in the sky at once would form a 
hatchshell shield surrounding the planet like a renewal of 
Ptolemy's cosmos and would cut off all solar energy 
resulting in the pandeath of vegetation and terrestial life 
itself, a small price to pay, a minor consequence aftermath 
of having satisfied if only for one brief interval the universal 
desire to go recognized, singled out and beamed upon; of 
having appeased our deepest need, to be known. 
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ASSASSIN 
 
kiss each bullet 
before you load them 
so every saliva'd  
shell will slurp up 
during its inspired flight 
some of the confetti 
snowing down on  
the motorcade 
and will use those  
alphabet bits of 
newspaper or torn 
campaign posters  
whose false hope 
peoples this parade 
to compose an obituary 
to collate out 
of those shredded 
syllables and words 
those puffery lies 
like a poem drawn 
dada from a hat and  
thereby at the end  
of their satisfactory 
trajectory come to 
imprint some random 
elegy in the flesh 
of the tyrant me 
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DRAMA 
 
Tiresias's fingers trace the scars 
on the ankles of Oedipus 
to map out the blind routes 
he will advise us not to follow 
 
Newtonisms cling 
like crumbs to his mouth 
each distance is aimed straight 
plumblines measure these murders 
 
the crowd gathers in the square 
fruit plucked from keyholes 
fill their hands while 
plague-winds surge through them to make aisles 
 
upstairs alone the artist 
leans over carefully 
and blots her watercolor 
with camels to dry it 
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SCENARIO 
 
I am in love of old with your voice 
the one fading into its clones sighed, 
the voice in love of old replied 
a delayed sense of one attends me: 
if actors learn each role with scissors 
repeating its rip across the script— 
I am in love of old but it is hard to  
rehearse our parts when they occur 
snipped along the dialogue's errata 
yet love of old will show its face  
that text of frequent halts our ways exalt; 
they flood the stage to see the movie 
memory dreams but what film will fill  
or ford its depth though death is 
imminent in love of old and wings 
to kill those sky traceries that show 
no stage can hold the shapes that cut 
catty the paper where these apes appear 
or keep its stills in sequence when 
curtain-askance your eye I ascend. 
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DEMISE  
 
Not enough moviestars—   
 
Why not one for each of us!   
 
Until then every film we attend mocks us with its excess  
 
of cuts and cameras, when we know what it lacks.   
 
Until then, their sparse  
 
disparity disconsolates us, we treasure  
 
down each glimpse of that rumored screencomer,  
 
that cinemanque who roams the scenic wilds around this 
   premiere 
 
as it lies dying here,  
 
as it flashes flickers out its tiny faltering campfire  
 
of squeals and smiles. 
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 WHAT 
 
I envision a doctor saying 
to me someday soon 
(and any day is too soon) 
your diagnosis 
is terminal . . . then 
I imagine myself  
replying 
well I've had a good life— 
 
That daydream ends, 
and I sit in my room 
surveying, estimating 
trying to guess  
while I still can 
what's good 
about it. 
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AN ORIGAMI CLOCK 
 
Never fast, never slow, this horologue 
seems to work via the exactitude 
its folds embrace, a geometric 
reinforcement of shapes that entwine 
the present in the past, emerged 
from a pulpmill, a sheet 
gnarled not by lovers' meshings 
but by the origamist's fingers. 
Page which is also a maze. 
Book of nothing but dog-ears. 
In which one reads the vertical 
crease vis-a-vis the horizontal— 
until each pried segpiece tells 
our foretell, go on, peel it deeper 
like a nest which involutes 
wings in tinier and tinier tucks. 
Tuck tick tock, can our end 
be tighter tied than this?  What a twist 
to the then; what a knot to the now. 
Conundrum of time.  Watchworks 
ultrawhorled.  Outward stemmed, hour 
that is midmost.  Day that must 
be wound up daily in woundabout. 
Always its paper petals are shown 
tolled by the whole it introjects.
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WISHINGWELL 
 
I weigh the coin in my hand 
against the water's clarity 
that shines up at my shadow— 
what wealth to smash apart that  
gleaming calm with my claim 
on the future, my need to be 
rewarded with all I owe. 
I stand above the well wondering 
whether such a small as this 
sacrifice is worth one wish— 
the water is cold and stony 
to a depth I can only guess. 
And even if it reaches that far, 
plummeting through the rich 
rings of its sinking to reach 
a bottomlessness whose core  
is death-perhaps' deepest ore,  
there where the end gathers 
will my silver ever bring me  
any of the gold it shatters?
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WAIT TILL TONIGHT 
 
Sometimes a dream will show me 
the words I need to begin and end and 
then take them away and leave just one 
word or, like last night, three or four: 
"the arms of care."  That's all.  There 
were lots more but they vanished when 
my eyes opened; they were of course 
the words I need here now to justify 
this.  How can I forgive myself for 
forgetting them, forgetting that which 
might have made me whole for a while 
holding you all in my arms of care?
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CONTINUOUS SHOWINGS 
 
The days all drawn to December 
can't remember their own 
though every shopwindow offers 
24 hour plus.  It is precisely this 
excess of time, this hyperhoopla 
extolled by even the smallest streets, 
their torturous emporia, tedium 
temples that fly the boxoffice flag 
higher each weekend, or towers 
with clocks that would love to stick 
their hands like neckticktockties 
down into the traffic, that's the stuff 
that stabs me in stride.  No wonder 
 
I run to take cover before the FX 
kick in, witness en masse to those 
of us who crouch in our pockets 
trying to conceal the serial killer 
zapcams we use to chop ourselves up  
for camouflage, face snaps and shots 
which hide us inside our wallets. 
How beamingly we blend in with    
our A-Z via the usual ID charade. 
Isn't that me we quiz the sentry 
who scans our cards with laser 
razors while we bleed the answer, 
fearing that most bandages lack 
those panacea, those superpowers 
 
(no stanza break) 
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evinced most and emblemized by 
the youth-roles of film, the skilled 
portrayals of its hero-informal mold. 
 
It is the movies have made me old.  
Looking up struck at the blankgaze 
screen I see that I too must suffer 
that knowledge which the brow 
burrows beneath its furrows to show 
the visible effort an idea creates 
if nothing else.  All else is else. 
 
Surface the mind repeats as pure, 
hear my TV mirrormode: I can always 
remote a world's particulars, my 
closeups can quell-control the quick 
extinctions of your soul in oceanroll 
or twig miniscule; lens can always 
find a puddle to push around or 
a forest to erase from a woodcut, 
but Jan-to-Nov, now it's gone, no. 
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ITCH 
 
too many words but 
if you could pare  
them down to what 
your fingernails scratch 
over every pore 
of skin on your body 
except for a certain 
portion of the back 
below the blades above 
the small of it sits 
that singular patch 
your hands cannot reach 
to inscribe the lines 
that cover all the other 
fleshparchment 
so is that spot 
virgin reserved for 
Mallarmé perhaps 
untouched till god or 
devil autopist writes 
theirs there 
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APARTNESS 
 
They placed the sky  
in birds instead  
of inside themselves. 
 
Now from pane to pane the sun 
must depend   
on the clarity of elsewhere. 
 
An expanse of please, 
the day regained,  
its goodness land. 
 
But there are mondotrash  
who still war and waste 
in border disputes   
brave Procrustes' realm. 
 
They let their gods debate  
the measure mete,  
the counterfeit of zeroes. 
 
Hell's lepidopteral heirs,  
heap dragons. 
 
They are lost. 
They are blind, they are shoeless  
as an orchestra of exits. 
 
They are us. 
 
We place the bird in skies 
who have misplaced it  
inside ourselves. 
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THE BALLOON THAT LIVED ON THE MOON 
 
The lower gravity was kind to it 
It could bounce and soar higher 
Than Earth allows 
So the balloon was happier 
By far 
And soon forgot the puncture culture 
We perpetuate down here 
Where the hate-pins of our eyes skewer 
The frailest inflation 
The beadiest bubble is not safe 
But up there 
The bleak unpeopled landscape 
Mirrrors more faithfully 
A balloon's own sterility and 
Essential snootiness 
Consider 
What a round object by its perfect nature 
Excludes 
How its boundaries segregate the in from the out 
And show what is enough 
And what is less 
So when you think of the balloon 
That lived on the moon you might wonder 
Why all its brothers and sisters 
Because can't you feel how 
When one tugs your hand 
Deft with that upward urge how much 
It resists your touch 
How endlessly 
You are not a part of it 
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ISLANDS 
 
Garden hoses on horseback 
gallop through the desert 
to fill up the gulfs  
that surround us. 
 
Born of the birds who leave 
their eggs on the rim  
of volcanoes, then fly off  
never to return: 
that urging warmth 
erupts us into form. 
 
Lava solidifies the sea 
for binoculars of hourly ships 
whose cruel captains allow  
the stowaway days 
no shore, no leave. 
 
But the wisdom of archipelago, 
how one must stop sometimes  
to meet one’s feet  
on sites prepared for none. 
 
Over each beach 
senior sand and junior dune 
establish their shifty dynasty.  
 
Meanwhile look at all the water. 
 
The waves 
are swimmers no-one saves. 
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NO 
 
If only no-man’s-land  
were not nomadic; if 
that disarmistice place  
 
were meant to be mapped 
and did not constantly 
waver between us shifting  
 
reserves; if there were a cease  
in which to find peace,  
a lull to sing among,  
 
to sing our bye to: a site  
in whose endless sign 
genesis could be lost.
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RETURN (CINEMA) 
 
Down every road that rounds us off with rain 
I go though 
of course precious 
I have lost the way— 
 
Corridors run through movies 
to lead me onward to the onward place, 
but every time I try 
 
to keep track of that trackshot 
I die in clumps beneath its rails.  
 
See the days that drag me down with road. 
 
You stars who shine from the door 
of the projector, you holy detours, 
where my threshold fails is home 
to you.  You rule each realm 
 
I ache my grin into skeleton for. 
 
I know your names 
Will nickname my name some more.
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POEM 
 
1 
the same face peered from both our eyes 
but not to say goodbye 
 
the scene rejects your precious how-to 
 
pervaded by dripping moments 
notice the immobility of one 
 
see enemies free of their graves finally  
 
 
2 
more born than alive 
too born to be alive 
the penis rides 
 
through a bullet palace 
 
(aboard the meow express 
or the purr local 
 
even a snowfall 
unveils its air 
of sole percussions 
 
on wielderwings 
 
 
3 
He found in lapse  
his body’s solo data— 
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it left him whole  
without the halve-of-love. 
 
 
4 
I was eager to play place, 
to bet the the blue racetracks 
that run beneath my skin— 
and even to dare win. 
 
 
5 
I swept the mirror under the rug, 
the rug under the house, 
only now I have no floor. 
 
And still the scene insists 
there be no secrets, 
no distance cloaked in Ithaca. 
 
Too late— 
its gates are hung on bars, 
ledges blindfold all its windows. 
 
In the past, in youth's nether, 
how fast they climb  
the steps of my tailspin. 
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 NOVADOOR 
 
To bear the light 
as it grows ever 
 
is no way unless 
I want to waste 
 
the ease of what 
stays but the feet 
 
won't let me.  I 
exist by repeating 
 
I immediately 
even though my 
 
insistent rent of 
past-tense has 
 
close-focus cursed 
what's left of this 
 
redundant  
page, contagious  
 
singularity.  They 
try to spread the key. 
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SUMMER PARAPHRASE 
 
Sweeping the floor and mopping 
the laptop, these are my chores,— 
my household daily quest for darkness, 
the evil clustering in the dust 
under the bed, behind the couch, 
(see that laugh-jag on the ceiling—) 
wrath's detritus.  The past pleads 
goodbye, but our verdict is why. 
I roam to clean, feeling over-welcomed 
by the amount of clutter the air 
accumulates just being itself; added 
to the mess I make it’s enough 
to fill one’s life, that pile of totalities 
which counts prize days from those 
average and therefore desolate, 
seeing out the window how leaves 
can’t even lift their own branches 
from the downward that loves them. 
Turning back to this backlit page, 
I find the sun has picked it out,— 
through its links of shade I see 
the motes floating in each sunbeam 
seem more etched, more stable 
than these I’ve set my margins for.
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CONTRARY 
 
Dawn leaks consequence.  Where it will, 
hovering over appletree or railroad, all 
bright angles, letting the hopes happen. 
 
Maybe the day is blue, meaning south, 
meaning drought can find a path in it, 
lack can offer it reasons for not being— 
 
But if the day were gray, would plenitude 
negate it?  These eithers make a laugh. 
They do not consider my health, how 
 
it depends on neitherness neutrality, 
on tepid clemencies and staling bread, 
room temperature always preferred. 
 
My armchair sits beneath a glowing 
antenna which even hums a little to ease 
what I concern.  Twilight, chores done, 
 
the overflow of panting elevators appears 
frayed, decayed, despite ferocious washing; 
a wasteland imposes grateful ants.  Some 
 
say the afterlife will console our taste 
for communism: faraway docility, dog-boy, 
can you restore such douceur?  Transitory 
 
commeasurate, the body's border throws 
that origin an old lens stained with 
the remoteness of incest.  Tilled bare, 
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ground mutes me, bored rascal ill; 
I maladministrate the war of handshakes: 
sweet rain nets too much pit.  Covert 
 
holes perforate air.  Then hints of dark 
guidance—are sky's ways unsullied by 
route or is it all pre-mapped, programmed 
 
by fate?  Here you and I are loath: we 
conspire with appears, coy counterfeits, 
zeroing in on the spoils that fill spoons 
 
daily with hesitation while intention 
awaits all festivity.  All reception.  Or else. 
I'd sink sulkwise if it weren't such regress. 
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 PATIENCE 
 
Snapshots rot first at the edges, 
little cracks like escape routes 
point beyond 
the frame home. 
 
Silhouette stabbed 
by a treeleaf, night 
at the window.  Gushers 
of headlights, cars 
that chase the blinds 
across the ceiling. 
 
The face always expects 
to perform 
its own innocence. 
Beyond question. 
 
Just squint into the sun 
until the camera calms down. 
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VITAL SIGNS 
 
Suicides are the pulse of time. 
Its BP and temp are not, however, 
Births and weddings respectively. 
 
I respect all three, though; 
I even regulate myself accordingly— 
Because hours, even instants, 
 
Require our belief or else 
They will become forever; 
The transitory needs us to pledge 
 
Ourselves to its exit, yet this is a typically 
Poetic phhft-thought, a whish of words, 
A Rilkemilky blancmange. 
 
The ground breaks off a bit of dust 
To give to us, a little crust 
For the lips of the lost. 
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PICTURE 
 
Meadow of matchsticks, 
soon to be rekindled 
by Spring the incendiary. 
 
The exact flame of your blossoms 
will ignite the passions 
happily sapped by time— 
 
Dripdrop their excess went 
and now miners' hats 
light up like love before 
 
your vein, the frame of which 
is there to depict the drift, 
the waste when I painted 
 
all the review copies 
they sent me.  But those books 
open to polar pages where you 
 
and I weigh the ends of this 
teeter totem down, you 
at the head and nadir me; 
 
there where postmortem is 
the aura of self-portrait, 
its other half regained at last. 
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MEANING 
 
Imagine a world disguised as art, 
or one in which art masquerades 
as you, so your face is just a portrait, 
your legs a landscape.  Your hair 
abstract expressionism.  And when 
you go to the window each morning 
you glimpse in its transfiguring pane 
a streak of the vein source of things: 
that your eyelashes remain nothing 
but brushstrokes, that your feet 
beneath it all are woodcuts.  And when 
you open the door to inquire how 
a rose can limp between the breasts 
of the dawn, you feel like a collage 
snipped from the pages of a novel 
whose words have always remained 
immune to meaning, whose plot is 
not subject to that mute truthserum. 
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EXTINCTSPHINX  
 
Underline these half-written words as 
if to say their incompleteness increases— 
italicizes my meaning.  Similar such 
those partials out of which 
 
dinosaurologists construe 
that overpowering, that overtowering— 
that propped up by the very worship 
it yearns to bite in two. 
 
* 
 
In selfswamp submerged then 
to breathe through reeds of piss 
that gold god's evening panes 
barely adumbrate: they know how 
 
to improve the ceiling by 
removing the floor. 
 
* 
 
Birthdays having leapt their children, 
hesitation of candle, endless fugitive. 
A shudder emptied itself into your eyes. 
 
* 
 
Goodbye now, 
for my coat is changing hands upon me. 
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TO YOU 
 
If I were gravity I would 
increase my grip exactly 
at noon, knowing then the sun 
is furthest away and least 
 
able to help you resist 
the urge to slacken all 
and to fall down still 
into death's ergo siesta. 
 
I would ease up gradually 
throughout the day until, 
post-midnight, freed a bit 
from that bright counter-tug, 
 
I might even doze 
briefly if I were gravity; 
as long as I knew you 
were asleep, too, that is. 
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SETTLERS (MICHIGAN MEMORY #6) 
 
a child careening evening 
to intersect with his hands 
his so-lending touch underlining the offense 
 
the field’s blinding surrounds them 
binds them where formerly 
the eye was pronounced 
 
fenced in by freezeframes 
marshcupids frogjacuzzis 
dawn pushing a whiff of whitecaps 
 
acrobats portraying smoke 
what horizons hold  
the hammock’s voluptuous veto 
 
wasteland where nails love 
to discipline our house 
its noise drinks the little names 
 
may eagles guard your grave 
is this a blessing or a curse 
hunchback crushed to a hunchfoot 
 
what face without finding its lips has kissed me 
fountain whose yield is field is fall 
a white animal edits our cradle 
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MYTHICAL RITUALS 
 
Every day another roc moults, 
every feather crushing 
another town where 
Notnose and Shyeye 
and Wrongtongue  
are conspiring. 
 
As always the blood 
of martyrs drips 
straight to hell:  
a purple plumb-line, 
a Tyre-wire true. 
 
The hundred-husked heartvalve 
tries to find hope 
in these instances. 
But each day brings more. 
 
Each day we open 
a door whose keyhole 
shrinks around us.
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INTENT 
 
Stalactites can hang their mangy lava  
anywhere, but I have to cling to these arms 
that descend into hands.  Nights I probe 
 
the walls for guidance to the cave 
they're hiding in there.  Ordinary house 
on any street with huge divestitures 
 
of hope above it, the soul I was saving 
for rapture.  And so I have to adhere 
to this doorless expanse scattering birds 
 
its bareness.  This sky is why I cannot pry 
myself loose from certain caresses I gave 
years ago; their tentacle strands leave 
 
ampukisses on limp horizons.  These 
tendernesses dispensed in my wake 
constantly plant tendrils around my intent. 
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AGAIN 
 
One of my pores creaks 
when I pass through it, 
as I invariably do— 
 
if I found that aperture 
whose verge protests 
at my constant 
 
farings forth, 
I could oil it with 
kisses or apologies, 
 
promises to restore 
the tender sill its 
welcome mat violates; 
 
to renew the world 
it opens onto, to destroy 
the one it opens into, 
 
if I only knew 
why it alone 
amongst the millions 
 
dares to complain, 
to voice its distress 
in the form of flesh 
 
when I pass through 
as I invariably do,  
soon for the last time.
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PLUNGE 
 
at night one drop of rain  
falls from each star 
as if it were being lowered 
on a string 
 
and yet that storm of plummets 
is never enough 
to wet any of the planets 
that pass through it 
 
only the blackness the space 
between us is washed 
away by these singular 
lettings-down of water 
 
distance is washed away 
all the worlds merge 
for a liquid moment 
our island eyes  
 
and suddenly we understand 
why umbrellas love 
to dive  
into clouds 
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POEM 
 
barbershop in the desert 
where I shave  
the cacti daily 
so carefully that no  
pearl of their water 
is spilled by my razor 
 
come closingtime 
the needles I've sheared 
cover the floor so  
I sweep them all 
into the closet 
to fructify the feet 
of my secret cactus 
which I keep 
to replace the barberpole 
who defected 
up into the hills 
out into the aisles 
of my clientele 
 
my virility my male 
principle I'll 
trim so bare 
and never a drop 
of its sperm 
will I spare 
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SNUFFED 
 
The candle’s leaf  
is what we call those drops 
that cling solidified 
up along its length 
after it’s been blown out— 
 
We switch on the overheads.  Outside, 
branches bode, bode, bode. 
What 
do they predict? 
 
Descent is all, 
they’re not specific, unlike 
our phrase  
for this froze ooze 
(which beads the bole) 
(and which is more like sap than leaf) 
this effluvium, this sheaf 
that trickled from a flame we lit once 
days or years ago. 
 
Time, our sentence, is specific. 
Memory, its syntax, vague. 
The melt is where they meet— 
inksoil syllables dribbling down a page. 
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FLEDGLINGS OF THE CYMBAL 
 
Dawn, the ledge of day, is where 
every dreamer’s reflexes are tested; 
one misstep is enough.  Each waking 
is a fall from that high surefootedness, 
 
a descent from grace.  All sleepers 
thread their beds with this steadiest 
of paths that they may arrive at last 
in the plunge, the giddiness of worlds grasp— 
 
Now who shall lift his hands to show  
an hourglass in each armpit: birds emerge  
screeching, we devour his wormgroin. 
His moist declivities scour our habits. 
 
When evening empties the buildings of 
what is tall in them, we will return 
each to his roost, ledging and listening 
to a percussionist lapping against lilypads. 
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REFLECTION 
 
Some are afraid of the deep; 
me, of the shallows. 
 
It’s not possible to drown in it, 
but it is possible to delve in it; 
which is worse? 
 
I lean over a mudpuddle, 
bend to a pane-drop. 
 
The shallows 
is where I sight myself; 
the abyss 
shows all you others. 
 
Which is worse?
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ENCOUNTER 
 
Is there truly no secret 
I may forget for you? 
No, you answer, others have already 
forgotten all my secrets for me, thank you. 
You're polite about it. 
A shrug says sorry. 
Those others, they are obviously your true companions, 
whereas I— 
Now you go back intent to what you were doing, 
before my insane interruption. 
I crackle my cigarette pack. 
I look at you sideways. 
I don't want to intrude, I'm discrete. 
I sit and drink my capuccino.  Will we ever meet? 
I doubt it and besides, 
I've already forgotten what it was 
I bothered you with in the first place. 
Whatever it was I said, 
it's your secret now. 
I'll never know. 
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EVICTION PROCESS 
 
Wreckball all the highrises: 
then use the cornerstones of those  
leveled towers to create my castle: 
composed solely of foundationstones, 
each one of which was blessed 
with a ceremony, a literal 
groundbreaking and therefore whole; 
each block unique, 
inscribed with ritual aggrandisements; 
each planted solemnly:  
each underpin-laid as the bedrock 
its lesser brothers would rest on: 
use only those rootstones to raise 
the walls of my eyrie house hideaway 
whose forbidding frame will have 
no real infrastructure, whose form 
will be a spiritual suspension 
(cradle crux kernel hub core)  
wherein each establishingstone  
must cohere solid with the weight  
of its having once been named 
in salutation as such—but surely 
when these maidenstones these  
consecratalstones are placed 
together to make home my dream 
my ideal occupancy, then surely 
due to the baseless act  
of imagining this acme of architecture 
I will not be allowed to live here.
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AN UNDERSTANDING UNNATURALLY PROLONGED 
 
Someone was talking on the telephone 
marked for hello while at the opposite 
end of the café the phone for goodbye 
was free: we couldn't hear her voice at 
our equidistant midway table crowded 
with standup toasts shouted down, our 
congrats visible in the confidence with 
which napkins surged from loose collars: 
at the booth across from us sat a party 
crying, shaking their faces out of their hair. 
They stayed our share with such contrast—  
hours went by, days; we feasted, they  
lamented.  On our exit finally we went  
past the hello phone still in use, she was  
still talking there and we were amused, 
amazed at her persistence until, peering 
way down towards the goodbye phone 
still on its hook, suddenly we understood 
the boothful who wept in our wake.  How 
we continue in hello though there is none 
to go goodbye.  How we live while they die. 
And as we did we were often struck by  
how long that understanding took to pass, 
yes, how unnaturally it seemed to linger. 
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PANE PERHAPS 
 
I bear the bulb that never burns out 
so why do I change it daily, discarding 
every light as if it were dark—is this  
how I try to extinguish doubt?  If 
all the face I hold to its lips outshines 
and shapes each path my steps ape: 
fills each millisecond socket with 
such purpose that the stray-goer gaunt 
with desire for that glow no other 
mirror gyred into my eye can descry 
finds himself most of lost, most of past— 
resentful he soars toward that mirage. 
By now his staircase is replaceless in 
this house of spiral pursuant maze, 
told to a secret code deciphered by  
coincidence but aren't they all: in rooms  
where our waits wilt like the heart  
of a coffee-vend machine dripping 
time, moments for an hourglass where  
intonations of high tide trip one's tongue. 
 
Day the sky takes up its task of wings, 
night the way we lay down ours. 
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TRICKLEMAN, TRICKLEMAN, WASH ME AWAY 
 
Is it habit, is it human, 
clinging to a pet wheel, 
to make me his last, his breast heir? 
 
Yet how valiant the fish are to trace 
the blood of each worm  
back to him. 
 
Anybody can play the hero 
to etymology's silence: each of us 
can bruise that pre-amphibian, that ooze. 
 
That's why I must forget this man 
whose past is fresh 
from being abolished . . .  
 
But why bare words, why threadwater thin— 
just to fill gnarls up,  
just to replete the studious ceiling? 
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AIM 
 
I have arrived but 
Have I, have I really— 
 
Maybe to say that I 
Have arrived is wrong. 
 
Maybe I have instead 
Merely uncovered, 
 
Bared for myself 
A destination that 
 
Was here all along, 
Till now concealed, 
 
Till now not found. 
 
(—But have I really gone?) 
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APRIL AFTERNOON 
 
From barberpoles the white  
should be stripped to bandage 
all the bypassers’ wounds. 
 
Their clothing seems to consist 
of tickets brandished to the theater; 
every kiosk’s counter is bare. 
 
These shapes are assumed 
out of fidelity to the mask 
that covers them with less and less. 
 
And yet there is always the danger  
of excess.  Naked, the street  
might lie prey to a merchant’s  
 
deliberating broom: birds  
and categorical pushcarts might tie  
cherrystems to our eyelashes. 
 
Spring imposes its pomp, its priorities. 
In the middle of this effortless palace 
an orgy takes off its socks. 
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PROOF 
 
If time is relative, 
so that it might be 12 AM 
in 1966 for me, 
12 PM in 3002 for you,  
and for everyone else 
another when-ever;  
and if each person exists  
within this own moment, 
then, since there can exist only 
one true time, one of us 
is alone on this earth. 
 
It’s theirs by right, 
because theirs is the exact present 
and ours isn’t. 
The rest of us are like nowhere. 
 
Imagine the rest of us 
just haunting around, 
pounding upon the walls of 
that one person, pleading 
with him or her 
to please let us in, please, 
but will they ever hear our cries. 
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THE CLIMB 
 
Always you will know you have reached 
the peak the moment your bootsoles 
go out of sight, since you can only 
get there by following yourself up. 
 
Craning your neck to see that trail, 
you'll plummet past the hope to scale 
this summit if you overtake a guide 
whose shadow is you, whose spoor 
 
you are. Know him as the truer you, 
the perfected precursor emitted by 
this act of aspiration alone, this try— 
 
stay in his tracks, obey the protocol 
of all such quest-stakes, the miracle 
no treeline mars, the height it takes.
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POEM: AS IF THE AT-TOUCH WERE SOUGHT 
 
I know there is something lost 
in the palm of my right hand, 
and perhaps I shouldn't look 
for it, but through weakness I do— 
or is it duty drives me?  Whatever 
it is that has gone astray here 
escapes me as I scrape and peer 
at what seems so utter placid     
insipid a place.  Or is my vision 
superficial:—hasn't this skin 
struggled against the invasion  
of interfering ulteriors—alien 
hubristic objects—items—elements— 
contents of any kind—: don't   
its lines over-hint at the strain 
it must have suffered to try and  
maintain that emptiness, that 
apparent void which stares back 
as if to say, what I have least 
misplaced there's me?  Refusing 
the fortunes which palmreaders 
boast of, should the palm insist 
on its innocence in this case, 
indemnified against all loss— 
(could any future who dared to 
trespass here, bear that cost?) 
Vacant, perfect, such purity   
grows normal: what an ordinance 
between my grasp and the poor 
 
(no stanza break) 
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things I grasp!—albeit dollars, kisses   
or others' hands, hands always 
wishing they could unyield world's 
toehold.  For in whose cause would I 
commit that sin and rip open, 
vacate this veil that might conceal 
every fate its surface traces 
clearly as a false demure of lust— 
already else, how can this lack 
elusive mask occupy me wrist 
downwards, and beyond that 
unawares as it were, in thought 
only, or has it covered most 
of that too.  And isn't this just what 
the thumb is searching for (or 
is it checking up on—testing 
the snugness, the smug resilience 
of such a consummate, ingrained 
transparency) when, absentmindedly, 
automatically, without finding 
anything but that which is lost, 
it rubs itself alongst the rest, 
those strangers known as fingers? 
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