
 

   1 

 
 
 
 
 
 
                                                   UNRHYMING SONNETS (COLLECTED) 

 
 
 
 

Bill Knott 
 



 

2 

 
copyright 2009 by Bill Knott 
 
 
 
The poems in this book are fictional.   
Names, characters, places and incidents  
are either the product of the author’s  
imagination or are used ficticiously.  Any  
resemblance to actual events, locales or  
persons, living or dead, is entirely  
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INTRO NOTES 
 
 
 
* 
This particular book is a collection of my unrhymed sonnets. 
 
 
* 
I got interested in this form around 1969-70, and published several in my 1974 
book, Love Poems to Myself, and then more in the ones that followed: Rome in 
Rome (1976), Becos (1983), Outremer (1989), The Quicken Tree (1995),and 
The Unsubscriber (2004). 
 
 
* 
The order of the poems is random, with a few obvious exceptions. 
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 SONNET 
                   (to MK) 
 
The way the world is not 
Astonished at you 
It doesn't blink a leaf 
When we step from the house 
Leads me to think          
That beauty is natural, unremarkable 
And not to be spoken of  
Except in the course of things 
The course of singing and worksharing 
The course of squeezes and neighbors 
The course of you tying back your raving hair to go out 
And the course of course of me   
Astonished at you    
The way the world is not 
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 THE CONSOLATIONS OF SOCIOBIOLOGY 
                                               (to JK) 
 
Those scars rooted me.  Stigmata stalagmite 
I sat at a drive-in and watched the stars 
Through a straw while the Coke in my lap went 
Waterier and waterier.  For days on end or       
 
Nights no end I crawled on all fours or in 
My case no fours to worship you: Amoeba Behemoth! 
—Then you explained your DNA calls for      
Meaner genes than mine and since you are merely 
 
So to speak its external expression etcet 
Ergo among your lovers I'll never be . . . 
Ah that movie was so faraway the stars melting 
 
Made my thighs icy.  I see: it's not you 
Who is not requiting me, it's something in you 
Over which you have no say says no to me. 
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KEYS IN HIS HAND 
 
Sometimes a man home late 
is steps away from his door 
when suddenly out of the dark 
a passing car lights up a window 
 
just in front of him so the room 
behind it is thrust into such 
a semblance of clarity that once 
again he sees why we see only 
 
with glimpses like this, with 
happen flashes as avid as this, 
 
but always the lane's corner takes 
that revelation past before 
he even resumes the posture 
of his intent to enter, to live there. 
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LAMENT 
 
A bruise there was, which 
Prospered on stale blood; 
But growing smaller, the bruise became 
A lecturer in escape-routes, 
A philosopher of loss; relying 
On the body's reluctance to be 
Normal, i.e. immortal, it 
Had hoped to survive somehow— 
As a useful parasite perhaps, draining 
The self's hidden wounds, 
Masking its aberrations . . . but no. 
For always there is no mercy for 
Anything that is not whole, 
That begs (like the brain) to be alone. 
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PORNOKRATES        (homage Felicien Rops) 
  
We paged through the phrase as though it were ours.                        
—The lovers in the act—those de Sade-laden hours,                        
Where, dumped out daily as ashtrays this dream                    
Some room's motel, will it burn a hole here too—                       
 
And coop us full of that till our limbs' arms                           
Chainsmoked by adrenalin, slither dour-white                             
Unepitaphed beds but.  What gargoyle jail                              
Their contortion poses (the lovers in the act                            
 
Of mailing themselves to famous crimes) if                               
(If perched on each other's tongues we fly)                             
Only by his mind these bodies thrash—                                     
 
To share this fire is, surely, a tithe entire.                            
So each of us alone unless upon our lips                                
The world forgets our name and stammers out its.            
 
 
Note: Title: of a work by Rops. 
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LEDGELIFE 
 
The taller the monument, the more impatient our luggage. 
Look, look, a graveyard has fancy dirt. 
Historians agree: this is the pebble which beaned Goliath. 
Every billboard is theoretically as beautiful as what lies unseen behind it. 
 
Mouth: the word's exit-wound. 
It is impossible to run away face-to-face. 
Shadow has closed the door out of you to you, but not to us. 
The sign on the wall advises: Hide your gloves beneath your wings. 
 
Even sculptors occasionally lean against statues. 
Migrations?!  Fate?!  Life swears up at ledgelife. 
All the sad tantamounts gather.  They want, they say, to errand our ways. 
 
Please aim all kicks at the ground. 
Address all blows to the air. 
We are to be barely mentioned if at all in the moon's memoirs. 
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AN OBSOLESCENT AND HIS DEITY (POLYPTYCH) 
                                              (for Charles Simic) 
 
Bending over like this to get my hands empty 
Rummaging through the white trashcans out back 
Of the Patent Office, I find a kind of peace 
Here, in this warm-lit alley where no one comes. 
 
For even the lowest know that nothing new 
Is going to be thrown out now—no formula,      
Never not one blueprint will show up in these 
Bright bins, their futures are huge, pristine. 
 
Old alleymouth grabbags my attention at times 
I see the world flash by out there, furtive as 
The doors of decontamination chambers— 
 
I return to my dull, boring search, foraging 
For the feel it gives me of the thing which has 
Invented me: that void whose sole idea I was. 
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ENDLESS EVENING: MY LIFE AT IL VITTORIALE 
 
For caught in those Aug-Sept hours what day can 
Break this slang of glass whose illustration 
Of flotsam sampling our poison's portion of calm 
Lives long the lament we swore applause by. 
 
With faster than flashbacks in a promo for 
Memory to lie lymph along these hits of hope 
And through each thought we just dawned on interrupt 
Poses no soprano care counterfeit or water yet. 
 
As though it alone the profile were wielded up 
To shield the face against that bad vocable our own 
Throws veils another pale divulge of oh mise en moon. 
 
Musingly to see a bed on fire in a huge room 
Otherwise empty while one at a time 
White sheets float down from somewhere onto the flames. 
 
 
Note:  Il Vittoriale, D'Annunzio's retirement estate.  Siempre Sera. . . .  
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THE MAN WHO MARRIED HIS CHECKOUT LANE 
 
Daily, in the supermarket where I go, 
I gravitate to this one lane—the one 
that’s most full—you know: the busiest one. 
Have I fallen in love with my checkout lane? 
 
Well, I am male, I feel drawn to this aisle; 
its openness is shameless, sexistly exciting; 
the real way it squeezes my shoppingcart 
and deigns to crowd me in.  Oh my checkout lane 
 
has the longest wait of any—though unlike 
all these others in line I won’t leaf through the life 
those tabloids provide rumors of: none of them 
 
are beautiful as what infills me as I enter 
as I am queued up for that brief orgasm 
as my cash is on the counter and I am home. 
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WIDOW/WIDOWER'S WINTER 
 
Outside, the snow is falling into its past . . . 
I do want this night to end. 
In the fireplace, 
a section of ash caves in. 
 
The fall day you were buried, 
birds went over, 
south, 
thick enough to carry someone. 
 
They took my gapes of breath. 
—Their fuel? 
We are together in some birds, who fail. 
 
I  didn't want to look down, to glimpse your grave, 
its heroic little mound 
like the peck of dirt we hope to eat in our life. 
 
 
 



 

   15 

Note: 
Line 14 comes from a phrase I remember adults saying to me as a child when 
I dropped a piece of food on the floor: "Pick it up and brush it off—don't 
worry, you eat a peck of dirt in your life anyway."  (Perhaps only the poor do 
this.) 
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GRANT PROPOSAL (Category: Performance Arts) 
 
I want to go out each day at noon and stand 
On top of our Capitol's highest highrise,  
Where aircurrents stack, where storms restore themselves, 
Where the crossroads of sky are swept by radar, 
 
Up there, buffeted, stand, cupping in my hands 
A gleam of gold-dust, a handful of gold-dust 
Doled out to me each day by our State, by you 
The modest mandarins of its Arts Council, 
 
Trustees all, you whose grace I must stand for there 
And being thus empowered begin to pour 
The gold-dust back and forth, pour it in sifts from 
 
Hand to hand until the wind has left my palms 
Bare, please note that length of project will vary 
Daily, at noon, and not one grain remains. 
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Note: 
Line 2: Capitol with an 'o'—meaning "the citadel of government" (OED), its 
cloistered towers, atop the tallest of which the applicant desires to venture.  
Line 6: maybe "gleam" should be "flash"?  I associate the former with earth, 
the latter, sky.  "In the things that arise [buildings or structures of any sort], 
earth is present as the sheltering agent," Heidegger avers in 'The Origin of the 
Work of Art.'   Hendecasyllabics, with a variant last line. 
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TRUE STORY 
 
We stole the rich couple’s baby 
and left our own infant with 
a note demanding they raise our 
child as if it were theirs and we 
 
would do the same.  Signed,  
A Poor Couple.  Decades later 
our son racks summa cum laude 
while theirs drapes our hovel 
 
with beercans.  But did we prove  
our point?   This heroic experiment 
(a jeu de joie of performance art) 
 
attempts to assert the adroit  
of nurture over nature, the pure 
narrative we write in order to write. 
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THE ANSWER 
 
Leaving the house,  
the house will be  
left completely,  
from cellar to 
attic my absence  
entire. 
 
Do I enter the world  
the same,  
my presence felt  
from cloud 
to ditch? 
 
Only in departure whole. 
Arrival 
is always partial. 
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GESUNDHEIT (quatorzain version) 
 
Sneezes wouldn't be so bad if they filled balloons. 
 
How many sneezes on the planet at any given time; 
and if each sneeze filled a balloon, 
 
imagine (bless you!) 
all those sneeze-balloons floating in the air. 
 
But a sneeze-balloon might be rather fragile— 
more like a bubble than a regular balloon . . . hmm. 
 
A sneeze is sort of like a balloonburst: 
sudden, violent, unforseeable.  Out of nowhere. 
 
In either case, burgeoned or burst, this transfer 
of ether occurs whenever Entropy beckons,— 
 
see its deadly equality shining up there, 
glittering like globules of star saliva, 
 
worlds atchooed by all. 
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A BACON 
 
An oval invested with teeth; 
the brief orifice of a head 
thread-melted through its tweedboned coat, 
half throatway down a sundial drowned 
 
with chalk-caul runes for avoiding 
such rains: though of course the chew maw 
that crowns this gnome with no likeness 
also barks forth a white porkdrip, 
 
unsustenance for those of us 
who seek a resemblance here: see  
how the magician longs to saw     
the swordswallower in half.  Now  
 
this facial Francis finds our mouth; 
hell toppled by its wells without. 
 
Note:  not an ekphrastic re one canvas in particular, but a response to several of his paintings from the 
1940s.  "Figure in a Landscape" (1945), for example. 
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POEM THAT WANTS TO BE ASH 
 
Each time day returns to its sun 
to forget the windows we opened 
in it, I see the past minus peace 
equals me, plus war you. 
 
I stab a candle down through one hand, 
an icicle through the other, 
then flail them about, 
restaging the stale battle of doubt 
 
with faith, whim against bone. 
Guess who always wins.  Imagine  
a color so true every prism 
it passes through melts—   
 
Because hasn’t your voice 
running mine, cindered this? 
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TO LIVE BY 
 
Work from the original toward 
the beautiful, 
unless the latter comes first 
in which case 
reverse your efforts to find 
a model worthy of such 
inane desire. 
 
Even the mouth’s being 
divided into two lips is 
not enough to make words 
equal themselves. 
 
Eavesdroppers fear 
the hermit’s soliloquy. 
 
Wake up, wound, the knife said. 
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CODE FACADES 
 
When light passes through a Mies Van der Rohe 
it grows greenlike, cubed, a square root of itself, 
absinthe ice.  Architecture fractures the sun 
with the earth, earth’s verdures and verdants suture 
 
solar gold with grass/emerald-held stems 
transpierce our ledge-stalked land.  But montage  
refutes all light, the flicker when it dips itself in time 
is like the moment a stopsign changes tense 
 
and other transits, closeup mesmerization 
effects.  The flesh fauved from the bone.  Thus 
no imprint stays in the wind of the rain which 
fell all night until now, at dawn, tides worry puddles— 
 
then I move to Sands of Time, New Mexico; 
shampooed by hammers, I shut my window. 
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EXTINGUISHABLE 
 
birthdays you bend and blow 
out a candle in a skull 
 
it's always just one candle 
but each year one more 
 
skull is added to the table 
which by now is plus full 
 
and that makes this ritual 
more impossible each year 
 
each year as you approach 
that crowd of past selves 
 
somewhere down there 
in all those bone sockets 
 
the annual candle waiting 
glares and dares you to find it 
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SPACE 
 
From the trees the leaves came down 
until we joined hands with a wand 
and that act enabled them  
somehow then to reach the ground 
 
where they scuttered round our feet 
urging the latter to unite  
with a baton as if that act 
together with the hands can clasp 
 
a dowsing-stick cut from the same 
branch from which we launched  
converging on gravity’s purge-point 
 
at which point we merged to remove 
all consonants from our star-maps. 
The infinite consists of vowels alone. 
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GRAFTING BOARD 
 
The way the grass weaves my walk into its 
intricate bouquet, the sway of my hips knees 
branches snatch and carry aloft all moves 
that imitate apples cherries: orchard 
 
(it lingers by the ways prior to it) 
I could accomplish you who cry. 
The days have their noise and I none else. 
 
If the sleep I poach from is posted with 
echoes, does tapping these trespass keys— 
does each step staple a sapling to a tree? 
 
Because nothing is changed by beauty because 
beauty is a part of the way things were 
changing anyway because it’s never 
a catalyst but a process (I guess). 
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TO MYSELF 
 
Poetry  
can be 
the magic  
carpet 
 
which you say 
you want,  
but only 
if you  
 
stand willing 
to pull  
that rug out 
 
from under  
your own  
feet, daily. 
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(L)ID 
 
Each time I blink  
Is a lapse in my life. 
Each blink outlives me. 
 
The one I was before 
The blink is never 
The one I am after. 
 
And the one I shall be 
Desires me to cease 
Quenched with each crease 
Instant of the lids. 
 
An eye juggled on 
The tips of its own 
Lashes might see 
Who I have been then. 
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POEM FOR LOCATION 
 
Looking out the window is no worse or 
is equal to accepting advice from 
a hallucination, but you continue to  
glare through it, certain that the flowers 
 
out there could stop your lobe-shaped laments, 
time truer to one's due self than you: 
they seem to lure something surer, something 
pervasive, a creature seeking abandonment;  
 
lying in wait amongst its private parts, 
is it me is it you is it who?  And starts 
 
to purge our whip-appled childhoods, 
to lecture the thoughts learned through lapse— 
but how?  I must try to find more words 
accented on the erratum-syllable. 
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SUCCESSION 
 
Upon the welcome mat the foot announces knee; 
knee, thigh; and so on.  Each part of the body 
becomes, in the process of this introductory 
entrance, merely a pavlovian John the Baptist, 
 
mere clarion omen of the one above it.  But 
the head, what does the head presage?  My hair 
can’t grass over a path thus opened.  The self 
must make way for itself, its progress upward, 
 
upward, and irreversible, like life.  Which is why 
I waver here before you now in the fear that I,  
the poor shadow of whatever it is I portend,  
I may somehow fail to properly augur forth:  
 
caught in that unreeling portrait called Arrival,  
will I prepare its import, bear up and be its doorsill? 
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THE ENEMY 
 
Like everyone I demand to be 
Defended unto the death of 
All who defend me, all the 
World's people I command to 
Roundabout me shield me on 
Guard, tall, arm in arms to 
Fight off the enemy.  My 
Theory is if they all stand 
Banded together and wall me 
Safe, there's no one left to 
Be the enemy.  Unless I of 
Course start attack, snap- 
Ping and shattering my fists 
On your invincible backs. 
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MENAGERIE OF THE AEDILES 
 
Now what thought is thrashing from this brain to be 
unleashed by a brow-to-brow collision with 
a unicorn?  Or could it go released through 
other throes I wonder.  For if I were gored 
 
there, mightn't I, like, die?  When Terminator zaps 
a hole in someone's forehead they don't write 
a poem response, they drop and he steps on them 
crunch, french, act, your soundtrack may vary. 
 
The plan was to get scalpels taped to the Creature 
From The Fuck's huge flipper-tentacles and 
then lie down hoping that perhaps their wild wave ways 
 
surgically correct my defect my gender— 
penis revealed as gap in consciousness— 
Though I know none of you beasts loves me that much. 
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QUICKIE  
 
Poetry  
is  
like 
sex 
on  
quicksand 
ergo 
foreplay 
should 
be  
kept 
at 
a 
minimum 



 

   35 

BOY AT THE MIRROR 
 
A child emulates what he can't know 
is true, a murderous dew  
that appears every morning to be  
his face, but already it evaporates at  
 
a touch: the lurking effects of   
the unity granted by night are never  
enough to maintain this ripeness called  
time, this waking up to a cherub-scope 
 
that looks back at him in the glass growth 
like hammerblows a devil checks off  
a list—the routine begins so early  
 
and even the wattage of the womb  
behind him is too bright, too ready  
to hale an unsought self into sight. 
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PEACE (PASCAL) 
 
There is a valley 
Is the oldest story. 
 
Its temperate qualities 
Make us descend the trees 
To settle down beside 
Fruits and fields. 
 
By its river content 
To sit quietly in a small tent 
To fashion fishing spears 
From fallen limbs. 
 
No need to climb its hills 
No need to go up there 
To look to see 
Another valley. 
 
 
Note: "Most of our problems proceed from our inability to sit quietly in a small room." —Pascal 
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STRETCH 
 
We feel more imprisoned 
by walls with cracks in them 
than by walls that are smooth 
and featureless: the latter  
 
do not mock us with examples 
of breach, morals of escape— 
indeed, as further punishment 
our cells from side to side 
 
are fissured with gaps not wide 
enough for exit of course; 
but through which can be seen 
 
fair glimpses of all the others  
penned around us, the ones  
who deserve this sentence. 
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 LONG DISTANCE AFFAIR 
 
The saliva gathered daily 
by telephones across the world 
from lovers yelling at each other 
is an ocean with no bottom. 
 
But say you pried apart those phones, 
you’d find that all that wild white tide 
of promises, cries, kisses, threats— 
it also evaporates.  The spit 
 
is what we call each other, 
I mean the words themselves, condensed: 
distills us into clouds, into mist. 
 
Rising clarified it drifts toward 
Comsat, Telstar, there to orbit 
closely around our distant lips.  



 

   39 

FLUSH 
 
I pulled out a dollar 
but it was a fish  
gasping with big  
numeral 1 eyes 
 
poor dollarfish 
sadly I observed 
old fingers hung  
from it like hooks 
 
now I fill my pockets  
with water hoping  
to lure more 
 
somewhere a penny  
shiny waits for me 
on the ocean floor 
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LAPSED 
 
Poem-and-beans poor, my job cleaning spittle 
out of prayerboxes while a gauntlet 
of gonergods riffles blank Readers Digests 
in my face and laughs.  The slum I am laughs too: 
 
because just as at birth the flesh covered 
our teeth, so something waits behind the smooth 
meatfacade of the sky to bite us, to 
unsheathe one answer that puts an end, that 
 
quits a quietness lost.  For who would condemn 
the dead for the way their fingers decay  
into self-caresses, the flesh dissolving 
 
onanically, the tenderness of love 
at last achieved, if it weren’t that I too 
am a thumbnail handful, an elbow-erwhonist?
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THE RETURN 
 
Behind me someone stalks 
with shovel and covers 
every footprint with 
a spadeful, all my faultless 
 
tracks effaced by small 
mounds of dirt that mock  
my slowing walk and show 
the graves where to excavate  
 
themselves, to get their holes 
ready for that lag-leg day   
I will have to halt in the heart 
the pace of my stride 
 
and turn and try to take 
the first steps back . . . 
 
 
 



 

42 

WHAT FOR 
 
I don't want to live with the alone tonight   
my mood rubbed by random headphones 
the noise is hallways now the goal is scope  
roads drop their cross at my feet to take 
 
is there no way to un-one-way my maze 
its name in mine each stream subsumes  
this vanish vanquish suite of time's motifs 
chance chain quotably quiet quantums   
 
what for to endure days gone by noon 
what else to tweeze the moon's lesser tints 
to build bridges that make the sea blink 
to drink up all the teaspoon stirs unclear 
 
I don't want to live I heard them tell me 
those words I wrote both mote and multi 
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BY HAND 
 
The day is a book of hours 
out of whose painted pages 
a minute drips from time to time. 
 
This almost never happens— 
the tints usually dry right away— 
but when it does, everything  
 
is left dyed by that drop. 
 
(How cumbersome to memoirists,  
all those lean nonfictionists,  
whose futures already leak.) 
 
Crowding us out of our pocket lives, 
ever-enhancing event/event, 
overflowing the most fulgent eye— 
 
Luckily, it almost never happens. 
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FIRST SIGHT 
 
Summer is entered through screendoors, 
and therefore seems unclear  
at first sight, when it is in fact  
a mesh of fine wires  
suspended panewise  
whose haze has confused the eyes . . . 
 
What if we never entered then— 
what if the days remained like this, 
a hesitation at the threshold of itself, 
expectant, tense, tensile 
as lines that crisscross each other 
in a space forever latent 
where we wait, pressed up against 
something trying to retain its vagueness. 
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PUTTING ON MY MAKEUP IN THE MORNING 
 
If life is instead, its dozenthread thoughts  
gnarl the mind into volumes that obscure 
the true enigmas, those narrow fatefurrows  
restricted far as a prism's panes are to primary 
 
(I've sepias it seems to choose from) persuasions 
that oversee and judge, evidence our scene 
differs from shame's umbilical/remained bookspines 
too straight for snakes to sleep in: I'll need more 
 
than coilspace if I expect to root allsole. 
 
Sometimes the names feel just wasted on a people 
paperweight that doesn't hide enough words  
on the page from which one's brain wakes and wakes— 
 
Nosejack eyejack mouthjack, the mirror 
breaks the connections the makeup makes. 
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THE FOUR VIEWS 
 
Each dawn you wake to find that once again 
during the night the four windows of your  
room have been newly carved into the shape  
of the loveliest object each one overlooks:  
the east glass is now a worm’s silhouette 
while the west gleams bicycle-like, the north’s 
a sycamore leaf, the south a snowblind face . . . 
 
Who remolds these panes while you sleep 
and who carpenters the sills and lintels and 
why are the four vitriforms always changed,  
different each day: is beauty so inconstant— 
so subjective—assuming someone chooses. 
 
Are you a phantom here in your own home, 
or a squatter in the house of René Magritte? 
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 HURL 
 
My failure has homes in France.  Bucharest, 
Taipei.  Around the globe in thoughts and finds 
Everywhere it lands the same, the fatal 
Frontporches, never mind the odds and ends 
 
Tipped over.  All my Applause-Minus-One 
Discs scratched.  These traces of my worthlessness 
Worldwide have the bearing of their meaning 
Obvious, engraved in spade, metaphors 
 
Monotonous.  Why go on?  And the spread 
Of my failure contrasts with your success, 
Its local nature so centered in you, reduced 
 
To a town, a street, a house shining with the urge 
To not retain you, to scatter you as I have 
Been thrown elsewhere, far from the core of it. 
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FOREST FEARS 
 
Everything I invest in frightened energy 
deludes me, every attempt to see death's good— 
all the roads from childhood have wayside 
slopes where shadow grows back to its roots, 
 
grubbing a thirst in dirt as I walk by wondering 
if I could thrive from such dry clods too if   
I knew what shoots do sprout from this corpus 
of quick arriving as me, departing as itself— 
 
What a lingering hate I feel as it goes, 
a resentment that it can never remain me 
but must return to its numb vegetable 
state, the shape it had before taking mine on. 
 
Stirred by its terse, its quiet commonplace, 
my body loathes the tree my life will crown. 
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POEM FROM SUMMER 
 
That gap the world includes by vanishing 
on cue, that studious unborn sweat  
beyond all if the body's primed for 
exit to overvisit, time, encore. 
 
Say it pertains to our name, say we find 
the eyes' goodbye-corners torn routinely 
in ebb with this, each departure a kind  
of statue suture's paw stalled in caress. 
 
My pate is centered on the four labors. 
Make a snowflake the shape of dextrous dust. 
Make your sex a handspan across my skull. 
 
Lit up by landscape is the movie 
I hate of my life.  Hollywood heedless,  
bright faces born between sweet and sweetness. 
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GENI 
 
As evil as the first  
Of your three wishes will 
Inevitably be, 
Maybe the second or third 
Can redeem— 
Don't count on it, though. 
To recoup the past, 
To reap its here-homing futures. 
Remember when you run 
In a mummy marathon 
The last one 
To break the tape wins. 
Peak: where the mountain 
Rests before continuing. 
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A HUNKA HUNKA 
 
A rolling morass gathers no leftist, 
Yet sans passport is a portrait I can't  
Paint, chained to this poor Outremerican  
Lumpscape upon which the head limns itself 
 
In a tithe of tether whose gigolo  
Gloats in the pantry of my pantyhose: 
With all its tongues inkling to call us home 
Till a signature on the sill spills dust.   
 
Then I try to climb my outcome, that vast  
Of charade, imploring portion the Prez  
Gets on his big set I would bet.  Meanwhile  
 
May mislead us to run, newspapers held 
Over our heads whose headlines always say 
What's that, one more blank of angst to honk at. 
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POEM 
 
To make our lives unavailable  
for autobiography  
should be the story  
of our lives. 
 
All our statues hold  
penultimate poses.  The last 
is reserved for us. 
 
And in our faces 
there are always details 
which a portrait must exclude 
to maintain its integrity. 
 
We set walls behind mirrors  
for that same reason, 
to help support the sight of us. 
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NONSENSE SONG 
 
Mother-of-pearl, where is 
your child-of-pearl, inside, and how, 
who'll say, worn away perhaps 
by so much worth? 
 
Upshot white of hail's hold, 
unhalved from issue whole, 
world nacre-torte rolled 
in sheets where no breakers foam— 
 
Say what wave is ours, 
what home.  Now your shadow 
is one of the shallows of light. 
 
On whichever is the far side 
of the eyelid I see it.  I pray 
my tongue may be your mouth's hermit. 
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POEM 
 
What avantgarde nonsense a photograph is. 
Miscarriage of abstraction 
Whose shadow has a breakdown 
At the airport: perhaps 
Its autobio will author a synopsis copyright, 
But so what?  Historically 
That music is an animal’s petals, 
A message fallen between two names. 
Several tapestries revealed this once 
Evenings since  
And even less can be raised up 
Until the half of the human that gets born 
And the half that doesn’t 
Exchange places, I mean poses. 
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LAST 
 
That in the first condition of love 
I may be found 
Is a guilty plea, but poetry 
Is the try of the serpentine 
To destroy the feathered— 
A snake in my brainpan 
Jabs each winged word; 
A poem slash line 
Means a birthday will bare 
Its wherefore from faraway, 
From the orphanage on Treasure Island; 
Borderless or paradise, 
All alpha to us it is. 
Origin? none, the first one’s paraphrase. 
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POEM 
 
in poetry one 
is never enough 
but two is always 
too much 
 
in the realm of halves 
quarters eighths et  
cet it exists 
 
(somewhere between 
Zeno’s dilatory 
arrow and or Magritte’s 
perspectivism of clones) 
 
its niche 
is never more 
nor less 
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KEEP 
 
You will keep growing until 
your measurements are the same 
as the exact degree of the pain 
inside your grave. 
 
Until then, 
statistics always misspell your name. 
And the fate of a misprint 
concerns no-one. 
 
In fact, the same one occurs 
until it’s fact, 
meaning epitaph. 
 
When each grave becomes too painful 
we will fill it with  
the anodyne of self. 
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TWO LEFT FEET 
 
they say if you can hum 
you can dance 
if you can live 
you can die 
 
guide-graphs on the floor  
may draw our soles 
toward a ballroom grace 
in the first case 
 
but with the other 
each time we look down 
there are no paths 
no ways no wonder 
 
we're always stepping 
on our own graves 
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WART-HOUND 
 
Not even those pirate’s teethmarks on the moon 
can tell the real as opposed to the false gold, 
which is why the welcome mat nailed across 
my mirror needs dusting.  What’s the use— 
 
Because if I opt for the truth as opposed 
to the tooth that slashed those obviously 
painful crateratrices on the moon, I too  
am one the drossiness of fate lacerates—  
 
Which is why all I do now is I hang around 
barbershops, scouring the floor with catchcanny eye 
in search of a wart that’s suffered similarly: 
 
Fallen wart, comrade, hacked off by haste or  
the CIA, hey wart, whoa wart.  Here you go,  
wartypoo, into this test-tube with you. 
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LABMARKS 
 
Notice that only when 
the footprints reach the center 
of the maze do they become confused, 
and that the spysat zooming in 
to scan those tracetracks 
orbits its own core 
of being, the seeing  
it conducts for avid screens who  
rather desperately blow up the ground,  
increasing its resolution until 
a great impress of toe 
or heel reveals 
all that will ever be known 
of the pilgrim who ventured there. 
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MALE MENOPAUSE POEM 
  
How as to lean my non-eon on autumn's roan                  
Undoing, to smile while the stymies crawl                
All over me and the prismatic blindfold                           
Around my testicles squeaks: guess this house                    
 
No longer knows which door I am.  The window                      
We were, does it remember its view?  You-or-I                      
Saw so little out there; what future only                          
Catches, catnap glimpses, of nightmares to come.                            
 
Doorknobs worn to doornubs—grey stubble on                     
Gaunt armpits—lists like that litter this earth.                
A lattice of graves greets me or is kind to me;                
 
My hair plowed with parents, their protracted               
Smoothings of some poor, tuckablanket bed.                      
As said each road I find in your face is fled. 
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THE LOST THINGS 
 
Even the lost things that are a bird's-nest 
Must know if forgottenness is simply 
The finetuning of memory 
To a perhaps higher frequency. 
 
Or could those who pursue the streets 
With earphones in their heads 
Be listening to the sound on tape 
Of their previous footsteps. 
 
Lawnchair backyard flaked out 
Making marijauna gestures at worms 
I who am in terms of real 
Merely a skull rattling on a roulette wheel. 
 
I see the birdfeeder is empty hmm 
A vacuum presupposes a moral. 
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 EROS AND ESPIONAGE IN THE BENT CENTER  
                                  (for Helen C., after reading  
                                       D. G. Rossetti's "Troy Town") 
  
More undermined by your meander than my thirst 
From wine's first cup what shard still tastes this milk 
Above whom shone a normal polaroid of the void 
A song saliva cannot tie its envious vines to 
 
Shall I paint through all the Isms to show you 
Bricabrac from that breast fill worlds marked sale-price 
Yet conceptualists slumming in the real congeal 
Is here a thing to say of this say or said place 
 
Now the merry-go-round it goes-a-round old 'Troy Town' 
My bed hangs out the window by its toes shouting 
Each day your hair strays across such ruins 
 
But to live live simply in compress with our time 
TV-star footprints to immortalize sidewalk 
Me slurp your sweetpuddle up out of an autograph 
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WAXEN 
 
An easel steadied by candles 
might depict enough light 
to see yourself caught some ways 
by the wavy S of the brush. 
 
Across this sibilant surface  
what else is portrait or less: 
if face to a person's untoward, 
how much more our fixture 
 
here.  Shadow shows the eye  
its monkey unanimity, lost 
in an empire of diligence. 
 
Lifeyield congealed, still-unity— 
this past partake makes paradise 
eclipse.  The easel's sill drips. 
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MENAGERIE OF THE AEDILES 
 
Now what thought is thrashing from this brain to be 
unleashed by a brow-to-brow collision with 
a unicorn?  Or could it go released through 
other throes I wonder.  For if I were gored 
 
there, mightn't I, like, die?  When Terminator zaps 
a hole in someone's forehead they don't write 
a poem response, they drop and he steps on them 
crunch, french, act, your soundtrack may vary. 
 
The plan was to get scalpels taped to the Creature 
From The Fuck's huge flipper-tentacles and 
then lie down hoping that perhaps their wild wave ways 
 
surgically correct my defect my gender— 
penis revealed as gap in consciousness— 
Though I know none of you beasts loves me that much. 
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from BREATH/LOST  
 
At dawn I see across the way the treetops 
seem to crouch, unlit yet, waiting for sun 
to turn them tall again.  I yawn, I stretch— 
the day's first stretch, when the body, after 
 
lying scrunched up all night, reconnects with 
its cardinal quadrants, the four points that 
encompass us: each limb jars the edge of, 
marks out and wakes the corners of our cage. 
 
Oh window!  I am complete with this caught breath, 
this space suffice on which even paper 
airplanes must float, updraft that elevates 
 
eyes to ritual heights, those clouds morning 
throws passersbird down through to gaud the good 
before I forget that it alone is my nest. 
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THE PRESIDENT OF DESCENT (NEOCOLONIALISM #16)      
 
'Insomnia, so I shot a few natives.' 
Still, dawn has its palliatives; the cast sky 
Lobs bullseye haloes; bolts of overview below 
That pit whose voice timbers my spine: but why 
 
Dis-niche this idol/this fiction called me?  Which 
A fluke, a fault, a streak of makeup down 
A mirror where a stroke victim leaned to kiss— 
Oh say the not right-out-of-it, say know. 
 
Tongue: lightswitch of the body.  Head: ha. 
I'm serious!  Every fable's a linear 
Of topplings.  And what falls first?  Neck second 
 
—I guess.  Torso—torso off of groin goes— 
And so on downwards—downwards—thighs knees et al. 
The feet are a final ruins; the toes, shards. 
 
Note:  Neocolonialism: Outremer, Europe's first attempt to create a "USA", fell after 2 or 3 centuries, overrun by 
'the natives'. . . xerox for us?  Ah the comminution of this latter Crusade; me, crumb.  
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THE FROOTLOOPS OF CONSOLATION 
 
One of those landscapes that explicate Eliot. 
Up: evening-pubescent clouds tuft-about a sun 
That rusts like a shelf of spare parts for god 
Or such, who flee with perhapses as pitstops: 
 
The airport that sold me all I know is gone now.             
The welcome-mats that were so cheap (a foreign 
Manufacturer had misspelled them)—that whole symbol 
Semblage/emblem forum: bereft of forms I bend 
 
Across this blindfold's bliss land and see 
My soul or a lobotomy spaghetti 
—Choice of terms—crawl by.  By what small light the 
 
Day has not betrayed you step so long among 
The Magritte-lit map.  A single tight-rope 
Stretches between its houses, threading the keyholes. 
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MORE BEST JOKES OF THE DELPHIC ORACLE 
                                   
I vow to live always at trash point: to 
Waste my past talking about the weather 
In mirrors, how they cloud or is it clear 
With no certain referent to that what was 
 
Forecast.  Like Snow White's dust-draped stepmother 
I smile up at the dictionary whispering 
My favorite definition, down at the stove my 
Worst recipe.  The endproduct in me 
 
Agrees.  It and I are one in this blither 
And, I believe, we echo something endless, 
Eine global vocal.  Will those lips ever 
 
Repent this recorded message.  Lips 
That remain a mere testimonial 
To the inchworm's socialization progress. 
                       
                          
 



 

70 

FIRST BILLING 
 
the skull's expertise with masks shows 
through the mouth at times 
the eye opens its sieve  
of cyclops  
 
from this image what remains 
in an hourglass 
movie the last grain  
must be the star  
 
that time has passed 
a man proclaims 
he reads from his notes 
 
but he doesn't really read 
he just reaches in between the words 
and pulls out big fat me's 
 
 



 

   71 

ART OR THE CARESSES OR THE SPHINX (CASTRATION ENVY #36)             
  
The Lord Peter Mumsey of Thebes, that yummy                           
Oedi-poo dick, advises me, It's no use.  To                    
Detectify a guilty party will                                     
Soil the purity of our respective plagues.                          
 
Like a silo filled with silhouettes of sigh                        
I reply.  My smarm/your frissonpassion                          
To be eliminated from the world's                               
Verticalities are more of what photons do                      
 
To Phaëtons.  Therefore, if that obliteracy                        
Our face slash esperanto saliva                                    
Trace or clue is left to sift through but this                      
 
Issuey stuff, whoa, who's to blame, us!  So I whore                 
Is for sure and if death occurs, facile                            
Excel.  'What's named between the knees' 's not me. 
 
Note: Title (excluding the parenthesis): of a work by Khnopff.  Line 14: I can't recall where this quote 
comes from, or if in fact it is a quote.   
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HITLER SKELETON GOLDPLATED (FROM TREASURES OF THE C.I.A. 
MUSEUM, EDITED BY HILTON KRAMER, WITH AN INTRODUCTION  
BY JERZY KOSINSKI.  RANDOM HOUSE/IBM, 1984) 
  
What falls from the drunken pliers of my nose 
President-pit pope-rind police-bone 
Is all they got on this fucking menu 
Always the pure provend of more more more 
 
The piss tease of masterpiece ass 
The missionary position is there to catch you 
If you drip off that mosquito plaque I guess 
Gumming a gifthorse's defectual innocence 
 
The gunfire in the hills is old and I 
Am one pile of shit which will never excrete a human 
Hey Parliament Congress Politburo 
 
My cock/my KGB has it on lasertape 
The moon posing between the horns of a bull 
Two hymens touching through milk 
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ENTRANCE 
 
first he cuts a notch  
across his shins 
he gives his knees a slash next 
and then his thighs 
 
higher and higher  
the gouges come 
to show the increments of growth 
the measured ascent  
 
it's getting there he muses 
how long do you think 
the scars will take 
 
before it's big enough 
for you to leave through it he asks 
his empty room 
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CASTRATION ENVY #11 
  
Tying the pimp in dreams to a lamppost 
His tuxedo wet with wheedled kisses, can 
I wake up sucking the footprints of toilets 
In jails that glitter like crash-dived marquees. 
 
A dog appears in call letters on my skin. 
Twin worlds, who exchange threats via scoreboard 
I rival this night, this fight to the death 
With enough leftover, ooze for twosies yet. 
 
Either even, I wish I could put on take off 
My clothes without first saying to my cock 
"Excuse me, is this yours," while the stars 
 
The collected no-shows of eternity, rise. 
Hey, remember the way painters gauge perspective? 
Me, I cut the thumb off and throw it at stuff. 
 
 
 



 

   75 

MISDIRECTIONS  
 
If world is north to infants 
and south to adults 
is it east to the unborn 
west to the dead 
 
Kafka's Castle is home 
to Count Westwest meaning 
God whom K the land-surveyor  
meaning human must map out 
 
Jesus Christ on the other hand  
not being human lacks  
spacial awareness lacks place 
 
Consequently all he says is 
set the timelock on 
my tomb for 3 days boys 
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ORPHAN 
 
Like blueprints hung on a clothesline,  
anywhere I could have lived  
is rinsed into the dirt, 
my final and my only home.   
 
I lack a long-ago, a childhood: 
I spit its name into my wounds. 
 
I am ringed by a landscape 
of complete aversion.  The compass 
hides its face, the horizon lights 
a familytree-fuse that explodes in me— 
 
In the middle of the sea, 
sole survivors of a cargo shipwreck, 
welcome-mats line the shore  
of a desert island. 
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ALPHABETICAL MORNING 
 
Stabbed by an elephant lens 
On a meatless mattress I lie, 
(Use a scalpel to trace my future; 
The past, a suture) and die. 
 
Spat at as often as the oil 
Portrait of a moviestar on 
The wall of a Death Row cell I fell 
Into an abyss of worn-off 
 
Sculptors' thumbs.  Accidentally 
Daily I cutted my throat on the 
Drinking fountain.  How was I 
 
To know there is no justice, 
Just a your-honor of trash? 
I smile, a total inutile. 
 
 
Note: Title: of a painting by Alberto Savinio. 
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AT THE NIXON MEMORIAL 
                         (Nixon Beach, California, USA) 
                  (Just minutes away from OzymandiasLand®)   
 
They say that robots simply have to slap mirrors 
Up against their voice grilles to try and make sure they're 
Not breathing, whereas I kiss caress this monument, 
This eternal mall on which Herod has chalked x, 
 
This statue stands for more than blowjobs in spaceships 
Or all our names have razed, aimless oceans frying, 
While a scab forms on the world's microphone: praise him. 
Oh orgasm you robot's vomit I come unheck. 
 
(tape gap) lie back gunked motel whispers dream . . . back (gasp) 
To be the genre of my frontier!  One hears aborigines 
Prefer to, er, fornicate.  Money for thought, nyet? 
 
Will the army vote to internalize its camouflage; 
At the Reagan Rotunda Paul Valéry allowed how 
Shores erode too, rumorous as their dunes. 
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Note 
Line 14: adaptation of a line from Valéry's Le Cimetière Marin: 
"Le changement des rives en rumeur."  (A seaside mausoleum,  
so it seemed appropriate.  With thoughts of the Shelley sonnet's 
last line.)  Line 6: some have objected to the vulgarity of the 
phrase "blowjobs in spaceships," forgetting that the Nixon Era 
brought us both the Sexual Revolution and the NASA moon- 
landing. This slogan should have been one of RN's campaign promises. 
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SECRETARY 
 
The technocrat gloats 
at his remote desk 
but just to show 
he's still human 
 
he still does a few 
chores by hand 
and adds a human 
touch for example 
 
rather than having  
his computers do it 
he himself stamps 
 
all by himself  
stamps PAID on 
the casualty-lists. 
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Note: 
Robert S. McNamara, USA Secretary of Defense 1961-8.  For his services in 
overseeing the murder of millions, he was appointed President of the World 
Bank, where he continued his lucrative life's work of administering the 
policies of the oligarchs.  One of history's henchmen; a competent monster. 
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(CASTRATION ENVY #21) DOES THE 
    SWORDSWALLOWER SHIT PLOWSHARES? 
  
Sure: the more me, the more morituri. 
Mine duels his hand; some scroll of manliness, 
Whose downfall almost dolored us.  Though 
Soon, up the brain tanks, gracias oozed. 
 
The hair is a cohort of this.  The hair, 
Or the beard, a creditcard used as a napkin, 
Swiping off a chin.  "My adam's apple's agog!" 
Quote: Exclude before you begin the male 
 
Because it is vile.  "The heart in common 
Is the heart withheld," another recommends; 
Hey here comes my favorite human-razed future. 
 
Xerox of course a tapeworm lost inside  
A hunchback, I squirm manfully on. 
Deep in the direction known as thumbsdown.  
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Note: 
Line 1: Morituri te salutamus—we who are about to die salute you: the 
gladiators' obeisance to the Roman emperor.  Line 8-9: Exclude before you 
begin etc.: a pun on Mallarmé's  "Exclus-en si tu commences / Le réel parce 
que vil". 
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 PSYCHOPATHOLOGY OF THE POWERTOOL WEEKEND 
   (NEOCOLONIALISM #5) 
  
So—as the depth of the adieu—on my forehead 
Shows, or my—signature, lopped off at—the wrist 
Witnesses: ah, more quantum formulae scrawled 
—You doodled margins of my christian bible!  For 
 
Like that drop of venom that longs to hang from 
The comma although, cream of that snootiness 
Magazine-covers sic us toward, my reflection 
My joy is just (gloss to amuse) this world! which, 
 
Built on zoos, can't last.  Or at least not till 
The herd steered by its wounds disinherit 
All I seize surmise of deepest tiptoe!  Poo: 
 
I lack the face you evolved to paw, Joe Blow, 
The figure those fingers of yours grew for, Meg Smith. 
I got no legit to forget it either, no greater esthetic. 
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POEM 
 
Please, no dreams tonight. 
No transfigured eyelids, 
No siren rain 
From the day's clouds. 
 
Let the moon  
Be boarded over. 
No mirrors must signal 
Their ally the wishwell. 
 
Let there be nothing  
For our faces to open in  
But themselves. 
 
Seen in this least light 
They may appear 
At last to be whole. 
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BABBLEGATE 
 
In early childhood an act 
consists of another act, 
a multiplying chain of 
this and that.  Cat, windowsill, 
 
sunlight, they're all events instead 
of sights, but eventually they 
too give way to the eye.  Time 
distances the other senses 
 
until one becomes intent instead 
of intrinsicate.  That's why 
dimensionally I can only 
 
try to run toward the place 
I've already passed, squealing 
ba ba ba ba ba ba buh! 
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CLICK 
 
From the bottom of my well 
I see the sun and moon just 
once a day, which is nothing 
 
when compared to you above  
who see them both so often,  
so open-shared, so totally: 
 
and yet I believe that in that  
instant when daily the sun  
and monthly the moon fill  
 
my circle rim up there, I am 
illuminated in a way you can 
never be, quenched entirely 
 
and all sealed in light.  See:  
I'm whole now.  No cracks in me. 
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 AFTER BRETON EXPELS ME FROM THE GROUP,  
   I GO DOWN ON SAMSON AND DELILAH 
  
The moon long undue to none of us follows 
Typifying some life we phonetically loathe 
Or other dolls umbilical to our desires 
Let my lips fizz out against your thighs. 
 
The annuities of these nymphs are so paid 
But can our praiseworth's cry concur 
Pilgrimage-many the tidepools oppose 
Sigh only my hemline has aspirations. 
 
Typecast as fat Tantalus/as the last 
Frame of an hourglass movie I yawn for more 
Bouffant-slut roles roles with grunge-rapport. 
 
Therefore a rumor-millioned perfumes inject 
Each of my pores must emit its own odor 
If we are to synchronize all earth's sundials. 
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REFUSING AN INVITATION TO THE MASKED BALL                                
  
No knees forcep my tongue to you.  Met when                 
It dims like hesitant fever over                             
That oasis-in-a-swimsuit, what studious mirage              
Rises.  Mist is the dog augments the scene.                 
 
Whose collapsar sponsors these closeups?—                
The escapes in forced moonlight of the prince                
At his powerboat throughout alpine lakes chased               
Or so the whisper ran, rotting in attendance:                 
 
May I hang the fur coat on the beehive? thanks— 
That place that fills the map that swamps the front     
Seats of the Royal Starship rendezvous                             
 
Holds perhaps.  Till then, scintilla antenna                 
Omniscient thistle of my Etcetera Dracula,                      
A smile across that which we would share, flesh. 
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SCHOOL FOR INSOMNIA 
  
A bed of nails a manicurist hurls polish at— 
The colors, liquid, thinking of a high tide I wonder 
If it can remember the Primal Scene it relives 
Again and again in pangs of ebb that plethora 
 
Moment of what trance—conception—or are we 
Out of source now, free, all pasts forgot as easily 
As adults will plow a path through a children's 
Birthday party—their pink lit-once, lit-twice, 
 
Lit-five-times cake not stopping this progress, not 
Even for a step that guesses what our heels could 
Make of these tiny candles, crunch as crayons— 
 
The colors, of evening then night are flames I fall 
Tranq-sank in, the miniaturization of dust continues, 
Night lies down on a bed of nails or stars— 
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CONTEMPORARY OUTREMERICAN POETRY 
 
Lips eclipsed by the dark O of a howl, 
Stereo Echo, monaural Narcissus— 
That old abyss-as-sinecure noise 
Seems pure enough: but toward what laser-fold, 
 
What mother-scold, of dream?  Is that why 
Jumpcuts catch fish; thighs nailed to birth push? 
Cybele—Jesus—the lap presides?  The name 
Carved on this polyglot ingot was whose, 
 
Lone rune gods can use to dispute their senses! 
Immune I remain, group-blind to your game: 
Imagine if a couple, eloping 
 
Out a window had paused on the ledge, 
Had stayed there, had set up house right there on the ledge— 
That's how far we get to marry words. 
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THE BUILDING OF THE BRAZEN TOWER 
 
I, an ahem, uncertain where to stand. 
Unsurefooted as surveyors on clouds, preparing 
further slums of heaven.  I, glimpsed only 
while entering or leaving a stab. 
 
Is this why I long to betray the small 
bodies left on the lips after love?  Pale 
empiricals, all pout; but then, some bumblebees 
are larger than the flowers they land on. 
 
What happened on all fours in my other life— 
how staged, how improv each movement grew— 
(kungfu of sequins) an eclipse also 
maps what it mires: the none alone must know. 
 
Hope is eating paper stripes off a jailcell. 
Faith says, It's only a zoom-lens, not a fall.  
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BECKON GONE 
 
Now I see they put the world together 
at an angle that goes wrong to the earth. 
 
Tables and chairs have a destiny in this, 
flawed beyond all hopes of wood.  The wind  
rivering through the bare branches gathers 
their withering rather than my growth.  
 
Shadow sutured to the eventual skin of  
our ascendance, your swami crannies 
fail me.  Amadeus, Amadeus, 
the sky calls.  Beckon gone, go, go on home— 
 
Nothing blunts my perfume as I become, 
as I attempt to exude from within 
the most faintly effigy I can.  North 
of birthfants, south of deathdults, where am I? 
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PER REQUEST 
 
when we're always alone 
and when we're never alone 
which one 
answers the phone 
 
all that separates us 
is the finishline 
face in a race 
with its own cheekbones 
 
this toe to toe battle 
with our shadow 
to gain possession 
of a narrow choking ledge 
 
which one which one 
I cower beneath my resurrections 
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UNTOLDTITLED 
 
I move during your interstices of movement, 
you are still, I am still no longer than no more, 
well-forced to peel from stopsigns decals that say it. 
 
But crossroads are made of mispronunciations 
of our otherwise swerve or caught destinations; 
imagine radar squiggles in a big, nuke-out war. 
 
Then vase sass, sponge tossed onto a slit throat— 
I bet my seance has enslaved my tan.  Lacing 
the leech to itself, life traverses some navel? 
Lung abbreviations, breaths: departure's dictate. 
 
Because gone is a great while, daily I yell oh 
our absence enlarges the burden of penthouses. 
Ape-acne's eunuch, I comb through emcee cues. 
Youth-starch, time, you tease the tonsured tongue. 
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LAST MOMENTS IN THE MASTERPIECE 
 
Once aboard the world a venereal disease 
The Beatles* gave you takes on new forms 
And shows them how to elevate birth.  But then 
A pasture attends.  The clothes fit the cows, 
 
Though styles are better back in the barn, where 
Some denouement mode monde meet as photos for 
The magazine this poem has published or 
Will I be the sum of misprints here. 
 
That should suffice could hours need to suffer: 
Our clock ye-gods toward arrival, medieval 
Catapults release aim-things, whose same music 
 
Is defter in sepia, that mooing hue, lit by fakes. 
*Or Picasso, Gertrude Stein, Santa Claus, Der Führer, 
Or any other 3-syllable entity you'd prefer-er. 
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POEM  
 
Meat predominates love. 
I use cubesteaks to slap Cupid around. 
And whenever birds flock over, 
How many wormspecks 
Dribble from their beaks 
Onto us?  The air is a mist of meat. 
For an aspiring vegetarian 
To breathe is to betray. 
All our vows are undermined by meat. 
Especially the pledge to purify 
The soul.  Useless to cry 
The precipice that cornholed me has crumbled 
When I share its eternal gutterscape, when 
I participate in the sate of it.                                                                                    
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LINES FROM DAYTON, OHIO 
 
Reason sates the horizon— 
fulgent, full of elegant oils, 
giant unguents.  A sun 
 
a racecar's engine, 
hoisted in a hammock 
set sway, between two trees, backyard 
 
* 
A world washed up by dew 
onto this bluer world, 
—as though the genitalia 
 
were a shadow 
thrown upon the body by 
some dubious, some distant deity 
 
* 
Oh 
I lack both seriousness and so. 
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THE HEROES CROWD EACH OTHER AT THE GATE 
 
But this cryptic impulse to eclipse a map 
While voiceovers avail one's profile or 
The blindfolds floating to the ground smile 
The vegetation shiver a little 
 
Light has not accustomed swimmingpools to this 
Glitter and illiterates with gold records know 
And all our next door to door neighbors the Nukes 
Family who play charades to remember 
 
Each other's names they feel it hie vie die 
Across that oversuffice of knife their life 
Santa's reindeer sneer down from the sky as 
 
Guiding your foot with my hand to its mark 
My face I reflect of how this world which 
Does not consist of more you's than you does 
 
 
Note: Title: a phrase by Abel Gance; as quoted in the screenplay for Hitler: A Film from Germany. 
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OUR CATACOMB'S NEXT MARTYR 
  
The demonic city, the wretchedness of suburbs, 
Bodies fished out of rivers, and distress 
In the hospitals are also on my list.  
(Oh blindfold-anointed night, Nero Nixon nevermore.) 
 
Waiting for dawn to rate the sky X.  Love.  Love— 
The trendsetters yawn over their trendsets— 
Hey, Hiroshima: duck!  While the fuck of it 
Sucks a crucifix stuck in the rat-hole door 
 
Of the secret vault where a Getty gloats 
Whole floors of masterpieces, real Mona Lisa and all. 
In curtseyland I'll take my stand he screams. 
 
The sound blood makes dripping on their neon 
Must of bored the crowd.  Facade-trod face of: 
Inflect with your name time sours my knees. 
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Note: 
Lines 1-3: "He wrote about the demonic city, the wretchedness of suburbs, 
bodies fished out of rivers, and distress in the hospitals." —Armin Arnold, 
writing about George Heym.  Lines 9-10: Getty Museum richest in world.   
Anyway, most 'masterpieces' in museums are forgeries; the real stuff is 
sequestered by billionaires. 



 

102 

EUCLID ALONE     (to RN) 
 
Androids strolling up Everest will know 
How harder it was for us to care, to cuddle 
Visits from that summit within.  The pique 
Of pickups is endless.  And when our oxygen 
 
Thins to a pin who cares who's X who's Y— 
That altered acme stares at me—icily— 
That game where time (come to theme) recombines 
To dial them new stars night never fell on: it 
 
Beads up as my eye, friend planet.  Who like 
The sate—crazed by my birth's first trip at bat— 
A pork genus cordless vibrator whose tip 
 
Whose tongue exbunged from your hinder heart, wet 
With non-umbrageous plus-signs or what? 
(But can we touch each other's thwart I thought.) 
 
 
Note: Title: "Euclid alone has looked on Beauty bare." —Edna St. Vincent Millay
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AUTO-RENGA 
  
In the collided night, sate with pool.  The                   
Truly gooey goes if an armpit could point                       
This is what it would point at.  Same veneer                    
Where I chew your girdle and gum your bra                       
 
—Crates to pack Proteus in, the days                    
Oops.  The fall took all the minutehand.  So                   
The with you will die and the without me live,                    
If life's a letter mailed inside a folded                               
 
Up postagestamp.  What do you hear from whom?   
Softer than the pins stuck into cacti by  
Rubbing my sores on the Lot's Wifes displayed  
           
Or shit.  Mud.  Crud.  It's milkingtime:  
Sometimes those udder-things have to be cleaned off.   
So you use the first squirts to do it with.   
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TO MYSELF 
 
How often does your penis 
enter your armpit, not enough I bet; 
and automaxillary eroticism 
will not suffice.  Such intercourse 
or rather lack of it shows up 
in the cast of your crap, your typical  
excuses, your ineptitude charades— 
 
But all orifices get worn out, so even  
a rarely-fucked armpit longs for less; 
as does the face, held together  
by what coercion of emptiness; 
an oral shoehorn probably; 
maybe-berries dipped in occurence-curd: 
the evasions are always exemplary. 
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RESUMED PLEA 
 
To pick up where I left off 
at birth, 
as I was about to say before 
being interrupted by  
the midwife, 
my parents, 
my teachers, 
my commanding officer, 
my employers, 
my various wives/children etc., 
my physician, 
one or two astrologers, 
and the undertaker: 
 
"Free me or worship me!" 
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LAPSE POETICA 
 
Smashing the elixir of life while  
shouting "From now on this is my life!" 
may not be the best manner 
to ensure progress, I know.  One 
 
never dips apes into human navels  
in order to baptize angels,  
even if those navels are absolutely 
as we say, brimming.  Filled with 
 
the water, the essential eau de vie— 
Blink, blink, my teardrops blurted, 
do you think we enjoy chewing 
that sphinx’s loudest eyelash?! 
 
If just one of them cum comes true, I'll let 
each new you-pseudonym name me its. 
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MOTHER TERESA TREATS TERRORISTS TO TAFFY 
  
The A rack and the O thumbscrew, the 
E pincers.  Yeah, I brandingiron, U electrodes. 
World I am defeatist of—elysium—  
You eviscerate asterisks like me: 
 
Pick up that hotline in your hushed-up highrise, 
Higher-ups!  I videopoemed them please 
But did God's Little Guru LISTEN?  Nope 
So, tipping my head sideways as if trying 
 
To pour it into the ear's cup I shut up.  Oh 
To nix my thought on 2 fingers giving 
The peace sign inside my mouth nose ass— 
 
Or any other orifice they fit—'s 
Fine with me.  Neutron bomb has the same 
Theory.  Our entrails is taller than we. 
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from A SOUTHERN RUN: 
 
3.  At My Grandchildren's Grave, Dunceville, Georgia 
 
Will disguising my biography as realism 
overcome the humiliation of being 
so quote uneternal!  Like Ellen Barkin in 
Siesta, I'm posthumous but make a great smarmpiece 
 
to orifice around with, blasé or various— 
Stunt-winged, avant, we grope our precarious 
karma, daredevils soaring up actuarial 
charts!  Oh midnight-ignored spasms, cameo 
 
confessions—here I am, the soul complains, 
in hock to meat.  And, its co-stars all chorus, 
I owe bread a living, of course!  Some child's 
 
jump-rhyme, some game.  Autism's pious request 
to glue my name's lips to mine.  No! here comes 
a pristine to kiss us; a prim to hug us. 
 
Note: 
Siesta—1987 film by Mary Lambert, in which Barkin plays a gregarious ghost. 
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4.  Accidie in Kilborn's Adult Arcade, Cuffs Cliff, Kentucky 
 
So begun-gone, so commence-ended. 
A delve away, only sleep is obediant to dawn. 
The day bathed in jaunt, cerulean popcorn pouring— 
So I beg the alms to interrogate my palm. 
 
Knee-plenty take me.  The topsheet teethes on us; 
the cunning foreskin heaps up nakedness; 
coulda-buddha-beens, nirvana-neverweres. 
That table where the room is crowded looking 
 
at photos of itself, that chair; anywhere 
our mapping marauders, their cuticle helmets 
withheld on high, thrash through ramblethorn bush: 
spectrum for time's homonymgram.  Thumbthroe? 
 
Often the skull's skill at making masks is 
unsurpassed by any dot I subscribe to. 
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SMATCHES 
 
An ocean must prove itself by puddles, 
a mind by gaps, the spirit drying up 
in smatches of this and that.  Departure 
will reach the point of flight too late. 
 
Distance-extenders go.  Dancers smeared  
on leaves of echo near the loose hipped sea.   
Autumn amputations empty semaphore  
from arms.  This signing is too great to bear.   
 
Its absence fills each tree.  The sap is worth. 
 
In one of its reconcluding candle rooms  
your eyes were promised to breathlessness,  
so we raised the shade toward horizons  
that fill the sky with hangings.  Each voice  
 
is cupped in cuts.  River occurs like a sentence. 
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ITINERARY 
 
I pace off my heart, 
six this way, six that way, 
the length of a small wait 
or a cave behind glass. 
 
Quenching my teeth in shouts 
I advance little by little, 
late by late. 
 
They open the door  
emptier each time I pass, 
they: the measured threshold, 
the keyhole's spider groin. 
 
Bury the dawn in ambush, 
let white curtains count for home. 
Make ruin my own. 
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A COMIC LOOK AT DAMOCLES 
 
Sometimes Damocles is less afraid that the sword may drop 
than that his enthusiasm for his plight might 
—through the illogical process of displacement— 
cause him to rise exuberantly up to it. 
 
Once he glues a plastic bust of himself atop his pate; 
once, while paring his fingernails with a pocketknife,  
he sees an ant on the floor and throws it at it.   
But all (both artistic and magic) remedy fails. 
 
By old age he has quite forgot the deadly blade: 
to his feeble sight, that gleaming flash above him 
is himself, I mean his soul getting a headstart, already in flight. 
 
In heaven he hears about an angel who tied a noose 
to his own halo and hung himself from it, but sees 
no way to apply the case, retroactively or otherwise. 
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AN OUTREMERICAN SPEAKS 
 
Outfit your mirrors for departure, 
though the rope-foliage looks nervous, 
hung from harpstring hooks. 
 
Roll pause while drugs pestle the place.  
Sceptersweat, you are the grid, the 
grill on which I barbecue my b-b-gun.  
 
All nudes and rafters, upcushionings try 
to census-suck my neck's chaff. 
Then whose flour envies the thrift of thorns! 
  
But see—see what sacrifice suite site got 
lawnmown out of me: watch it curate 
the only shelf not marked Self, that 
 
flowerpot filled with fruitjuice. 
The revolt exaggerates the populace. 
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FIRST 
 
No sooner has the lightningbolt struck earth 
than a snake encurls itself around it. 
Ah, rhyme-me, if my metaphors  
could only pounce like that. 
 
The male form is still recognizable  
until you get about halfway down. 
Then one notices the scrotum 
more than masticating a stick of gum! 
 
Like a halo slanted to catch the last 
rays of a hair, I hold up my life 
determined to sound some farfinitesimal thing. 
 
Why, whenever a bird pecks out the suits 
from a deck of cards, does it do hearts first? 
Heck, why not peck out my penis first? 
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PASTIME 
 
surreptitious 
and mute  
are the vendors of my beauty  
 
hide and seek 
hucksters their 
occupation about as useless 
as the toss 
 
of playing cards into  
a hat that’s simultaneously 
being thrown into a halo on 
the fly so to speak 
 
though I know 
I'm supposed to say  
on the wing 
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MARTIAL 
 
Military sculpture is 
to sculpture as 
military food is to food, 
if there are 
 
any sculptors or chefs 
left who have not 
been conscripted, since 
military verse  
 
is to verse as 
military noon is 
to noon, the hands  
straight up in rhyme.   
 
And music— 
music of course is war.  
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Note: 
Anybody who reads poetry can see the ubiquitous self-doubts poets evince  
regarding the validity/value of their art.  Compare that to the smug self-satisfied attitudes 
exhibited by the advocates and practitioners of music.  They take it for granted that music 
is the highest art, the universal art, the only art that transcends all borders and biases.  
They never question that given assumption.  The arrogance of composers and musicians 
is insufferable.  They really believe Pater's dictum that all the other arts are inferior, that 
all the other arts "aspire towards the condition of music."  But every military that ever 
marched out to murder rape and destroy was led by what art: were those armies fronted 
by poets extemporizing verse—by sculptors squeezing clay—by painters wielding 
brushes—actors posing soliloquies?  No, the art that led those killers forth, the art whose 
urgent strident rhythms stirred and spurred their corresponding bloodlust, was the art to 
which they felt closest, the art that mirrored their evil egos.  That's why they have always 
put music up there at the vanguard of their war-ranks, because not only is it the emblem, 
the fore-thrust insignia of their purpose, it is their purpose: it is the condition to which 
they aspire.  But if music is what its hucksters continually sell it as, 'The Universal 
Language', what that means is that before the Babel Discontinuity there was no music.  
Music did not exist before Babel, and will cease to exist when a true universal language  
(and a true universal peace) returns in the form of digitaldata/pictovids exchanged  
instantaneously by androids cyborgs robots.  Music will soon be as obsolete defunct  
extinct as humans are. 
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VEINS FIRST 
 
Confessions are asymptomatic 
of discourse. 
Its normal mode is ruin. 
No wonder rivers run 
to patent their innocence. 
 
Aquarium emptied into a syringe, 
each jab adds another  
fish to our flow. 
 
The opposite of statues,  
dead until they start to crumble, 
i.e. move: decay for them 
is a kind of lazarusness, 
a second life or really, in their case, 
a first. 
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BROAD BRUSH 
 
Each grape has a white pin  
run through it, 
one to a plate. 
 
Soon the whole room's 
framed in clocks, 
hung from the walls. 
 
As the window sees it, 
beyond has seven vistas. 
 
The faucet drips 
until a tyrant falls. 
 
What else is shown here? 
 
Everything the poem 
erases in half 
with its first word. 
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HYPHEN 
 
The sound of a needle 
scraping out  
a thimble. 
 
A knife 
excavating 
a spoon. 
 
Categories  
can only be cleansed 
from within. 
 
Self-purgation. 
Aristotle-spectacle. 
Deathbed-confession. 
 
The sound of a pen 
. . . ? 
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POEM HOLDING ON TO 
 
A space whose whiteness has to be in quotes. 
 
How we parted our names and pasted them  
to a pebble too light for a paperweight 
but now it circles the sun as I wake, 
my worthless sought brought back to earth ways. 
 
The time, day; the place, debris. 
Beyond my description is nothing 
but it means to do me harm. 
 
All my steps few-transit the forsaken dew; 
darkgutter caress, the leash of looks backward at me and you. 
 
Fierce ice fenestrates the gap, cuts 
a pane’s penance across my faculty 
forehead.  Scalped scarecrow, 
I wear an infant patina of voyeurs. 
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POOL 
 
Summer and the happiness of 
a few fingertips pressed to a tree 
for more before the day I implore 
brings forth a rarer glimpse, love 
or the same in purified garments. 
 
War has all the anecdotes, peace  
none, yet the latter awaits us past 
every story's tall finis.  Presence— 
but here your face shines.  For sleep  
is what the breath peels first in its leap  
 
to hang itself on an even higher perch: 
Some say everything that fares down 
into the ground will one day emerge  
on the tongue of a divingboard. 
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SAVIOR 
 
Turn your pockets inside your out 
And let its distance melt: 
 
Ignore any occasion that has place 
For the passages of winter 
 
Or the halts of summer.  Brief 
As they are, our contents 
 
Should not be listed in life 
Coterminous with childhood, 
 
Whose lockers contain the names 
Erased by tracing its form. 
 
A star should focus us on that 
Which aspires to be beckoned, 
 
Assuming it wants a few disciples 
Willing to give up everything. 
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THE NONUNIQUE  
 
The deaths I lost to childhood are blue 
as a precipice, green as a wish. 
 
Their figures are an unravel I travel toward. 
 
They inhale me whole, 
they feel their navels cupped with home. 
 
Around them  
the air is inherited by handstands. 
 
Somersaults secure the site. 
 
The lives I lost to age are even worse— 
 
senility sillies! senilisillies!— 
each believes it is the last, the venerable, the opus, 
 
and that all the ones  
following it 
are merely posthumous. 
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PREQUEL 
 
The speech I gave upon winning 
The Hatebake-Off caused more pain 
Than a mirror feels when placed 
Beneath an icicle: at every word 
The runnersup applauded slower 
Than the fumblings of far ciphers 
On cold sofas.  Soon-sad I stood 
Or squatted on the neckstump 
Where a thoughtczar once Hmmed, 
Knowing that despite my award  
My words unlike his would never  
Be reproduced, and that childhood  
Itself was just a precursor of birth,  
That each life ends with its prequel. 
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POEM 
 
Do I regret the loss of that dime 
tossed to Picasso in return 
for a deathbed portrait 
a final flinch-free closeup meant 
to clear up the argue-aura 
surrounding my ID but 
which instead has confused 
all my clones who gather 
on dissipated terraces  
to sow tiles and wonder whether 
humans are one hump or two 
I am stirring the strata for you 
dime  
time lost beneath a thimblestone 
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POEM 
 
I fear an alias abandoned 
At birth awaits to name me 
After life, an ID I must 
Assume again, a prior self. 
 
Migraine angel whose crimes 
Include the nail ordeal of hands 
And the toe torment of feet. 
 
When a chessboard meets  
A crossroads face to face, 
Is their contest foregone, lost 
The sinuous routes we win? 
 
Uncloaked by the light heaven's 
Decryption sends to none, 
I come coven to your command. 
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 LINEAR 
 
Cheekbone-fluid runs down the walls of my cell. 
A wind goes by with an air of freedom clamped in its teeth. 
The angry mother and the drunken father 
Take turns hacking my controls. 
So 
If I stifle my desire to feed chairs 
All night to a revolving door 
Or to mourn the wheels killed  
In inexact wars until 
Until I must push disneyvisaged puppets against 
You too.  Try 
To eclipse our lower steps with our higher? 
If it weren’t for nonsequitirs 
I wouldn’t have any kind of seq.  Seqs.  Sex. 
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POEM 
 
As a prison is most prison in 
the tiny cracks in 
its walls 
I am most me in my pores 
 
I lower my pores into the water 
what will that net me 
I open my pores to the air 
what will that apprehend 
 
now even those outer elements 
dream of escaping 
from the felony in each 
 
of the body's cells 
the murderer  
I pen within 
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DOMESTIC 
 
Left to myself I might simply 
fondle a platter of doorknobs, 
as long as they are the mute ones— 
I don't like the verbal ones. 
 
If nobody bothers me I could 
notice out the window how 
each house but mine is best. 
 
Maybe blow on my palms, 
trying to mist over like glass 
that place where the keys nest. 
 
Or take another mouse out 
of the trap and thumb its head, 
thumb at it over and over 
like a dud cigarette-lighter. 
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AUTUMNAL 
 
The tree lowers its anchor 
Of foliage, mooring the one 
Life I forgot to not 
Reincarnate. 
 
Now from scenes of former harrow 
Burst free, playing tag 
With Yorick’s skull. 
 
Since barefoot beats childhood 
In the race to be alone,  
Brush departure from your path. 
 
A leaf must fall to complete 
Its stem’s intent, but I wonder 
If my branch meant to end in this 
Sum of nothing equals one. 
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THE RAIN EFFIGY 
 
Besides its breezes, the play of whose yield 
is greater than day’s, we feel the sky as 
prior, as pilgrim.  The cleave in our love 
leaves a field or bare place for where to build. 
 
Strangely energized by the windshield 
wipers, animated by each stoplight’s 
imperative, by every presence other 
than our own grown so absent, we drive 
 
toward the horizon, that groveled traveler. 
And we ourselves might kneel before ourselves 
if all our effigies hadn’t crumbled/decayed 
 
to a bare/stoop pedestal.  That stance of us 
as we kissed was not as statuary 
as we had planned, was it.  Less foot less firm. 
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STREET 
 
Down the street children run in circles— 
A balloon laughs with a string in its mouth. 
Why am I still interested in what lies at the bottom 
Of my yawns of boredom? 
No, I should not probe so. 
Living on pavement pensions, 
A mid-husband to the mis-wife of my breath. 
In a doorway a savior pauses to straighten his stigmata. 
Entering or leaving? 
The choice leaves one speechless, 
Groundless.  The tall voice in my throat totters 
Like a tower from which two or three bricks fall to the sidewalk, 
Causing hoarse dust to rise. 
The dust that rises immediately begins to avenge this insult to its species. 
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POEM 
 
I hope you die while reading this book 
And then when your folks come in 
 
With flyswatters and grins 
They see the title in your hand and 
 
Jump back ten feet land 
In the garbagecan nearer oh god to thee 
 
And then I hope they plant you still 
Ahold of it so when the rats get going  
 
They can use the pages for napkins 
But if you do survive  
 
This it only proves you're some kind 
Of vermin worm only one of them  
 
Could pore through a deadun's dirt  
And live 
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SNAPSHOT 
 
The tempo of the hair 
Slows down the brow 
Towards antiquity, yet 
The whole head grows old 
At a pace predestined. 
Though the eyes’ velocity varies, 
I and perhaps all of me 
Agree to observe these 
Limits, to renounce the quick 
Rose of that youthful glow 
Skin has when viewed 
Through a god’s nightscope. 
The time it takes his trigger 
Accelerates even my face. 
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POEM 
 
How is it my stuffed with ebb eyes 
Prefer X to Y? 
How in I in heck's name can I? 
 
A parachutist wearing a propeller beanie 
Hovers around me, immune 
To my swat repetoire. 
 
Sometimes I stop to watch 
A hydrant being crushed 
By art-critics dressed in charred armor. 
 
Hiroshima haloes might purify these lifechoices: 
My bio is buttered by auto, my mirror 
By other. 
 
And yet, and yet, have you ever known 
A self-portrait to not renege? 
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POEM 
 
They say the universe is expanding, 
not staying in one place. 
I, though, have a small rental room 
somewhere in it. 
 
I don't understand this ratio 
of the whole being free, 
while the parts struggle to cough up 
on the first of the month. 
 
What do you grow in that vase? 
Shards. 
 
I don't understand. 
And my worth is not enough  
to figure out why.  Who. 
 
What suffers such distance just to endure?  
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TROUGH 
 
The bridegroom has fainted.  Quel wedding night. 
A witchingwell fumbles beneath his lids. 
Our honeymoon resort surrounds a lake 
The moon keeps on a string.  It trembles. 
Its water looks as vague as the smell 
Perfume looses through a refugee camp 
Pressed against a bland bulletin-board. 
The crux of the android excites us. 
Ignore the next passim in this poem. 
Passion, passion of marriage, its strings barrage 
Your phallic surge.  Shaped to wear, 
This mode excludes the mirror touch of 
Any model.  In the end everyone admires how 
The grass invents the earth from dirt, from scratch. 
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BITTER THOUGHTS IN NOVEMBER 
 
Every branch is more beautiful than 
every other one, the rain falling or 
the rain frozen pendant on this 
twig I break off to swizzlestick that 
 
puddle in which winter is opening 
its cracks like sky, glazing minutely 
drop by drop in closeup glissade 
each face I bring to its brink, each beauty— 
 
In theory the maze ascends, its core 
is heaven according to mystics whose 
stiles litter the way.  Style is a pun 
and therefore leads to perdition downward 
 
doubters claim.  Poets/critics: the veins 
get pissed on by the capillaries. 
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THE LINE-UP 
 
The snake  
came first  
then the giraffe  
et al until 
 
all the animals  
appeared all 
the suspicious  
species  
 
but then 
together they  
pointed at me  
 
saying there  
that one there 
he did it. 
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POEM 
 
There must be in the world still 
Somewhere a lion could get me, 
Or a cliff whose rocks might fall 
(Struck by lightning) to crush me— 
 
But wouldn't that be disloyal to 
The carcinogens in my food air water 
To whom I have promised my death, 
The favor of killing me eventually— 
 
It's nature versus culture: if we 
Use the former to off ourself with 
(Running into tiger cages/snake galleries), 
 
Won't the latter feel like a child 
Abandoned (boohoo) by its parents?— 
After all, we fathered these tinytot toxins. 
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STEP 
 
The shoe is left at the door 
of metaphor, 
which admits both rose and guitar 
but not it. 
 
The welcome mat might 
exclude it too if not 
for the feet time needs 
to shape its toll.       
 
Welcome the poet 
but not her shoe. 
Let it rot there on the sill, 
 
a pedestal 
in whose shade we'll read 
old toes verse, young heel. 
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RECYCLED (SACRIFICE SUITE #5) 
 
According to the Dictionary of 
Glossolalia (page niftynine), 
I must live with whichever one 
of my executioner's gestures 
 
occurs last.  Recourse, there is none 
but to lean on a coin, pronouncing 
the gravy from my bandages 
delicious.  Ah, see the swirling 
 
ceiling shed its diarist! 
The tongue yawns fire.  Daily 
I dance I stamp my navel onto this 
reciprocal dirtmount, this sievesync. 
  
How can I live with what the hand sake 
keeps offering to the eye sake. 
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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. 
 
 



 

   145 

THE ZENOIST 
 
He stays here standing on a chair 
and paces off the steps to the door 
or still further, aping escape from  
the rat-race or death or karma or 
 
whatever’s gaining ground: instead  
of late, he speeds up, the chairseat  
blurs a flurry of feet until the trip 
he’s traveled noplace is moon-far. 
 
How’d he make it up onto that chair? 
That was a distance never to be  
crossed, or even embarked upon, 
  
a hopeless quest.  Deciding to depart 
must have seemed such a feat once: 
he fares everywhere for that start. 
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LIFEGUARD CLINGING TO A STEEPLE 
 
Why are all the survivors of the needle’s eye 
nude, as if their lifethread had disrobed 
rather than sewn them.  Sans coat-fare, 
we proceed it seems only to precede; 
birth to burial, are not yet here. 
 
But when did we first start embracing 
the wakes of ourselves in each other rather 
than each other?  As the fruit falls  
to hiatus us, its bloom spoiled by last year’s cores. 
 
Or the sun whose portrait rots in our pores, 
those sweatbeads blurred in closeup but clear afar—  
that pointillist pap, that hybrid suicide. 
 
The face carefully tattooed around love’s wounds 
does not itself look injured.  
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GROUNDING 
 
The earth should be waxed to make 
the wind go faster than  
 
the windmills.  And the sky, 
the sky should be waxed also— 
 
Because if the sky were waxed,  
our gaze would slide right off it, 
 
and thus our love of the earth  
would be increased by not being 
 
able to get an eyehold on  
anything above the earth. 
 
The wall of all this wax girds me  
with assert desires, delire acerbs! 
 
True but to its tremor, the teardrop  
alludes the cheek clear to the floor. 
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POEM 
 
Zoomshot leopardspot asleep on 
a conveyorbelt of coitus interruptus, 
my elocution alone can save you. 
A closeup vanishing, a species hard to tell. 
Leave the cajun of my cunt ajar,   
zoomshot leopardspot, occult telescope.   
Your meat drips from my earlobes; 
my throat packed in chauffeurs gleams 
like a splinter of unfired eels.  The mirror 
picks slivers fleshlike from my eyes— 
I am impaled by its opaque twin-ness. 
Use polar charcoal to trace your name 
or scorched samothrace.  Pray while 
I nullagraph death to all future cullers of this. 
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STEP ON IT 
 
Passing the threshold one 
does not reach  
the threshyoung. 
Language  
 
contains words  
which contain words  
that contain us 
who contain no words  
 
prior to birthsill—   
Shall I say that this  
is grass, is overkill, 
 
and have my symbol  
also, a snail  
scotchtaped to a stopsign. 
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DECADRECK 
 
Does a desert blink all its wells at once 
each time a spysat orbits over, high 
in its baseless stratotower, ripe with 
the power to insert forest mobiles  
amongst urban stabiles: I take my temp  
with the alphabet, fever up to z. 
 
Sanity descends to water via  
no stairs I have installed in the blood.  Like  
a wink that succeeds in refuting all 
my surest arguments, I feel as weak 
as the wink of an invalid flirting— 
worse is it’s you they want of course not me.   
 
Say it makes Mighty Mote tremble in his  
halfspeed houdini: how shall I deny? 
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FACESHIFT 
 
I think the face reads itself by wrinkles, 
like dog-ears in books each crease-fold tells 
 
some favorite passage, a phrase that must 
be looked up because to memorize 
 
here would be betrayal: I have to see 
that phiz-text line by line, word for word or 
 
all the imperfections of my glance 
will linger too long on the errata's real 
 
snapshot, that ID-eal replica held 
against the light for scrutiny only 
 
by those who want my money but not me— 
I want to know which is which: which chance  
 
aspect has raised its own as mine once more;          
which one perfection is still straining for. 
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SUB 
 
The spirit drifts as if 
a bubble were after it— 
a bubble is after it: 
I'm all the foam froth 
 
that's left, and I'm  
about to pop 
in this pursuit.  Perhaps 
when a seeker dies,  
 
his prey's position  
is fixed then 
momentarily  
 
on the charts 
of our quantum ocean? 
The spirit drifts, uncaught.  
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CLOISTER: CONSTRUCT 
 
Like days devised against the day, we stay  
caught up in the final haste of dreams,  
cramming too much into each awakening  
 
gasp, a tapestry monks trapped in their own  
sleeves might weave, a panic of REM-robots, 
spirits rousing from ancient crimes and shames—  
 
And then again transitions too prefigured, 
raising the shades every morning to see 
that all those brilliant avenues out there 
could be used by someone in shoes, humbly 
 
knowing that the instep is to the foot 
as the profile is to the face, namely an  
arch of absence, a lack.  A sample-art. 
It makes fissures when you kiss yourself. 
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MOUNT BLANK 
 
Snow, the polkadots of vile clowns, falls.  Melt 
to a god-moat, world.  Admit that everything  
the cortex thought lost was probably what  
the vortex thought found, though both of them 
 
could be wrong: from brain to drain the range  
of maybes remains protozoan-moan-criminal, 
collateral closeups of whatever the hell. 
 
A disguised zoo we keep blowing up, earth 
retaliates: lifts all its continental prose 
in Andes-island rifts to fracture these words— 
inclement gangster and diving nun, please 
 
continue to dictate your own.  Begin when   
the edge executes its option to end, when 
my merging meaning veers too close to stand. 
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PORTRAIT OF A SELFSAMIZDAT 
 
Examine the underside of each mask you 
rip off of yourself, note its tiny flaws 
and huge perfections which after all 
must correspond to yours. 
 
Hoping confessions made in sleep remain 
anonymous, I type mine over the screenname 
they assigned my paperthin.  Which means  
my rot-factor is flawless, it finds a child 
 
in every thimble who is not my own,  
my l'il yoke-year-old.  Doubtlessly why 
the date blames the day, that arm limb 
lemming the lenient multitude maims . . . 
 
An egg anchors my dimple 
but when I smile it falls. 
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ROYALTIES OVERDUE 
 
Unseen because it's montage,   
in the zoo's emptiest cage  
a game of tag 
enters its final stage.   
 
Yet who can understand why 
the charades paid to death are  
still valid?  Write this down everyday 
in modes made passé by me. 
 
What is the afterprosed poem when 
all stories are priorversed when 
Sappho holds your copyright. 
 
Her prologue's dog-eared but the rest 
of us behave when dross invites us home 
to tell us it envies those who lie writhe. 
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CURSE 
 
My current core/inner nature  
is all facade-and-run— 
a teapot tumor, a comma gun; 
the endless journey towards a single step. 
 
Meanwhile I grow expansive, 
lounging towards lebensraum 
like pygmy godzillae, or is it humans 
I see slug down their Mafia-Cola. 
 
Oh surely I must remember that 
the body is the soul's stuntdouble 
stand-in—its issued nudity fills 
 
the streets; the campanile 
where each shut window and door force 
my eyes to be the decor of the visible. 
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PRAYER INSIDE A PLASTIC BAG 
 
If time equals distance then 
the older the hour becomes 
the harder one has to throw the ball. 
Can you hear me back there? 
 
I'm trying to lose my depth-duhs. 
Many schools of fish are swifter 
than the surface knows for sure 
up there where thoughts occur. 
 
Fixed in fore, the day begins 
my laggard, my clot genesis: each 
window is a skin cliff I climb 
binoculars through the tv's dignified 
 
timidity.  Don't show half of what 
they know.  Or can't.  Me too. 
 
 



 

   159 

INTRUSIONS 
 
Sometimes I wake up to find 
I have been scratching 
the phone while asleep. 
 
Sometimes I forget the letters 
that make up my name, 
that take down my word. 
 
Afraid of such disowning, I eye 
every passerby.  Each is 
a breach in my uniqueness. 
 
(None of them completes me.) 
 
Each of my pores is a different color, 
but I am not any of those colors, 
the pointillist told me.  I stared 
 
beholder at that older world. 
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DEPHLEGMATIZED ZONES 
 
I exist between two sets of pillars, the one 
Hercules, the other your arms and legs.  Nights 
I know which one to sail toward, but always 
I feel the counter at my back: for whether 
 
I am the lover or whether I strangle the twin 
snakes of despair, I am in twain to each.  I am 
in half to all.  Myths are the piety of montage;   
I’ll never get off their page.  Earwax hobbies’ guide. 
 
The candle stood for what it shed, stub’s-kiss 
of shadows.  Its weepy scars show aura is more 
an appurtenance than an attire, like grapes  
 
misted with the waist of goodbye; hill and gone, 
hill and gone, grave-mounds dozing in the sun;  
so flowers grow on fallow gallons of light. 
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MAN WITH THE 
 
Like a ring worn on the worst finger, poetry 
flashes and makes me wince.  Vanity phooey, 
through a pencil the hand pours on paper the need 
to make the eyes bleed like muscles inside  
a banana: I am the decor where these occur 
(brain invents nothing heart has not suppressed). 
 
Building instructions into the poem means 
disqualifying patience.  To carve a tongue  
from the flex legitimate darkness, some token 
of epigram specimans—zoom-in on 
a griffin's claws curing a lame cornfield. 
 
Adjusting the makermark upon my clothes, 
I have but parroted your concern.  So I pose  
for Man With The Paradise-Tossed Belly. 
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SUFFERS 
 
Your worm in all desire of course occurs: 
you want a swoonathon, want the intensity 
to go on and on, but I don't.  Forgive me  
if the philosopher finetunes her forefinger  
 
by flicking it at clocks.  Like a bird licking  
an anthill, spilling through a gondola 
of doors whose keys fill my pockets with  
clothing, I dupe upwards, mount-mantra  
 
recited by dreamdrains, taps offering  
advice to mammals rich in parallel,  
obstinate proof of the sea's patience.   
 
It exhibits a tactic of trembling.  
Supine-precious as I am, even I know 
the final particle suffers from proximity. 
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(SINCE IT IS INTENDED FOR THE ELITE ONLY) 
 
Life like Gibbon leaves its footnotes untranslated, 
but if I were able to read the Latin at the base 
of this my existence, what would it tell me?  Try 
to imitate meaning by cutting out the details, 
 
the empirical, it might say.  Or isn't that poetry— 
if words lost one of their letters each time they 
were spoken, which word would be the last intact? 
Past the mouth's Scylla Charybdis one word alone 
 
can sail whole, the one that is never said or even 
soiled by thought.  Jason, Ulysses, all you mariners 
who scraped safely through my lip-jaws know how 
 
fragile one's guile gets.  How tortured sordid 
its particulars are, how obscene and thus elided 
by time, left to die unsung in the original tongue. 
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NO WONDER 
 
There is nowhere in the United States 
Where you cannot arrange a murder 
For a couple of thousand dollars or 
Less, she said.  This was Des Moines, Iowa, 
 
But I can't remember the occasion— 
I can't even remember her name, or what 
Her eyes looked like when I kissed them 
Or most anything else, except this.  
 
Forgetting is a kind of murder, I guess. 
But if, as my mom said about writing poetry, 
You don't get no money for it why do it? 
 
And why this poem; failed mnemonic 
That costs me less than its insipid desire 
To seem sincere, seem serious, does. 
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THE D AND M'S 
 
I've got the D and M's, 
despondency madness 
hare me everywhere, 
despair or mal-de-mess. 
 
Diagnosis is malignant, 
day channels the moon, 
my denials mechanical, 
all darkness unders mine. 
 
Dearth and mourn. 
Doldrums in mire. 
I've got the D and M's 
 
and all their dire malign 
deep-plodes my mind. 
I can't stand these damns. 
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AUTUMN MOON 
 
The tick hops  
in and out of the clock, 
the tock never budges.   
 
I just carefreed my clothes,  
but can they  
traverse their own buttonholes,  
pass through 
 
into a new suit,  
a transformation  
of the case— 
 
And watching it 
ever was, must  
I deface (like a sunflower  
duelling an asterisk) this? 
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 SPITE FATE 
 
I sometimes muse a scene I can't for life say why: 
A dancer, who has overslept, rushes by rote to dress 
And ready a face all in a style obviously posthaste— 
See her running to catch the train, late-panicked. 
 
She's unprepared as you or me, as virgin-awkward, 
Each time we find ourselves under and in a fumble 
For the unnatural rigor of alarm-clocks or those 
Damned thumb-blind buttonholes. . . . Is it, do I fear 
 
Her second-knowledge gained from years of training; 
How that slow-gathered grace of artifice still 
Outstrips us and is what should outlast our 
 
Daily demeaning of some other, this daydream 
Scenario that fails to compensate my failure—? 
And now her nine o'clock pupils attack their barre. 
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FEASTFROM 
 
on the table the knife hates 
to be dripped on by wounds 
it hasn't made 
 
the meal lies obedient 
it does not rise 
from its triunal placement 
 
whataya you want 
the chef sneers 
tell insert name 
I'll have the same 
 
how solar my meat waits 
in pain to have learned 
only a zebra can go 
through the slicer whole 
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POEM 
 
I am a jeers 
of my own years now, 
a hollow scoff.  
 
The day in hour to its night 
knows more of my 
than I. 
 
A sage, a prat, what else 
have I got 
to say that ain't. 
 
May night once here 
near what's there 
in hour today 
 
and find its own 
way from mine. 
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BACKWARDS 
 
The moment I was born 
I started counting 
backwards 
from a hundred, 
 
hoping that rote 
would reverse 
this sudden painful 
wakefulness 
 
and return me to sleep, 
to comfort and time 
in my warm womb bed, 
 
but unfortunately 
I haven't as yet 
reached 99. 
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ANGER VIOLENCE 
 
for emptiness to completely 
surround me my object 
must cease first 
 
if emptiness would spell out 
what it witnesses 
as it surrounds me 
 
my objections 
to it would cease 
 
who has seen the emptiness 
around me hide its object in me 
must cease first 
 
or else exist 
 
why this thrust 
these hands that go-fists so quickly 
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FINISHED 
 
what if you 
prefixed beautiful 
with a ball throw 
 
on my grave throw 
a bell and a bowl 
to represent hollow 
 
hollow or silent 
in the end we all 
lack instrument 
 
ring the bell fill 
the bowl throw 
the ball until 
 
its beauty is over 
its word through 
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LIKE 
 
Like gloves inflicting seesaw on 
a piano I assume I must be tied down 
though the flaws of lassoes console me. 
 
Like frenzy after bare music, I rise. 
Like a veinous essence drained by vines. 
 
The matchstick mattress lovers lie on, 
Visionvulsion of sweat's features on stone, 
Sweat dripping from a sundial. 
 
Line drawn by false oars of evening; horizon. 
Near-nipple tension. 
Sphinx poles posit this Mapplepose. 
 
Like grapes the brow has deserted, 
Whitewash hues, thrill silence. 
Vertigo of a bird above tundra. 
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FROM 
 
I go for oops on 
the down one 
 
a lull goes by 
I follow 
 
the mirrorbits 
glued in my armpits 
 
from the flush of 
dawn to the thrush of evening 
 
trousers spuming 
around my ankles 
 
shed by waves of life 
I wade proceeding  
 
I seem to evolve in sympathy 
with my tedium 



 

   175 

[TOPPLED] 
 
under the statue of It 
lie the crumbles 
of What 
 
in the parkinglot 
the new models wait 
spotless 
 
I teeter 
between the two 
eithers 
that beat me 
 
or else I lie 
beneath the daily 
debris this pedestal 
lets fall 
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POEM 
 
I keep a wind-up alarm clock  
and at the exact moment it stops  
ticking I wring the key intensely, 
knowing the few seconds it takes  
 
to complete this act may be  
the only lapse in time, the only  
alleviation: what has the clock  
enjoyed in its brief vacation or  
 
coffeebreak; I envision lunch  
excursions outdoors in a sunny  
plaza of feasting vendors while 
 
the tightrope shadows highrises  
throw across streets meet and try  
to prop support our wobbly feet. 
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TAUTOLOGICAL 
 
I am not happy at present. 
I have never been happy. 
Has anyone ever been happy— 
 
The syllogism does not follow. 
There are others like me 
Who have never been happy, 
 
But we are a minority. 
Most people have been happy 
At least once in their life: 
 
Maybe I too could be happy 
If the few who are like me 
In never having been happy 
 
Would all become happy 
And leave me alone, unique. 
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PERSPECTIVES 
 
all the horizon's lines are waver 
like water age stained edge pages 
turned rapidly till the book at hand 
is the one we see out there 
 
impatient to read further than 
we can through sluttish papercuts 
and spill the toehold unless its 
landscape takes the quote route 
 
allowance the order of my say 
ramblethorn today and torn tomorrow 
does our rest assure need a refill 
 
the statue of X was placed carefully 
for display inside his skeleton's ribcage  
the latter at least was lifesize 
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THE MESSAGE 
 
what if you're back 
on call waiting 
and the puter 
person chirps to 
 
please standby you're  
next in line and 
then you begin  
to worry that 
 
the one ahead  
of you is you 
and worse than that 
 
what if that's all 
you called to say 
in the first place 
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QUEST 
 
Hooking itself on a penis of alas, 
certainly the waste won't acquaint us. 
 
Yet grapes the glassblower finds wicked 
may pass through fishgills quickly; 
 
so a rose in its vein is a niche 
nearer another no longer at reach. 
 
More mail stamped with confetti comes. 
Why does the carrier not care? 
 
But I prefer a gravel of nutshells— 
if my bare soles are to be hurt 
 
let it be by the cast-offs of growth, 
by seeds that swelled to cullflesh 
 
and filled each hull to burstness: 
please pierce my feet with their overt. 
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[POEM] 
 
in the overcoat called Fred 
be careful where you put your head 
if you put it in the sleeve instead 
odds are you'll end up dead 
 
they'll take you to the morgue 
and dissect you like a forgue 
cut off your head and feet 
your legs below the knees 
 
the only solace being 
the overcoat called Procrustes 
will fit you exactly then 
 
if this scenario did happen 
you would be would you grateful 
for that sole consolation 
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DIMINUENDO 
 
If I cannot carefully slowly lower drowned 
windowwashers down the face of highrises, 
what use am I?  And what a bad little 
good-for-me I am, regardless.  Even 
 
my hems lower their eyes at the sight of 
such remissiveness: therefore whenever 
the flesh gloats a police stick removes its 
widow’s peak.  Worlds have lost for less their keep. 
 
To fathom at random your crumbling core 
while the sun is burnishing its bullseye on 
all the margin mountains and seas whose scene 
 
we supercede each time we sneeze is like 
scratching myself with forgetful eels, asking 
is this my own, my Tennyson sinecure?  
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COUPLETCLAWS (SOLACE) 
 
For as all things bear the seed of heaven 
so is the blossom rebuked. 
 
What Babel-signal from the brain 
makes me remember my name. 
 
Can I account for every last nought 
gold's emptied into my pocket. 
 
I weigh my world on either hand 
but I hand it on the neither way. 
 
The bewilder-berried bordered-path 
tastes as it goes of dark oh ness. 
 
How wry I am for show and how  
unwise for keeping.  Wow if I could  
 
only rest my head against the spots 
that float in front of my eyes, I would.  
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DAY-THE-VERGE 
 
for days the ceiling was racing 
and the silhouettes clung to seance 
the wind champed at their scornful habits 
dangling a snowflake over the edge of a mirror 
 
manholes stood on ladders to see 
a rocket fail to ignite itself on a sundial 
while a slim coitus of wands held the room current 
must I exist in these saliva-idle breaths 
 
fever chalks the roofs where 
I imagine my venom is at home 
with everyone tidy in their thimble poses 
it's like pricking your finger with lambs 
 
now I sleep where oceanmere falls 
exile exile to the instant islands of my pulse 
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ELEVATIONS 
 
Things that announce themselves 
from faraway, like thunder or death, 
are good to end a poem with. 
 
An elevator with no floors grips 
that gordian space Borges called 
Aleph: in the story of the same name 
 
as not I can be found expounding 
the heresy that no poet's words empty 
any cavity other than my heart-well! 
 
Higher lower the pleady ones go. 
Every edge will find its echo. 
 
A valley filled with rusting padlocks: 
on the hills around it keys brood 
peeking down at their former homes. 
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LAST WISH: TO AN AMAZON 
 
Don't kill me yet 
With bow and arrow         
Through my heart— 
 
Please: I want to die  
But first grant this: 
If for that aim 
 
To better shoot 
Your right breast was cut 
Off and if that 
 
Cut-off breast still 
Exists: graft it 
—Implant-surgery  
 
It—to my chest: 
Then, shoot. 
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AFTER THE PERSIAN GULF WAR (March-June 1991) 
 
 
1.  Blitzbiz 
 
I was born to dive into a straw, swim through 
a straw, emerge from a straw— 
Sudden, glistening, the mediabreak 
made me drink ice tea in a sandstorm. 
 
Now even the core of a sleepmask digs 
in me for the place I love least to go.  Ink-length 
away, its sky the color of manacles will 
hold my toes locked to another's fingers: 
 
count up, with them, the death on them.  Memorize 
these faces propped against the hearth of an  
earthquake daily, pure propitiates.  Sweet 
 
cathedral built to pyromania's standards, 
Icarus parachutes into the midst 
of a cockfight and look! wins his feathers back. 
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2.  The Outremerican Religion  
 
Emerson said I must know it all firsthand. 
I can't simply take another's word for it— 
no: I must go there, experience it myself. 
But in order to go there I need a car, 
 
need gas, need oil.  Like Jack Kerouac 
I must cross the country incessantly using   
whatever-it-takes: like Elizabeth 
Bishop I must never stop traveling to see 
 
the world close-up, anti-vicariously, re 
my Outremerican masters drawn one by one 
down that road, out past that sea, unkenning 
 
the cost, not reckoning the loss of fossil 
fuels my ego entails in fulfilling this 
me-feel-or-fail, I-go-to-be philosophy. 
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(Don't stop— 
                     indulge 
                                  my need 
                                                for unmediated 
 
experiential 
                    direct 
                              nonsurrogate 
—fuck periphrase!—to  
 
whom the immediacy of 
personal hands-on 
on-the-spot 
 
on-the-scene 
is vis a vis.  Is Ism/ Real— 
Artless.  Autobiographical.  Allyouall.) 
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3.  Roadshow (Via Crucis) 
 
Now the Saved the Lost 
together must cross  
 
Outremerica . . . 
and down that downsome  
 
road, god we’re gonesome! 
Gas station stasis—? 
 
or 'Moral Crisis'? 
Hear our war, our prayer: 
 
Oh Christian Fathers— 
Reagan, Bush—give us 
 
a nation fit to 
drive children through. 
 
In herds, 
with guns at their heads. 
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4.  Garden of the Aediles 
 
It remains beneath the lids to be 
seen says memory.  Vestige is mostly 
an orchestra led by a dowser, 
veiled, a water traced in testament, 
 
thirst for it heaps each drop with desert. 
False tooth fed into a rifle, 
that distance mows us down.  Our 
lens weighs what, our faith?  Outtakes 
 
droughttakes where pillars of smoke 
guide more children digging boundaries 
whose tourists long to obey 
 
any songbird's prey.  High from its wells 
they soar, branches scorched in charcoal, 
limbs perched upon a pencilsill. 
 
Note: 
I can't resist appending just one quote from Our Redeemer Ralph Waldo: "Everything good is on the 
highway."  (But don't forget to bring your Gulf creditcard!) 
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EL POEMO 
 
Little squiggly worms on the surface 
of my head.  I brush them off, but 
more ooze up from within; 
an endless supply it seems. 
 
All I learn turns to the belief that all 
my exhalations rise up into the sky 
to form an O which hovers there 
to watch me struggle for breath and die. 
 
I always pause to grimace at the wound, 
but the wound does not hesitate at all. 
That would be an acknowledgement. 
 
That would be a response. 
A collation of purpose, a balm, a bosom, 
even a poem perhaps. 
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KNIFE TIMES FORK EQUALS SPOON 
 
I comb my crack with a lit fuse. 
It makes me weep my wage. 
How far I am from days 
And all the harm they do. 
 
This lust to be real 
Conceals its microbial 
Appetites.  They fare too whole, 
Their hosts are housed to earth. 
 
I love the way in graveyards 
The dead guard the dirt 
From being torn open yearly, 
 
Wracked by seed.  They save 
It from cultivation, from 
Our human need to feed. 
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SONNET READY 
 
rationally the poem 
rashomons its words 
redacts its theme 
flashbackwards 
 
the prairie has vagaries 
but the plains are vague 
sunwings soar in place 
on their dim-beat shore 
 
gold as the fumes that rise 
from a drop of acid eating 
its way down a finger 
raised to heaven 
 
I hate the homerun 
[ready for conclusion] 
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IN BLACK AND WHITE 
 
I wish my lovers would stop 
pretending to be my genitalia, 
chessman's gloves flung to ground. 
 
Like a part in the hair we wander 
through to find the vaingrays of, 
the fears life uses to invent us 
are over before they're post-apres. 
 
Tonight's movie shares its marquee's 
darkness, a knife's wealth is flesh, 
poverty buys the calendar a day, 
set your smoke free from its fix. 
 
Sieged far by mortal forces, 
our filmstars' hurtled faces are 
anonymously first to burst theirs. 
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SACUP 
 
though the day is lingers now and longeurs 
can we still attain to its names or share 
a unicorn brassiere worn by Madonna 
who only has to glance glass to go voyeur 
 
I wish it was that easy for the rest of us 
every private term of sweetheartment 
must have given that husk to her voice 
tongueless auctioneer of ourlooms 
 
same poem not in sync with its ampersands 
Dante centipede I thought in grids of it 
I wish it was that easy to rest against 
 
he is still attending to his entrance 
so you must rise and strew an alms after 
this very day ye shall be with me in Montage-Ra 
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FIRST DANCE 
 
Long crumbs fall from the fado, the fade, 
I love those whom nothing may try to harm. 
I caress the plus of firsts who insist most 
on growing primary.  It augurs well the while. 
 
It angels hell the style I try to edit dumb 
each time I think of your extinct.  And yet 
the bad's my trade-coat.  The good's shrugged 
chinook from my shoulders, coolscowl. 
 
My theme flares whenever they fly kites 
at weddings to prove the sky is a false bottom, 
a trapdoor for beards to enter the ceremony: 
 
what long crumbs fall from the bride-cake. 
The tango groom wades away, swept debris. 
Slug: A new vogue for the Disaster Poem? 
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I MEET AN ANDY 
  
I'm blond which means my hair gives a shower to my face 
Or is it wasserfall or 2 leash-burgers to go oh 
Muy footbutch and anyway I am the guy right who 
En-route to AKA a fungus minuet meets an andy 
 
Which flicks back its eyelash crucifix and says 
I come to touch you all ways but en passant 
Like boohoo bruisers cruising Lost and Found Depts 
But what about Marlene what about the twins who want 
 
To gawk at each other through a keyhole or Keith 
What about them the andy says get out of it that's 
No pocket for the slit-rilkes and shard-kafkas 
 
That's watching the sockhop heave the voxpop vomit 
May they meet sweeter than soon in that room 
I say and point back where the streets are full of cities
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SONNETAIRE 
 
what if I could 
somehow combine 
the games of 
 
solitaire 
and sonnet what 
the heck would 
the rules be for 
 
this cross pastime 
and would you 
even know if 
 
you won aha 
last card slapped 
down first word 
or what 
 
* 
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in the game 
of sonnetaire 
 
you lay down 
fourteen lines or 
 
piles of cards 
or words as 
 
you prefer 
either combo 
 
is irrefutable 
and if you deal 
 
the permutations 
of it right 
 
you win 
a copy of the rulebook 
 
* 
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Would it be possible to create  
a game that combines the rules  
for the sonnet and the rules for  
solitaire, an amalgam of the two,  
 
with a set of guidelines one  
could be able to follow and play: 
using 52 cards and 14 lines,  
how would the mathematical  
 
interfaces work, if indeed they  
could.  Or should the term be:  
sonnetarot.  Should we 
employ that picture deck instead. 
 
Four stanzas and four suits. 
The Joker's your perfect volte. 
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PONSONNETS 
 
* 
how far have I come 
to get to where 
I never am 
 
is said to something 
jammed against 
the thwart part 
 
unless the rhyme arrives 
its time has too 
though ineffective till 
 
reach the sill where 
there's more 
for your ponder to will new 
 
themes from when 
its own finds all 
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* 
the bouquet resists the sobriquet 
almost successfully 
 
one might say 
but no idea comprehends 
 
our faltering toe sooner than this 
and yet it is so 
 
that drought-cracks lack 
exactitude 
 
nicknames are applicable 
to the silence perhaps 
 
I guess 
but I wonder 
 
whether days die beside their hours 
or their ways 
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* 
if every beginning 
is captured cry 
by slaves of the end 
 
will I shiver 
like a tuningfork 
touched to a flame 
 
when my sword 
is nailed to the dawn 
with caedmon skill 
 
the cigarette elongates 
the cheekbone 
but what good is 
  
a genesis 
confined in seed 
 
* 
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SUSPENSE 
 
The final page of  
everyone's book  
reveals the same  
dunnit, don't it, even  
 
Agatha Christie could 
spring no surprise 
there: nobody sneaks 
a peek at the end 
 
to see the murderer's 
identity because we 
know it and yet 
 
mysteriously 
this boring story absorbs 
us as if we didn't! 
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GREENHOUSE GARDEN 
 
Words you have to get by with alone 
are not much help on a stone path, 
captions jabbed in the dirt beneath  
flowers rarely convey our ignorance  
 
of their odors.  Old citations coin  
this world: coiled in a coitus of aspirin,  
it needs another splendor deep 
ebbed from all, which surely isn't external: 
 
that force bears whatever we can stand, 
and the echo-axe clears every ground 
the quote-gate builds.  Labeling everything  
 
the same, tie-twisting with names its aim   
to blossom we maim the poem.  Its words  
stay still in all the tongues we try. 
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EVAPORATING  INC. 
 
We want fate to be brief, to synopsize its 
boring decease of flesh with pith-worth words, short  
for existence.  Like abbreviations that suddenly 
find themselves whole, acronyms now, yet 
 
not changed a jot, I am the same and am 
something else: has my defunction occurred 
as one more whose meaning has gone from 
logo to noun?  And if a slogan, what was I 
 
a clarion for—the timor mortis forms 
between shoulderblades.  Slope for our napehairs 
to stir in their muck and speak to what is 
 
behind us supposedly (the past)—speak 
and plead our case for an experience unique 
as its purpose (which glints in every pore)— 
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A CLOSER VIEW 
 
A lighthouse up to its head in your hair 
would show more than we comprehend here, 
scenic venom.  Like a harbor of slammed 
windows and out across the path whose feet 
 
we'd further have to erase from ours if this 
picture wasn't vicious enough to include us— 
even if its lack of focus is elsewhere.  See 
the sky begat begat begat begat with birds, that cloud 
 
clapped softly in windfold now, before 
the moment were over except for your sayso. 
 
Flash exit the extremis penis once tried  
to hold, composite encroachment for  
vistas of void to inherit, where, shadow's  
transparent adjunct, I sit for its portrait. 
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THE EARCISSUS NECHO HOUR 
 
One, two, the clock extemporizes, three,  
Making it up as it goes no doubt, though I meant 
Ad lib never lives past its insouciance  
To waste mine correcting the clock's accent. 
 
Echo's late lyric seeks to feel the cheek  
Reap tears; yet if wounds refueled our blood would  
We let such forget-me-motes out of our outlets?   
Fuck me in the faceless chairlift, my ache  
 
Nature thronging your wisp.   Within the eye's  
Quicksand tapestry that quicksilver pus  
Penis directs its toward some haywire sphere 
 
Devoted to teeter-totems.  (Stemstruck 
Water's catamite, Narcissus wishes this  
Suspended animal of realm was him.) 
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MEASURES 
 
The birch-upsurge of a sapling  
separates my buttocks, pacifix  
crucifist bearing what bird:  
is my lipstick a parrot  
 
because it repeats my mouth?   
Normal in the miscellaneous 
sense, I need repairs at birth.   
Until then I'll keep stating  
 
that at peace conferences  
teacups often get chipped,  
if not actually broken.   
 
Tepid-deepened, I attempt  
to intervene with my fingers  
and force them to write this. 
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POEM PUBLISHED IN QUARRY WEST 
 
Apparently a landscape is all windows, 
but try to see what it lacks: 
imagine a wall, with moss, trees, the murmur   
of [rain presiding at a cremation]. 
 
And picture then, roadside flowers  
on a roadmap of thorns, 
thin paper 
rubbings of the first [wings] inside a seashell;  
 
poor portrait peeling off its tacks! 
This is what the dark works hard at, orphan ivory— 
some whimper-of-branches, some adorn-of-me. 
 
I am a field plowed by venetian-blinds; 
soaked in [amok], I fall; 
a proud gargoyle studies me for flaws. 
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SOMEONEOTHER 
 
Now, while memory discliplines the occasion, 
Escape and take up your life's last words. 
Let them resonate and grate, killer cipher. 
Use them to create the first or final 
 
Poem of the Outremericans, to gibber 
Through their tongue a song's stress.  Of themselves  
They are so tainted.  Their blood outruns water 
Toward some prior purer genesis. 
 
Herald laggard bard, all my protagonist 
Is my people, those to whom I word an anthem   
Which if they heard they'd hate.  Aha I see 
 
This monkey-axis or global gnome 
Has no home, no clonefolk whose screeds teach a poet 
He mustn't form such a planetary country. 
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INSIDE OUTSIDE 
 
I too will hang my coat in the closet, 
telling it to ignore the quizzical shoes  
below, their wondering mouths agape. 
 
When my ten fingers have finished 
sharing me equally amongst themselves, 
shall I at last grasp something whole— 
 
Each of my scars has been tattooed on 
an egg, then the eggs placed in tiaras 
on hilltops.  Horses surround the horizon, 
 
solar pegs.  Roan-ironic tree-scapes.  Night  
is when clocks enter and leave.  But time 
occupies me in exit.  In exit only. 
 
I hang here.  Sky drips from the ceiling. 
Why won't you understand my feelings. 
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SOME QUESTIONS 
 
taking into account 
all the poems I wrote 
 
about death when 
I was young shouldn't 
 
my tote sheet show 
a surplus of life no 
 
it doesn't balance out 
did I figure this right 
 
I guess the one never 
pays for the other does it 
 
but I didn't write 
more of death then so 
 
there would be less 
of it now did I 
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MICHIGAN MEMORY #3 
  
Are you the only one here, Year-man? 
Is yours the unforgiving sermon sung   
by children who hoop their eyes across 
this greensward ground ground-swallows 
 
fly round and round.  Their focus carves 
a ring sparkling with the loot of someday—  
every lawn-sprinkler yields a chalice, 
through whose rubies puppies commune. 
 
Oh hurry after the kids, wishing 
the glaciers would return from their exile 
in frostee-cones, in flinty marbles. 
 
There is one marble they call the Pure.   
We scratch endless circles around it, 
we set our gods on icicle pedestals. 
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MOUNTAINMAN, MY MOUNTAINMAN 
 
For the prohibition of a semen teeming 
with hectic, sibilant selves, scales, 
inordinate, alternate, enriching 
the rumors of pencils that erase ease; 
 
scrotal indelible herd stridencies, 
battery-acid propellers acquiring torridity, 
horsewhip larvae, nacre-packed, pure, 
imploring avalanche taunts, vidcameo; 
 
or accidental concussions of saliva, 
diving under necessary dormitories, 
dune-pilfered pillows, abbreviations of blond; 
 
oh male enclaves where the me is maintained 
stoic, aloof, glacial.  My snowcap pushed 
down over one eye, in play, by the wind— 
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WINTERSCAPE 
 
If a lifetime of papercuts on one's tongue 
Is one's name.  The scar-fitted shirt, prepare it; 
The seed-sandal, the wreckers’ sex.  Oh ego intercom. 
Come, weigh my palms upon the scale of my hands. 
 
Enter: a colonnade of conifers who vote 
For death as the most economical 
Sin.  See a tuningfork has been to highnote 
Their monotony jammed atop each tree— 
 
Now amorously by groans, by psalms I grow. 
Licking a moonfob fat, my egg-dyed navel 
Eager to inherit what.  Pane-thrust apertures; 
 
Figures pearled in games of sculpture maybe; 
Purer minutiae.  Thistles?  Thorn icicles 
Drop by drop will knit it, Knott-slits in the snow. 
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NO ANDROGYNE IS AN ARCHIPELAGO 
  
The butterfingers things that hold us know 
To plunk the gut strings of your suturous 
Lobotomy lyre—but if it is to pore 
Iota'd digits through a wall with no elses 
 
In it I do not.  Who scans test tubes for 
The fatal ripple of my beauty finds 
That long meant mirror has fled in error since 
In their clone alphabet seems I'm z: 
 
This crystalball bilge/ouch mosaic of 
Out of touch omens will not tune true too as 
My leavetaking leaking everywhere sees 
 
A 'puter oh! inventory zeroes. 
Why try to guess which one comes last?  Just zoom 
Your monitor.  The past the gist of it gets us. 
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SELF-ANCESTRAL PORTRAIT 
 
Erasure's son, mislimbed by this drib, that drab. 
So I long to be an assistant to a statue. 
Helping it hold its pose.  By example? 
 
Solar dregs, this planet takes cash.  All 
Humor is banned in hyena heaven.  A flower 
Guards my hair against your portrait of it. 
 
Insert an eye inbetween each eyelash— 
Torn, old—the throat a showcase for whose teeth. 
Ignore wallpaper inconsistencies, or 
 
Cipher their militance.  Surf-crash, wave, 
Overhear a winecork hissing at a forceps. 
Insatiable paws across the chessboard: night. 
 
Even the high-tithed moon must condemn one 
Whose instinct like mine is to succinct light. 
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POEM 
 
You’d have us compare madness in a glass 
and then for contrast’s sake strike one face from  
that frame, one name off that list just to see  
who’s left.  But all the asylum I am,  
 
that whole alpha-non-grata of heads torn  
from the page can’t disengage your veil slur  
stare where I sit, I wait, I browse my state,  
I collate these collected offlurks of.   
  
To attain the state each stark strives for, all 
that sill is unevolved, a thumbless clone 
halfway home, desiring these threshold scenes  
be furthest strand.  These never near at hand. 
 
To die in a once sense, once in a sense. 
My necktie longs to rise and tongue my brow. 
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THERAPY 
 
Scissor out random lines  
from poembooks. 
Fill a bathtub with these snips of paper. 
Lower the patient in. 
 
One by one extract the verse-ripples  
and recite them to him. 
When you've finished  
he will be cleansed, 
 
and you will be empty of your effort— 
weary, soothed enough  
to dive in with him,  
floating naked in the strips, 
 
the ripped waters of poetry 
(the saw-tides, the cut-wash).  
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PASTE IT 
 
on the jail of my journey 
at some point I went astray 
and started writing poetry 
inferno curse that day 
 
led me into not out of this hell 
page by page I went in circle 
every torturous Neo- or Post- 
verse was worse than the last 
 
now in knell nethermost years 
with blurbs by Judas and Satan 
my Collected Poems appears 
remaindered on Amazon 
 
and still I heel that old Virgil 
like a dog through his geral 
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POEM IN MOTIFS 
 
The window's clarity reflects upon 
the windowsill's clutter too brightly 
to be believed.  Each pane pleads show, 
don't tell.  Beyond this, what else exists— 
 
wishing the sun would set on his wrists, 
exsanguinate day with one fine slash 
like horizons married to shy bottles of wine 
whose red has not bled drybed as mine— 
 
As butterflies would appreciate slower 
yoyoes, so I wait, ape to uncurt my eye; 
I pay the fares of long forgotten trains. 
 
Peaks plunge cloaked in pregnant parachutes; 
the soprano's single hairstrand stands on end. 
My words erase their typist's fingerprints. 
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WHEN 
 
Everyday yawns, not a hand 
but a body covers the yawn, 
the body's innate politeness 
hides death.  Its ill-mannered 
 
dailiness offends our sense 
of occasion.  Why can't it stay 
a holisolemn lark from work— 
a wishfilled birthcake instead 
 
of this always.  We'd appreciate 
it better and celebrate its own 
unique event if only we knew 
 
beforehand to buy the candles 
here and now and then so we 
would be prepared, but when? 
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THE WAY 
 
the juggler could 
amputate parts 
of himself and 
juggle them so 
 
as to fill the air 
with synecdoche 
the boffo finish 
one final echo 
 
to climax his act 
to sacrifice limb 
by limb his all 
 
transformed to ball 
that juggler'd 
never fall 
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EMIGRATIQUE 
 
The Eskimos have 26 words for 
snow but none it seems for why 
the fuck are we freezing our ass 
off let's pack up and move south— 
 
Language presents its dislocations 
in the guise of placement where 
or there don't care, you're born to 
bear its limits its circumlocutions 
 
of impasse: am I less thwartitude  
than those furclad icebounders if 
I lack the discriminouns to name 
 
each hellflurry I see; numberless 
the environmentals of despair 
whose slim glaciers pen me here. 
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LIDCAM 
 
TV anchors should wear bibs in case 
the nonsense starts to dribble 
and splatter, or the sense utter a moan, 
while zodiacs weep on the walls behind them. 
 
Those walls—have you noticed?—show 
how excitingly time varies with distance, 
as opposed to any human heartbeat's 
hometown-like monotony— 
 
Starlets loll across windshields, 
the police freeze in profile. 
I am your tease-host, they glimmer. 
 
Have you noticed? CSI props down 
each corpse's eyelid with a zoom-lens. 
They say you can see everything that way. 
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 VATION 
 
In my father's house there are many homes 
and in every one of them there's no way out 
high-ancient Crustpusyule the cossacks cry 
they killed my son the mothers heap cry 
 
while far out to sea the shark the crew 
was knitting for their captain's birthday 
opens its yak. Our life is such a strengthless pause 
of waiting while it takes a jailer to pick 
 
through his keyring to find the final door's 
and the white hordes your voyeurkinder cried for in cradle, 
oh skinny-factoried earth, will they ever open 
 
and bless with high falconry these thrusts 
or is it else we pray. A razor-stacked savior 
nods to show okay from the doorway. 
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 DEDICATION CEREMONY 
 
It's over before the mondaine can respond. Random 
in their concern the great father figures rake 
the windowscreens for must of insects who thought 
they were flying toward the light which receded further 
 
the farther they got to it. The father had already figured this out 
which is why we worshipped his traces in found 
corners, vibrant, sill-spared. Nothing was left of that emptying 
motown-music, the notes themselves had stopped motowning so 
 
we begged the MPs to let us access the secret facility, 
that storehouse where President Moreso sought refuge, 
relying on his aides to stop the grants that support such avants 
 
dunked to become public fixtures, Pop Art sidewalks, while, 
hosed in the horse of this, the crowd cowered before 
each crud, still suddenly relevant in their ubiquity. 
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ANGLOPHILE 
 
the barber slaps my face with minnows 
to show how localized desire is 
it stagnates at the bottom of a polevaulter's teardrops 
despite all our efforts to measure 
 
our expertise to spy a particular urge 
to pinpoint every fetish as it melts 
like the beauty of barking trapped inside a doll 
but where flickers catch shadow and fall 
 
thickening skies that once were tinted 
the color of crayons running from eyes 
and when the eyes are emptied 
 
aren't they then just thrust away in disgust 
while still dazzling albeit lost 
a watercolorist barefoot in the alps 
 
 



 

   231 

VIDLOCK 
 
These movies in common separate us 
if we see them as real, as all that may  
be salvaged by an image, the screen  
blank so it can evolve toward some  
 
higher form of media, a schism  
between the eyes perhaps, whose  
gap is carefully marginal with grief,  
whose stubborn inborn hunger grips 
 
like tolled-out hymns.  Like old films. 
And yet its website remains as secret  
as a bridal veils' graveyard or any  
facade acropolis can't penetrate.   
 
Its made for TV trademark's a fad,  
a name: one more fatal masquerade.
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COCTEAU'S STARS IMPORTUNED 
 
Cocteau's stars are bored by the love 
of a sort of wince-animal, 
who's failed throughout his life no less 
to stretch a pimple into a profile. 
 
Pipes ache to anchor in those teeth— 
a sail, a horsestall, a fireplace 
all beg to go backdrop, to gaze 
agonized at your white spines. 
 
Pruned against mirror, I imagine 
laundering such muse, laving such sheets: 
Oh simul-semen! kill this puny poem, 
 
whose publication has been timed 
to coincide with the release of 
my latest film, Fetish Sans Flesh. 
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AFTER COCTEAU'S ORPHEUS 
 
These bright glass shards we walk upon 
reflect the past too slowly so we 
must quicken our step to keep pace 
and rush to meet the bloody footprints 
 
that tablet-trace our progress across 
the iced sperm of this idle span 
called home past all of which we come 
dampseconds after I kiss your sole. 
 
Montage is shown the same, screen-first; 
then, if struck by a vast unseen pin, 
pray to lay down more veins that pour. 
 
The spotless splinter of its tongue 
creates no threshold from the toe-mold 
this shattered mirror alone can enter. 
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NIGHT AND THE NAKED 
                                                       (to RN) 
 
The filmfestival swept beyond us as we kissed 
Oh roundrobin panel where we went goodbye 
Since then the weight (savored) of noncoincidence 
As if each lightningbolt were secretly aimed at   
 
A matchstick but were we ever on target as that 
Whenever we meet now in the bar part or the 
Restaurant part or the video part or the disco 
Part or the atrium of this night I fear our parts our 
 
Roles I mean because what if we you and me 
Were cast to closeup the scene the street the strobe 
Stabs of rain frying our profiles for future ref 
 
Literals straight off a wanted poster for Janus 
Because or would we just stand there thunderfucked 
Trying to remember our name ends in applause
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CASABLANK 
 
The 2 dead moviestars I believed in 
embrace, forcing their makeup to 
become intimate as a possibility 
of channelsurfing past ourselves 
 
or anyone awaiting reunion (all lovers 
share a past) while the absence of 
their blackandwhite colorized eyes 
presents an alternate first-person 
 
which is not nominalist, which preserves 
a soupcon of that neoplatonic 
void felt by Nazis in the New World 
where they've always resumed reign. 
 
(And once history forgets to save fate 
let it wait for its own feature; right, future?) 
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TRAGEDIES 
 
The time actors take to make up 
stalls the inevitable fall of the mask 
worn by the audience, though maybe 
a throwaway gesture will do, like 
 
goalposts with whips curled around 
them, all lashings of wit await their 
cue stage-rear where the one playing 
the door gets grafted on the wall's skin— 
 
this is only human, the halts in line, 
the queue with no A at its head.  No 
solving of the riddle today, sufficer. 
 
Romeo at age 8 or 9 kicking soccer 
doesn't know yet even in a vacuum 
one can easily stray out of bound. 
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UNDERSTUDY (WAGNERIAN) 
 
In my dream  
I was the diva 
 
I stood there 
my flat chest flapping 
breathless with 
a scales nailed 
to my nipples 
 
mistakenly begging  
everybody in  
the audience 
to pile all their tragedy 
on one pan 
 
comedy 
on the other 
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SUMMER ACTION FEATURES 
 
Can I kiss this cinema's utter pittedness. 
 
Moviescreen, you hype of hygiene, I love  
to see a face lace its venom with mine. 
 
When the hero has far too many minotaur scars, 
the creases in my palms turn over and nap. 
 
Archimedes revised: if I sink far enough 
into the film, the law of displacement  
should bring to the surface my truest self.   
 
Then the blow-ups come on cue.  The ingenue 
glows like the sky: we both gnaw raw halo. 
 
God knows I know each bomb is a mobile 
some sculptor has failed ineptly to keep aloft. 
 
Even I am losing my innocent twitter balance, 
though statistically I will die eating purse soup. 
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VAGUE CONSOLES 
  
This vista often awarded John Ford his rest. 
Myself, scenery has a lack of I (emphasis). 
And haven't we killed all the Indians yet? 
In a stagecoach—made of sagebrush, no doubt—, 
 
I would gauche-out like a tumbleweed at a sockhop. 
Yo, watch it roll across the old gym-floor, loboto 
Basketball: then, toed by foetid teens, fall, 
Slo-mo, as though some flair for the vague consoles— 
 
Oh lips refusing their tongues' rights, bodies 
Trying to put down the peaceful demands of 
Their genitalia . . . yes everything looks better shot 
 
Through John Wayne's hurt.  The sky the way it mattes— 
The desert.  A lone rider, whose moral I await. 
The crotches arranging themselves for death. 
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THE END 
                   Pain has petrified the threshold. —Trakl 
 
A threshold is everything that can be 
seen in the space of the endurance of 
our openness: thus at the conclusion 
of The Searchers John Wayne is framed never 
 
to return and forced to spur himself, to 
escape always the outward-gazing-lust  
of that thrust doorway toward the horizon 
or so we guess because the door shuts and 
 
cuts him off before he attains it: exit 
is lost and we who had followed his flight 
from the intimacy of this interior, we 
must remain here minus our male-myth-ranger, 
 
and must domestically cry for his exile 
while the credits crawl across their reelsill. 
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ACTORS: THE DENOUEMENT 
 
After each performance comes catharsis 
as one more audience member is sewn 
into the hem of the theater curtain; 
some day it will sway too heavy to raise: 
 
on that evening the play will not begin— 
until such time our continual clamor 
minds the same drama again and again, 
less for its marquee-names than the encore 
 
when one of us, us groundlings, us non-stars 
gets knit into the huge velvet stagedrop— 
a climax cheered, though we're still here to see     
 
the final show, to witness what occurs  
the night our hem-mates' weight puts a stop 
to this farce.  Will they be freed then?  Will we? 
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CRAFT  
 
lay the tragic mask 
atop the comic mask 
 
snip out the parts 
where they don't match 
 
then take this overlap 
make a third mask 
 
a superfluous mask 
a mask of excess 
 
a mask that is useless 
that has no purpose 
 
unless of course it is  
the appropriate one 
 
to be placed on both  
your first and final face 
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SWIMSHORE: TO X 
 
alive at least as long 
as nothing is our own 
we hover above 
this line of ferryfine waves 
 
where rocks sink in recital 
ocean or lake 
marine and mute 
each toe is cold at first 
 
god of the smallest solitude 
I study the nude's description 
in personal gaps 
 
hair like a spark of armor 
sun 
sun each one of your laps crests 
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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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AFTERTHOUGHT 
 
[Just as all streets and roads could 
be amended to include 
bicycle paths, 
so all literary avenues 
should have a sonnet lane— 
 
Everywhere those big 
poems roar expelling their 
hauxious exhaust, there 
also our footpowered craft 
could glide— 
 
all SUVs (surface ugly verses) 
ought to make room 
for these smaller more 
eco-esque vehicles.] 
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