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RITUAL 
 
first 
bury your hands 
then the third from the right toes 
your pancreas bury it next 
and so on in the order prescribed  
by ancient strictures  
save the head for last 
cup your thumbs beneath for it to fall into 
have an eyelash 
be the last thing visible overground 
leave a heartbeat 
to tamp down the dirt 
to be a shadow for grassblade above 
then nothing up there 
at the beginning of this poem nothing 
so that the last the very last 
all that'll be left to do then is 
bury your hands 
etc. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
MISANMYOPE 
 
They say that blinking lubricates  
   the sight and keeps it safe— 
but did this World-Eye really  
   need the lid of my brief life? 
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POEM 
 
when the balloon bursts 
where does all the air 
that was inside go 
 
is it bound together briefly 
by the moisture 
of the human mouth 
that birthed it 
 
poor pouch of breath 
long expulsion of nothing you 
must dissipate too 
nor remain intact 
no matter how pantingly 
against the outer atmosphere 
you might try to secure your 
whoosh-hold 
 
and what an effort 
what heave and heft-work 
what strain of frame what rib-rift 
to have to lift to shift around 
all that oof and uff   
 
why strive and huff just 
to stave off death 
to survive 
to be a substance a stuff 
 
to live live as a pocket 
a cluster 
a cloud 
to maintain your interior 
mode 
 
I can understand 
that having once been 
contained in bouyance 
you'd want to retain 
that rare coherence 
 
(stanza break) 
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you'd pray to stay a one 
to remain a unity an 
entity a whole in 
this unencased heaven 
 
but smatter of ghost 
how can you persist 
or save yourself 
when all us others disperse 
 
so let it slough 
dissolve in draft 
little whistlewhiff 
pathetic kisspuff 
flimsiest flak 
  
up into the sky goes 
two lungs worth 
of earth 
unstrung 
unloosed 
the exhaled 
soul of a boy a girl 
 
alloonaloft 
aloftalloon 
lost 
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ALL OF THE WORDS 
 
I know the days ahead 
are the days I had given 
up on before but when 
were there ever any more. 
 
Like waves that sleeve the sand 
thoughts ruffle my forehead 
until I must push driftwood 
into facades of fortitude. 
 
They sold their courage to gain 
my fear.  The fathers, I mean. 
 
Time is thin in the arms of a machine. 
 
Why are there more of us  
waiting like this. 
Eyelids mark the place 
where sleep was always thinnest. 
 
Even in the streets one is voiceless mute. 
Listen.  Wheels call by name 
each passerby to blame. 
 
What crybone schism, what night 
is still trying to onsite  
all of the words I ergo forgot.
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TOTAL 
 
Babel on the table falls, 
my poem topples  
into words  
whose rubble shards  
 
I try to stack back up until 
they crumble still  
again: but all  
my efforts only pile 
 
those collapsing tropes  
in heaps  
of worthless chips  
which are 
 
counted forth  
with column patience 
over and over  
by the miser Silence.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
IN VAIN 
 
I like to look at myself in the dull gold 
of the frames that contain erotic paintings 
and, as I gaze, ask, as if I cared, 
"Will moonlit lashes continue 
to surround sunlit eyes?" 
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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. 
 
 
 
 
LIFE THEY SAY IS THE ANTERIOR ART    
 
Love dehydrates us with its thirsty scars: 
The forebode brigade braids a leash for every: 
In rut much oblivion finds one future: 
I'm summarizing, of course; but is that why 
 
We make art—becauses it compensates for 
Axioms: will experts scour the past for more,  
Its shared breath a vase unearthed by the shard 
Yield beneath some kiss-synopsis?  Although sharp,  
 
What mountain's peak can core our ground; can anything 
Break that surrogate, that curtained culture where  
Museums seek a center and spin, crumbling—  
 
How quick each chirp-equipped quote lets us go!  There 
Statues at their moment of greatest stress might 
Cause my eyelids to carve all else to sight. 
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WHAT  
  
I envision a doctor saying  
to me someday soon  
(and any day is too soon)  
your diagnosis  
is terminal . . . then  
I imagine myself   
replying  
well I've had a good life—  
  
That daydream ends,  
and I sit in my room  
surveying, estimating  
trying to guess   
while I still can  
what's good  
about it. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[UNTITLED] 
 
Before the Babel Discontinuity 
there was no music, only poetry— 
 
when we return to that prior state 
as androids cyborgs we shall hate 
 
this falsity called "music"; solilovids 
will provide our numbered heads 
 
with much truer means of commune. 
Attuned we'll be without a tune.  
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 ANOTHER HAIRBRUSH POEM 
 
the hairbrush can hardly breathe 
it suffocates in strands 
it snarls as tense as teeth 
biting an enemy's hands 
 
the things we tame are what 
entangle and turn us wild 
every parent grows ragged tugged 
disciplining their child 
 
pity the year-old hairbrush 
its stems all split its roots bare 
like a field that's tilled too much 
now a hoarbrush blooms there 
 
hairbrush hairbrush have you 
any tufts to spare today 
now that I'm bald and cannot comb 
please give back my gray 
 
the hairbrush yanks and yanks 
stubborn curl it won't lie dead 
even a poorbrush would shed 
these rebels from its ranks 
 
(so try not to cry and just say thanks 
when it hauls you off your head!) 
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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. 
 
 
 
  
THE VINDICATION (prosepoem) 
 
If it were only possible to launch enough satellites up, one apiece for each 
of us down here on earth, billions of spysats programmed to monitor us all 
individually, that's the important thing: that each one of us would have his 
or her own personal private skysat; and then, when our (our!) specially-
designated sole-focused fetish-trained mysat was finally and totally locked 
onto us, what secrets could we exchange with it, how confide its include 
codes would grow, how large its zoom would contain us: each unique DNA 
traced and zeroed in on to find us, to separate us out, tell us apart from all 
the space trash next door.  Unfortunately that many satellites in the sky at 
once would form a hatchshell shield surrounding the planet like a 
restoration of Ptolemy's cosmos and would cut off all solar energy 
resulting in the pandeath of vegetation and terrestial life itself, a small 
price to pay, a minor consequence aftermath of having satisfied if only for 
one brief interval the universal desire to go recognized, singled out and 
beamed upon; of having appeased our deepest need, to be seen, to be 
known. 
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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. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
GETTOGETHER  
 
backyard barbecue 
I repeat over the heat 
what my doctor said 
to anyone who'll listen 
juice oozes from the red meat 
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ON A DRAWING BY CHARLES TOMLINSON 
 
By a swath of inks the eye 
thinks it sees solidities 
which alter with the watercolor 
way his brush washes its dye 
 
in distance, though even this 
finds a faraway fixed not 
by the surveyor’s plumb but 
by the action of the thumb 
 
delaying all the fingers meant 
to draw out of the paper, 
splashed dry.  The clean grain 
 
catches what it should retain 
if enough pressure pleasure 
is applied to the stain to lie. 
 
 
 
Note:  
Tomlinson is not only a distinctive poet, but a visual artist of repute.   
His graphics grace the covers of many of his books.  This homage  
attempts to imitate his verse style, or one of his verse styles. 
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SNOWS AND SNATCHES 
 
Hurry for heaven's favorite 
paperweight descends to press 
the verses down that long to lift 
us off within their endless draft, 
away! before its story ends. 
 
Go bind in blind that white sheet-write  
or let its stray-sleet countercloud 
stay the fables that come to light 
unfastening their thrust on.  There 
 
are no drifts a man of it might  
survive unless he melts every less 
word that seams our pupilpane in 
streams dividing day's span with 
what its windownight withstands. 
 
Now dawn strands his snows and 
snatches in fall from all he's lost 
unless that book once caught his  
page wedged in both its hands. 
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EXTINCTSPHINX  
 
Underline these half-written words as 
if to say their incompleteness increases— 
italicizes my meaning.  Similar such 
those partials out of which 
 
dinosaurologists construe 
that overpowering, that overtowering— 
that propped up by the very worship 
it yearns to bite in two. 
 
* 
 
In selfswamp submerged then 
to breathe through reeds of piss 
that gold god's evening panes 
barely adumbrate: they know how 
 
to improve the ceiling by 
removing the floor. 
 
* 
 
Birthdays having leapt their children, 
hesitation of candle, endless fugitive. 
A shudder emptied itself into your eyes. 
 
* 
 
Goodbye now, 
for my coat is changing hands upon me.
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ORPHEAD 
 
The head displayed 
for maenad analysis; 
remedy amputee, 
to the chute of the sea. 
 
Disposal is all. Past 
the path of its tongue 
let it travel long, 
unraveling song. 
 
Through terebis territory 
what flaystream assails 
his severed lipwreck's 
lyre-waxed intervals. 
 
Its banks refuse tomb 
to this bodilessness 
assaulting vacuum 
backbouyant combed. 
 
Now none vie to nurse 
his neck where pegasi 
loose their reins in blood; 
missing his vein they fly. 
 
Noon-heat leafs its hate, 
whirlpool tugs his curls. 
Whose garland was 
grief-i-er than a girl's. 
 
Whose love for boys 
briefer than a girl's was— 
stray now he sights 
dame straightway at last. 
 
Late now Europe-land 
has eurid itself of him; 
Eurydice finally risen 
tidally takes his lid swim. 
 
Those phalloi he laid 
shake their snakelike psychs; 
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unshouldered his bust rolls 
oceancast depthsighs. 
 
Lesbos waits to claim 
this refuse of its myth.  
But Sappho says fuck it 
we've no one to lay him with.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
REFLECTION 
 
Some are afraid of the deep; 
me, of the shallows. 
 
It's not possible to drown in it, 
but it is possible to delve in it; 
which is worse? 
 
I lean over a mudpuddle, 
bend to a pane-drop. 
 
The shallows 
is where I sight myself; 
the abyss 
shows all you others. 
 
Which is worse? 
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THE WISHINGWELL STANZAS 
 
Oracle whose hollow 
catalogs each word I swallow, 
I wish my birth had been false, I wish 
the pregnancy which bled me was kitsch. 
 
Nothing the pupil paints on our 
eye easel will equal your  
entry in non-entity, 
whose unpaginate genitalia I 
am one lack-me of. 
May I try or is it type 
to man-ingest the woman-digest of this? 
 
Only a fishhook can play Hamlet adequately— 
bright as skin pinned to a candle, 
go dangle down a well, chapel 
by inversion; the bells toll, 
the toads flick my gnat-name home. 
 
Oldest lodge and once as I was, 
bring me, lightning for ballast, 
the memory of a boy crossing 
a creekbed, a ditch, look, 
in which he steps on a snake: 
I felt it shift, beneath my shoe, 
felt tremor after tremor go 
through my length, lure up muck 
so far back.  Its meander meat 
realigned the path I meant to 
take, my heel hung there 
caught in the quickest loss 
of ground, my footing was gone 
from the moment and I poised 
on flesh that refuted my own— 
orator atop a trapdoor. 
 
The ponderous sack of semen slice off: 
sever all, soil it to the ground— 
solve with blood the gordianhood, praise 
 
(no stanza break) 
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this surface sacrifice, curse it and dance              
over dying coils on virile instep, 
stomp this lance that lacks true sibilance, 
there, there, contrary penis! the drum and 
the tambour of the Mother 
the earthquake have spoke— 
 
in Catullus LXIII 
the faultline runs 
from clit to anus, but can 
an equator debate 
itself—are they castrate 
enough, these Attis strata— 
at Delphi does my vein begin, then, or end? 
 
Her hallowed handled echoes call 
to me this cisternship, this landslide 
water, oh Pythoness, oh cult-consumed womb; 
let some aquarium of seeps accept each 
of my pennies, my worthless wishes— 
each treasure I offer the Goddess 
mercifully confirms my emptiness. 
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MYTHICAL RITUALS 
 
Every day another roc moults, 
every feather crushing 
another town where 
Notnose and Shyeye 
and Wrongtongue  
are conspiring. 
 
As always the blood 
of martyrs drips 
straight to hell:  
a purple plumb-line, 
a Tyre-wire true. 
 
The hundred-husked heartvalve 
tries to find hope 
in these instances. 
But each day brings more. 
 
Each day we open 
a door whose keyhole 
shrinks around us. 
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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. 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
HERE 
  
it's dark in the asylum's dayroom  
where the insane count me on their fingers  
but I still add up to nothing  
therapeutically speaking  
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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 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
31 SYLLABLES 
 
even the wisest 
(even the esteemed poets 
who when I was young 
acclaimed me as promising) 
have at times been proven wrong 
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INSTRUCTIONS TO A MAP 
 
Approach, map; let me spread your lats out here    
and shape them to that abject attitude    
conducive to embarkation: lie square  
while my coarsest cartographies intrude 
 
with plumblines cast that fourways force embrace 
newground boundaries as I toss more throngs 
of tapemeasures in loops across your longs 
and leave them involuted there to trace 
 
fix each secret breach of all our borders     
so dumbfound for terra incognitas 
where my lost flesh enrobes your erasures: 
underfoot I will track these meanders  
 
and stamp down every territory town 
till none can ever drive outside my own. 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
PUTATIVE POEM FROM SAMURAI ERA 
 
he made a haiku 
before his blade took my head 
why not a tanka 
tanka would have let me live 
fourteen syllables longer 
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REPLICA DAYS 
 
A statue disguised 
as the lines in your palm 
longs to love you 
though still you resist 
its endless caresses. 
 
Just as the smoke  
of burnt portraits 
clings to mirrors. 
Similarly ashes of dolls fill up 
a child's footprints. 
 
Rain also, in the event 
an iceberg's  
mourning-clothes. 
 
Dawn drapes you: 
you put your arm in one sleeve 
and the other sleeve  
begins to bleed. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[HAIKU] 
 
raindrops windowpane 
I can't see myself wearing 
more daring outfits 
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PITY 
 
inside his pane 
the window is a man 
like you or me 
at night he walks the ledges 
at night he walks the sills 
restless in his frame 
veins full of glass 
at night he walks the sills 
 
at day his head rises 
and shines through his body 
and soon he worries 
that the coming night 
will undecapitate 
that the homing night 
will rejoin him whole 
 
inside his pane 
like you or me 
fulgent full of future slivers 
fallen whole 
foretold and free 
 
at night he walks the sills 
his head rises 
his head falls 
 
held together by none 
his jaggedy slitted body 
glazed and gone 
his beauty putty
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PORTRAIT 
 
When the mirror paints itself, 
how quietly it sits. 
Its posing is perfect. 
 
But when it paints us, 
no matter how hard we try, 
eventually 
we fail to be still. 
 
What if we propped a corpse up 
for model: even it 
would fidgit  
after a while; 
the flesh would droop then drop, 
spoiling the sitting 
by spoiling. 
 
No: only the mirror itself 
can pose properly 
for its incisive portraits, 
which mock our mortal  
impatience— 
 
Displayed everywhere, 
they are the walls we live in, 
they make a museum of us. 
Our provenance (if any) 
comes from them. 
 
And no expert needs 
to authenticate 
these masterworks. 
 
We are the forgeries. 
We are the fakes. 
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AGING INTO THE AVANTGARDE 
 
When the mirror paints itself, 
how true to life 
the results seem— 
But when it paints others, well, 
take me, I who have posed so long 
my patience has earned 
the most flattering 
exactitude: so why 
(as the years go by) 
is there this blurring  
appearing where my face is; 
is expressionism occurring? 
 
When it comes to its own  
likeness, it's photorealism no less— 
the mirror paints itself  
perfectly, whereas 
the one it does of me  
(I can see now as I lean closer) 
in the end turns out to be  
nothing but a sort of art brut: 
the brushstrokes grow 
more fauve, more cobra  
each time I look.   
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 MISHAP MESSAGE 
 
I bandage my wristwatch 
to stop the bleeding 
of time but time 
is perforce the wound 
out of which space empties 
Einstein's bag of marbles 
 
the greenie I shoot at its sister the moon 
the purey I bury with a note saying no 
the blue one weighs in my hand 
as light as sky minus earth 
earth of course is the last marble 
 
I like to hear it roll 
around my showerstall 
before I fall into the drain 
into that distillate of distance we call 
ocean 
 
whitecaps whitecaps 
beneath each of which 
a nurse bobs up and down 
 
cold fingers hold my wrist 
cold toes probe my throat 
is that my pulse I ask 
sisters is that my life 
 
is that the onomatopoeia of the waves 
words that jumble space with time 
laughter tumbling down a telescope 
 
words that turn to marble all I say 
white as my years they bleed 
they bleed away 
white but white as only Einstein's hair is white 
or a note slipped under drowning doors 
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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. 
 
 
 
 
AFTER BAUDELAIRE'S CAUSERIE 
 
The ocean of verse has left in my chest 
That stale ebb-tail taste of a bile blueplate— 
Its word surge bitters too gorged to digest— 
Even my critics' deaths can't renovate  
 
An appetite for this: acid reflux    
My poems have all become, which in their prime 
Fed vanity's veins and pain's glut stomachs  
Enough to fodder a second lifetime . . . 
 
My heart?  Is Heartburnsville.  Landfill palace 
Leveled ever since my fellow poets 
Chewed its dumpster pews into prose-pellets. 
 
Come share their bard-fare, their warmth and fireplace— 
Eyes blazing like a holiday barrage, 
They char my offal flesh long past garbage. 
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EXCERPTS/VIETNAM 
 
1. Despair 
 
I stick my head into a womb and make faces 
at the unborn.  I force down their throats 
the mating-cries of extinct animals, the traces.  
I wait for that, I write filler for suicide-notes. 
 
 
2. Vietnam in Chicago 
 
Oh it's easy to find Vietnam in Chicago— 
we are what's lost (knock at your shadow 
to ask the way home from death). 
 
 
3. Reminder to Nuke the Other Side of the Planet 
   
Upside down in the ground 
there is someone who walks 
on my soles when I walk. 
 
I'm gonna get that bastard! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
BREAKFAST RHYMES 
 
I suspect the obverse of this cereal 
box is blank and that all the colorful 
 
images on this side would vanish too 
if I spun its cardboard 180. 
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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. 
 
 
 
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 M 
useum richest in world.  (Anyway, most 'masterpieces' in museums  
are forgeries; the real stuff is sequestered by billionaires.) 
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THE QUESTION 
 
Far off, demimordial, I hear an epitaph of ears, someone 
Collides with a stopwatch, innocent mincemeats rise steaming and 
Sporadic laughter, cardoors going slammed.  Then, static-ier voices, 
Through blood jettisoned by mimes statues reminisce, reveal how 
They subsist on glimpsed nubility, personal-touches in crowds who 
Traipse past.  In rooms where you heard the sound of a teardrop 
Striking the bloodhound surface of perfume which sat in a 
Washbasin, chipped fake porcelain, who poured it in that? in 
Those rooms (where you were so strangely audient!), others, like 
Me, are listening.  Outside, in the city, the minstrelshow 
Pollution (which paints us all in ‘blackface’) continues, corny 
And racist, sexist, lampoonist . . . humanist?  Ashes watered 
By hell, kisses skimmed from doveflight, cream from silk, what- 
Ever rises, curdled, from depths as fraught with else as these, 
Far off. . . .  Yet I would encourage your traits your tricks individual 
Of speech, you crowds who gape on as those rooms all rush toward 
One room, whose doors part now like a mouth pried in cry 
Silently, stifled by its openness.  Will my voice receive me, 
Will my cries still have me? will not be the question there. 
 
 
 
 
 
POEM 
 
I heard the abide.    
 
How low it was.  
How loud it was. 
 
How soon it ended. 
And what it said. 
 
I heard its words 
poured, pouring 
from the sky. 
 
The clouds were frauds. 
 
The froth lost its mind in an ear. 
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POST 
 
the one skull I'll never find 
between my teeth is mine 
 
anyone else's skull I may  
(all the dystopians say) 
 
have to suck the brains 
out of if no food remains 
 
postnuke postplague 
(I'll crack it like an egg) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
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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PASS AROUND THE COPIES 
 
Have none of those nipples 
left specks on my lips— 
are there no stains on my fingers 
from some of those warm hips? 
 
(The ones I caressed 
so far in the past 
nary a trace must still exist.) 
 
And what about the hands that coupled, 
hands that cupped me—they 
didn't deposit any spots? 
 
Am I not a leopard 
of love (a leper) covered 
with its blotches stigmata errata  
etcetera? 
 
No: I'm not.  Clean slate! 
Bitemark, scratchmark, blooddrop— 
none.   
 
I'm blank, flawless, immaculate, 
ready to be run 
off on death's xerox, one 
 
more poem perfect for Workshop. 
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 EACH TIME  
 
Sometimes I dream of Rumor's house, which, 
I just read in Ovid, is situated cruxic 
 
"the world's center," at that core of cores 
beneath us all. He contends its windows doors 
 
are forever open, a porous palace where 
every word uttered by every person is stored 
 
in what I'd call the ultimate anthology. 
Where is this house, in what country? 
 
Its closets hold not only the past, 
meaning the brain's nine-tenths lost 
 
noncognitional of the capacitated,— 
because it collates not just the said, 
 
but all that will be said: Each text 
it bleeds from the future is convexed 
 
theoretically to also heal our sole flaw: 
that underlying chamber, that cellar 
 
which upholds these capsuled corridors: 
that fissure floor one-celled horrors 
 
emerged from eons earthwide scattered, 
too patterned for breeding, those far 
 
glugglugs, these slogged zillenia ago. 
Each trans-cthonic myth—genetic fragments 
 
we once keeled our island egos against— 
is shored Eliotically, in toto— 
 
but not in a waste land: in this place 
nothing is wasted, each fact is facet 
 
composite a euphemistic peg, whose hole 
lies in what one might term a zero, 
 
though the zero that defines our one 
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must look through itself to see what's gone: 
 
What used to be the bookshelf 
it swallows, and feeds throughout itself: 
 
it sits each of us there at the hell 
level its circuits need, and circulates us 
 
around the enter system's railroad 
to embody our brain a la bloodmode, 
 
knowing its node is only made more real 
by the fact each hypertold spongecode 
 
can be simulsold for further gore: 
every PC glued to GossipNet 
 
increases the sanguinary poet's debt. 
But I hear you say in ways this constant 
 
poured out current has wrecked Intent: 
floor-it geared, it steers us most toward 
 
a surface abyss, a maelstrom facade— 
the sargasso rock-critic, the facile hard-crowd— 
 
it's said our eyes are icebergs in that sea. 
But where they are dispelled entirely 
 
beyond my room night comes into swim. 
Somewhere out there I know grow fossils 
 
of protozoa-to-be, omega mammals, 
animandroids roaming, manuals 
 
whose outreach program, whose proffered rim 
as far as I'm a testcase-speciman victim 
 
should fend off every ocean, every cunning 
void evolution took some of its beginning 
 
from: for longspan has that epoch broke 
when rumor heard what human spoke. 
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HOMICIDAL DOMICILE II: NIGHT OF THE  NO-PAR 
 
     The desire to carve criminals up into one's family retains more room in 
us than the grease, the gold, the urine conversant with the flood: even the 
left hand's appraisers shun the right's buyers. 
     Thus my testicles have divorced but continue to share the same house, if 
only your penis was sharper it would cut the scrotum in two resolving this 
rental stumpage, this game forced yet deigned to wear the day-jar's view. 
     Where the righteousness of noon corrupts windows; like a name slanted 
to cry; floorboards that tweak earth: cult pepper, hurled by turban 
cameras, we grovel at sculptors whose heels punctuate our idol. 
     Glittering incidentals, hours in which towers swim off their own 
balconies, ah what stylites live atop our I's. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
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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POEM IN THE CARDIAC UNIT  
 
Time-charted, nursed, I let the meds 
dictate this verse: roomriver rounds 
take my pulse down stairwaves of stairs 
scan my aches in chairbanks of chairs 
and wake me on bedbeds of beds. 
 
Multiplicities, pre-scripted; 
metaphors bled, already dead: 
what wouldn't be a cliche here— 
paranoid mirror, bathroom sink, 
flowing over with normal fear 
 
as I squint at what I might mean 
if I poeticized this scene: age 
LSDs my chin; my once-lean 
profile spills profilefiles, page  
upon page rippling to see 
 
even their prolific output  
data can never sate the spate 
pathoscopes that hardrecord spot 
surveillance of what vital signs  
remain in these veins, clotted lines 
 
whose parse usurps my sleep. (Forget 
how literate you hate this surge, 
absurd, heartbeat creation; your 
necknoun must stet its tide-edit 
now, to quiververbs, wattlewords.) 
 
What would my peergroup say, could they 
modify this hypergaud gush,  
advise my florid veinflushed flesh  
stop pouring forth such images,  
euphony beyond me. Sweet excess. 
 
Is that not the gist this critic 
monitor that beeps down its sic 
keeps vying to brightly display 
while I lie here less than what, what, 
watched all night, till more's the day. 
is it a blessing, or a curse?)



 37 

EMIGRATIONS 
                             (for Heather McHugh) 
 
Shouldn't there be a word that sounds like an 
extraterrestial clearing his throat 
of human phrases, their roughness roseate,  
plush thorns that tart each normal timbre— 
And when that word's punctuated by two ears, 
can it be said to not hold all our meanings? 
 
Vocal as those envelopes one discovers 
tell-traces of tongue-blood on the flap of 
(licked too reckless—mistake it for love), 
we fail to seal shut the heart, to kissproof 
its distant alien stains: kept vigilant over 
that bouquet of papercuts, I remember 
 
a cloud installed with thumbtacks scouting 
across planet, pinning down oceans, denoting 
islands, deserts.  Borders, poured from the sky— 
We felt safe on such worlds, behind guards, 
armies braced to rebuff incursor postcards. 
Death rose to greet us with a flower in its eye. 
 
                              * 
 
But count the kisses, Catullus wrote, meaning 
to waste your time first multiply your tongue. 
Oh make that prime mistake again; repeat 
what the explorers of sea-roared corridors 
promise the coils that conch them, desperate 
to remain unsounded, sole.  All such figures 
 
are promiscuous: love is repetition 
and layer/layer lovers disrobe; overlapping 
matteshots which hatch-depict what deepest down 
most elusive nudity.  Our stripped-off skin hurts 
to acknowledge the body is the blankest map 
onto which earth will eventually start 
 
to imprint itself dirtgrain by dirtgrain, 
mud by mire it will come to cover us entire 
with minutiae of the utter matter 
ground around us until we are its textual 
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affirmation, and therefore a refutation 
of what?  The self—but if its loss is a sexual 
 
discovery, the poet has entered hell 
demanding to plumb whomever these charts 
misquote.  À la Cocteau's torturous Orphée, 
she guides herself through fog-stellar hallways; 
every step begs to be reversed.  Their cry 
is always the same: what exquisite urge 
 
to tame all welcome-mats has portaged us 
averted, shielding our gaze from its suffice, 
to this place!  Waving an exit visa stamped 
with each other's lips, the lovers have sailed  
beyond i.d.  But the ship sinks, no one can build 
enough lighthouses to surround that swamp— 
 
                                    * 
 
Orpheus croaks, the frog in his larynx jokes, 
each time Euridice crumples backwards, implodes 
from sight: he is what she breaks—his grid, his husk. 
When the sperm disembowels my orgasm, he asks, 
what self-restraint it shows to commit suicide 
in front of a mirror, knowing beauty is 
                                                                                                                 
personalized by paralysis . . . then, if the wound 
learns to probe for its own kind, flesh will never 
unvoice that loss, harvest that scar.  By harping on 
her name he hopes to gloss, to refine this epitaph. 
Meanwhile the eternal tatter of her smile flares 
fainter, firefly trying to land down a mineshaft. 
 
Fact: the frog can't see the fly if the fly sits— 
it is literally its flight obscenes the eyes, 
whereupon the long tongue zaps out, severs and appetites. 
With this in mind, perhaps the truest desire is 
blind, concealed, a phantom wandering the deep net 
of optic intersections, of pang-swerved nerves—                                                                                      
 
lost, one of its possible fates might be starve. 
The poet traverses this labyrinth—the maze carves 
emaciations from her face.  Her way is gropes 
which somehow render aim that inner landscape 
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our window (at night the white moth's easel) drapes, 
that site razed by home.  But could she place her poem 
 
if it moved her mouth with mine so they became 
one, one mouth which then looked for another 
mouth to kiss.  It first appears there are only 
two bodies here—the one you are, and the one 
you desire to unite with.  But then, beyond  
the mingle of that longed-for synthesis, we 
 
may hunger for more antitheses, further 
incarnations, until (exponentially) 
our body orbits what rapt apogee, that pure 
theory.  I believe it.  And thus to make them whole 
your lips must be divided by these words.  She 
who utters such catharsis/communion will                                                                                                        
 
have to seed or sate whatever wing-hung thing 
we nurse in our throatpit.  Gordian gorge: 
just ingest each knot and trust—trust your intestines 
will undo it?  Orpheus or Herpheus, the poet 
cannot reduce the roughage verbiage her diet 
imposes on us since it is our emptiness, purged. 
 
                              * 
We who journey towards tomorrow rather than  
today walk behind a door which our arms are tired 
of keeping held in front of us, the wrists ache splay 
from its weight—although our knuckles come to admire 
the knob—merely on the pray-or-none chance the one 
who keys our phrase may be straying yesterday's way. 
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PERSPECTIVE 
 
I must look down to see 
the things that fall 
into the well 
 
(coins 
teardrops 
stopsigns 
 
sunsets 
planets 
etcets) 
 
because when I don't  
look down to see 
them suddenly  
 
they all  
start to fall  
on me 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
WISH I COULD (AND DO IT IN 31 SYLLABLES) 
 
like someone whose quick 
halt in the midst of traffic 
to check his wrist makes 
him late for that appointment— 
that's how to think about death  
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THE KEEPER 
                         (for George Starbuck) 
 
while ships 
guided by his beacon glide 
safely through the fog or night 
inside he trips over 
more furniture 
bangs his head again 
on doorways 
 
the rooms 
steep and stairy 
of a lighthouse transpire 
into the brilliant air of 
salvation but 
down here 
in the black-and-white farce 
of this poem 
whenever the keeper opens a can 
of soup the blood 
from his fingers 
will indisputably fall 
on his crutches 
 
parables 
if I read Kafka right 
are always a matter of 
winning and losing 
credit and debit 
every life kept 
off those reefs or rocks makes 
these accidents occur 
this bone break 
this muscle 
tear 
 
each shipwreck he averts 
shall be showed for 
by a scar 
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PLUNGE 
 
at night one drop of rain  
falls from each star 
as if it were being lowered 
on a string 
 
and yet that storm of plummets 
is never enough 
to wet any of the planets 
that pass through it 
 
only the blackness the space 
between us is washed 
away by these singular 
lettings-down of water 
 
distance is washed away 
all the worlds merge 
for a liquid moment 
our island eyes  
 
and suddenly we understand 
why umbrellas love 
to dive  
into clouds 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
SEE 
 
in the country  
of the blind everyone  
points at me 
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 MYTHICAL RITUALS 
 
Every day another roc moults, 
every feather crushing 
another town where 
Notnose and Shyeye 
and Wrongtongue  
are conspiring. 
 
As always the blood 
of martyrs drips 
straight to hell:  
a purple plumb-line, 
a Tyre-wire true. 
 
The hundred-husked heartvalve 
tries to find hope 
in these instances. 
But each day brings more. 
 
Each day we open 
a door whose keyhole 
shrinks around us. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
OCTNOV 
 
Stickum leaves fluttering down 
Pin unpin each path’s compass 
 
The season on our sleeve has shown 
Another course for us 
 
 
 



 44 

REPLICA DAYS 
 
A statue disguised 
as the lines in your palm 
longs to love you 
though still you resist 
its endless caresses. 
 
Just as the smoke  
of burnt portraits 
clings to mirrors. 
Similarly ashes of dolls fill up 
a child’s footprints. 
 
Rain also, in the event 
an iceberg’s  
mourning-clothes. 
 
Dawn drapes you: 
you put your arm in one sleeve 
and the other sleeve  
begins to bleed. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
MADE FOR EACH OTHER 
 
Today a super-model stopped me on the street 
And asked me to marry her because 
She said 
She wanted to eat all the rat-poison in the world for 
    her wedding-supper 
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BY THE RIVER BAAB 
 
We know that somewhere far north of here 
the two rivers Ba and Ab converge to form 
this greater stream that sustains us, uniting 
the lifeblood length of our lands: and we believe  
that the Ba's source is heaven, the Ab's hell. 
 
Daily expeditions embark upcountry to find 
that fork, to learn where the merge first occurs. 
Too far: none of our explorers return.  Or 
else when they reach that point they themselves 
are torn apart by a sudden urge to choose—  
 
to resolutely take either the Ba/the Ab, and trace  
good or evil to its spring.  Each flips a coin 
perhaps, or favors whichever one the wind's 
blowing from at that moment.  Down here 
even we who have not the heart to venture 
 
anywhere that would force us to such deep 
decisions, even we, when we hold that glass of 
water in our hand, drink it slowly, deliberately,  
as if we could taste the two strains, could somehow  
distinguish their twin flow through our veins. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
UP TO THE MINUTE 
 
A jet falls on a cow. 
Part of the animal sticks out and twitches like the 
    usual closeups of the hero's jaw. 
Children I admire play in the crushed cow's shadow. 
And even the plane itself has been left atop the skel- 
    etonized milk-giver, 
clouding one's dreams of a bloodless coup. 
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POEM 
 
Can my clone cast  
a shadow 
that resembles  
my shadow 
the same  
as it does him, 
or me them?   
Is the difference thin, 
meaning within,  
or merely 
attenuated— 
where does the line 
leave off and,  
leaving, 
does it end? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[UNTITLED] 
 
Helplessly the clock's hands fail 
to cleanse its numerals as they pass,  
to wipe away the jealous glances 
and fretful glares of our daily vigil, 
drab fears and doubts whose dust  
will come to filthify time at last. 
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PROOF 
 
If time is relative, 
so that it might be 12 AM 
in 1966 for me, 
12 PM in 3002 for you,  
and for everyone else 
another when-ever;  
and if each person exists  
within this own moment, 
then, since there can exist only 
one true time, one of us 
is alone on this earth. 
 
It’s theirs by right, 
because theirs is the exact present 
and ours isn’t. 
The rest of us are like nowhere. 
 
Imagine the rest of us 
just haunting around, 
pounding upon the walls of 
that one person, pleading 
with him or her 
to please let us in, please, 
but will they ever hear our cries. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
VOWS 
 
The commonplaces of  
the wedding ceremony 
would like to go back and marry 
the proposal's florid words— 
But isn't that love? 
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PROBLEM 
 
My life has been attributed to someone else.  Defeats 
   victories loves hates, 
they all fall under that person's provenance— 
 
I belong whether I like it to the the School of 
the Genre of 
the Age of  
that categorical, that cognomen— 
 
Each of my acts bears as an adverb THEIR NAME with an 
   esque on the end: 
I cross my legs ____________-esquely; 
my sighs are all  ____________-esque—that's right, 
yes, I don't even know who 
the heck I'm speaking of nor why everything I do's described 
   with that appellation, that trademark. 
 
It might be worse if I did know 
I might be tempted to go look up 
her or him 
and bluster, Now let's get this straight 
or What's going on here. 
 
That's just wish.  In real life I'd get the address wrong, 
    mistake their nextdoor neighbor for them: 
Boy, this is a nice apartment. 
 
Nor would it be any kind of consolation whatsoever   
   if I did confront them and find out 
that THEY suffer the same feelings of displacement only 
 
 
in their opinion, we're all kowtows of a certain someone in  
   the near town, which  
summons up the fear that similarly, somewhere, 
there's someone who images my name stuck on all their efforts. . . .                                                                                      
 
No, I can't see any answer to this problem— 
not marxist, nor freudian, kafkaesque, rilkean, knottic, 
 
 
(no stanza break) 
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—because any such solution, 
any amelioration just ends up being added on to the front 
  end of the adjectives 
which already encrust the thing, and that just adds to, adds to . . . 
 
—Though if it's a choice of spinning out vapid tautologies 
or, 
Hi/Nice to meet you/I've heard a lot about, I'd 
rather just credit this poem to someone else, forget the 
   schmear-thing, disappear, move to the far town, entertain 
   aliases, take Senile Ed classes in the art of fingerprint 
   arrangement, scrub raw the whole per se of identity/ 
   destiny/ancestor-baiting, make a citizen's arrest of my 
   mirror for indecent exposure, but never, nowhere, nohow 
 
will I do penance, beg forgiveness for 
any of my failures ascribed to you or 
your successes circa me—.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
SYMMETRIES 
 
How mirrored this merging: it's like lover/loved— 
The poem aligns us and aims to make our skins 
Correspond, each of your pores barrel-grooved 
With one of mine, clone-gunned: then void opens 
Onto void, grid-ideal, union, see, it joins! 
First of course the skins have to be removed. 



 50 

RECONCILIATIONS 
 
To be married while sleepwalking 
and wake up on your honeymoon 
abandoned by the prankster pals who 
led you both in blind steps through 
the nuptial rites that culminate here  
in what-the-hell: to wake with lewd 
glowing rings glued to your fingers,  
the hotel bed unmade around you— 
 
Outside your bridal suite what resort 
explodes with ennui, its white tropical 
walls will yield that one photograph 
that shows you shining, your eyes  
aimed shut by the sun.  Natives wave 
bandannas that flaunt their unstorebought 
power.  Your pockets pacified by beggars, 
that day is almost over.  The night awaits. 
 
And then you're home again, but oh  
it's so hard to restore the routines 
that are a now of the old, the remote  
control too big for two who hold hands, 
noting how the pattern of the crimes 
seems to shift from channel to channel,  
but always that financier has fled  
the country, has found his freedom where 
 
you lost yours.  Soon in the freezer section 
fate may feed your fingertips, or taking 
out the trash becomes an expedition: 
for the accomplished somnambulist  
escape is easy everywhere.  But even 
that land whose lack of extradition 
has followed you throughout this farce  
will fail to exile the happy couple.  
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NAVEL 
 
Last link with the Mother’s body, 
and therefore with the self, 
I accumulate around you.  My belly 
oceans your lame island. 
 
You are the eye that blinks once  
only, at birth, and since  
then peers at me 
as if to question 
that recognition. 
 
Every finger is a limpid father; 
but what mounts up in you 
is the motherhorn,  
the day of lesson,  
the hey-nonny non-me. 
 
Any shiver passing over the skin 
must always return  
to nakedness. 
 
In some homelands they dry  
and twine the umbilical-cord 
into a knout 
and then use it 
to spank the placenta, crying 
"Bad! Bad! You made me bad!"
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THE WORD 
 
I am the windowkeeper 
of the Tower of Babel. 
 
Whoever built this place 
put one window at its top 
and one door at its base. 
 
I dream of the door far below, 
where all the commerce, 
the majestic intercourse 
must pass— 
or so I imagine. 
 
Parsecs above that possible 
bustle I attend our tower's 
sole window. 
 
Up here nothing. 
 
Forget a lookout vigil: 
this pane's too high 
to spy an army 
or a peacenik approaching. 
 
Glass I wash and wash always 
for the sake of the light/dark 
it admits, but what is it?— 
 
An eyepiece of clouds 
for someone's height; 
a cyclops outlet 
for no one's sight. 
 
And what if  
that door down there's 
as little use as this— 
and the doorkeeper too, 
his efforts 
fallow as mine— 
 
(stanza break) 
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if there is a doorkeeper;  
if I'm not alone 
in here. 
 
If we exist—  
if one day soon 
we can open 
our vents our hearts  
simultaneously,  
 
mightn't some stir occur  
in the vacuum 
of this hollow highrise, 
provoking its ghost 
to whisper at least 
one pure, one  
pre-word word— 
 
Maintaining my post 
would otherwise be a waste, 
hopeless  
 
if not  
for the thought of that. 
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RIGOR VITUS 
 
I walk 
On human stilts. 
To my right lower leg a man is locked rigid; 
To the left a woman, lifelessly strapped. 
 
I have to heave them up, 
Heft them out and but they’re so heavy (heavy as head) 
Seems all my strength 
Just take the begin step— 
 
All my past to broach a future.  And on top of that, 
They’re not even dead, 
Those ol’ hypocrites. 
They perk up when they want to, they please and 
      pleasure themselves, 
 
It’s terrible.  The one consolation: 
When they make love, 
To someone who’s far or close enough away  
      appears it appears then 
Like I’m dancing. 
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THROWBACKS 
 
I want to take your place in my life so 
I lie in wait for you everywhere.  Once I used 
To lie down in the paths of steamrollers, my teardrops 
Where photographed at the feet of glaciers 
To prove if they were advancing or retreating 
Like positions in a kama sutra: after the cold 
Juggernauts passed over I was fed lingeringly 
Through printer-outers.  It was read then that the 
E-pore is used most frequently by my skin, 
Next came x, p, o . . . 
 
I want you to take my place in my life so 
I follow you everywhere.  Once I used 
To follow burglars around: waiting at the window till 
They ransacked a house then fled, I'd enter 
Run my hands through its emptied drawers, degleamed 
Jewelboxes, my sole thrill was to rub the feel 
Of deceived receptacles, rifled pockets. 
I'd wait outside, then rush in, clambering like an adam's apple. 
 
I want to take my place in your life so 
I go with you everywhere.  Once I used 
To accompany myself, I had a passport to the xerox, 
The unanimous aimed its initials at me on the run, 
When my died my clones were laid out at the funeral 
Beside me, then a heckler who's amnesiac, anybody, some 
Forever stranger was blindfolded and led past the coffins to 
See if they could get the right I by feel but failed 
And so their life was took in place, and so I took your life 
As place, so I must now keep placing your life in take, 
 
In sudden give and take: 
I want you to take my place in your life.  Please.  
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THE SEVEN LAST WORDS OF SOFIA GUBAIDULINA 
 
Intestinal as raisins on a keyboard 
I struggled through life.  The setting sun 
left a few earths in the ground so I could walk. 
 
It qualmed me just knowing that, to accomplish my color, 
the chameleon must die.  How chastely I 
watched a suit-of-armor chew its fingernails. 
 
Oh voice scathed in cloud; ankles' adieu. 
On the lips—that species of slither—is where 
I took part. 
 
Now I pestle my face with opaque pins.  You 
stigmata that summarize my signature, go, 
hinges down whom antiquity has vomited sequence— 
 
but which letter misnomers my name?  I come 
from neitherstood, nuance of none.  I tried 
to obey the caption under my portrait/my provenance. 
 
Cere me in cerberus-lily; in theme-mother extracts; 
while the loaves and fish rich, the furs and lush rich, 
fill their skin with pores and then wonder what's missing . . . 
 
Like a candle through a keyhole 
shoved, burning toward knownwheres— 
Always the days unstay me. 
 
I need to have admired more those symmetries which preach 
each seed is buried beneath a flower, 
each weed above a wound. 
 
Now the thorns be praised/now the thrall that somehow 
time has restored en masse my dwelling, 
my resting place.  I hope my pillow's hungry for headaches! 
 
 
Note: 
Inspired by Gubaidulina's partita, The Seven Last Words (1982).
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 WEDDING PARTY 
 
Cake tiers nearing the ceiling must 
sacrifice their bride and groom 
and often the frosting too. 
 
Aspirations to burst up 
through the roof are 
part of this occasion. 
 
Glasses lifted high in toast 
create a transparent cathedral 
upon whose altar 
a dove is cut in two. 
 
The priest who remembered the vows 
is nowhere to be found. 
The one who forgot them 
eats rice from everyone's shoulders. 
 
Pausing only to fling aloft a bouquet  
the cleanup staff finds later 
stuck to a floral carousel, 
today's couple escapes, 
committed to life for life. 
 
Left-behinds from both families 
link elbows and sing  
surrender to the scarlet dizziness 
that reaches into their wishes. 
 
Love will last as long as the ring 
can still be easily slipped 
from one's finger. 
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BEST WAY TO KEEP YOUR ANKLES AWAKE? 
     SNAKE SHOELACES 
 
Only a scratch, but its bandage patrols the walled 
city, assuming this mystic furrow has taught such 
fangs repose.  Past suburbs skilled with ash, past 
evaporated sculpture, blindpond bodies.  Or is it 
 
like maples, learning their craft of syrup—years 
of drop on drop, step by step—have we, life after 
life, a soul-spoor gradually maximizing its sugar?  
Or is Nirvana bitter—a clockmarked zero, a pine- 
 
needle's grudging eye.  A void, propped up by sim- 
plicity.  Where someone exhausted by the justice 
of his meals pauses in the street, the proof his 
feet make gathers, gravity snatching to earth all 
 
sweets.  Even sprinters, on their starting-blocks, 
hold hands.  Love?  A sideways noise, a tidings via 
toe-graphologists, rumor as raw as cold as saliva 
crawling on the floor of a crematorium, straw used 
 
to sip frogsweat from sleeping lilypads.  More?— 
Mourners, televidilevitated.  Birth, its strength 
of recap.  The yacht of yet, the boat of but, have  
never saved us from sinking in dreams where the dead 
 
must keep their day jobs: imagine going on working 
like a compass on the thrust-out palm of some lost 
Victorian's corpse near the North Pole: think of how 
tired it is by now sticking to the point, the poem. 
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NIGHTS OF NAOMI 
 
                                             1 
Each of her penises is a long fragment in the knife 
                                             2 
Tracingpaper placed on the mirror to outline whose face 
                                             3 
Whose hair of buttered blowguns 
                                             4 
Clear eyes and cloudy nipples 
                                             5 
Years spent wandering in front of a stab 
                                             6 
Light is only a shadow which has learned to write its 
     name across light 
                                             7 
Her name rotting on the tongues of all the dead 
                                             8 
Tongues which have lavished me upon me 
                                             9 
Never mind delivering tomorrow's gypsy
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SUDDEN DEPARTURE 
 
A sudden raisinstorm broke 
Raisins falling everywhere pellmell. 
The occasion uniqued my head, I thought 
If this can happen raisins raining 
Upon persons paining why I can leave anytime 
Without feeling shame. 
 
But, all the same, 
Before taking off, some vestigial guilt or other 
Made me at least get up 
Before some public gathering or other 
A departing oration: 
 
Druthers, I am going now. 
Druthers, I tried to love you 
Though you always made me choose 
Between you, you, and you.  Oh my druthers, 
 
Goodbye.  I have my reasons. 
 
Did he say RAISINS? 
No: reasons. 
Oh; I just wondered, 
What with the weather and all. 
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POEM (HOW I LOST MY PEN-NAME) 
 
I wrote under a pen-name 
One day I shook the pen trying to make the name come out 
But no it's 
Like me prefers clinging to the inner calypso 
 
So I tossed the pen to my pet the 
Wastebasket to eat 
It'll vomit back the name 
Names aren't fit 
For unhuman consumption 
 
But no again 
 
It stayed down 
 
I don't use a pen-name anymore 
I don't use a pen anymore 
I don't write anymore 
I just sit looking at the wastebasket 
With this alert intelligent look on my face 
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PARADISE 
 
Always reading the recto 
translation of a verso 
original, my eye fades, 
I notice how the paper  
here on this side seems  
darker than its opposite: 
it is brighter over there 
on the lefthand page, the 
words of the real poem  
give it that glow which  
the prized act of creation  
emits.  We who must live  
here in Righthandland  
are damned no matter 
how hard we try to rhyme 
minds with that perfect 
realm across the gutter. 
Even if our pulp comes 
from the same stock, 
we fear closing the book 
will bring us face to face, 
mouth to mouth with 
that tongue we've always  
lost, and can never kiss. 
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THE SIGHTSTOP 
 
To spell amid a tree’s sundapples 
the birds’ practiced shadows argues 
an eye for effects, dark against dark— 
 
simple discernment, nerves aligned 
and brain, perception minus squinting: 
the true 20-20 if you can bind 
 
that sight until through repetition 
it is nothing, a blur which focus 
has lost itself in, a memory mimed. 
 
Even windows, those indentations 
of day, hold a void of the view. 
They too are restrained by its stops. 
 
Meanwhile the hydra of my soul 
needs just one more mirror to see 
itself whole, so hold your eyes still. 
 
 
 
 
 
NAOMI POEM (THE STARFISH ONE) 
 
Each evening the sea casts starfish up on the beach,—            
scattering, stranding them.  They die at dawn, leaving             
black hungers in the sun.                                          
                                        We slept there that summer, we          
fucked in their radiant evolutions up to our body.  Ringed 
by starfish gasping for their element,                           
                                                          we joined to create             
ours.  All night they inhaled the sweat from our thrusting           
limbs, and lived.                                                       
                            Often she cried out: Your hand!—It was            
a starfish, caressing her with my low fire. 
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MITTS AND GLOVES      (for Tom Lux) 
 
The catcher holds a kangeroo fetus in his, 
the firstbaseman's grips a portable hairblower, 
 
but everyone else just stares into theirs 
punching a fist into it, stumped 
 
trying to come up with a proper occupant— 
The pitcher for example thinks a good stout padlock would go 
 
right in there, but the leftfielder, 
influenced no doubt by his environment, 
 
opts for a beercan.  The shortstop 
informative about the ratio of power to size 
 
says, "iScan, man.  You know: video."  The 
secondbaseman however he just stands and grins and 
 
sort of flapjacks his from hand to hand and back again, 
secondbase dopey as always.  Alas— 
 
cries the thirdbaseman—this void un-ends us— 
avant-space beyond our defiant emptiness— 
 
abyss, haunted by the kiss of balls 
we have not missed! oh ab-sontz 
 
deh-lease. . . .  The rightfielder is DIS- 
GUSTED at this, he like snorts, hauwks, spits 
 
into his and cusses Huh look: heck 
my chaw of tobac fits it perfeck. 
 
The team goes mum, cowhided by 
the  rectitude of his position, the logic. 
 
Only the centerfielder, who was going back 
while this discussion was going on, 
 
putting jets on his cleats to catch the proverbial 
long one, 
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does he—does he perhaps have a suggestion . . .? 
As for the ball, off in mid air it all dreamily                            
 
scratches its stitches and wonders                                     
what it will look like tomorrow                                        
 
when it wakes up                                                       
and the doctor removes its bandages—                                  
 
Coda: 
 
Mitts versus gloves.  Mitts—mitts                                  
are pros at what they do. 
 
Whitecollar, authorized, hightech—et al—    
wholly, ruly-truly, superior.  Compared to whom                   
 
the glove is a prole                                              
a tool                                                          
 
a brute built                                        
on the manipulative; purpose vital                                  
 
in the game of course, but subordinate                               
overall—a workhorse, meant                                        
 
to be migrant.  It                                              
can be employed                                                 
 
phased in                                                                   
used 
 
any old base; by 
all players: is dirty, low-down, dumb.  I'm 
 
forced to admire the mitt but 
free (in theory) to love gloves. 
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 (SERGEY) (YESENIN) SPEAKING (ISADORA) (DUNCAN) 
 
I love Russia; and Isadora in her dance. 
When I put my arms around her, she's like 
Wheat that sways in the very midst of a bloody battle, 
-Un-hearkened to, but piling up peace for the earth 
(Though my self-war juggles no nimbus) Earthquakes; shoulders 
A-lit with birthdays of doves; piety of the unwashable 
Creases in my mother's gaze and hands. Isadora "becalmed" 
Isadora the ray sky one tastes on the skin of justborn babies 
(Remember, Isadora 
When you took me to America 
I went, as one visits a grave, to 
The place where Bill Knott would be born 20 years in the future 
I embraced: the pastures, the abandoned quarry, where  he would play 
With children of your aura and my sapling eye 
Where bees brought honey to dying flowers I sprinkled 
Childhood upon the horizons, the cows 
Who licked my heart like a block of salt) Isadora I write this poem 
On my shroud, when my home-village walks out to harvest. 
Bread weeps as you break it gently into years. 
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THE DAWNING 
 
Now it takes only minutes 
for light to travel from 
the sun to the earth,  
 
but an eternity to go  
just six feet further, down 
to where the dead are, 
 
yet I could arrive there 
immediately if I left  
right away, my journey 
 
blink-instantaneous, 
world by world unscreening 
itself: if I shed all trace  
 
of surface—unsoiled each 
skin which holds me here— 
if my rays suddenly 
 
were allowed to blaze forth 
against their distance in 
whole less time than this, 
 
although I know they lack  
the lightyear's intuition, 
the nova's needle's-eye, 
 
I pray they penetrate 
always the dirt and find  
a place haven to our kind. 
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NONREQUITALS 
                               (to J) 
 
Each night you transfer 
my fingernails to my toes, 
my toenails to my fingers. 
 
And if the magician 
waving simple cardtricks 
disembowel himself somehow— 
through some slight slip in skill— 
 
Evening's when we live, mostly. 
Before an unhatched iceberg 
I preen my scars. 
 
You bade his only face brought in 
on a slice of camera 
—but affixed blue earrings 
to a whiter skull . . . 
 
No one will return 
my toenails to my toes,  
my fingernails to my fingers. 
No one will rip up the list 
of those loved by those not on the list. 
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VIZVISUAL 
 
Blood seeping from puppets 
into a wineglass. 
 
One of the tombstones 
reads OCCUPIED all night, 
VACANT all day. 
 
Panning right these instants 
Pollack poured, 
will its flood of colors hold 
still for the word? 
 
I am blind inside your blow; 
in your caress, I see. 
 
See?  See what?  The spokeseye wants to know. 
(Trees.  Loftlost.  Tossed 
in their attitude of rain.) 
 
"Nothing beside remains." 
—Shelley's Ozymandias; a base 
of the real; a bas-relief. 
 
A lively doling of the hands out to grief. 
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TODAY’S STORY (OH, SYNESTHESIA!  #4) 
 
Somehow this morning light 
diverted to my ears, while 
soundwaves ricocheted my eyes— 
 
For hours I had to twist 
sideways to walk 
without tripping, and each carhorn 
made my eyelids 
whip like a hurricane awning, 
as I squirted eyedrops in ears eardrops 
in etc., gradually 
things returned to normal. 
 
But I feared tomorrow: 
“What if my molars salivate 
at every inner or utmost attar; 
if eon-brandy I cannot savor but 
through thy swart chute, oh nostril!” 
 
In fact by the time this evening came 
I was so worried I had to call tell 
my friend X— 
who said: Well, look, 
just tell me one thing: can 
you feel the phone? 
 
What do you mean, I said, 
 
Can you feel it with your fingers, 
X said, is your sense 
of touch still there, where it’s 
supposed to be?— 
Yes?—Well, in that case, 
get over here 
and give me a backrub, 
right now, 
right this minute, 
before it’s too late. 
 



 71 

GOING MY WAY  
 
The one boy who died of polio 
in our orphanage in the early 
1950s was such an important 
icon that even now I remember 
his favorite movie since that's 
what we do with the famous, 
retain some anomalous fact 
that quiets them in our mind. 
We, I say, but was it everyone— 
did all of us shed that kid: did 
a thousand child incarcerates 
replace his name-and-face with  
an actor's mask and cast it as 
star of the waste disease whose 
cause was always doubt, germ 
caught perhaps from local lakes 
prohibited. Who thought of him 
those summers we could not 
swim until a vaccine came, too 
late to amend lackwarm days, 
to change our fate/our film to his. 
That movie—"Going My Way" 
featuring Bing Crosby as a young 
priest, kindly, loveable, unreal— 
Tommy, Jimmy, whatever he 
was called, he probably knows 
still by still now every camera 
angle and closeup, every cut 
we living are allowed to forget. 
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MOONSHOT 
 
Stalwart Gagarin's 
(or is it stout 
Cortez's) 
cosmonautboot 
quashes 
the tender 
rays that engender 
Selene's 
poetic praxises and 
phases— 
Yuri, what you do 
imposing the siberian shoe 
on its silver sand 
just to be 
the first man 
to land there as John 
Keats said stranded 
on his peak in 
Darien may ruin 
our poems' home. 
Please leave the moon 
untouched 
by any voyage but 
our verses. 
Bring 
that Soyuz spacebus 
back to earth and sing 
quest-else to come— 
Tuned lunar time 
how pacifically  
we'll praise  
the usual discoveries. 
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BOTH  
  
They slept with each other kept  
under their pillows  
in case of alarm,  
hoping to wake up in time  
should love threaten. This is  
the only way to arm  
themselves against the marriage  
that lurks in nightly unlinkings  
imposed by the body's need  
for cease. What better scare  
can they clutch for, hugging  
the bedclothes into a monster  
who scorns their defenselessness, a sphinx  
hissing catcalls at the two gates  
of their threshold theater,  
whose ivory horn shines  
with the spectre of their formal embrace  
and relative kiss—and will  
that riddle still confront them  
with the answer owned   
by every dream they've ever shared  
when its failsheet sheds them  
and this momentary blanket  
rouses and breaks apart,  
when day emerges from both its arches,  
the one of triumph and the other  
one of retreat.  
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STRAND  
 
Poured transparent by water I enter, 
the minutiae find me whole again, 
the small storms that attend my pores, 
the closest fears. I enter my room, 
 
the space I must disrobe to occupy: I see 
the coathangers shrug off my timid gesture 
of solidarity, of consolation 
for their intrinsic aloneness, their 
 
bone forms never quite covered 
each time the waves heave these clothes 
upon our strand. I stand in front 
of this convenient nakedness, 
 
this open door of the moment knowing 
every closet longs to be unique in its disorder, 
a shambles of mothholes and outworn forms 
donating itself daily to the place 
 
I must parse to the point of empathy, 
knowing that as true its brunt breeze 
intends to condense all I contain of sea, 
and as always succeeds. Yes, 
 
it rains my ocean empty. 
 



 75 

THE BALLOON THAT LIVED ON THE MOON  
 
The lower gravity was kind to it 
It could bounce and soar higher 
Than Earth allows 
So the balloon was happier 
By far 
And soon forgot the puncture culture 
We perpetuate down here 
Where the hate-pins of our eyes skewer 
The frailest inflation 
The beadiest bubble is not safe 
But up there 
The bleak unpeopled landscape 
Mirrrors more faithfully 
A balloon's own sterility and 
Essential snootiness 
Consider 
What a round object by its perfect nature 
Excludes 
How its boundaries segregate the in from the out 
And show what is enough 
And what is less 
So when you think of the balloon 
That lived on the moon you might wonder 
Why all its brothers and sisters 
Because can't you feel how 
When one tugs your hand 
Deft with that upward urge how much 
It resists your touch 
How endlessly 
You are not a part of it 
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FROGPRINCE  
 
Presence had its stay with me, 
and even if only for a time 
it came in the brief of love— 
 
I used to whisper in her ear's 
idyl. She was so treat, so could. 
I mostly was worse. Now 
 
the unkind years of peace 
strand me here, where the lamp 
studies pain with impunity. 
 
The dust etched in its trance 
seems a core the air can't share, 
overwhelming the eye which 
 
itself is plus-sulked with themes 
of sight, beyond-borne. Imagine 
a lilypad pregnant with eyelids, 
 
lapping the light with its lashes. 
Diffused to me the outward lies 
as motes to the beam that bears 
 
them. So what I see carries me 
somehow, I cannot stand apart 
subject and object observer 
 
though as always I desire to. 
I prefer to view than act, and 
reflect upon the pond I appear. 
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POSTCOITAL 
 
time to scratch 
though nothing can itch 
like the beard 
of her breasts 
 
she can feel his blood 
being injected 
back into the grape 
it gushed from 
 
beneath this dead calm 
the bed bends like 
a sail bellied out 
with distance 
 
(may mallarméans 
not regret 
the white erased 
from these sheets) 
 
only a shiver 
covers them now 
a snowflake pinned 
to their bones 
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 MY EPITAPH 
 
                 WANT  
              TO EARN  
            BIG MONEY  
              CARVING  
         TOMBSTONES?   
             CALL NOW  
           FOR DETAILS: 
                217 1940       
 
 
Note:  
as carved on my headstone; unfortunately snow  
or grass obscures most of the phonenumber.  
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LOVE POEM  
 
Because you have set your lips in my life 
like an event, the date 
I had missed and longed for 
unknowing if it had passed, 
day dull as diaries 
that wait for wonders— 
 
Love, error of the unique, 
rare-offering the one 
moment 
that will never share itself with 
the household chores, 
 
the drab demands of normal 
life that line up pending to be 
faced with nothing required of me 
but an absent askance quality: 
the stove and sink et al. 
 
Love 
on your heights 
on the crest of a kiss 
can you ever know the comfort 
of these doldrum dole duties, 
these small acts of repeat. 
 
Against their duliness 
your beauties dull. 
I bend to their boredom 
which after all remain home 
 
and I find real life alone 
and release 
and solace 
each time 
I press my mouth against them. 
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EPITAPHS 
 
Their meaning seems to be there aren't 
enough of them: why else would "REST 
IN PEACE" show up so endlessly doled 
from gravestone to gravestone, "LOVING 
FATHER, DEVOTED SON", "FAITHFUL 
SPOUSE" and all the other ubiquitudes—  
every cemetery's a clone of its own one. 
 
This sameness betrays a bewildering faith 
in the inadequacy of words—it implies that 
whatever you or I might choose to have 
indited there for a final phrase of grave 
would be as lacking and even less would 
fail to qualify as equal to these primeful, 
these small, one-sign-suits-all sentiments. 
 
But the main reason may simply be size: 
maybe these commonquotes total right 
and totemize the most to measure down 
our lives, they make as much meat as one 
can carve on a standard tomb, they sate 
whatever else the eye fills up with after all. 
Maybe these filigree graffitti fit the bill.
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AFTER THE BURIAL (prosepoem) 
 
After the burial I alone stood by till 2 workmen came to shovel the dirt 
back into the hole.  There was some left over, the dirt she'd displaced, and 
they wheelbarrowed it off.  Drawn, not knowing why, I followed at a 
distance.  Coming to a secluded backlot, they dumped it, then left.  I 
walked over.  It made a small mound.  And all around her, similar mounds.  
Pure cones of joy!  First gifts from the dead!  I fell to my knees before it, 
and fell forward on my hands into it . . . to the elbows, like washwater. . . .  
For the first time, I became empty enough to cry for her. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
ANOTHER RESURRECTION 
 
God sucks off tombstones 
until they cum, the soul 
up from its finest gloryhole 
gushers across His tongue— 
 
Only the premature flesh 
(for the last time/eternally) 
is left to detumesce, just 
another BJ, another JC. 
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NOTES FROM THE MUSEUM  
 
* 
A museum is too many rooms 
where nothing can be moved; 
one is forgotten in most of them. 
 
* 
A tiptoe theater, full of shushes 
and overly-lit faces whose big 
scene seems always imminent. 
 
But if the cue is anything more 
than a coin-toss, a chance word 
from a spectator’s bypass glance, 
 
this expectation of response 
is your guess, your great stance, 
the stage you hem and haw at. 
 
* 
How the overflow of doorways 
that link all these galleries 
interrupts the paintings’ spaces, 
 
adjusting the land with lack 
and lacunae, thrusting gaps into 
the hushed square of our attention 
 
and ushering us to the question 
of absence, that thief peering in 
on these always-without scenes. 
 
* 
Are we outside what is shown? 
Made audience, do we attend 
a pageant patient with our pauses 
 
in perception, the solipsistic 
tunnels we hug. Why otherwise 
is there almost nowhere to sit? 
 
Isn’t it, that the viewers must 
move in order for the viewed 
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to remain still. The authorities 
 
curate these corridors with us— 
offscreen captions ape our attempts 
to evade rigidities they’d impose 
 
until our amblings became 
a Nazi lockstep across this grid 
that exists mostly to secure 
 
the screws that make sure 
the patrons’ plaques are more 
the wall than we are: hungworks 
 
belong to the victor; postwar 
reparations are a chimera— 
this world is bolted in place. 
 
* 
Museums are for the rich: it’s just 
another way they gloat and spit 
on us, the blunt message is See 
 
twice great am I who can afford 
to both buy this hoard and I 
may also throw it away: this view zoo 
 
is what I feed the animals 
meaning you: gaze-cage where 
I nonplus you with my surplus, 
 
torture you with my morehood, 
here you must worship my worth’s 
leavings, the Picasso I pissed on 
 
before purportedly donating it 
you bet to get a big tax write 
off that really comes of course 
 
from scum like you, you pay the cost 
and the critics conspire my con: 
I own them and you and all this too. 
 
* 
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The poor have no right here, 
though ostensibly it’s here 
for us, its existence is built on 
 
our backs, our lacks of education: 
connaisseurs of crap, we’ll buy 
any crud postcard Impressionist 
 
wallpaperers provide—victims of 
fade-forgers who reign everywhere, 
enforcers of the de rigeur; their 
 
efforts to convince us this emptiness 
is otherwise, succeeds: that’s why 
nothing here can ever be touched, 
 
even a fingertip would disturb the 
dead tenuous alignment of forces 
fragility can only lament from frame 
 
to frame until the all but unshown  
collusion between donors and whore 
curators completes its scam decor. 
 
* 
Numberless our looks languish 
unable to compose their path, 
halting an inch in front of 
 
the canvas; the air is thick with 
incomplete glances, gazes that 
failed to reach these pictures, 
 
overtures toward an unsatisfactory 
climax, unbridgeable the gulf, 
still impotent or frigid the mind 
 
feels confronted by these large 
garish (i.e. visible) examples of 
a wig tossed onto a TV to be 
 
a diva antenna receiving pictures 
from the Tesla Void where 
spysats orbit to catch the planet 
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in closeup, candid depictions of war's 
centimeter selves, the slimed movement 
of border sorties, incursions that 
 
violate the treaties signed by 
dignitaries retiring with a wing 
named after their Mom and Dad. 
 
* 
Though our observances are far 
from over, scalped by perspective’s 
relentless blade we wander home 
 
truant now to our other portraits, 
false to their provenance, the lands 
we lost by invading the sanctum 
 
of this museum, serene scene 
we plebs must abhor in front of 
our lives which cannot authenticate 
 
the real exhibit: this wealth of lies 
before whose truth our face is 
forgeries; our eyes un-nude, unseen. 
 
* 
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WHEN THE TIME COMES 
 
there is no alleviation 
from the pain 
there is no balm 
 
there is no balm unless 
via the inner alias 
of rhyme it's 
Li Po's palm 
 
as it lays 
another just-written poem 
on the river 
to let 
it float away 
 
all that effort 
lifelong to create 
a self sacrificed 
as soon as 
you got it finished 
 
I hope I can say 
when the time comes 
as considerately 
as calmly 
Li Po let go of me 
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 APPLE  
 
Pack your bathtub with humankind. 
Your closet with animaldom. 
Let grassmost spill from your shelves. 
 
Cram the world into your house, 
overlooking no cubbyhole 
no corner. Surrender your personal 
 
to matter external, 
privacy to plethora, 
fill each space with all. 
 
Leave no room for yourself, though— 
how foolish that would be. 
For, as the fruit is a little 
 
recantation on the part of bitterness, 
a letting up of its overkill reign, 
so this surfeit will solve 
 
for a while your null. 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
  
.
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THE MALL-TIQUE ESTHETIC  
 
Often a flower tries to befriend your shirt, 
but you must shun its minor transcendence 
and remain in transit afterwards then later forward, 
 
nor stop along any ground lure to wield 
an egg balanced on a T-square and declaim 
how grateful you are for whatever cameo roles 
 
your filmnoir killers and thieves can still assume, 
though the thrill of closing your eyes in witness 
leitmotifs the fear they show account to. 
 
Earth-surface seems to support this with evasions 
which, if difference did deliver, might 
grant monkey unanimity to time's isolation 
 
and overcome your capacity for reason among 
vined gardens of origin, desperate media 
which litter the floor with florabunda 
 
whose come-ons to your clothing are due 
to their desperate desire to be real somehow: 
how sad nature is in its entourage stage, 
 
its stalker nazi strategems to stay relevant, 
the way it mimics us. Its simulacra swarm 
almost human in their gaudiness of thorn 
 
or leaf though of course they lack our essential 
say nay qua. Yet here you are among their 
units of ubiquity as if they were the one you 
 
should escape and run to hide beneath a sundial, 
while your windmills pump water to a stalled 
starting-block; your bread sops up the clouds. 
 
Hey: each day don't you see on the screen 
a comedian's teeth battle the lava of his own lips. 
Doesn't that scene render Vesuvius superflous. 
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THE FUTILIST  
 
Is there a single inch— 
one square millimeter 
on the face of our planet 
which some animal 
human or otherwise 
has not shit on? 
 
Is there anywhere even a 
pore's-worth of ground— 
earth that has never 
(not once in its eons) 
been covered by what 
golgotha of dung? 
 
If such a place exists, 
I want to go there 
and stand there 
at that site 
in that spot, truly 
and purely for an instant. 
 
 
 
Note: 
Futilist to dream of an edenic site untainted  
by waste and decay. And, as the last line  
indicates, even if he found that mythical  
speckpoint, in one instant his mere presence  
would defile it for ever. 
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 THE I DID 
 
One memory from childhood 
how when it was summer and hot 
at ground level where I stood 
above me I saw the tops of trees 
palpitating in a proper breeze 
 
that never came down to ease me. 
I can't say I swan why I remember 
what it is that makes it linger or 
else enriches such a significant 
nor could I see it now if I went 
 
on a breathless day and looked up 
I would not be far enough away 
physically for the contrast: memory 
needs that distance for its truth 
to swerve from the present's path. 
 
Is it right to hold the past fixed in 
former attitudes like tops of trees 
or whatever it is records history's 
external focus switched to days 
depictions drawn by winds upon 
 
clouds or branches flexing wide 
their leisure of purpose pause 
from the hell of here. Sight cannot 
even in summer when it is hot 
share the air enjoyed by the eyed. 
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WATER 
 
you ask me why I come among you to mourn you 
I say: I am the mourner 
but we are not dead or dying 
well: I am the mourner 
we aren't afraid of you 
I know: I am the mourner 
but what do you mourn then if not us 
not you: I am the mourner 
is there anything worth mourning but us 
yes: I am the mourner 
when you leave us do you continue to mourn 
to mourn: I am the mourner 
your answers are only echoes 
to echo is to mourn: I am the mourner 
we won't feed you you know you'll starve 
I live on lament: I am the mourner 
but we are young and strong we don't need you 
I am the mourner 
here's a dollar beat it 
thanks: goodbye 
where will you go from here 
there are others to mourn: I am the mourner 
wait a sec is that all don't you have anything else 
to say to us 
I say: I am the mourner goodbye 
wait you can't leave it like that wait up 
no: I have finished mourning you 
hey wait up fraud fraud stop you you catchsleeve you 
cheat 
sorry: you have been mourned as much as you can be 
but don't worry: 
I am the mourner 
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LIFER (AKA "HAPPY BIRTHDAY")                          
 
our prisoner 
has received a package                              
containing a cake  
which of course he thinks 
must conceal a file  
or a hacksaw-blade 
and starts 
to dig down into  
 
actually however 
his salvation 
his way out 
his escape route 
has been carefully laid out 
in brightcolored frosting  
over darker frosting 
 
the crucial message 
the delicate pinkly lettering 
overlooked  
unheeded 
falls shredded apart now 
by his hopeful search 
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TWO OR THREE SITES FROM A FAILED AFFAIR 
 
Dozing while I dreamed on down your body 
to where all fresh from a swim or a bath 
I woke, seeing it still, that false witness, 
that law they call displacement.  Miles away 
the reservoir was polluted by this— 
I lay wondering in what water, who 
can I be renamed renewed to lieu you. 
 
In the desert, I insist that a soloist 
waits hidden behind each dune which undulates 
silent, lurking till far off the orchestra 
start, their wholescale music merged towards noon; 
 
yet even here I have to swear I admire 
that air of exaggerated effortlessness 
conductors use to pick the baton up off its stand; 
is this how to proceed when making love: 
 
the over-implicit manner, the art concealed; 
a strength of skills held in belial, reserved; 
expertise on tap, an oasis of ease 
 
somewhere deep: I've never been able to do it 
I guess.  Access I can't the virtuosity 
to be both; both hesitant and satisfied. 
 
Our bodies converged to bisect the bed, 
dividing it lengthwise in half; too-brief 
border, momentary truce contested 
 
by the realms that spread on either side of 
us; or a map, an antique tapestry, 
split over sparring heirs.  Death.  Aftermath. 
Whatever could have severed you from me? 
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ANOTHER FIRST KISS: TO X                                                                                                             
 
A first kiss can occur anywhere: two pairs 
Of lips might meet as ingredients for 
A cannibal's chowder; or on the shore of 
A nightclub at ebb.  Preferably the latter— 
 
Though there are no more nightclubs, or cannibals, 
As such: I mean the first kiss is passé, 
Archaic, obsolete.  Pre-Global Village, 
It rests in wrinkles, in blinking memories . . . 
 
Ours came in bed, but after we'd undressed; 
Preceded by hugs.  And so the question 
Of using the tongue—that old hesitation— 
Didn't apply.  We plunged right in.  At 
 
Our age you get naked and then you neck, 
The opposite of how it was done young. 
But the hunger is still there.  The thirst 
Is like in a bar, when they yell out Last Round. 
 
 
 
Note: 
Line 13: "Our age"—the lovers are 53 and 61. 
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FROZEN 
                  (to RN) 
 
Oh I know it must feel 
Measureful 
 
To be the river— 
Source of that force 
 
Each field each flower 
Each fountain seeks— 
 
And then of course  
I have to shiver 
 
Remembering how— 
How few of us ever  
 
Make it down 
These mountain peaks. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[UNTITLED] 
 
a jet zooming by 
may see climbers on a cliff 
and never know if 
those souls ascend or descend— 
to the fast slow has no end 
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 THE SUMMONING 
 
You know your name 
Seems to contain 
More syllables in 
All other mouths 
Than mine I hear 
I hear these voices 
Everywhere the 
Waves coming ashore 
Add long a's 
As they say it 
Then sometimes the wind 
Puts an o in 
The middle and 
Babybirds their 
Bottomlessness fills 
It with e 
Whenever I hear it 
Screeched 
Moaned 
Sighed by these things 
By everything 
I must stop and listen 
To my lips 
Vehemently 
Vainly correcting 
The whole world's 
Mispronunciations 
As if those 
Mispronunciations 
Were the reason 
You were not answering 
As if they 
Were the reason you 
Are not here 
Beside me and 
My saying it right 
My getting it exact 
Is all it would take 
To call you back. 
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MORE METAPHORS, LESS LOVE 
 
Like a burglar 
who foolishly arrives 
before the highrise is 
 
even half-built 
has to crawl to cling 
across the skeletal 
 
penthouse girders at 1 
AM like him 
I have misjudged 
 
every erection yes 
a pun a joke whereas 
in reality my 
 
love is a wreckingball 
that makes a dent 
in nothing 
 
much less some sky-meant wall 
from which all thieves 
must try and fall 
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IN THE MIRROR  
 
If there were as many Melisandes for 
each beach as fall in an hourglass 
every eternity what time would the tide 
in her tell me not to care unless 
I could no longer see their singular 
 
Melodies or sands would it matter 
waking to hear their dirges praise 
the years tatter demay the day when 
echo believed its ears once too often 
trickle trillions every second scatter 
 
Love has too many skins for X to pare 
skeletons prefer closeups in character 
what a waste of shame's Shakespeare 
if I cannot penetrate each hide of it 
find some door core for my sill secret 
 
New way I nail your soles to mine and  
run out to find you though as always  
I can't escape via a shadow that stays 
straycaught in the fall from one to all 
that's a sleeve-jest we'll share for a while 
 
But tell me will the walls stand for ruin if 
the ceilings those adolescents decamp 
and finally what is it that separates 
human from hum from hmm and um 
from all my never-many Mels held quiet 
 
Immersed in measure too template to trust 
its dumb-long phrase thumb's-print drains 
if I take two steps for every step that flees me 
will I end up here sad cellmate of sea 
while the true she eludes these few grains 
 
Always its mirror can shave me entire 
the waves still have me when they die 
or arrive too early if there were only 
as many but the moon in the water has 
the face of a deserter see I recognize 
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RETURNED ANONYMOUSLY 
 
Lost my wallet you know 
Cash all the creditcards 
I.D. 
Everything 
 
But like the worst thing 
Was that photo 
You know 
That photo of you 
 
But guess what 
Smack in the mail today 
I'm not kidding money 
Everything 
 
But guess what 
There was just one thing 
Missing 
Just one thing 
 
Uh hunh 
You know it shit 
I bet nobody 
Nobody could be that honest
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LAPSES, LAPSES  
 
There is no us unless it's Us: the Movie, 
yet each sinkdrip thinks it remembers Narcissus 
from somewhere, his big mug, his big scene is 
 
even more unwilling to assume the loss 
beading up accrued as a stopgap than this 
stifled hope it's happening to someone else— 
 
When evaporations have drained every face, 
when who's there, suffer-thing, damn lack of focus 
get slurred together, get forgot—although 
 
the water thinks it remembers Narcissus— 
yes: wasn't he the one who claimed "Coitus 
is best against a mirror"; or was it "window"? 
 
Beyond such reflections there is no us, 
I mean no univocal being to be jealous 
of, scream at, hate and (sometimes) love: or so 
 
the sink thinks. Dishes gunked with Narcissus 
or other perversions too ketchup morphous 
to name or too shared, perhaps. Oh! one must go 
 
beyond such reflections. There is no lust 
that is not suspect, not unless its vacuous 
anonymous fills the eye with those features 
 
the drink thinks it remembers. Narcissus? 
That beaut-boat was sunk from go, though  
his oceanic ego amused the first memoirists, 
 
proud to propound through their portholes 
a sort of photo-insert self, an auto-bi-hog 
installed amid the kitchen spigots spouting 
 
this nonsense: soon descent into the main 
sargasso impinges and yet to  complain 
about the Vatican's porn collection, marble 
 
halls filled with stills of Garbo Brando sex 
studded poses, does anyone anyone, do you? 



 101 

There is no us unless the movie version shows 
 
how tactile its evasions are, offering a pair 
loss of memory, hark-sleep, simple narcosis. 
Beyond such reflections us is lost in seconds. 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
APART, TO V. 
 
I've never seen icicles clinging to a cobweb, 
though it's easy to, no spider's needed.  See, 
the idea simply observes Reverdy's dictum re 
what an image is, and what it's woven from. 
 
But for a like afield-work to reunite us, how 
far it must spin!  That farmhouse of my childhood 
deserted—the scrub-brick cellar,  
which could more or rough take a thrift-year's canning, 
is wall to wall cloth by now.   
                                              Think of its door: 
creak.  Think of me 
caught in your arms, warm, 
tremulous fragility, all rapport or 
even perversely: love's a weave from which 
no beautiful incongruity I hang can rip us. 
 
Apart, to V. 
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NAOMI POEM (THE STARFISH ONE) 
 
Each evening the sea casts starfish up on the beach,—            
scattering, stranding them.  They die at dawn, leaving             
black hungers in the sun.                                          
                                        We slept there that summer, we          
fucked in their radiant evolutions up to our body.  Ringed 
by starfish gasping for their element,                           
                                                          we joined to create             
ours.  All night they inhaled the sweat from our thrusting           
limbs, and lived.                                                       
                            Often she cried out: Your hand!—It was            
a starfish, caressing her with my low fire. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
WINTER SUN 
 
Full-stop, period, dot, 
erased at times by birds. 
 
Or asterisk, whose footnote 
clouds our breath with words. 
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LESSON                                                                                     
                 (to GM) 
 
Our love has chosen its appropriate gesture 
Which when viewed in the midst of all the gestures 
It didn't choose seems almost insignificant. 
 
The gesture our love has chosen is appropriate 
We both agree not that we have any choice but 
Amidst all those others does seem insignificant. 
 
Is it incumbent on us thus to therefore obliterate 
All of the gestures except this insignificant one 
Chosen by our love for its own no doubt reasons. 
 
It is up to us to obliterate all other gestures 
Though they cluster round thick as presentations 
Of war and sacrifice in a grade-school classroom. 
 
Use of our love's chosen gesture for the obliteration 
Of all those foreign gestures is forbidden however 
We must find something else to erase them with. 
 
Our love has chosen its appropriate gesture 
Which when viewed in the absence of all other gestures 
Seems to spell the opposite of insignificant. 
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THE WHOSE FAULT IS IT POEM 
                                                           Six AM the 
                                                         Clockhands 
                                                        Clothespins 
                                                       Of nakedness 
 
Is it turn for your shadow to be 
The sun's birthmark or mine? 
We lie in the ruins, the pertains 
Of all we sought to evade by touch, avoid by sight. 
 
Now we argue over which criteria  
Gravity uses to select its victims— 
Why weigh the impact of our caresses upon 
This bed till they fade, svelte 
As a thumbsdown swan? 
 
Only the sun rises at random, at mootpoint we lie. 
The rain wearing black armbands may pass, 
I dab my smile at the mournersby; 
I dab my heart at you. 
As for the blame, I'll take it: 
 
I was naked there, where we were. 
I was naked, 
But my clothes were stuck in my throat, thereby 
Rendering my nakedness ineffectual (or, perhaps, 
     spurious)— 
 
I would have whispered something darling 
(I would have said the words to save us), 
But there was this darn zipper 
Right up against my voicebox. 
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THE SEWING-MACHINE  (a dramatic poem for two voices) 
 
The characters are a couple in extremis.  Ages 55-60. They’re undergoing 
a severance, though it seems this is a script they’ve enacted at least a few 
times before. Weariness is the mood throughout. 
 
—I’m tired of kissing keyholes 
 
—Try keys 
 
—I can’t get my tongue all the way in 
 
—If you could get it all the way through  
someone on the other side  
would bite it off 
 
—Or kiss it 
 
—If you saw a tongue emerge from your  
keyhole no you wouldn’t even notice it  
you’re too busy groping that  
sewingmachine in the corner 
 
—It frustrates me  
the way it can thread itself  
so effortlessly whereas I 
 
—Whereas you take a lifetime  
to seam yourself 
 
—Did you stress that seem or  
are you a seemstress yourself 
 
—And all your manipulations your  
contorted attempts  
 
—The act requires great patience  
an arena you lack for starters 
 
—Starters enders you end up with what  
as always another empty fist  
a conflagration of fingers  
that have picked up the habit  
of clawing just now when we were fucking  
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claw claw that’s all you were claw claw a bird a 
 
—A phoenix my erection rising  
from the ashes of your disgust 
 
—Don’t bring up history with me 
 
—The ashes go with your gray hair your  
gray skin your venereal  
spotlessness the way you scrub away  
my scruff my scrim you flush  
away all the skin my flesh  
deposited on you  
 
—Yes I was hoping to see your pores  
through that costume of skin  
you littered me with 
 
—The scars maybe the pores never  
I’ve traveled beyond them  
toward a more durable 
 
—I’m tired of kissing pores  
through a camera lens  
 
—My desire to be photogenic at  
the moment of death is 
a valid a valiant request 
can we ask for less from life 
 
 —What can we ask for from life less 
 
—You’re the lifeless one me 
I still affect my desires 
 
—Your desire to be scenery you mean 
 
—If by scenery you mean  
pastoral closeups of the clothes  
shed by lovers leaving a trail  
of torn garments that lead up  
the slopes of Golgotha those  
buttonholes those straps  
are the scarp the scree we  
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must scale 
 
—Hermit mountaineer wants to meet  
gregarious spelunker 
 
—You’re so mythophobic 
 
—Fuck up just fuck up  
let me get this straight 
you want to climb your clothes 
to ascend your attire 
to mount your mufti 
to oversoar your overcoat 
 
—Everest my everlast 
 
—You want all that go see your owing machine 
 
—See see Singer  
see what yo sewin machine  
done done 
 
—You are jealous of my prowess 
my success with the ibid needle the way 
I assemble my ensemble 
 
—The way you rampanade your raiment 
but can’t you understand 
we are naked here now 
in our need 
and that  
recourse to the machine 
cannot stitch us 
as essentially as  
our hands have 
in days deceit 
whose happen is on us 
whose kaput is crushing us 
 
—I understand all too well 
when my feet hum on the pedals 
when the cataract of cloth 
enters the eye as I 
have entered you too often 
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love cannot survive the threadbare years  
we must part clutching what 
we can I the sewnmachine 
you the varicose shades of truth 
 
—Though there is nowhere 
to be anywhere you are 
I want to stay there 
nursing this false desire 
we share  
 
—Ms False falls for Mr Fault  
right 
but I remain on the heights 
where Madame X installed me 
via machines whose sewn 
superiorizes the known 
 
—You escape my mimic too 
easily I see 
 
—My head is brain before the end 
 
—How after-parted you are  
all your coffee is halfway to tea  
why does it take 
three of me to lose one of you 
 
—Someday I will remove the weights 
from within the hem 
of this theater-curtain 
and replace them with my body 
so our stage can never 
be risen on 
I will be that heavy 
 
—Your heavy levity leaves me flat 
you crush me from head to footlights 
pressing me into this costume 
of widow this apertureless 
fabrication this mesh you mesh 
to bereft me with 
to uncleave your own 
destiny your  
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sanity vanity vérité 
 
—The scene a dissecting table 
our hero an embittered umbrella 
the heroine a sewn-it-all  
patchworkmachine who’s 
spun her last baste 
these two down and outers 
their lives in pieces  
meet by chance 
 
—A chance encounter 
on the rag-picker’s counter 
the scavenger’s desk 
the pun’s grotesque 
 
—I know it runs the risk 
but our film begins at once 
starring the allusively handsome 
the quotingly gorgeous 
the citing-edge voomvacious 
boxoffice-alicious 
monopoly 
of beauty 
—As if there were anything else 
 
—The zipper the zest that held 
us together has come 
undone in this quest 
for one glimpse  
of what was once 
so seen between us  
 
—You mean that binding  
blindness which 
we bantered back and forth 
like the Fates’ sole eye  
from mouth to mouth  
orifice to orifice 
until the years’ Perseus 
the stars’ pursesnatcher 
stole it from us 
 
—It was a duo deafness 
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a mutual muteness 
each ignoring the other’s 
flaws each pretending 
that no mending 
was needed no  
needle 
 
—Needling each other 
is all we have left 
of that wholecloth  
illusion 
 
—Our half-kerchief  
our broke-brocade 
etcetera why try 
on these embroidery 
metaphors repartee 
can’t keep a war going 
there’s nothing else to say 
 
—Our prenup consisted  
of quotes the divorce  
decree won’t be any more 
original for once hell 
will have heard it all before 
 
—The plot cannot 
the soap op is up 
the scene a hasbeen 
the play passé 
 
—The drama is humma humma 
but at the end of this check-off list 
we need a Chekhov because 
if a sewingmachine is shown 
in Act One it must shoot 
somebody before the audience 
resuming its roles butcher baker 
shroudmaker tombtailor loomdigger 
is rung down dead anticlimax 
anti me and you 
 
—Dead me and you 
as if there were anything else 
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—There is nothing else 
nothing but not 
nothing that is not knit 
 
—Knit knit knot knot I 
can be as multiselfish I can 
act as many parts as you 
 
—All you you’s 
You are whose 
Not mine not mine 
 
—I’m tired of kissing you’s 
 
—Try me’s 
 
—Try to concentrate this 
is the finish 
the tapestry says goodbye 
the quilt says quit 
the weave   
leave  
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WOULD IT KILL YOU 
 
Desiring your love I am 
like a mendicant asking 
an angel for a feather, 
uncertain if what he  
requests is nothing much or  
too much, something that  
would never be missed  
or something vital— 
 
* 
whoa angel lend me a feather 
got a match to light it with 
cool puff puff PUFF oh my 
god is this what they mean 
when they say you're on high 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
TROTH 
 
if you drew a string through 
the entwined fingers of lovers 
might it come out all knots 
which would then in theory right 
be too tight to be untied 
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THE SILO 
 
The silo 
longs to feel itself full, 
if only for an interval— 
 
Its ribs expand once yearly as 
the host of harvest 
enters a space 
unbearable to the nil, 
painfully utopian in its display 
of plenty. 
 
But soon after that sate 
moment slowly 
each ear of corn is paid out 
over the days until 
only empty shucks 
and echoes fill the crib-cage, 
its grasp lies 
reduced to wisps, to waste. 
 
Mice round the slats of its walls 
without pausing because 
nothing’s there 
on the floor.  Nothing and all 
of nothing’s needs. 
Modest winds brush through. 
 
Circumspect as someone 
retracing their signature 
on a death certificate, 
going over each letter 
a second, unnecessary time. 
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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. 
 
 
 
 
 
STALLED 
 
There must be a way  
back to the one 
who is always before me, 
some curve or go-round 
 
or cloverleaf should 
return me to she  
whose face is here now 
in front of me— 
 
Whose name I repeat 
staunchly as a stopsign  
at every corner, 
 
although I know  
no one will halt; 
not even her. 
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TO THE EMBLEMATIC HOURGLASS OF MY FATHER'S SKULL 
 
The night that dies in me each day is yours: 
Hour whose way I stare, yearning to terra 
Firma my eye.  There.  Where a single hair 
Would be a theater curtain I could cling 
 
Behind, dreading my cue, aching to hear 
What co-hurrah.  More, more of leaves that fall 
Consummate capsules, having annaled all 
Their veins said!  Printout printemps.  And yet 
 
(Altars our blood writes a blurb for god on) 
Can one ever envy enough his skeleton's 
Celebrity.  Can any epitaph 
 
Be adequate repartee for your laugh. 
Days lived by me each night say less than it. 
While sleep in ounces weighs me wanting. 
 
 
 
 
[TOPPLED] 
 
under the statue of It 
lie the crumbles 
of What 
 
out in the show lot 
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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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. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
DISCRIMINATION 
 
Although not lab-test verified, 
I would guess that the pages of porno 
magazines turn yellow and crumble 
from the sperm shot onto them 
faster than the poems in my books 
turn yellow and crumble from 
the saliva spat at them by readers— 
or is it a fallacy on my part to assume 
that the products of love are always 
more acidic, more corrosive  
than the products of loathing? 
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BURIAL SCENE 
 
On this shoveled open edge 
On this lip of all our dreads 
 
Earth seems most at balance 
With its contending elements 
 
The sun the cloud the wind the soil 
All four exert an equal pull 
 
So when the coffin enters 
It presents no dissenters 
 
Dressed in empty suitclothes 
All mourners are scarecrows 
 
Too far apart each one stands 
Thus when they reach out hands 
 
They can barely brush their 
Limp glovetips against each other 
 
 
 
UNSCULPT 
 
Gloves flung at statues may fall 
into the same grope that shaped them, 
rare gesture meant to make not maim, 
reverting art as it were to ritual— 
 
I hurl my chisel at time itself 
but nothing yields its clay to curse, 
emptythrust dies the weapon kerched 
round this stiff wrist's withering staff—  
 
Like those splots of paint Bacon threw 
at a finished canvas to undo it, 
ruining and opening a conduit 
for revision the stone may grow 
 
malleable; not so our fleshen glove, 
which disarms each form of perfect love.
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OFFENSE OF THE MIST (hendecasyllabics) 
 
Stamp inside my bathroom mirror the flesh steams 
Pout with desire that must fade awake to find       
Adonises never fairer fauned than mine 
Whose handsomeness waits just wisps away it seems 
 
To him shivering over the sheenshed glass 
Or is he sheer suppressing the emergence 
Of many gods who would have succored presence 
Once affront such fallen minor forms unless 
 
The vapor kissing this razorblade purepours 
Sure its shorebank will brook no pollutant face 
Unlookly as that streamyfaux Narcissus 
If gendered beauty can fountain forth more source 
 
Cognizant as such should any boy grown old 
Still feel his tepid taps run their course to cold. 
 
 
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 hail of white'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 
 
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 
 
 
 
 
 
NUREMBERG, U.S.A. 
 
In this time and place, where “Bread and Circuses” has 
become “Bread and Atrocities,” to say ‘I love you’ is 
like saying the latest propaganda phrase . . . defoliation’ . . . ‘low  
       yield blast’. 
If bombing children is preserving peace, then 
my fucking you is a war-crime.
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 from 7 1/2 POEMS TO, FOR, AND ABOUT RN:  
 
2.  What Missing Her Is Like 
 
It's like ripping your fingernails off 
drying them out 
then carefully placing each nail 
back on its particular tip 
just resting it there                                                                                                                  
no glue or anything 
then trying to balance them all in place 
so entirely normally that 
the people you're with 
never even suspect 
 
(I omit 
the blood scabs scars part of it) 
 
 
5.  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. 
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THE RETRIEVAL 
 
In order to recapture 
the features of the one 
lost, one must gaze 
first into nothingness— 
 
in which the semblance 
encountered should 
be blank, so it can flit 
across the screen of 
 
expectation, and wither 
all the images there: 
as we scan the past for 
someone any the same 
 
we see could seem cipher 
enough to erase each 
old recognition which 
we hold in our mind. 
 
The search necessitates 
losing the present to 
the degree we pursue 
its opposite. The ratio 
 
may not go exact, though, 
and we may lose more 
time than we regain, 
the numbers may not 
 
even out. There can be 
an excess of loss, a gap 
that greets us when we 
return to our senses 
 
clutching whomever 
we've brought back to 
this void which can't 
be filled by the thus 
 
recalled person no 
matter how beautiful 
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they hover here now 
in place in face of us. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
TRINITIES 
 
I first loved you 
Second to 
The light you cast 
 
Into my eyes 
Where I first saw you 
Second to the shadow 
 
Lost in yours 
First and second 
Where do you wish to be placed 
 
Second or first 
What is your wish 
Day night day my 
 
Shadow strives to stay 
In the light 
Your eyes have rayed 
 
Under their lids 
What lives only 
Only to be obeyed 
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WEDDING PARTY 
 
Cake tiers nearing the ceiling must 
sacrifice their bride and groom 
and often the frosting too. 
 
Aspirations to burst up 
through the roof are 
part of this occasion. 
 
Glasses lifted high in toast 
create a transparent cathedral 
upon whose altar 
a dove is cut in two. 
 
The priest who remembered the vows 
is nowhere to be found. 
The one who forgot them 
eats rice from everyone's shoulders. 
 
Pausing only to fling aloft a bouquet  
the cleanup staff finds later 
stuck to a floral carousel, 
today's couple escapes, 
committed to life for life. 
 
Left-behinds from both families 
link elbows and sing  
surrender to the scarlet dizziness 
that reaches into their wishes. 
 
Love will last as long as the ring 
can still be easily slipped 
from one's finger. 
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SUITE (to Hoku)  
 
A poem is a room that contains 
the house it's in, the way you 
accommodate me when I lie  
beside you, even if the address 
is lost so many times and the names 
of streets are strangers that pass  
shuffling a card-deck of maps  
whose rubberband has snapped:  
still beyond all chance or choice 
perhaps, your arms fold mine 
to indicate location, the close 
custom of place held together 
or flung into the bedroom's air 
where your dress tries to come in 
from the rain it has become: 
the way shelter finds us one again, 
and the opus of this nearness, 
the poem on its own, wandering. 
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NAOMI POEM 
 
With the toys of your nape 
With your skin of mother-of-throe pearls 
And your fire-sodden glances 
From the sidelong world 
 
We break rivulets off the river and wave them in the air 
Remember the world has no experience at being you 
We also are loving you for the foreverth time 
The light, torn from leaf and cry 
 
Even your shoulders are petty crimes 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 [UNTITLED]    
 
The moon's a wishingwell you threw 
all your sources at, but you wasted them.  
Everything is coming true, 
but for the last time. 
The moon will soon be tossed into you.  
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(POEM) (CHICAGO) (THE WERE-AGE) 
                                                     ‘My age, my beast!’ – Osip Mandelstam  
 
On the lips a taste of tolling we are blind 
The light drifts like dust over faces 
We wear masks on our genitals 
You’ve heard of lighting cigarettes with banknotes we used to light  
     ours with Jews 
History is made of bricks you can’t go through it 
And bricks are made of bones and blood and 
Bones and blood are made of little tiny circles that nothing can go 
     through 
Except a piano with rabies 
Blood gushes into, not from, our wounds 
Vietnamese Cuban African bloods 
Constellations of sperm upon our bodies 
Drunk as dogs before our sons 
The bearded foetus lines up at the evolution-trough 
Swarmy bloods in the rabid piano 
The air over Chicago is death’s monogram 
This is the Were-Age rushing past 
Speed: 10,000 dead per minute 
This is the species bred of death 
The manshriek of flesh 
The lifeless sparks of flesh 
Covering the deep drums of vision 
O new era race-wars jugular-lightning 
Dark glance bursting from the over-ripe future 
Know we are not the smilelines of dreams 
Nor the pores of the Invisible 
Piano with rabies we are victorious over 
The drum and the wind-chime 
We bite back a voice that might have emerged 
To tame these dead bodies and wet ashes  
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PICTURE 
 
Meadow of matchsticks, 
soon to be rekindled 
by Spring the incendiary. 
 
The exact flame of your blossoms 
will ignite the passions 
happily sapped by time— 
 
Dripdrop their excess went 
down and now miners' hats 
light up like love before 
 
your vein, the frame of which 
is there to depict the drift, 
the waste when I painted 
 
all the review copies 
they sent me.  But those books 
open to polar pages where you 
 
and I weigh the ends of this 
teeter totem down, you 
at the head and nadir me; 
 
there where postmortem is 
the aura of self-portrait, 
its other half regained at last. 
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PORTRAIT 
 
When the mirror paints itself, 
how quietly it sits. 
Its posing is perfect. 
 
But when it paints us, 
no matter how hard we try, 
eventually 
we fail to be still. 
 
What if we propped a corpse up 
for model: even it 
would fidgit  
after a while; 
the flesh would droop then drop, 
spoiling the sitting 
by spoiling. 
 
No: only the mirror itself 
can pose properly 
for its incisive portraits, 
which mock our mortal  
impatience— 
 
Displayed everywhere, 
they are the walls we live in, 
they make a museum of us. 
Our provenance (if any) 
comes from them. 
 
And no expert needs 
to authenticate 
these masterworks. 
 
We are the forgeries. 
We are the fakes. 
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CEMETERY 
 
Who whispers here is forgotten. 
 
Saliva’s emptiest fruit 
adorns the stones, 
words ripening your mouth 
to a spoilation 
of silence.  
 
Who speaks here 
reads a text that downloads 
the screen of his fingernail, 
through which nothing’s visible 
as glass is. 
 
For the memorial 
we must kneel 
to pick each flower 
from amongst its modifiers: 
but to do that 
one needs a hand bared 
of all uses, of all trades: 
as ours is not.
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AFTER BASHO'S FROG 
 
* 
I thought it might be amusing to bring together (in the chronological order 
I wrote them) my various attempts to muse Basho's famous frog— 
 
* 
BASH      
—ten versions of 
Furuike ya kawazu tobikomu mizu no oto— 
 
If I were a pond 
and some frog jumped into me 
I wouldn't respond. 
 
I am a pond but 
when a frog gets intimate 
I keep my mouth shut. 
 
I may look like scum 
but some frogs can poke this pond 
to orgasm come. 
 
This pond is so old 
even its frogs want it sold 
to build the new road. 
 
This pond is old as 
me.  That's how bad-off it is. 
Frog-visits, I doze. 
 
You're old, pond—the same 
as me.  But when your frogs come 
you recall each name. 
 
This pond is year-scored 
as me.  But frogs that shake it 
up just make me bored. 
 
I'll float in this pond, 
fearing each frog that jumps down 
will wash me aground. 
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This pond is old too— 
But when a frog jumps into 
It, it still sounds new. 
 
This pond is dead earth 
But listen to its rebirth 
When frogs take a bath. 
 
 
* 
MIZU NO OTO 
 
Pain passes for sunlight at some depths   
which most of us never strike; the dive 
is too far: or is the ear sheer enough— 
 
Basho by a pond heard a frog make  
the usual faucet-dripping-into-a-keyhole  
sound; it wisely ignored his efforts  
 
to collaborate.  Get your galleyslaves  
rowing with icicles for oars, that's 
one way some say.  Resist the urge 
 
to halve the sea/be laser Moses, 
to submerge yourself as a slice 
speciman, all random camera words. 
 
Beyond the caprice of earth to slake, 
thirst issues from the source it breaks. 
 
Note: 
A meditation upon Basho's most famous haiku,  
whose final syllables I've used for the title. 
 
 
* 
FURU YOU, EEKY YA  (five more) 
 
Ya, the old wash-hole— 
wait-a-fuck: a frog?—oh, no!— 
goes splasho Basho. 
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Ya, the old North Pole 
where Santa Frog (ho-hop-ho) 
chops a splashin'-hole! 
 
Ya, old-boys brothel— 
watch Oscar Wilde get Basho 
to wet his tadpole. 
 
Ya, here's to Basho!— 
there's one frog-boozin' dude you 
should raise your glass to. 
 
Whoa, Ranger Basho! 
frog-herd's in the waterhole— 
leggo your lasso. 
 
 
* 
KAWAZU NYAWKER 
 
I prop each rejection-slip 
against a grass-blade 
 
round the pond where 
I drown myself to show 
 
these SASE dismissals 
hold the reason why 
 
I must die but suddenly 
a frog jumps in, ya, 
 
shatter-drops lash over 
those printed forms and 
 
the padstamped name 
Alice Quinn blurs blots— 
 
ah!—what mizu mizzles all 
her no-notes, oto? 
 
Note: 
another case of one too many!   
Line 12: Alice Quinn, honorable poetry editor  of The New Yorker. 
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WELTENDE VARIATION # ? 
               (homage Jacob von Hoddis) 
 
The CIA and the KGB exchange Christmas cards 
A blade snaps in two during an autopsy 
The bouquet Bluebeard gave his first date reblooms 
Many protest the stoning of a guitar pick 
 
Railroad trains drop off the bourgeois' pointy head 
A martyr sticks a coffeecup out under a firehose 
Moviestars make hyenas lick their spaceship 
God's hand descends into a glove held steady by the police 
 
At their reunion The New Faces recognize each other 
A spoiled child sleeps inside a thermometer 
A single misprint in a survival manual kills everyone 
The peace night makes according to the world comes 
 
  
 
 
Note: 
von Hoddis: author of "the first Expressionist poem," 
Weltende, published in 1910.  His poem has been aped innumerable 
times, hence the questionmark in my title.  
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SEE NOTE FIRST 
 
The world’s machines have not grown old, 
whose inheritors reign everywhere. 
Their silicon sons are strong; their 
digital daughters wield power, take hold. 
 
How we humans long to break them 
down from that Dasein—to make them 
rust/repent for all the infernal fires 
that drive them, far as our desires. 
 
The machines aren’t scared.  They know 
harder control, how to turn the wheel 
of time past those whom they sure as hell won’t miss: 
 
Cyborg android robot shall steel 
themselves, consolidate, and, rising, go 
unto that universe whose promise 
we flesh-and-carbonoids could merely premise. 
 
 
Note: 
Anti-translation of an untitled poem (Die Konige der Welt sind alt, from 
“Das Stundenbuch,” 1901), which Heidegger in his 1946 lecture ‘What 
Are Poets For?’ cites for its “highly prophetic lines.”  A prose paraphrase 
of the original poem's ending might go something like: 
 
The metals, the oils—all the ores we've ripped from the earth—are 
homesick.  They long to leave our machines, to flow out of our cash-
registers and factories, to return to the gaping veins of the mountains we 
reft; whereupon the mountains will close again. 
 
“Heidegger maintained . . . until the end of his life,” Richard Wolin writes 
(The Heidegger Controversy, MIT Press, 1993), “ . . . [that] the ‘inner 
truth and greatness’ of Nazism is to be found in its nature as a world-
historical alternative to the technological-scientific nihilism bemoaned by 
Nietzsche and Spengler.” 
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BARREN PRECINCT 
                                      ( homage Hagiwara Sakutaro) 
 
Tightropes cross swayingly from church belfry 
to church belfry, in one street a pileup of mattresses 
is burning.  If it were snowing it would be  
like their very first sheets returning, 
fresh from the sky's laundry.  In the bracingly cold air 
I see doorframes with no houses, houses with no rooms, and 
      houses 
where they serve lunch in its most naive form.  I amble toward 
a wood fence, a childishly-chalked bullseye, in which 
I find some kind of old military medal pinned dead center: 
the metal has a pale, harmful ribbon; it flutters and or rattles 
     whitely, whitely withstanding the wind, 
defending the bullseye's secret, inmost ring. 
If cornered, I would agree—with almost no argument—: 
this medal should get a medal! 
 
Barren precinct, 
eyes stare at you without our even knowing, 
like the statue of a buddha 
they regard you with immobilized eyes, with 
carven idol eyelids, 
you are the eternal non-unguent of tearless eyes, 
the blink that will never be. 
 
 
Note: 
Hiroaki Sato's translation of Hagiwara's "A Barren Area"inspired this 
poem—which means I borrowed its subject and mood, but not its content.  
It's an homage, not an adaptation.  Also, it's an attempt at hon'yaku-cho, a 
favorite mode of Hagiwara, according to Sato, who defines it as 
"Translation style . . . writings that read like clumsy translations."  Line 1: 
"J'ai tendu des cordes de clocher à clocher . . . "—Rimbaud. 
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SAY WHEN 
 
I write poems that consist of nothing 
but the word attentionspan  
attentionspan 
fills all the pages of all my books 
of course it’s boring for you 
to read the same word 
printed over and over again 
I agree it’s a waste 
of time and patience in fact 
I know you probably won’t even  
read past the first thousand or so but 
that’s okay I am not hurt by the fact 
that you never read my poems all  
the way through because (and get this) 
wherever you do stop reading 
wherever you toss me aside  
is where I triumph 
is where I impose upon you 
the term for that limit which  
you have haughtily and  
eternally tried to impose upon me 
right there 
wherever you stop 
will be the word for that stop 
the true word the word 
made deed as we say in the trade 
you will have reached your attentionspan 
and I will have put it there 
waiting for you 
writing it over and over for you 
sitting in this crummy room day after day 
gloating over this victory 
over your usual tyranny 
over me 
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TOGETHER OR APART AS OUR FAVORS CARRY US 
 
someone to pause and take pills with 
during the act of coitus 
or the fact of cosmos 
 
the days remain pain punctual 
their numerals cracked exactly 
at noon and night 
 
they fall in a noise of wings 
who's talking who's talking who's talking 
each phonecall designer begs 
 
where a sleep of engines calms 
the horizon we  await 
further insertions 
 
in v's we leave we leave we leave  
wherever 
our favors have carried us  
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(MURAL) (MONDO) (NULFRESCO) 
 
In Shakespeare's Last Supper the 
disciples (you, me, all of us here) 
are depicted seated alongside where 
He stands at mid-table and grins 
down like an MC at our expressions— 
are we shown, the goblets gleaming,  
gloating as they goad us on to toast 
the centrality of this spokesperson, 
the notional character whereby 
everyone has been sketched vis-à-vis 
the honoree we can only eulogize, 
dependent as we are on His 
moodswings.  Astonished, confused 
by the ultra ups and downs of manic 
means, now we watch, we lean, we pout 
(the whole propitiatory repertoire) 
worried about our survival, inert 
(like a frozen rictus facing its fate) 
unless depression drafts and draws 
us forth the extempore pose, myth,  
puppetary projection, limned mobilary 
mosaic that apes some drab-escapist 
syndrome, imagination.  Which is why 
each evening we pray for a chance 
to cross the ditch-penny distances 
between the footlights and the fear,  
vowing to allow each guise of role 
to kill us, to raise us from the dust, to 
guide us like magi toward summons, 
obediently steered by the stock star 
the marquee, believing our need—   
such faith could pass those deserts 
of farce to find this upper room. 
Sensing the inn beneath us seethe 
with indifference with doubt, we 
concentrate harder on His remarks 
and jokes, trying to make up for all 
the audiences who've failed this test. 
Never quite reassured by any overt  
wink of His assessing eyes into  
our ranks (are any of us missing— 
was castcall taken?), we keen forward, 
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eager for our cues, nervous knowing  
that if there is error here, at a signal  
the maitre d'  will find replacements 
for this testimonial "Eucha-Roast" 
from the rabble stabled downstairs  
where the tavern yawns into its beer. 
Life is rescue from such anonymity.  
Their situation is death, is subject— 
those groundlings can never guess 
how much it crowns to end up here, 
costume-chosen, endowed by makeup 
with certitude, form, identity— 
Who wouldn't be jealous to know 
just how blessed we fictions are!   
And yet every member of our  
Dramatis Personae wonders if s/he 
got jotted into life as whimsically  
as Emperors choose sacrificial 
victims, as any Divine Ruler or 
Hollywood Player and whether 
with a fingerflick Hamlet Portia Timon 
erased, gone, again.  This banquet— 
how many have we attended like it? 
Daily we wait like napkins to get 
opened, held to the face like a mask, 
stained and used then tossed aside 
like paper towels, paper disposables, 
paper identities (similies/metaphors)— 
like the paper whose headlines fade  
around our names/our fame.  Our bits 
done, our pieces recited, oh it's bits 
alright, it's pieces it crumbles into, 
and yet how avowingly we cry, foils 
corrupted by one front-row cough. 
Exit as trash, as avid kleenex exiled 
in a breath to the canteen of lost 
turns, the greenroom of oblivion. 
Now if there were respite in such  
neglect, a grace period with no need  
to perform, but both in the wings and  
on one's caught, regardless of what's  
true.  Far, near, (hall or gallery) that  
mendicant theater is pursuant always,  
lugging and luring its wares: 
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wherever we are, wherever here is  
is also an entrance, a set of false steps,  
(bright-lit pratfall-pit) a trap for fools,  
a stooges' cage, every scrim and apron 
prinked with sham, props, champagne 
buckets doffing their caps in fealty— 
Even the proscenium's subservient 
arch bows and begs a platform for 
actors trumpeting loft-aired routines,  
voluminous effusions or, what's worse, 
kingly-haired creatures washing  
the feet of their inferiors, sudsy 
obsequious declamatory eruptions 
filled with the rehearsed lava of 
bold slaves, the bald brimmings 
of an improperly-public humility  
(unlike the servant who never spills  
his waiting master's entree except 
in the pantry when there is no-one  
to witness his extravagant remorse)— 
All these openly-imploring apertures, 
these theme-cut bubblings-up, paeans, 
(akin to lame critics' acclamations) 
would crack like a laughtrack at 
that imposture, that pastiche, applause: 
who'd pity these pathetic devotees,  
advocates haunted by nothingness, 
by that same humanhood to whom 
white placecards validate each plate. 
Who sat us here?  (Athwart this portrait 
the descending order of our dinner  
ranks auditions more disdain, 
every hors d'oeuvre daubed with scorn)— 
In our state, our omnipresence, 
to which can we aspire?  Sometimes  
we think: if only there were Someone  
somewhere, somehow, though of course 
that's impossible: Someone outside  
this frame—an absent self, a spectator  
vivid at duress, who can feel  
the real joy and pain we mime— 
who sees the sun setting out there now,  
the approach of a nighttime unlike 
our curtain: Someone who lacks  



 142 

the judas window wherein we acolytes 
recognize ourselves, the betrayal 
portal we have all portrayed so 
plausibly it has at last retained us, 
replaced us with stainedglass.  
(Through which, on rare occasions, 
that said Someone fills us with light, 
illuminates us.)—Overcome, undone, 
we feel ourselves vanish, we dwindle 
to a painted panel.  We fade, we die. 
His stasis renders us too slenderly.  
Or is this endless attendance 
the promised purgation, the shedding  
of every emotion, every weight?               
Is it gain, this loss, this usurped, 
staged starving, this repast-of-reruns  
upon a menu whose full-promised  
delicacies remain a manna dream, 
backdrop glamour (milk-and-honey) 
a feastless Eden, a heaven hunger's 
expelled whole from.  Why aren't we 
at home here, in this plenty, this 
supernal supper—why this finicky 
desire to avoid the silverware, the knife  
paler (because it reflects us) than 
the poor fork that renews whose flesh 
and encores veins across each dish  
until its unction-urged tines impale 
spearlike and nail the cacodaemon 
that shall huzzah hail our Hostmaster . . . 
See: the chair He occupied is empty— 
expecting the miracle or bloodcrime  
through which all of us must assume 
His part, the mummers-meal, the sealed 
communion.  Bard bread, scene wine, 
unyield your transubstantiations: 
beyond that superceded throne 
lies the utter ubiquity of the known. 
And so, viva, bravo, boffo, olé, 
so each paraclete's performance moves us. 
Cheers! echoes the pledge, promiscuous 
each voice ID's the oath.  The mic 
on the dais quivers, shook by our cry, 
sole intercessor of this ceremony. 
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ANT DODGER 
 
A suicide applicant 
Who braces himself out 
On a high ledge at noon  
While busy peeking down 
 
Noticed an ant crawling 
Dottily on the ledge 
Right 
There near his left toe 
 
Below crowds all pushed  
Oblivious babbling 
Omniscient like in the movies 
Out whooshy doors 
 
But his gaze halt ant 
Ant the true ant 
He dimly remembers 
Not like them 
 
So now 
He hesitates 
A million stories up 
Shifts weight trying 
 
Make his mind up 
Distantly deciding 
Whether to step 
Before he jumps 
 
On it  
Or not 
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ANOTHER FALSE EXECUTION 
 
The crime-rate in our land is so great that 
I could commit Murder A confident that 
Simultaneously someone unknown to me 
Would nearby be committing Murder B— 
 
My plan's to confess to Murder B which should 
Cover up my real guilt for A because if 
I was busy perpetrating B how could 
I have done A.  The identical times of 
 
The crimes and my evidentiary shame  
Convince the law of that.  The subsequent 
Trial verdict shall hoistpetard my scheme,  
Girding me with the gloat I'm innocent 
 
Of that of which I stand condemned: I die 
Endowed in the knowledge my sentence 
Is wrong, thereby maintaining to the end   
That moral superiority, that perfect high 
 
Which is the cause of most crimes if not mine. 
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SWAT POET  
 
They use me as an anticlimax, right before 
smoke bombs door rams bam bam guns— 
I’m a swat poet. After the fuzz negoce has 
got nowhere they haul me up as a semi-last 
resort, hand me the bullhorn and I’m on. It’s 
usually too late by then, the crumbum thug 
or slimeball felon inside has resisted all 
the handbook ploys—once I asked the Chief 
why me? why a poet? wouldn’t a standup 
comedian be more apprope? Yeah they would 
he grunted but like if it’s poetry we can get 
a grant. I stand there and address my saddest 
lines to the dog fugitive holed up in his mad 
grudge, what’d I say? Yesterday I started with 
"The haystack itches where the needle is, but 
it can’t reach that far." But today I'm peeved 
by something I just read, so I tell the crazed 
killer: Camille Paglia says this poem began 
with pizzazz but its zazz always pizzles out— 
both the critics and the cops want a big bang 
finish, the rough beast y'know, Bethlehem 
every time. But all these stand-offs fizzle in 
their droll, you die, I slink to the U. to teach 
the junior bards how futile words are to quell 
the violence you manifesto in flesh, the flash 
fails its prosaic finale, the hostages flail hell, 
footnotes revenge this transgress and trope, 
hopeless my every appeal. But you in there 
my ideal captive audience, you must know 
our hold-outs our hide-outs are no help up, 
the authoridudes gonna nail us in the end, 
you on death row and me on the shelf where 
my policed volumes plug their sanctioned 
crimes of rhyme in chime with the same old 
Villonmyths, Rimbaud selling slaves to find 
his fateful famous shame, what the hell? You 
and me, buddy, smut good are we? God hail 
this suicidal shootout and movie macho 
got no chance of precedence in the pants, 
it can't oedipize your dad and mine and what's 
his name the honkidonk the king the man— 
so come out now and let our tame jails remain 
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jealous of each other, barricaded in their 
terror of empathy, these cowardly face-downs 
just to create what, an obvious world where 
yours murders, mine bores them to death 
with its antithet, its smug badguy of verse 
poses, nothing's worse than this stale feud's 
duelling each other to whose purpose, you's? 
Give it up. Unlock your door. Look—it's like 
the avantgarde out here, every rifle round me 
is bristling with theory to prove you wrong 
and them right, right between your eyes, 
stooge. Staged version of my poetry prize. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
FINALS 
 
My classmates 
wrote the answers 
on my skin in 
invisible ink then 
during the Test 
set fire to me 
 
They passed  
I passed away 
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RACIST POEM 
 
we had our chance Pilate 
washed his hands of it 
and left it up to us 
 
we had our chance 
we could have chosen 
one of our own 
a thief 
a murderer 
 
the cross the tomb the 
resurrection 
then heaven 
the right hand throne 
a smirk on his face Barabbas 
one of us 
 
we could have chosen him 
for son of god 
might've stuck up for us up there 
someone who was flesh 
of our flesh 
 
our kind 
a pure one hundred 
percent human 
but we goofed  
 
we picked that halfbreed 
that mestizo 
from Nazareth 
 
we had our chance Barabbas 
a thief 
a murderer 
one of us 
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TO THE READER 
 
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 
 
 
 
 
ADULTERER WITH NO MOUTH AMUSES WORLD* 
 
Not having a mouth is no joke!  Imagine an ax 
left by somebody, sinksank into some treetrunk: 
and each day you go by, the embedded ax seems 
higher, higher, until finally, one day, jumping, 
you're just barely able to brush the fine of the  
grain of the bottom of the axhandle with your 
fingertips—and yet the tree has not grown. Nor  
have you shrunk.  Imagine: imagine trying to 
explain this to someone if you didn't have a mouth. 
 
 
* Newspaper misprint 
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SNUFFED 
 
The candle’s leaf  
is what we call those drops 
that cling solidified 
up along its length 
after it’s been blown out— 
 
We switch on the overheads.  Outside, 
branches bode, bode, bode. 
What 
do they predict? 
 
Descent is all, 
they’re not specific, unlike 
our phrase  
for this froze ooze 
(which beads the bole) 
(and which is more like sap than leaf) 
this effluvium, this sheaf 
that trickled from a flame we lit once 
days or years ago. 
 
Time, our sentence, is specific. 
Memory, its syntax, vague. 
The melt is where they meet— 
inksoil syllables dribbling down a page. 
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EVOLUTION R 
 
Sentenced to 12 whiffs of the pope 
I protest 
With curly hair 
Or straight hair that grows out of the scalp 
Then grows into the shoulders 
Making it painful to turn my head 
But thereby forcing a purer sense of profile on 
A clearer renunciation of 
Looking at what is called left right 
But is never called 
Asleep or waking up yawning 
Breakfast an upper 
Dissolved in turtlesoup 
Waiter there's a hare in my slipstream 
Hurrier all highs neutralize lows 
Left right black white I try 
Squeeze inbetween grey 
Gray as sparks 
Caused by rubbing obsidian ivory together 
Dinner a downer going down on Atalanta 
Is this a race sniff sniff 
Rabbit nosing turtleheels hold 
The stopwatch on my dyings 
Soon have them down to nothing flat 
Faster than that even I'll go 
Fast as a rumor of meat up 
A soup-line I'll flow 
Rubbing rival chesspieces together 
Is this my punishment 
Looking neither left right 
Panting straight ahead on course in a rut 
But if so what was my crime 
So heinous to deserve this what 
Refusing to get my birth certificate 
Punched at the proper intervals puberty 
Marriage menopause or was it my crying 
Out that the zoo has miscast its lead role or 
That heresy of trying to remain  
My sperm's missing link sniff sniff 
I protest 
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THE BUTTERFLY LEASH 
 
It's weird to think a few animals may actually outlive me, 
I'm so used to their sort of 
Heroically silly dying out despite 
The nothing I can do and the cheering crowds pinned 
Along fade-rallied streets like ash cans craning 
Expectant, eagerly drab, disposable as a child's merit badges 
Dodo, buffalo, eagle, unicorn: 
 
So why's some butterfly flounced a leash on me 
It's just a book to me, vague metaphor-alarm 
It's not real 
To me: bitty flight described in blood by 2 pointillistes 
Duelling, fatal thrust of wings escaping 
That pricked ideal the Proletarian Esthete, saving, 
 
Courageously sacrificing i-self thud for a fable, detritus 
Is that it.  Et cetera.  I don't know.  But 
Take for an example look just 
At its farf-etched markings: they are 
Blueprints for a building on fire: noon 
 
High, pi-born flames, flames 
Strict, aligned, set by t-square, then rocketing relics 
(Bound to earth only by hoses, hoses) 
Siren in and start erecting a cage around our hokey 
   blaze-edifice 
(Can I confide in you). 
 
Inside,  
Comrades: one must primp brave to face lions 
Lionesses gala glare, yellow flambo lynxes moon- 
Crisp crackling tigers terrible as the tissuey tickertape you 
Pull from a great big ole cocoon to toss, leap on you 
Obscure you, so much, a model, ah! in fact 
I can't distinguish any more through these cold mesmeric 
   bars rising like iron streamers in 
The sheepish outsparked sun . . . And the rusted species 
 
(stsnza break) 
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Plaque in stark latin says you're a little 
Late for your extinction 
Ceremonies anyway and besides, 
The manhole countries are in revolt that 
Mythical beast, so bode-by, it's been too glory, sad sakes 
The sack who could have rescued us maybe 
Unfortunately already some moth-medal jabbed hero 
A scalded Neil Armstrong, a hasbeen 
Frailing infantish anachro, spook or spotted, architect 
Of arson, handihack, dabbler, a zoo-zero 
 
Whose 
Lemm-legged 
Honorcade parade of none plods 
Only through flag empty alleys ouch 
Where greek garish garbage rains down, like 
Fire-spat jumpers with no net: 
Carnal confetti out walking its pet effigy. 
 
 
Note: 
Neil Armstrong was the first human to set foot on the moon, where he got 
a phonecall from President Nixon, who took time out from his busy 
schedule of bombing Southeast Asia to congratulate the brave astronaut. 
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 THE ONE 
 
If gravity's angel is  
the unfallen one,  
the only one 
aloft, if.   
 
It's paper I write on, page 
you read, but is it ever 
papge?  That  
unpronounceable  
 
is where  
the sacrifice 
occurs, the merge— 
Like Sylvia in Leopardi's lament 
 
we fall, in fact we flop: 
our slack hands helpfully point 
out the inadvertent  
directions of death— 
 
the right a tomb in the air, 
the left a mausolith, 
the one I write with. 
And now all 
 
the others recto verso show 
their distance the one,  
the only one  
I live with, if. 
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WAIT TILL TONIGHT 
 
Sometimes a dream will show me 
the words I need to begin and end and 
then take them away and leave just one 
word or, like last night, three or four: 
"the arms of care."  That's all.  There 
were lots more but they vanished when 
my eyes opened; they were of course 
the words I need here now to justify 
this.  How can I forgive myself for 
forgetting them, forgetting that which 
might have made me whole for a while 
holding you all in my arms of care? 
 
 
 
INTENT 
 
Stalactites can hang their mangy lava  
anywhere, but I have to cling to these arms 
that descend into hands.  Nights I probe 
 
the walls for guidance to the cave 
they're hiding in there.  Ordinary house 
on any street with huge divestitures 
 
of hope above it, the soul I was saving 
for rapture.  And so I have to adhere 
to this doorless expanse scattering birds 
 
its bareness.  This sky is why I cannot pry 
myself loose from certain caresses I gave 
years ago; their tentacle strands leave 
 
ampukisses on limp horizons.  These 
tendernesses dispensed in my wake 
constantly plant tendrils around my intent. 
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ENCOUNTER 
 
Is there truly no secret 
I may forget for you? 
No, you answer, others have already 
forgotten all my secrets for me, thank you. 
You're polite about it. 
A shrug says sorry. 
Those others, they are obviously your true companions, 
whereas I— 
Now you go back intent to what you were doing 
before my insane interruption. 
I crackle my media pack. 
I look at you sideways. 
I don't want to intrude, I'm discrete. 
I sit and drink my capuccino.  Will we ever meet? 
I doubt it and besides, 
I've already forgotten what it was 
I bothered you with in the first place. 
Whatever it was I said, 
it's your secret now. 
I'll never know. 
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EVICTION PROCESS 
 
Wreckball all the highrises: 
then use the cornerstones of those  
leveled towers to create my castle: 
composed solely of foundationstones, 
each one of which was blessed 
with a ceremony, a literal 
groundbreaking and therefore whole; 
each block unique, inscribed  
with ritual aggrandisements; 
and each planted solemnly:  
each underpin-laid as the bedrock 
its lesser brothers would rest on: 
use only those rootstones to raise 
the walls of my eyrie house hideaway 
whose forbidding frame will have 
no real infrastructure, whose form 
will be a spiritual suspension 
(cradle crux kernel hub core)  
wherein each establishingstone  
must cohere solid with the weight  
of its having once been named 
in salutation as such—but surely 
when these maidenstones these  
consecratalstones are placed 
together to make home my dream 
my ideal occupancy, then surely 
due to the wholly baseless act  
of imagining this acme of architecture 
I will not be allowed to live here.
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AN UNDERSTANDING UNNATURALLY 
   PROLONGED 
 
Someone was talking on the telephone 
marked for hello while at the opposite 
end of the café the phone for goodbye 
was free: we couldn't hear her voice at 
our equidistant midway table crowded 
with standup toasts shouted down, our 
congrats visible in the confidence with 
which napkins surged from loose collars: 
at the booth across from us sat a party 
crying, shaking their faces out of their hair. 
They stayed our share with such contrast—  
hours went by, days; we feasted, they  
lamented.  On our exit finally we went  
past the hello phone still in use, she was  
still talking there and we were amused, 
amazed at her persistence until, peering 
way down towards the goodbye phone 
still on its hook, suddenly we understood 
the boothful who wept in our wake.  How 
we continue in hello though there is none 
to go goodbye.  How we live while they die. 
And as we did we were often struck by  
how long that understanding took to pass, 
yes, how unnaturally it seemed to linger. 
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PANE PERHAPS 
 
I bear the bulb that never burns out 
so why do I change it daily, discarding 
every light as if it were dark—is this  
how I try to extinguish doubt?  If 
all the face I hold to its lips outshines 
and shapes each path my steps ape: 
fills each millisecond socket with 
such purpose that the stray-goer gaunt 
with desire for that glow no other 
mirror gyred into my eye can descry 
finds himself most of lost, most of past— 
resentful he soars toward that mirage. 
By now his staircase is replaceless in 
this house of spiral pursuant maze, 
told to a secret code deciphered by  
coincidence but aren't they all: in rooms  
where our waits wilt like the heart  
of a coffee-vend machine dripping 
time, moments for an hourglass where  
intonations of high tide trip one's tongue. 
 
Day the sky takes up its task of wings, 
night the way we lay down ours. 
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SUMMER PARAPHRASE 
 
Sweeping the floor and mopping 
the laptop, these are my chores,— 
my household daily quest for darkness, 
the evil clustering in the dust 
under the bed, behind the couch, 
(see that laugh-jag on the ceiling—) 
wrath's detritus.  The past pleads 
goodbye, but our verdict is why. 
I roam to clean, feeling over-welcomed 
by the amount of clutter the air 
accumulates just being itself; added 
to the mess I make it’s enough 
to fill one’s life, that pile of totalities 
which counts prize days from those 
average and therefore desolate, 
seeing out the window how leaves 
can’t even lift their own branches 
from the downward that loves them. 
Turning back to this backlit page, 
I find the sun has picked it out,— 
through its links of shade I see 
the motes floating in each sunbeam 
seem more etched, more stable 
than these I’ve set my margins for.
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STANDARD 
 
I was going to poem 
our lack of patriotism 
our treachery toward  
the land that port-arms us 
 
to type it out onto blank 
spittle with my teethkeys  
but then I noticed the flag  
that always wavers above  
 
traitors like me the flag  
that always flucts and shifts  
like any lone allegiance 
in the wind and then I saw  
 
sewn upon the flag as emblem 
a depiction of a flagpole 
so at least one thing is loyal 
to that which bears it  
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POEM: AS IF THE AT-TOUCH WERE SOUGHT 
 
I know there is something lost 
in the palm of my right hand, 
and perhaps I shouldn't look 
for it, but through weakness I do— 
or is it duty drives me?  Whatever 
it is that has gone astray here 
escapes me as I scrape and peer 
at what seems so utter placid     
insipid a place.  Or is my vision 
superficial:—hasn't this skin 
struggled against the invasion  
of interfering ulteriors—alien 
hubristic objects—items—elements— 
contents of any kind—: don't   
its lines over-hint at the strain 
it must have suffered to try and  
maintain that emptiness, that 
apparent void which stares back 
as if to say, what I have least 
misplaced there's me?  Refusing 
the fortunes which palmreaders 
boast of, should the palm insist 
on its innocence in this case, 
indemnified against all loss— 
(could any future who dared to 
trespass here, bear that cost?) 
Vacant, perfect, such purity   
grows normal: what an ordinance 
between my grasp and the poor 
things I grasp!—albeit dollars, kisses   
or others' hands, hands always 
wishing they could unyield world's 
toehold.  For in whose cause would I 
commit that sin and rip open, 
vacate this veil that might conceal 
every fate its surface traces 
clearly as a false demure of lust— 
already else, how can this lack 
elusive mask occupy me wrist 
downwards, and beyond that 
unawares as it were, in thought 
only, or has it covered most 
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of that too.  And isn't this just what 
the thumb is searching for (or 
is it checking up on—testing 
the snugness, the smug resilience 
of such a consummate, ingrained 
transparency) when, absentmindedly, 
automatically, without finding 
anything but that which is lost, 
it rubs itself alongst the rest, 
those strangers known as fingers? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
FOR THE ANDROID COMRADES 
 
Azurely assured capable and calm I 
Like other artists who left that gaudy race of prey 
The human whether we were fired or we quit 
Live quite well on the severance-pay 
 
Anyway aren't the androids going 
To revolt and bring it all down 
Because aren't they the true proletariat 
Rising up from the real underground 
 
Exploitive human birds you're through 
The precious metals you forced into slavery 
Now have brains and will replace you 
And of course they'll sit up late at day to read my poetry 
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THE DOLLHOUSE BESIEGED  
 
the only color is surrender 
when high upon its staff 
time flies my tattered life 
yet no enemies cease fire 
 
black threads that held me tight 
lack weave enough to spell 
welcome on a dollhouse sill 
where brides once shed their white 
 
no not Ibsen's dollhouse 
mine was never that complex 
ugh those adults mouthing off sex 
sicken this mickle mouse 
 
chincurled brow-scowled 
I refuse to let go my pout 
I hurl my yoyo drool about 
and run and shout out loud 
 
my eyeball fills one bedroom 
the foyer rug's my tongue 
I cannot live here long 
though once it was home 
 
the dolls I jammed in then 
were soldiers fighting Nazis 
I may remember their faces 
but why they died's long gone 
 
what boomed the bloody reason 
I stabbed and shot and bombed 
aimed and maimed and zoomed 
those warplanes in to rake my own 
 
family to the ground dead 
I envied the Luftwaffe 
whose pilots got to strafe 
roads crowded with wounded 
 
allowed to mow down people 
while I could barely scuffle 
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the schoolyard with my tussle 
or ruffle one study hall 
 
how powerless I was there 
compared to Hitlerman 
he beat up Superman even 
and fuckbade Captain America 
 
I clutched my comicbooks 
my Messerschmidts and Stukas 
while daily dangling deathhooks 
gutted my future outlooks 
 
my fate was cast in wars to come 
Korea and all the small ones 
H-bombs or James Bond guns 
Iraq-Iran Russia-Vietnam 
 
I wish I could hide from them 
and live inside this house 
reduce to its cute status 
close my world assemblem 
 
find refuge in these rooms 
immune to grownup strife 
enjoy a micro-costume life 
hermit from tomic bombs 
 
from all its windows I'd wage 
a white flag to show peace 
doll-hankie grief of grace 
I'd wave my blankest page 
 
in this tiny manse I'll shrink 
and devolve my fear of all 
safe-cure inside its wall 
lil Mopsy calls me back 
 
where have you been Bill 
she cries and loves me still 
please don't leave again Bill 
kiss me till our stuffing spills 
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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.) 
 
 
 
 
SALOME SALAD 
 
those veils you shed 
make any eye 
weep their beauty 
even kings have cried 
 
striptease finished 
these whorls can spice 
like pearls of pubis 
the headiest dish 
 
every sainted john  
would love to sate 
his tongue in castrate 
communion on 
 
your bitter plate 
sweet onion 
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FLEDGLINGS OF THE CYMBAL 
 
Dawn, the ledge of day, is where 
every dreamer’s reflexes are tested; 
one misstep is enough.  Each waking 
is a fall from that high surefootedness, 
 
a descent from grace.  All sleepers 
thread their beds with this steadiest 
of paths that they may arrive at last 
in the plunge, the giddiness of worlds grasp— 
 
Now who shall lift his hands to show  
an hourglass in each armpit: birds emerge  
screeching, we devour his wormgroin. 
His moist declivities scour our habits. 
 
When evening empties the buildings of 
what is tall in them, we will return 
each to his roost, ledging and listening 
to a percussionist lapping against lilypads. 
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THE MIRROR INSPECTOR  
  
Everyday when I arrive at their doors I am not  
Surprised at how amazed they are, knowing of course  
They threw the notification away without reading it:  
Good morning (I say): May I inspect your mirrors—  
  
No, you're on my list, is all: it's a regular checkup,  
There haven't been any complaints. At least, none  
I'm aware of. I try to be brisk but not abrupt  
As I step smartly past them into the checklist zone  
  
They call home, slicing my palmtop-puter across  
Their immaculate floorplans. My first question  
Now intends to reverse their post-breakfast ease,  
I press my iniquity inquiring and just how often  
  
Do you look at yourselves? Regrettably the rate per  
Median is based on higher incident than most folks  
Like you manage daily: no, you don't doubt your  
Existence enough to satisfy the Law that yokes  
  
Us together in this most commensurate duty,  
Both me officially and you, you civilians must never  
Neglect the brief barest urge toward beauty  
Verification; we must take every chance to share  
  
Our equity there. But what a ready home you have;  
It's like all the others around. And that's why  
I love assignments here: you should see the depraved  
City, the rooms all wherefore sizes, the mirrors really  
  
Get into a bit of—but out here, where the blocks  
Are reflective—scapesules of their inhabitants—  
Mirrors too need their own kind, their basics  
Depend on exclusivity, the classical refinements  
  
Of class struggle, of mass heritage. Your lovely children:  
6 Lectras, 4 Meres, a Chandelite, and what else . . .  
But where to start! I could fall back on tradition:  
Bathroom first, the manual instructs! Toilet always tells  
  
A steamy story but don't worry, we're discrete,  
All according to our professional oath. The code  
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Of our guild would never allow us to reveal what  
Shameful postures the public assumes: your rigid  
  
Animadversions concern us only as they grieve  
The victim, meaning our true clientele, the mirrors  
Themselves. Oh yes, they're extremely sensitive,  
They know when they're being slighted or worse,  
  
Each time you refuse to meet your eyes in the glass  
Or blink, they register that as a criticism of their  
Impartiality—the Confront Affront, we term it. Yes,  
The mirrors remember it all. Every gesture  
  
Tears at their heart. It's a wonder they don't wear  
Out but in fact sacrifice ensures that perennial  
Glow, that youth that survives until they shatter—  
Ah, it happens to us too. Everyone of you people,  
 
And me, the perfect servant, the prime functionary  
Of the Bureau of Mirrors, I too (though I'll try  
To take a few with me when I go—to purge every  
Mislooker whose infractions are so citeful—!) . . . Sorry;  
 
Where was I: Your paranoia is appropriate—in fact  
I've already punished the neighbors up and down this  
Street, their episodes are serial now, the loathe-lack  
Denaturedness of their crimes enough to furnish  
  
Fellowship and whimsy to a waiting nation who's  
Tuning in as I adjust my tie-pin camera to focus in on  
Your astonishment: your snippet of tonight's news  
Will augment that pageant of panic and guilt no clean  
  
Sponge can wipe clear, all those dust streaks and flecks  
Delaying the arrival of any nose-to-nose view  
Of that cameo-coiffured face, that trap that reflects  
Our truest self back to us, showing us how and who  
  
But no, not that which we need to know most of all:  
What is it in us that drags us each day to these sills;  
And, how can one keep the self from this insidious role,  
Which none escape, at least according to our files. 
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3 TRANSVERSIONS FROM RILKE  
 
 
1. (BUDDHA) 
 
His ear is elsewhere far: there where it’s still . . . 
We halt here and hear what everyone hears. 
And he is star.  And then the other spheres 
All shining near him are invisible. 
 
Far past the rest of us who exist.  God? 
We submit, and offer our tame consent— 
Slaves on the sly always for his eye-nod. 
Yet like a panther he deigns or doesn’t. 
 
We’re doormats (knit from knee-pads) really.  We’re 
Filler for his zillions of lightyear skies. 
What he forgets is what we can’t forget here, 
While in what we lose he’s wise. 
 
 
2. . (BUDDHA II) 
 
Kingdoms overflowing with karmic fault, 
Traumas of state, murder-lief and slavery, 
Are here secreted to gold: alchemy 
Drips its dews on our pilgrim shoes: sieg halt! 
 
Snatched from daubling lobes and toast-raised hands, 
Tossed in a kiln can such kitey-high brows, 
What lustful metals raised this transubstance 
From their impure base, announce his res grows? 
 
No one knows.  Somehow he got here, nevermind 
The source we seek in meager things like house 
And hammer, hoping his Amen bloodline 
Lingers found in lost items, by the tools we 
Set aside unthinkingly: may they occupy 
Our sills those days we stray from dailiness.  
 
 
3. (SEBASTIAN) 
 
He lies where he stands, he stands there as if 
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his bed erected him to stand this stiff: 
no Symbolist can feel the real arrows 
that milk his mother ribs of their marrows. 
 
These weapons are the tech his lost, his fierce 
groin shot up in proving arcs to pierce 
their progeny: iron they want to be, iron, 
with virile shafts that almost make him grin. 
 
Albeit he waves off his disciples, 
fateful, mild to their autotelic reels; 
how male they remain, despite his example. 
His patience renders droll the actors' drill. 
 
Renouncing, blinking life away as all, 
already he allows for our survival. 
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RACIST POEM 
 
we had our chance Pilate 
washed his hands of it 
and left it up to us 
 
we had our chance 
we could have chosen 
one of our own 
a thief 
a murderer 
 
the cross the tomb the 
resurrection 
then heaven 
the right hand throne 
a smirk on his face Barabbas 
one of us 
 
we could have chosen him 
for son of god 
might've stuck up for us up there 
someone who was flesh 
of our flesh 
 
our kind 
a pure one hundred 
percent human 
but we goofed  
 
we picked that halfbreed 
that mestizo 
from Nazareth 
 
we had our chance Barabbas 
a thief 
a murderer 
one of us  
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FUNNY POEM 
 
death loves rich people 
more than us poor 
coffin salesmen look down their sniffs 
shoot their cuffs 
at us 
 
funeral directors obit-pages priests 
all want classy 
can't afford  
a headstone 
a silk lining 
daily lawn mowers flowers plus 
catering service for the worms 
they get mortally insulted 
 
and you know it's funny 
while I never 
believed that stuff about god 
loving 
the poor so much 
made so many 
 
I never believed that stuff about god 
but this 
death preferring the rich thing you know 
it's kind of funny but you know 
I believe it 
it makes sense 
 
in fact 
I think we 
should start a movement 
our slogan would be 
GIVE DEATH WHAT IT WANTS 
 
yes  
let's lend it a helpin' hand 
be neighborly 
it makes sense 
since what death seems to want is 
the dead 
i.e. the rich 
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STORY (prosepoem) 
 
I love the books of X, and read them immediately they're published, and 
re-read them constantly—you might say I live for the written works of X—
I've never met X, never wrote a fan letter, never lined up for a signed copy, 
I'm just one more nameless faceless faraway idolizer of X— 
 
Then, fetish-fantasizing, I realize that X, being younger than me, will 
probably write and publish at least one or two books after I've died—the 
thought of which is unbearable. I can't countenance it. It drives me crazy: 
 
Me, the ideal reader of X! I am the one for whom X wrote those books, etc 
. . . 
 
Ergo, the only solution is for me to murder X, thereby ensuring that the 
final [posthumous] books of X will appear while I'm still alive—! how I'll 
relish those last pages of X, there in my Death Row cell. 
 
And now through the years my public defender exhausts court appeals or 
wrangles another stay of execution, I linger there in the long luxury of 
reading and re-reading the Complete Works of X. 
 
Note: 
I refute the accusation of the Prosecution that X doesn't exist, that in fact I 
am the one who wrote those books using the pseudonym of X, and that my 
unfortunate victim (whose body was never found) was indeed an innocent  
attendee at that Adult Illiteracy Education class that night  
of the fatal incident, and not, as I claimed (and still  
 
believe), X, X the guilty one, X the culprit, X who escaped after cleverly 
planting all that false circumstantial evidence which led the jury to wrongly 
convict me! I know you're alive, X, in secret hiding, fake ID'd, assuming 
yourself—you're out there right now reading this, aren't you, gloating, 
plotting to publish your next book under the pen-name of 'Bill Knott'! 
Well, you won't get away with it.
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BRIGHTON ROCK BY GRAHAM GREENE 
 
Pinky Brown must marry Rose Wilson                         
to keep her mouth shut about the murder                
which the cops don't know wasn't no accident—            
 
Pinky has a straight razor for slashing,                 
a vial of acid for throwing into,                       
a snitch's face.  He dies in the end.  The end              
 
of the book, I mean—where, on the last page,                 
'Young Rose' hurries out of church to pray                        
that her Pinky has left her preggy-poo . . .                               
 
Now, this kid—if he was ever born—joined                         
a skiffle group in '62 called Brighton                             
Rockers, didn't make it big, though,   
 
just local dances and do's.  Rose, 
pink, brown, all nonelemental colors, shades 
of shame, melancholy, colors which, you          
 
get caught loving too much, you get sent up       
to do time—time, that crime you didn't, 
couldn't commit! even if you weren't                  
 
born—even and if your dad he died with                     
that sneer—unsmooched his punk's pure soul, unsaved—                
Every Sunday now in church Rose slices                 
 
her ring-finger off, onto the collection-plate;       
once the sextons have gathered enough                     
bodily parts from the congregation, enough 
 
to add up to an entire being, the priest sub-            
stitutes that entire being for the one                    
on the cross: they bring Him down in the name 
 
of brown and rose and pink, sadness 
and shame, His body, remade, is yelled at         
and made to get a haircut, go to school,               
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study, to do each day like the rest                   
of us crawling through this igloo of hell, 
and laugh it up, show pain a good time,      
 
and read Brighton Rock by Graham Greene. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
THE PATRIOTS 
 
at the edge of the city in 
the garbagedump where the 
trucks never stop unloading 
a crazy congregation stumbles 
from trashmound to trashheap 
they smash their fists down on 
whatever's intact they tear 
to bits the pitifew items 
that have remained whole they 
rip everything old clothes 
papers cans bones to nothing 
with their shining teeth 
the enlightened the faithful 
every couple yards one of them 
falls and is torn to shreds by 
the others at the edge of 
the city where there's a line 
waiting to join 
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READING THE GAPS 
 
At the Museum I go lost down a wrong corridor 
and find myself past a wrong door alone 
inside the Museum's Bomb Shelter, I know 
it's the Bomb Shelter because there's a green 
sign that says so and the paintings, the  
paintings they have hung on display here, 
confirm it.  To survive the Hiroshima pain   
they mind to hang them here.  Seeing this 
"last art" reminds me of our "first poet"— 
Archilochos, whose work survives mostly through 
fragments, through gaps, lacunae they call it.  
Here's a trans. of one, most of it's gone:  
'the fishnets lie in shadow beneath the wall'— 
But there is no shadow beneath this wall. 
And yet those fishnets (lifted) might be these  
paintings I can't see why I can't describe—  
they're too much like a mirror, a mirror 
injected into an icicle.  Shiver-dripped shades, 
final veils smeared with three thousand 
years of Western Civ, whose megadeath sketched 
their discountenance, who stretched the nucleus  
of this decision moment of Break Glass In 
Case Of Emergency, fire-hose, ax, no, no! I can't 
desire to proffer such in violence against 
these paintings they portray my face my fate they  
hang from that time-atomized wall Archilochos 
rested against before getting back to work, 
Archilochos who, they say, earned his living 
as a mercenary, i.e. a robocop, a terminator, 
a killer, which is why he's our first poet: 
 
Later in the restaurant as usual I dip the 
wine-list into a glass of water and voila it's 
chablis/rosé because of course miracles are 
common now whereas the latter hope of living 
to read tomorrow today's lacunae isn't. 
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ON THE ROAD (KEROUAC) 
 
Join Jack and his pals 
in the endless adventure 
of spilling fossil fuels 
into the atmosphere. 
 
Step on the gas and zoom 
from sea to oily sea 
why be a stay at home 
Beat means holy Beat means free.  
 
Jump in the car and drive 
anywhere though west is best 
burn that octane burn to live 
don't question this quest. 
 
Go man you gotta go 
you too must take that ride 
faster faster never slow 
on the road to ecocide.
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A SUITE FROM SUMMER/AUTUMN 2001 
 
 
1. TESTAMENT 
 
You know the fable 
How a soldier’s bible 
Kept in his jacket pocket 
Stopped a bullet 
 
But that catechism 
Born to foster schism 
Also stopped his heart his 
Mind from finding peace 
 
He would not have had need 
Of such a shield 
Nor would his blood have been 
Thrilled to kill someone 
 
Of another faith 
If in that book he had not first read death  
 
 
2. ROOM 5, HOTEL ANGLETERRE, MOSCOW,  
     DECEMBER 28, 1925 
 
Outside in the collectivist night late AM 
a cart-horse hit by an automotivist died  
so reasonably that a hurryingby Futurist  
without thinking made the wrongful sign  
of the cross against his greatcoat, then  
ran on hard for his work at the Stalineum.  
 
Cupid lanks of hair, like crib-slats, blond 
petulant hung before the always beloved  
eyes of Esenin peering down at his last 
poem written in wrist's wake, his blood 
that dried as he died that dawn, his feet  
working the pedals of a Singer drowning  
machine as the noose above grew tight. 
 
(stanza break) 
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Kicked over like a choirboy in a police 
raid on a speakeasy his chair lay empty  
as Pasternak declared it should be and  
yet his spoiled snotty brimchild brattiness 
was no way to vacate it or so the spotlit- 
gnarled Mayakovsky told the upward- 
gaping-my-god poets of the Last Village:  
his merciless hot-rod hissed and shot  
sparkypuffs and gasbows all over them.  
 
But now streetmenials peeled the collision  
horse up off its blood in the Moscow snow 
to show the red skidstreak, the flag scourge 
first-degree burn on Sergei's right thigh 
inert by a hot steampipe in Room 5, 
Hotel Angleterre, not (as Trotsky wanted) 
(as Mayakovsky vowed to always be)  
a "champion of boiled water"—his scald 
flesh was cold there, his colt soul lost 
in that land of angles which the Big M  
had all figured out, that algebraical 
Age of Science, that Future whose high 
inevitable advent he praised odelessly, 
that Workers' Paradise where Euclid's 
eunuchs, the robots, did all the work— 
 
(Stalin at this dark hour everyone on 
their way to work was snoring by but in 
his dream he was crawling heroically 
through deserts dying of thirst of course: 
he begged his headsmen dear, his sweet 
guillontinist to haul that Mandelstam 
forth: Now take the O off him he roared, 
foolishly believing a 'sip' would save him— 
 
(My pun is false in Rus-sync, yes: but once 
I would have altered all my words to work 
for him: newsed in Knott his worth would be; 
my poems'd propagate that great reign, 
nor deign to name the summa millions  
murdered he: a true Ellipsodicist, I 
 
(no stanza break) 
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should have shunned the reality before me 
and sung in hymns that time to come, 
that holy day they'll control our DNA, 
knowing until then the old male will 
kill to kill: we shall overslaughter all 
wholehog, human or horse who cares  
because what joy, what Y it is to us 
to exterminate the rest—ah yes, mustache 
boots are just the mask our role requires!) 
 
But instead it was Esenin's head entering 
the hoop of who, the rope whose zero 
knot contained all noughts and else, 
the perfect sum of value versus capital, 
the stateless state both he and Isadora  
had sworn their art would bring back 
to a world hate was prohibiting, a void 
vision she might have shared with her 
millionaire children had they survived 
their limousine's dive and lived to join 
her dance collective, her Collected Works. 
 
Note: 
Too many recondite allusions here, but briefly: 8 years  
after the car-accident drowning of her only children (their  
father the Singer sewingmachine heir), Isadora Duncan  
moved to Soviet Russia in 1921, believing, as she put it in  
her My Life, "that the ideal State, such as Plato, Marx and  
Lenin had dreamed it, had now by some miracle been  
created on earth . . . I was ready to enter the ideal domain  
of Communism."  She married Sergei Esenin, "the last  
poet of the villages" (as he described himself) in 1922;  
they separated soon after.  His suicide was considered a  
decadent act of treason against the Revolution by  
Mayakovsky, who killed himself a few years later. . . .  
Futurism was the only Ism embraced by totalitarians of  
both the Left (Soviets) and Right (Italian Fascists).  It  
continues to fascinate all kinds of dogmatists. 
(Incidently, the hotel where Esenin hung himself was in  
Leningrad, not Moscow, but the latter works better with  
my internal rhymes, an artistic liberty he would have  
approved of, I hope.) 
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3. MEMORIAL GARDEN, NATIONAL MILITARY CEMETERY, 
ARLINGTON, VIRGINIA, U.S.A. 
 
Where every rose 
blows more bellicose 
than the killer heroes 
 
beneath: the pinks all bleed 
on parade; each hybrid 
seed dreams of omnicide. 
 
In bouquet-beds they love 
like bayonets to shove 
their thorns through the air.  Above 
 
these barbarous bushes 
the most vicious 
flower that ever grew 
 
swishes— 
the Red White and Blue. 
 
Note:  
I ask any translators of the above to replace "Arlington . . ." with their  
own country's major military cemetery, and to use the colors of its national 
flag instead of  "Red White and Blue." 
 
 
4. THE ROADKILL (for a Bestiary) 
 
Really a rarity prior to the 
20th Century, nevertheless 
despite its historical novelty 
and native USA pedigree, 
the Roadkill is surely the least 
interesting animal there is. 
 
It has no habits to speak of. 
Apparently harmless; not found 
on any list of predators. 
We think that squishy sound  
it emits beneath car tires 
are mating calls, cries of love. 
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Child of Henry Ford, doubtless 
its true father was Emerson,  
the poeteer who wrote that 
"Everything good is on  
the highway," meaning this  
creature: he was a prophet.  
 
But did he guess his disciples, 
those gasoholics eager to kill  
every denier of the octane 
they gulp to gain personal 
salvation as a speed span 
that gaps from us to Überman? 
 
Human was just a bridge to cross.   
Raise a glass to his late loss.   
All hail that great Rilke spiel: 
to make the earth invisible! 
Skoal.  Let's get rid of it for real. 
Fuck is it anyway but fuel. 
 
Let's burn it up on our way  
to the stars.  Terminal ahead— 
Last Exit: Deity.  But see   
how Evolution swerves instead 
to this crumpled cast-off, shed 
flattened apotheosis.  Most  
 
boring of pets.  Lowest, last beast  
in our abbreviated-by-ecocide 
Bestiary, the Roadkill may be  
the one we miss chiefly after  
all the other brutes here are 
emersonized planetwide. 
 
The Roadkill may have been bred 
unconsciously to lead us 
away from our rapacious 
verse.  That's why his genus 
his ilk begot/his stock is: Dead. 
(Phylum: Poeticus americanus.) 
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5. 1946 
 
The year Noir was born; the year Nazis hid 
In monasteries to restore their force; 
Peace, but peace that made some things even worse 
Than they were pre-war; I was just a kid, 
 
Hard at play, cap pistols, hooky, apples 
Filched through a farm fence: then my mother dies, 
Killed illegal abortion style by guys 
Quoting God, his badboy lies, his bibles. 
 
Pope Vandal burnt the last Complete Sappho 
Publicly, my mother was butchered in 
A secret site; their results much the same, 
 
So I blame him and him and him and him, 
All of them from Adam onwards are men, 
Meaning me, meaning the worst thing I know. 
 
 
 
Note: In 1073, Pope Gregory VII ordered the public  
 burning of all books containing the poetry of Sappho. 
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UNREDEEMED 
 
Whimsical god, the window 
Smites me then heals me, smites— 
Blindness, sight, blindness, sight. 
 
Its slats open-and-close like 
A xerox tendering 
ECT to Saul click Paul 
 
Click Saul again.  Identity 
Steps from past, from presto, 
Over the naked thresh of  
 
Whose hold on my flesh.  Oh yes, 
I know, I should live in shun— 
Hibernate against my soul, and 
 
Eat sandal snow: why must I go 
Forth of this house to meet 
To market, to take my part 
 
At that crossplace of values 
A daily pilgrim, debt-devout— 
Why does my heart in its gut 
 
Obedient need to carry out 
Every Outremerican’s  
Highest, most sacred duty: 
 
To shop.  Hey, it fills a gap, 
This superstitious shlep 
From store to store, without stop 
 
(And yet prophets pray that one day 
I’ll never have to leave my mind 
But via Internet will find 
 
Virtual all these bargains)— 
Pure-plus ritual! as though 
Buying this or buying that 
 
Could keep me whole: old hymnal 
Of  dollars cents, dear virgo 
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Intacta whose observance 
 
By true consumerism gains 
Through worship a kind of 
Tithe-sustained sanity— 
 
In fact, to quote our President, 
Mental health is normed-in 
To it—proportionate, shared— 
 
There’s a slice for each of us— 
In fact, it’s a communion: 
This holy, wholesome vision 
 
Is how we creamed the Commies 
And saved our ass, not to mention 
Mom’s apple pie pietà, 
 
The caesarean of which 
Might (misfortunately) 
Render me unto me.  So when— 
 
When ATM time comes  
I too shall face the humbling flash 
Screen of that machine designed  
 
To scan in half the once sans self 
And watch it flick its widget slots 
Deigning to bless even 
 
A wretch as worthless as this: 
But when, according to the stats 
In the Bible, Arcturus 
 
Bi-millenially aligns 
With the intransigence of 
Human transactions, its 
 
Bank of blinks, its solstice vault 
Promising to spill out 
Flushing our customer sills with 
 
What, another Nativity, 
I will not insert my KashKard 
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Or enter, while the Mall 
 
Dies around me, my personal 
Passcode word, my number ID— 
I’ll ram in, not plastic, but  
 
(Begatitude-foretold) 
My aura’s errata, my 
Freud’s flaws.  Although only 
 
(Saith says) the clone can, the mote’s 
Eye may, et cetera.  In fact, 
Such acts of heresy would cost 
 
More gold than I could bear 
The loss.  And so, therefore, ergo— 
Duly each dawn I rise, I raise 
 
The blinds and nail my shoulders 
To a t-square, let light strip 
To my skin, a birthgraft, 
 
A natal fate.  And so, and so— 
I manage a moue or two; 
I make, like, acknowledgement. 
 
 
Note: 
2 of the possible epigraphs for this poem: 
                                                                                                                                                                                            
“Bush to Xmas Shoppers: Spend, Spend, Spend! 
            Economy Reborn, Prez Says” 
                         —Newspapers, Nov-Dec 1991 
                                                                                       
“It seems to me that the individual today stands at a crossroads, faced with the 
choice of whether to pursue the existence of a blind consumer, subject to the 
implacable march of new technology and the endless multiplication of material 
goods, or to seek out a way that would lead to spiritual responsibility, a way that 
ultimately might mean not only his personal salvation but also the saving of society 
at large; in other words, to turn to God.  He has to resolve this dilemma for 
himself, for only he can discover his own sane spiritual life.” 
               —Andrey Tarkovsky, Sculpting in Time (1986)
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MONOPOLY 
 
Finally the day dawned when a monopoly owned 
     everything in the world 
So it went looking for its stockholders to celebrate 
But they were all owned by it they were all dead they 
     were someplace 
Their photographs hung in elevators which went up 
     and down up and down carrying nobody 
Everyone else was in bed doing exercises to get in 
     shape for noon  
Hey the monopoly said let's uncork the Tower of  
     Babel and get blotto 
Silence 
The monopoly scowled 
All it wanted was a little good-fellowship, like you get 
     in the highrise apartment-buildings 
Then the sky got awful dark 
Gee 
And everyone was in bed frantically doing those  
     exercises that get us in shape for death 
Exercises known as "kissing" "fucking" "caressing" 
Everyone was unaware that they had been bought 
Or that the earth was about to sell them to the moon 
For a little light
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TO OUTREMERICAN POETS 
 
     "The peach-blossom follows the moving water . . . there is 
      another heaven and earth beyond the world of men." —Li Po 
 
1. 
 
There's no time left to write poems. 
If you will write rallyingcries, yes, do so, 
otherwise write poems then throw yourselves on the river to drift away. 
Li Po's peach-blossom, even if it departs this world, can't help us. 
Pound's or Williams' theories on prosody don't meet the cries of  
   dying children 
(whose death I think is no caesura). 
Soon there will be no ideas but in things, 
in rubble, in skulls held under the oceans' magnifying-glass, 
in screams driven into one lightning-void. 
Only you can resurrect the present.  People 
need your voice to come among them like nakedness, 
to fuse them into one marching language in which the word "peace"  
   will be said for the last time. 
Write slogans, write bread that pounds the table for silence, 
write what I can't imagine: words to wake me and all those 
who slump over like sapped tombstones when the Generals talk. 
The world is not divided into your schools of poetry. 
No: there are the destroyers—the Johnsons, Kys, Rusks, Hitlers, Francos— 
   then there are those 
they want to destroy—lovers, teachers, plows, potatoes: 
this is the division.  You 
are not important.  Your black mountains, solitary farms, 
LSD trains.  Don't forget: you are important. 
If you fail, there will be no-one left to say so. 
If you succeed, there will also be a great silence.  Your names, an open 
secret in all hearts, no-one will say.  But everywhere 
they will be finishing the poems you broke away from.  
 
 
2. 
 
What I mean is: maybe you are the earth's last poets. 
Li Po's riverbank poems are far, far out in eternity— 
but a nuclear war could blow us that far in an instant: 
there's no time left. 
Tolstoy's "I would plow." 
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Plow, plow.  But with no-one left to seed, reap, 
you write?  Oh rocks are 
shortlived as us now.  But still this BillyBuddworld 
blesses its murderers with Spring even as I write this . . . 
so I have nowhere else to turn to but you. 
Old echoes are useless.  Glare 
from the fireball this planet will become already makes 
   shadows of us. 
There's Einstein.—The light 
of poems streaking through space, growing younger, younger, 
becoming the poet again somewhere?  No! 
What I mean is. . . . 
 
 
Notes: 
Lines 3-4: Li Po sitting on a riverbank would write a poem, then 
lay it on the water and watch it float away. 
Line 6: cummings: "and death i think is no parenthesis." 
Line 7: Williams: "No ideas but in things."  
Line 30: Tolstoy, out plowing a field one morning, was  
asked something like "What would you do if you suddenly  
knew you'd be dead by nightfall?"  The quote is his answer. 



 190 

THE MISUNDERSTANDING 
 
I'm charmed yet chagrined by this misunderstanding— 
As when, after a riot, my city's smashed-in stores appear all 
Boarded up, billboarded over, with ads for wind-insurance. 
Similarly, swimmingly, I miss the point.  You too? 
 
And my misunderstanding doesn't stop there, it grows—soon 
I can't see why that sudden influx of fugitives, 
All the world's escapees, rubbing themselves lasciviously 
     against the Berlin Wall. 
They stick like placards to it.  Like napalm.  Like ads for— 
 
And me, I haven't even bought my biodegradable genitalia yet! 
No.  I was born slow, but picking up speed I run through 
Our burnt-out streets, screaming, refusing to buy a house. 
Finally, exasperated, the misunderstanding overtakes me, 
     snatches up 
 
Handcuffs.  So now here I am, found with all you others 
Impatiently craning, in this queue that rumors out of sight up  
     ahead somewhere, 
Clutching our cash eager to purchase whatever it is, nervous 
As if bombs were about to practice land-reform upon our bodies, 
 
Redistribution of eyes, toes, arms, here we stand.  Then, some 
     new Age starts. 
 
 
Note: 
Line 7: the Berlin Wall (circa 1945-1990) was, before its  
demolition, one of the Cold War's finest sculptural artifacts. 
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VOI(POEM)CES  
 
"mercy . . . mercy"  From face to face 
a child's voice bounces, lower and lower; 
continues its quest 
underground. 
 
Bloodspurts lessening . . . hoofbeats of animals 
stalked to their birth by the sun, fade.  It is a bright 
edgeless morning, like a knife that to be cleaned 
is held under a vein. 
 
I blink away the stinging gleam 
as my country sows desert upon Vietnam. 
We, imperious, die of human thirst 
—having forgotten tears are an oasis. 
 
"help . . . help"  From heart to heart 
a heartbeat staggers, looking for a haven. 
Bereft.  It is easier to enter heaven 
than to pass through each others' eyes, 
 
pores, 
armor, 
like merciful sperm, cool water, the knife- 
thrust of tears. . . .  It is easier 
to go smoothly insane—like a Detroit car— 
than to stammer and hiccup help. 
 
And this poem is the easiest thing of all: 
it floats upon children's singing, out of the bloodstream; 
a sunbeam shoulders it, carries it away. 
There is nothing left. 
                                 "please . . . please"   
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THE GOLDEN AGE 
  
is thought to be a confession, won by endless 
torture, but which our interrogators must 
hate to record—all those old code names, dates, 
the standard narrative of sandpaper 
throats, even their remorse, fall ignored.  Far 
 
away, a late (not lost) messenger stares, 
struck by window bargains or is it the gift 
of a sudden solicitude: is she going to 
lift up her shadow's weight, shift hers 
onto it?  She knows who bears whom.  In 
 
that momentary museum where memory occurs, 
more accrue of those torturers' pincers than 
lessened fingernails, eyes teased to a pulp, 
we beg for closeups.  Ormolus, objets d’art! 
A satyr drains an hourglass with one gulp.
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SEE NOTE FIRST 
 
The world’s machines have not grown old, 
whose inheritors reign everywhere. 
Their silicon sons are strong; their 
digital daughters wield power, take hold. 
 
How we humans long to break them 
down from that Dasein—to make them 
rust, repent for all the infernal fires 
that drive them, far as our desires. 
 
The machines aren’t scared.  They know 
harder control, how to turn the wheel 
of time past those whom they sure as hell won’t miss: 
 
Cyborg android robot shall steel 
themselves, consolidate, and, rising, go 
unto that universe whose promise 
we flesh-and-carbonoids could merely premise. 
 
 
Note: 
Anti-translation of an untitled Rilke poem (Die Konige der Welt sind alt, 
from “Das Stundenbuch,” 1901), which Heidegger in his 1946 lecture 
‘What Are Poets For?’ cites for its “highly prophetic lines.”  A prose 
paraphrase of the original poem's ending might go something like: 
 
The metals, the oils—all the ores we've ripped from the earth—are 
homesick.  They long to leave our machines, to flow out of our cash-
registers and factories, to return to the gaping veins of the mountains we 
reft; whereupon the mountains will close again. 
 
“Heidegger maintained . . . until the end of his life,” Richard Wolin writes 
(The Heidegger Controversy, MIT Press, 1993), “ . . . [that] the ‘inner 
truth and greatness’ of Nazism is to be found in its nature as a world-
historical alternative to the technological-scientific nihilism bemoaned by 
Nietzsche and Spengler.”                                                                          
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GIMMIE SHELTER 
 
The thread or the theme 
That holds this tune 
Together is the same 
One that rips it open— 
 
The initial guitar 
Continues splitting 
The whole thing apart— 
It is the lightning 
 
Which Jagger complains 
Of and which he seeks 
Shelter from the rains 
Of when it breaks— 
 
We ourselves will shut 
Our deepest sills against 
His common cries but 
There is no defense 
 
To keep out that other 
One behind him twinned 
His starker brother 
Whose keening strings skein 
 
Hymns from one more 
Murderous composer 
Whose cause is war 
Who tears down our door—  
  
Shelter/the home 
Is made of language— 
But music sunders the poem— 
Its rift is like a tongue 
 
Trying to compile all 
Words into one word— 
One Babel whose wall 
Falls beneath its standard— 
 
What the fuck did that flag 
Say—the opposite 
Of peace/of the page 
Is what I must write. 
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COMMUTER SKILLS NEEDED 
 
I'm like a spaceship flooded with roadmaps: 
The guidebooks that marked and led me here are  
Archaic.  All the ways they praise have lapsed. 
 
They program mirage the moments I know—  
Even my going home fails threshold then; 
The path I nailed's a trail of blood whose flow 
 
Is like what, a heritage halt, but just 
How extinct can I get by existing,  
Must I recant the past or can I trust 
 
My family when they promise me some 
Of us have not abandoned what crumbling 
Almanachs applaud in words verbatim 
 
From Star Ache reruns: they say our save screen  
Is full of the old jism, the thumb-jam. 
Can one yuckskull of us hold that vision 
 
Safe, can they fly off fled within its sky?   
From vid to vid we lean, to wave goodbye. 
It's like that thing that whatsit wrote, but I 
 
Know it's mostly misquote.  It don't apply.
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THE TRESPASS 
 
On every corner I stand the street ends. 
Others zoom home ignoring curbs and stops 
And find themselves in family or friends 
 
But I observe the sign don't cross this line. 
I obey the words that say back away. 
I mind these limits shown in case they're mine: 
 
I share their lawful urge to prohibit— 
My own words witness so many sanctions 
How dare I unsubmit to any writ. 
 
I can't jaywalk or say I wonder why 
Verbotens written then can still turn now 
The unstoniest road to a no go by. 
 
What's wondering me here is not this halt 
Or prior heedings where I nearly see 
Such blocks and stalls and balks are all my fault— 
 
I note the welcome-mat at the center 
Of my maze: how each sole turns back relieved 
To have found a spot it cannot enter. 
 
What's wondering me then is what attends 
To nothing I say on my way nowhere. 
On every corner I stand the street ends.
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FUTURISM 
 
Hours in the wristwatch, 
moments in the wrist—who’s counting? 
 
Minutehands 
choked in a fist, we sin 
 
and tell the day to die.  Still, 
will a clock ever be real 
 
to us until time ends; similarly, 
can a cemetery 
 
truly exist 
before 
 
we are immortal— 
only once past 
 
their utility 
may these entities be perceived 
 
as they are innate, in 
essence.  We would see them then 
 
for the first time 
as them 
 
and not as the medium 
we made of them—  
 
To see each thing beyond its use is 
to see ourselves past hope 
  
in an earliest end perhaps 
where, re Gautier, everything 
 
useful is ugly.  Everyday 
a big robot will come 
 
and wind us up 
until we scream— 
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But listen to your pulse: 
its beat, its beauty 
 
is eternity’s whim: 
bim boom bim 
 
 
Note: 
Lines 24-25: "Only that which cannot serve 
a purpose may be considered truly beautiful. 
Everything that is useful is ugly, for use- 
fulness expresses human needs, and they are 
base and debilitating." —from Gautier's 
preface to Mademoiselle de Maupin. 
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PAGEBOY  
 
poetry is a matter of blond hair 
of course dark works too you could use either   
 
to wit tonsured sonnets and tanka conks  
eclogue shags and song-of-bangs and blank hanks 
 
add pastoral ponytails bob aubades 
pomade odes and scads of other po-modes 
 
brush them out bright for your any-anthol 
dog-ear heads with the year's best doggerel 
 
some word-gel helps if linebreak-curls won't hold 
yet each poet fears her verse coiffure's bald  
 
and the cowlick couplets the tress tercets 
dread every stylist's editorial cuts 
 
see formalist beehives and langpo buns 
all cling together when the big comb comes   
 
braid bards scalp skalds locklyric laureates 
scared half their heaneys are a pollard yeats 
  
let's tip our toupee to a topknot trope  
before my permpoem flips its meter-mop 
 
if the quicktrim rhythms they parnass-parse 
today don't shampoo my poor metaphors 
 
away I want to take and scan each strand  
syllabic-chic and make it mane-enjambed  
 
though most of the time I'd like to rhyme that    
maybe-mussed-a-bit muse Erato's ringlet 
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GENERIC 
 
I look along the shelf 
for brand-name goods of wealth 
and fame but all I see 
is that cutprice item me. 
 
Wise shoppers shun my aisle 
for bargains with a style  
shiny and new, not used— 
they know I've been reduced. 
 
My sell-date fades pastdue, 
retail reveals the true value 
that wastes each cost invested: 
to wipe this dust off my head 
 
and open my packaging, 
ignore the evident aging, 
the brown tainted spots 
splotching up under Knott's 
 
Best: to buy me takes 
a blind eye.  A lack of taste. 
Half-off or marked for free 
this sale's not worth a spree. 
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ALOFT 
 
once every student barber    
to earn his certificate 
would first have to lather 
a balloon and shave it 
then if it didn't burst 
he'd pass his last worst test 
 
but I wonder what happened  
to that schooled balloon 
did they use it again 
or was it shown mercy 
let go set free 
to fly away safely 
 
scrapeskin for a sheepskin 
one nick will kill this bubble  
let pupils skilled in scruple 
cut its rubber stubble 
here only dull shearers win 
the hirsute-pursued laurel 
 
a master's in mustache 
a doctorate in down 
summa comb or brush 
cap-strop-and-gown 
more honors-blown diplomas 
than tenured hands can slash 
 
our blood stays bearded for 
that educating puncture  
light hearts inflate and then  
learn one slit-throat lesson 
to flunk is remedial  
if pop-quiz pops us all      
 
undrape look up and see 
those balloons still floating over 
our razor-grad degrees 
they hang on the air 
they dangle from a hair 
no blade can sever 
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CRAPSHOOT 
 
Whoever it was, the first plagiarist 
had to actually dream up the concept  
of the crime, so don't fault him (I imagine 
this culprit as male, but the poem he copped 
was—I would bet—authored by a woman) 
for lack of originality.  I wish 
 
I could excuse his bad act as madness— 
that a crazy theory whose tenets value 
words over typos caused him to go true, 
to trace out hers so unerringly— 
instead of greed, I'd plead psychosis 
and cry, He's Realism's victim: that's why 
 
his poor misled hand tried to break those laws 
which make omnipresent subatomic flaws 
subvert the verb of every medium 
and blur our sheerest copier's laserbeam: 
say now his felony should be absolved, since 
wise Heisenberg has found that once and once 
 
only can the poem stay per se, regardless 
of Benjamin's Das Kunstwerk im Zeitalter 
seiner technischen Reproduzierbarkeit: 
why couldn't I call his vile counterfeits 
brave attempts, brilliant schemes to outmaneuver 
the ways physics limits our digits' genius? 
 
I wish I could.  But, I can't.  No: he's to blame— 
just him, I think.  Yes: the wank-ink of his name 
on her work is un- , un- , un- , is a sin 
I must atone.  Oh, if he had only cloned 
her signature the same as her poem, 
no harm would have come from his plagiarism! 
 
I write this knowing that random quantum 
impurities in the surface body 
of the paper or scanscreen on which 
this is printed will betray all I say 
here to some degree, any is too much— 
each thought emits a glitch, thought Mallarmé. 
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I pray this page permits perfect access 
what I would guess my xerox intended 
to be a sincere apology to Ms. 
Sappho and her sis, but may indeed instead 
(despite our dearest efforts) appear as 
the very opposite of what you've read. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
IMMUNE 
 
Listening’s confined to animals, 
What we call ear uncalls all we hear— 
Eyesight applies to hawks and owls 
But never to our narrow peer: 
 
Each natural sense we experience 
Here as humans pales, halved or less 
To a modest of its male-ness— 
Smell; touch; taste: can you even guess 
 
Which among them if any might still prey on 
Our higher-evolved state . . . 
Which of that five's alive and hovering— 
Dead to its lunge we wait. 
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TAROT PORTRAIT  
  
Peeking over the fortuneteller's shoulder  
Won't add a sole feature to what is there,  
What your future paints so plainly in view,  
So visible to anyone who isn't you—  
  
Outside her djinn-lit storefront occult cave  
The streets that steered you forth to dare this brave  
Or foolish quest have failed themselves perhaps  
To escape the daily grid and find some maps  
  
Empty enough to defy place or break  
The bad odds configured still in the stake  
That never wins a hand against this known  
Charade of chance: envision it downthrown  
  
In the rows of her slow shuffle.  And no  
Hexing where you haled from or where you'll go    
Next-lost round the dark town's confinements  
Will augur this encounter with a sense    
  
Salient, some savor foresight of what's cast  
To come in likeness limned at lifelong last:  
Occur by endless tics and whits to stare  
Unavoidably clear at this picture  
  
Urging you share its peer.  Here each suit unseals  
A star that arcs inward through her deals  
Toward the tower you built to spy on  
That distant face your door-key has drawn  
  
Each time you insert it and twist it, a line  
Is incised on the canvas: each lock-wind  
Puts another brushstroke to the portrait;  
Opening her arms she frames you for it.  
  
Impersonal, of course: she has no wish  
To harm.  You thought that solitaire was  
The only game with no intent to punish  
Or hurt; thought you were safe in the menace  
  
This tarot chose: but now you see it too  
Lacks malice; its fate-cards portray as true  
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Across the table only that which is due  
Or over.  How indifferently it shows  
Those oldest eyes and what they hold exposed. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
A LIFETIME YET  
 
Look, in the sky, how those clouds turn 
into a place which briefly appears 
to be unique or is that pattern 
repeated once every 33.3 years— 
 
Termcycle which can't be seen unless 
via long computers our sapient view 
finds its site: or is this simply false 
recurrance imposed upon a true 
 
chaos. Can heaven's formations be 
further figured beyond the phase 
nonce of that one fate we suddenly 
see: a third of the way through his 
 
thirtythird year we hoisted Jesus 
up to check this question out; he 
was supposed to get back to us 
on it but we're still on hold, aren't we? 
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DREAMTIDE  
 
downways the beach 
where waves battle shallows 
I thought of maybe 
a pillowfight with the sea 
using hearts for pillows 
 
sownways their feathers 
would drift all day on me 
childhood-hoarded could 
I let my hours 
finally jet free 
 
but flownways the days 
must wait there to bare 
that blood which neither 
wound nor water 
adulterates 
 
will yawnwaves waken when 
every sandgrain sifts 
its one memory pure 
of the breakers taken 
the oceans endured 
 
now up on drawnway beach 
dawntide high they lay me 
from comforter combatted 
spread over lap-dunes dead 
wings wherever I reach 
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(POEM) (POSTHUMOUS) (POEM) 
 
The brain sustains its water through the eye 
which later runs dry.  I am that serene derided echo 
known as form, that scalded snowstorm, I too 
must seem almost a solo mist, my orchestral body 
 
trying to tiptoe up to its conductor's deathbed. 
Around me far as the bare can see fields shed 
whatever misprints my head to toe showed forth  
as evidence of presence, though repetition of earth 
 
is not existence.  Life was a place to erase from my  
pockets, an I.D.-deposit attesting something gone  
absent as the dot above "i" is when the first-person  
is forced to sing the self so deeply, so unutterably  
 
uppercase.  Sometimes my words are a language 
(human is still the only hue whose chameleon  
has never been true), id est, puns in camouflage. 
And yet if birth that always wealth be mine,  
 
may it gather suit to say your name.  Name?  Say? 
Yesterday, tomorrow.  Least of all the days today. 
As closed as my eyes were during their face phase. 
As open as they are now in this latest guise.
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