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Intro Note: 
 
My thanks to every translator of Rilke into English, 
 
and my apologies to every lover of Rilke for  
 
these homages in my own hand.
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SURETIES 
 
The police see you, but it doesn’t. 
Indifferent to return your gaze, 
And therefore free.  You will never be 
Able to smash it sufficiently 
To erase the stasis it makes in space. 
 
Rilke’s “Apollo,” this is.  Headless limbless, 
A tortoise that has retracted everything 
Into its obdurate lair, defiant den. 
Only the gods are as patient through lenses. 
 
You dance like wallpaper thawing its father 
And still you lack that proof-in-all, that aloof 
Olympian ennui, the sniper’s prize. 
 
As long as change is your life it will shun you. 
No shot will shut your target torso. 
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RILKE (SEBASTIAN) 
 
He lies where he stands, he stands there as if 
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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Note: 
I read Neue Gedichte through Paz: Modernism as the Critical Tradition. Rilke means 
"New" the same way Pound does later when he too is driven to find a fashion stern and 
rigorous and ascetic and saintlike enough (Imagism) to free him from the terrifyingly-
androgynous decadence of the Symbolist embrace. Rilke's version of new in the Neue 
is really Neo-Parnassianism, isn't it?  Gautier's L'Art: the poem as sculpture; Rodin's: 
the sculpture as poem.  Cold.  Hard.  Priapic.  (In theory.) 
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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. 
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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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(CRIBSONG) 
 
can the dandled infant sense 
when time's tall animal 
will maladroitly spill 
his frons of innocence 
 
shall butterfingers shun 
that fall whose one mistake 
makes each baby brain break 
its meek fontanel eden 
 
was god the klutz that let me 
land headfirst splatborn splayed 
today's adult once prayed 
beastlike on his fat knee 
 
what clumsy bungling rage 
as Rilke trained beware 
in his poem Der Panther 
runs evolution's cage 
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which creature cuddly come 
bids parents lose their grip 
and every cradle's urge to tip 
rockabye your cranium 
 
so try to be like Rilke 
the lucky little bastard 
the kid who oops was daily 
dropped not down but upward 
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RILKE (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. 
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RILKE (BUDDHA II) 
 
Kingdoms overflowing with karmic fault, 
Traumas of state, murder-lief and slavery, 
Are here secreted to gold: alchemy 
Drips its dews on our pilgrim shoes: sieg halt! 
 
Snatched from daubling lobes and toast-raised hands, 
Tossed in a kiln can such kitey-high brows, 
What lustful metals raised this transubstance 
From their impure base, announce his res grows? 
 
No one knows.  Somehow he got here, nevermind 
The source we seek in meager things like house 
And hammer, hoping his Amen bloodline 
Can be found in lost items, by the tools we 
Set aside unthinkingly: may they occupy 
Our sills those days we stray from dailiness. 
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AFTER RILKE 
 
As the year falls in autumn 
to repeat the tree’s chaos 
again on the ground, to 
reiterate its meaningless 
 
in a sequence called status: 
so dissimilar clouds already 
multiformulate themselves 
from previous contraband— 
 
traffic of leaves redundant, 
instinct-migrant heaven: every 
day I rip from my nipples 
 
a calendar’s cleavage, I lie 
clinging to lays.  Lord the 
summer was mostly waste. 
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RODIN'S THINKER (pentasyllabics) 
 
To reduce my thought 
to none is my aim 
to spite the trite name 
that bit chisel brought 
 
me knee elbow bound 
thick fist to forehead 
pedestal pasted 
niched on no good ground. 
 
Even Rilke was 
caught by the craft curse 
of this forger, this 
 
make god.  May steeples 
hoist up our pure souls 
to people their walls. 
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