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The poems in this book are fictional.   
Names, characters, places and incidents  
are either the product of the author’s  
imagination or are used ficticiously.  Any  
resemblance to actual events, locales or  
persons, living or dead, is entirely  
coincidental. 
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INTRO NOTES 
 
* 
I got interested in this form around 1970, and published several in my 1974 book, Love 
Poems to Myself, and then more in the ones that followed: Rome in Rome (1976), Becos 
(1983), Outremer (1989), The Quicken Tree (1995),and The Unsubscriber (2004). 
 
* 
Why "quatorzains" rather than "sonnets"?  I feel superstitious about using the latter term.  
I feel defensive and or resentful: only real poets write sonnets, and I'm not a real poet, am 
I.  No, I'm a—a poet-biscuit. 
 
* 
The order of the poems is random, with a few obvious exceptions.
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AUTUMN MOON 
 
The tick hops  
in and out of the clock, 
the tock never budges.   
 
I just carefreed my clothes,  
but can they  
traverse their own buttonholes,  
pass through 
 
into a new suit,  
a transformation  
of the case— 
 
And watching it 
ever was, must  
I deface (like a sunflower  
duelling an asterisk) this? 
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MIRACLE 
 
you know it's wane when you find the one 
your omens unlocked seven events for 
and in the cries of our sweet vendors 
avalanche is added to snow cone 
 
the dream immersed in ouch-like confetti 
bursts to gather the given and yet 
to crouch meaningfully is difficult while 
your gut's authorities bicker in their bile 
 
but if life happens on other planets 
without the help of Santa Claus pets 
why do we need such monsters here 
on long nights impaled by freight-car slivers 
 
you yourself half calf-idol half full-tank 
know not what to make of it all awake 
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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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SPITE FATE 
 
I sometimes muse a scene I can't for life say why: 
A dancer, who has overslept, rushes by rote to dress 
And ready a face all in a style obviously posthaste— 
See her running to catch the train, late-panicked. 
 
She's unprepared as you or me, as virgin-awkward, 
Each time we find ourselves under and in a fumble 
For the unnatural rigor of alarm-clocks or those 
Damned thumb-blind buttonholes. . . . Is it, do I fear 
 
Her second-knowledge gained from years of training; 
How that slow-gathered grace of artifice still 
Outstrips us and is what will remain beyond our 
 
Daily demeaning of some other, this daydream 
Scenario that fails to compensate my failure—? 
And now her nine o'clock pupils attack their barre. 
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UNMOWNKNOWN 
 
To scythe our names into 
the lawn's green until 
their cut-swath letters 
make a maze. 
 
Feet may falter to 
a standstill 
lost in the vowels' 
circular forays. 
 
Strut-path consonants 
lead true for a bit but 
finally we 
 
concede to chaos its 
grass where passage is 
anonymous always. 
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SIDESHOW    (to RS) 
 
Announced by your nakedness you appear 
The fold avert their blindfold eyes 
Your rain-fossil skin lit by ajars 
Of perfume (blood's-lace) 
 
At least a murderer doesn't have to boo his shadow 
You vow beneath barbarous marquees 
Whose leaves have fallen 
To placebo your profile 
 
And if he keeps a pinkie raised while slashing those disciples 
Together you and him must flee 
Over an earth-to-earth carpet of kisses 
 
Leaving me to play the mirror's old shell-game 
Hot for what it holds in hide 
By shifting its faces thus 
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FEASTFROM 
 
on the table the knife hates 
to be dripped on by wounds 
it hasn't made 
 
the meal lies obedient 
it does not rise 
from its triunal placement 
 
whataya you want 
the chef sneers 
tell insert name 
I'll have the same 
 
flat as a sun plate meat waits 
in pain to have learned 
only a zebra can go 
through the slicer whole 
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POEM 
 
I am a jeers 
of my own years now, 
a hollow scoff.  
 
The day in hour to its night 
knows more of my 
than I. 
 
A sage, a prat, what else 
have I got 
to say that ain't. 
 
May night once here 
near what's there 
in hour today 
 
and find its own 
way from mine. 
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BACKWARDS 
 
The moment I was born 
I started counting 
backwards 
from a hundred, 
 
hoping that rote 
would reverse 
this sudden painful 
wakefulness 
 
and return me to sleep, 
to comfort and time 
in my warm womb bed, 
 
but unfortunately 
I haven't as yet 
reached 99. 
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ANGER VIOLENCE 
 
for emptiness to completely 
surround me my object 
must cease first 
 
if emptiness would spell out 
what it witnesses 
as it surrounds me 
 
my objections 
to it would cease 
 
who has seen the emptiness 
around me hide its object in me 
must cease first 
 
or else exist 
 
why this thrust 
these hands that go-fists so quickly 
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FINISHED 
 
what if you 
prefixed beautiful 
with a ball throw 
 
on my grave throw 
a bell and a bowl 
to represent hollow 
 
hollow or silent 
in the end we all 
lack instrument 
 
ring the bell fill 
the bowl throw 
the ball until 
 
its beauty is over 
its word through 
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LIKE 
 
Like gloves inflicting seesaw on 
a piano I assume I must be tied down 
though the flaws of lassoes console me. 
 
Like frenzy after bare music, I rise. 
Like a veinous essence drained by vines. 
 
The matchstick mattress lovers lie on, 
Visionvulsion of sweat's features on stone, 
Sweat dripping from a sundial. 
 
Line drawn by false oars of evening; horizon. 
Near-nipple tension. 
Sphinx poles posit this Mapplepose. 
 
Like grapes the brow has deserted, 
Whitewash hues, thrill silence. 
Vertigo of a bird above tundra. 
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FROM 
 
I go for oops on 
the down one 
 
a lull goes by 
I follow 
 
the mirrorbits 
glued in my armpits 
 
from the flush of 
dawn to the thrush of evening 
 
trousers spuming 
around my ankles 
 
shed by waves of life 
I wade proceeding  
 
I seem to evolve in sympathy 
with my tedium 
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POEM 
 
when he woke in bed 
it was 12 by the stones 
that fell on his head 
 
it was none by the night 
and all done by the day 
in either case it was too late 
 
now a picture of his pores 
handpainted on his bones 
may show the way to others 
 
shuttergrids of his face 
promise pretty much that 
yes he existed times space 
 
his cup was both hands full 
you can see it in the photo 
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[TOPPLED] 
 
under the statue of It 
lie the crumbles 
of What 
 
in the parkinglot 
the new models wait 
spotless 
 
I teeter 
between the two 
eithers 
that beat me 
 
or else I lie 
beneath the daily 
debris this pedestal 
lets fall 
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POEM 
 
I have a wind-up alarm clock  
and at the exact moment it stops  
ticking I wring the key intensely, 
knowing the few seconds it takes  
 
to complete this act may be  
the only lapse in time, the only  
alleviation: what has the clock  
enjoyed in its brief vacation or  
 
coffeebreak; I envision lunch  
excursions outdoors in a sunny  
plaza of feasting vendors while 
 
the tightrope shadows highrises  
throw across streets meet and try  
to prop support our wobbly feet. 
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TAUTOLOGICAL 
 
I am not happy at present. 
I have never been happy. 
Has anyone ever been happy— 
 
The syllogism does not follow. 
There are others like me 
Who have never been happy, 
 
But we are a minority. 
Most people have been happy 
At least once in their life: 
 
Maybe I too could be happy 
If the few who are like me 
In never having been happy 
 
Would all become happy 
And leave me alone, unique. 
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PERSPECTIVES 
 
all the horizon's lines are waver 
like water age stained edge pages 
turned rapidly till the book at hand 
is the one we see out there 
 
impatient to read further than 
we can through sluttish papercuts 
and spill the toehold unless its 
landscape takes the quote route 
 
allowance the order of my say 
ramblethorn today and torn tomorrow 
does our rest assure need a refill 
 
the statue of X was placed carefully 
for display inside his skeleton's ribcage  
the latter at least was lifesize 
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THE MESSAGE 
 
what if you're  
on call waiting 
and the puter- 
person chirps 
 
please standby  
you're next in line 
and then you start  
to worry that 
 
the one ahead  
of you is you 
and worse than that 
 
what if that's all 
you called to say 
in the first place? 
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I LIVE ON THE LOWEST 
 
ledge it's still fatal 
to fall from while 
 
my neighbor on 
the below-one 
 
merely loses any 
skeletal integrity 
 
and lives to stab coupons 
for lowyield posterity: 
 
he's lucky 
compared to me 
 
and to all 
the tenants above me 
 
because when we fall 
we die.  
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QUEST 
 
Hooking itself on a penis of alas, 
certainly the waste won't acquaint us. 
 
Yet grapes the glassblower finds wicked 
may pass through fishgills quickly; 
 
so a rose in its vein is a niche 
nearer another no longer at reach. 
 
More mail stamped with confetti comes. 
Why does the carrier not care? 
 
But I prefer a gravel of nutshells— 
if my bare soles are to be hurt 
 
let it be by the cast-offs of growth, 
by seeds that swelled to cullflesh 
 
and filled each hull to burstness: 
please pierce my feet with their overt. 
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[POEM] 
 
in the overcoat called Fred 
be careful where you put your head 
if you put it in the sleeve instead 
odds are you'll end up dead 
 
they'll take you to the morgue 
and dissect you like a forgue 
cut off your head and feet 
your legs below the knees 
 
the only solace being 
the overcoat called Procrustes 
will fit you exactly then 
 
if this scenario did happen 
you would be would you grateful 
for that sole consolation 
 



 

   27 

DIMINUENDO 
 
If I cannot slowly carefully lower drowned 
windowwashers down the face of highrises, 
what use am I?  And what a bad little 
good-for-me I am, regardless.  Even 
 
my hems lower their eyes at the sight of 
such remissiveness: therefore whenever 
the flesh gloats a police stick removes its 
widow’s peak.  Worlds have lost for less their keep. 
 
To fathom at random your crumbling core 
while the sun is burnishing its bullseye on 
all the margin mountains and seas whose scene 
 
we supercede each time we sneeze is like 
scratching myself with forgetful eels, asking 
is this my own, my Tennyson sinecure?  
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COUPLETCLAWS (SOLACE) 
 
For as all things bear the seed of heaven 
so is the blossom rebuked. 
 
A Babel-signal from the brain 
makes me remember my name. 
 
Can I account for every last nought 
gold's emptied into my pocket. 
 
I weigh my world on either hand 
but I hand it on the neither way. 
 
The bewilder-berried bordered-path 
tastes as it goes of dark oh ness. 
 
How wry I am for show and how  
unwise for keeping.  Wow if I could  
 
only rest my head against the spots 
that float in front of my eyes, I would.  
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DAY-THE-VERGE 
 
for days the ceiling was racing 
and the silhouettes clung to seance 
the wind champed at their scornful habits 
dangling a snowflake over the edge of a mirror 
 
manholes stood on ladders to see 
a rocket fail to ignite itself on a sundial 
while a slim coitus of wands held the room current 
must I exist in these saliva-idle breaths 
 
fever chalks the roofs where 
I imagine my venom is at home 
with everyone tidy in their thimble poses 
it's like pricking your finger with lambs 
 
now I sleep where oceanmere falls 
exile exile to the instant islands of my pulse 
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ELEVATIONS 
 
Things that announce themselves 
from faraway, like thunder or death, 
are good to end a poem with. 
 
An elevator with no floors grips 
that gordian space Borges called 
Aleph: in the story of the same name 
 
as not I can be found expounding 
the heresy that no poet's words empty 
any cavity other than my heart-well! 
 
Higher lower the pleady ones go. 
Every edge will find its echo. 
 
A valley filled with rusting padlocks: 
on the hills around it keys brood 
glaring down at their former homes. 
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PERSONALLY 
 
I saw this screenlegend guest on TV 
promoting the need for everybody 
inbetween plugs for their latest movie 
to help out like with our ecology  
 
small daily acts each of us personally 
just little things we can do at home, one 
example is don't let the water run 
hey people! ya'know? when you brush your teeth? 
 
Sometimes I remember that admonition, 
and then sometimes I grumble beneath 
the bristles, under frothy gums and lips: 
 
Hey filmstar! love your save-the-planet tips,— 
and hey, look: my faucet's off, not on—see?— 
the least you could do is come fuck me. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

32 

LAST WISH: TO AN AMAZON 
 
Don't kill me yet 
With bow and arrow         
Through my heart— 
 
Please: I want to die  
But first grant this: 
If for that aim 
 
To better shoot 
Your right breast was cut 
Off and if that 
 
Cut-off breast still 
Exists: graft it 
—Implant-surgery  
 
It—to my chest: 
Then, shoot. 
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AFTER THE PERSIAN GULF WAR (March-June 1991) 
 
 
1.  Blitzbiz 
 
I was born to dive into a straw, swim through 
a straw, emerge from a straw— 
Sudden, glistening, the mediabreak 
made me drink ice tea in a sandstorm. 
 
Now even the core of a sleepmask digs 
in me for the place I love least to go.  Ink-length 
away, its sky the color of manacles will 
hold my toes locked to another's fingers: 
 
count up, with them, the death on them.  Memorize 
these faces propped against the hearth of an  
earthquake daily, pure propitiates.  Sweet 
 
cathedral built to pyromania's standards, 
Icarus parachutes into the midst 
of a cockfight and look! wins his feathers back. 
  
 
 



 

34 

2.  The Outremerican Religion  
 
Emerson said I must know it all firsthand. 
I can't simply take another's word for it— 
no: I must go there, experience it myself. 
But in order to go there I need a car, 
 
need gas, need oil.  Like Jack Kerouac 
I must cross the country incessantly using   
whatever-it-takes: like Elizabeth 
Bishop I must never stop traveling to see 
 
the world close-up, anti-vicariously, re 
my Outremerican masters drawn one by one 
down that road, out past that sea, unkenning 
 
the cost, not reckoning the loss of fossil 
fuels my ego entails in fulfilling this 
me-feel-or-fail, I-go-to-be philosophy. 
 
(Don't stop— 
                     indulge 
                                  my need 
                                                for unmediated 
 



 

   35 

experiential 
                    direct 
                              nonsurrogate 
—fuck periphrase!—to  
 
whom the immediacy of 
personal hands-on 
on-the-spot 
 
on-the-scene 
is vis a vis.  Is Ism/ Real— 
Artless.  Autobiographical.  Allyouall.) 
 
 
3.  Roadshow (Via Crucis) 
 
Now the Saved the Lost 
together must cross  
 
Outremerica . . . 
and down that downsome  
 
road, god we’re gonesome! 
Gas station stasis—? 
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or 'Moral Crisis'? 
Hear our war, our prayer: 
 
Oh Christian Fathers— 
Reagan, Bush—give us 
 
a nation fit to 
drive children through. 
 
In herds, 
with guns at their heads. 
 
 
4.  Garden of the Aediles 
 
It remains beneath the lids to be 
seen says memory.  Vestige is mostly 
an orchestra led by a dowser, 
veiled, a water traced in testament, 
 
thirst for it heaps each drop with desert. 
False tooth fed into a rifle, 
that distance mows us down.  Our 
lens weighs what, our faith?  Outtakes 
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droughttakes where pillars of smoke 
guide more children digging boundaries 
whose tourists long to obey 
 
any songbird's prey.  High from its wells 
they soar, branches scorched in charcoal, 
limbs perched upon a pencilsill. 
 
 
Note: 
I can't resist appending just one quote from Our Redeemer Ralph Waldo: "Everything 
good is on the highway."  (But don't forget to bring your Gulf creditcard!) 
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EL POEMO 
 
Little squiggly worms on the surface 
of my head.  I brush them off, but 
more ooze up from within; 
an endless supply it seems. 
 
All I learn turns to the belief that all 
my exhalations rise up into the sky 
to form an O which hovers there 
to watch me struggle for breath and die. 
 
I always pause to grimace at the wound, 
but the wound does not hesitate at all. 
That would be an acknowledgement. 
 
That would be a response. 
A collation of purpose, a balm, a bosom, 
even a poem perhaps. 
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I HAVE 
 
have you ever tried to apply makeup 
to a teardrop 
under kliegwater 
 
floodlit 
and the starlet 
you're trying to get fit 
 
for the premiere 
is all fidget 
and praying her 
 
tit-tape stays on 
and you have to keep saying 
stand still hon 
 
or else'll 
it'll run 
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THE LOST 
 
Those who miss themselves 
will depart from postal shelves 
to eliminate home 
from their name. 
 
Those who fly away will find 
they can envision 
a feather's features upon 
the face they left behind. 
 
Those who leave too soon 
now that faraway's full 
of neighbors will ruin 
their one chance for arrival. 
 
Even so, they're all willing to go. 
Will I in likewise kin be able to? 
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KNIFE TIMES FORK EQUALS SPOON 
 
I comb my crack with a lit fuse. 
It makes me weep my wage. 
How far I am from days 
And all the harm they do. 
 
This lust to be real 
Conceals its microbial 
Appetites.  They fare too whole, 
Their hosts are housed to earth. 
 
I love the way in graveyards 
The dead guard the dirt 
From being torn open yearly, 
 
Wracked by seed.  They save 
It from cultivation, from 
Our human need to feed. 
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SONNET READY 
 
rationally the poem 
rashomons its words 
redacts its theme 
flashbackwards 
 
the prairie has vagaries 
but the plains are vague 
sunwings soar in place 
on their dim-beat shore 
 
gold as the fumes that rise 
from a drop of acid eating 
its way down a finger 
raised to heaven 
 
I hate the homerun 
[ready for conclusion]
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REDCARPET STARLETS 
 
All shadows dream of facing klieg—the urge— 
to sag magnificent in staged wattage— 
 
that fire that squints all sight, see-dense hive— 
 
eyes cubed to one would seethe like bees 
—only the moon can tongue such honeys, 
 
or unisex models whose hair is being sucked 
into their navels for a rote secondum of time. 
 
Barked at by dimples or loined by tanlines— 
their taut skin tours the pound-sun (beadbrilliantined) 
 
down foreheads in a stream of them shines. 
 
Touch Connors and Race Gentry attend them— 
 
Where dustweevils fight the air they zoom 
sheepish desires or soughcomb for a kiss. 
 
The Premiere can shine no more than this.  
 
 
Note: Touch Connors and Race Gentry: male starlets of the 1950s. 
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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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(SONNETARY) 
 
over a tosscorps divan I drape repose 
like a condom thrown upon a rose 
to slow tear off the legs in thrashes 
of some silken centipede 
and paste them on as geiger zoomy lashes 
so my eyes can thread a need 
to bravely serve in the rapes 
and assaults of pollution against the sky 
by sucking off a castrati 
while cutting my underwear 
into animal shapes 
till gold minotaurotic sweat has no use 
but to mold my gold hair 
in my cold face's likeness 



 

46 

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. 
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IN BLACK AND WHITE 
 
I wish my lovers would stop 
pretending to be my genitalia, 
chessman's gloves flung to ground. 
 
Like a part in the hair we wander 
through to find the vaingrays of, 
the fears life uses to invent us 
are over before they're post-apres. 
 
Tonight's movie shares its marquee's 
darkness, a knife's wealth is flesh, 
poverty buys the calendar a day, 
watch smoke drift from fix-point. 
 
Seiged far by mortal forces, 
our filmstars' hurtled faces are 
anonymously first to burst theirs. 
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from 7 1/2 POEMS TO, FOR, AND ABOUT RN 
 
1.  Substitute 
 
If you have licked the whiteout off this poem, 
then it exists: go on, strip it, stroke its wordwad. 
 
Down its page-plunge, distribute our briefhood; 
my flesh is blonde, my bones must be brunette. 
 
Have I loved enough my planet’s comet habits? 
Look, how my blushes stain lambs.  Oh shame-thumbed, 
 
obelisk of hailstones, text rhymes with innermost: 
to regain that clarity whereby it kills, 
 
the vial of poison must be shaken, or jacked off— 
I have failed to decentralize my navel. 
 
Now my balding hairs are wove to make your hats; 
my toenail clippings, glued, fused, used for your shoe-soles; 
 
notice the metonymy.  I myself am composed 
of everything you excrete bleed sweat etcet. 
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4.  Buried 
 
Sometimes I think she believes in 
the Catastrophe Theory— 
that her falling into and then 
out of love with me was surely 
 
based on the trend of Nemesis 
(that changeling twin of our sun): 
each lovefall seemed as sudden, as 
doomed-to-be as the extinction 
 
of what Saurian habitat. 
Whole species annihilated— 
some, I haven't uncovered yet. 
But all, I better believe it, dead. 
 
(They'll clone that dino DNA— 
can love be revived that way?) 
 
 
5.  Long Distance Affair 
 
The saliva gathered daily 
by telephones across the world 
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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.  
 
 
6.  The Word 
 
Lower the noose into my throat slowly, careful 
as you go, don’t cause any choking until 
you reach the word you mean to kill. 
Since latence it has silenced me, since life. 
 
Threading a shoelace through a hoof’s cleft, 
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my scalp-holes will fang their follicles at 
the thought.  This means some names have a hangtongue 
tendency to persist, finish fascists, tinsellantes! 
 
Youth vanishes on those heights that relent to it. 
Even the least will finally paint yield on a face. 
(Hesitations before doormaps.  Cowerboxes.) 
Inert blurt, weighed inveigle.—(But why be mine, 
 
Why plenish a gaze with me?) Then I insert my slits 
into love/lovestyle.  The almondine vowels whine. 
 
 
7.  Succumbed 
 
I swallowed to pieces the loveletters 
and then I bandaged the luggage past 
goodbye, bon voy, we're there.  I left a sign 
stuck to me said Please Vacate Before Empty. 
 
That ought to have been enough: or the years since— 
but see each sun, all blush against the blue, 
still find me hiding, still sifting clues.  
Daily my hands are humbled by a crumb. 
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Ants add superbly their mite to me. 
I wish I did not reciprocate, did not 
as event join my weight to theirs—duties, 
 
duties! yours were the toes I loved to buzz. 
I would take my cup and raise it up you, 
till memory's name-army overcame us. 
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SACUP 
 
though the day is lingers now and longeurs 
can we still attain to its names or share 
a unicorn brassiere worn by Madonna 
who only has to glance in glass to go voyeur 
 
I wish it was that easy for the rest of us 
every private term of sweetheartment 
must have given husk to her voice 
tongueless auctioneer of ourlooms 
 
same poem not in sync with its ampersands 
Dante centipede I thought in grids of it 
I wish it was that easy to rest against 
 
he is still attending to his entrance 
so you must rise and strew an alms after 
this very day ye shall be with me in Montage-Ra 
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TRAGEDIES 
 
 
The time actors take to make up 
stalls the inevitable fall of the mask 
worn by the audience, though maybe 
a throwaway gesture will do, like 
 
goalposts with whips curled around 
them, all lashings of wit await their 
cue stage-rear where the one playing 
the door gets grafted on the wall's skin— 
 
this is only human, the halts in line, 
the queue with no A at its head.  No 
solving of the riddle today, sufficer. 
 
Romeo at age 8 or 9 kicking soccer 
doesn't know yet even in a vacuum 
one can easily stray out of bounds. 



 

   55 

SONNETAIRE 
 
what if I could 
somehow combine 
the games of 
 
solitaire 
and sonnet what 
the heck would 
the rules be for 
 
this cross pastime 
and would you 
even know if 
 
you won ahah 
last card slapped 
down first word 
or what 
 
* 
 
in the game 
of sonnetaire 
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you lay down 
fourteen lines or 
 
piles of cards 
or words as 
 
you prefer 
either combo 
 
is irrefutable 
and if you deal 
 
the permutations 
of it right 
 
you win 
a copy of the rulebook 
 
* 
 
Would it be possible to create  
a game that combines the rules  
for the sonnet and the rules for  
solitaire, an amalgam of the two,  
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with a set of guidelines one  
could be able to follow and play: 
using 52 cards and 14 lines,  
how would the mathematical  
 
interfaces work, if indeed they  
could.  Or should the term be:  
sonnetarot.  Should we 
employ that picture deck instead. 
 
Four stanzas and four suits. 
The Joker's your perfect volte. 
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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. 
 
Whose lost mastermaze 
holds this bastard, his 
likeness fossed stead fast 
 
in stone.  May steeples 
hoist up such pure souls 
to people their walls. 
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FIRST DANCE 
 
Long crumbs fall from the fado, the fade, 
I love those whom nothing may try to harm. 
I caress the plus of firsts who insist most 
on growing primary.  It augurs well the while. 
 
It angels hell the style I try to edit dumb 
each time I think of your extinct.  And yet 
the bad's my trade-coat.  The good's shrugged 
chinook from my shoulders, coolscowl. 
 
My theme flares whenever they fly kites 
at weddings to prove the sky is a false bottom, 
a trapdoor for beards to enter the ceremony: 
 
what long crumbs fall from the bride-cake. 
The tango groom wades away, swept debris. 
Slug: A new vogue for the Disaster Poem? 
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PONSONNETS 
 
* 
how far have I come 
to get to where 
I never am 
 
is said to something 
jammed against 
the thwart part 
 
unless the rhyme arrives 
its time has too 
though ineffective till 
 
reach the sill where 
there's more 
for your ponder to will new 
 
themes from when 
its own finds all 
 
* 
the bouquet resists the sobriquet 
almost successfully 
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one might say 
but no idea comprehends 
 
our faltering toe sooner than this 
and yet it is so 
 
that drought-cracks lack 
exactitude 
 
nicknames are applicable 
to the silence perhaps 
 
I guess 
but I wondered 
 
whether days died beside their hours 
or their ways 
 
* 
if every beginning 
is captured cry 
by slaves of the end 
 
will I shiver 
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like a tuningfork 
touched to a flame 
 
when my sword 
is nailed to the dawn 
with caedmon skill 
 
cigarette aligned 
to accentuate 
the cheekbone 
 
what good is  
a genesis 
confined in seed 
 
* 
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I MEET AN ANDY 
  
I'm blond which means my hair gives a shower to my face 
Or is it wasserfall or 2 leash-burgers to go oh 
Muy footbutch and anyway I am the guy right who 
En-route to AKA a fungus minuet meets an andy 
 
Which flicks back its eyelash crucifix and says 
I come to touch you all ways but en passant 
Like boohoo bruisers cruising Lost and Found Depts 
But what about Marlene about the twins who want 
 
To gaze at each other through a keyhole or Keith 
What about them the andy says get out of it that's 
No pocket for the slit-rilkes and shard-kafkas 
 
That's watching the sockhop heave the voxpop vomit 
May they meet sweeter than soon in that room 
I say and point back where the streets are full of cities 
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SUSPENSE 
 
The final page of  
everyone's book  
reveals the same  
dunnit, don't it, even  
 
Agatha Christie could 
spring no surprise 
there: nobody sneaks 
a peek at the end 
 
to see the murderer's 
identity because we 
know it and yet 
 
mysteriously 
this boring story absorbs 
us as if we didn't! 
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GREENHOUSE GARDEN 
 
Words you have to get by with alone 
are not much help on a stone path, 
captions jabbed in the dirt beneath  
flowers rarely convey our ignorance  
 
of their odors.  Our citations coin  
this world: coiled in a coitus of aspirin,  
it needs another splendor deep 
ebbed from all, which surely isn't external: 
 
that force bears whatever we can stand, 
and the echo-axe clears every ground 
the quote-gate builds.  Labeling everything  
 
the same, tie-twisting with names its aim   
to blossom we maim the poem.  Its words  
stay still in all the tongues we try. 
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EVAPORATING  INC. 
 
We want fate to be brief, to synopsize its 
boring decease of flesh with pith-worth words, short  
for existence.  Like abbreviations that suddenly 
find themselves whole, acronyms now, yet 
 
not changed a jot, I am the same and am 
something else: has my defunction occurred 
as one more whose meaning has gone from 
logo to noun?  And if a slogan, what was I 
 
a clarion for—the timor mortis forms 
between shoulderblades.  Slope for our napehairs 
to stir in their muck and speak to what is 
 
behind us supposedly (the past)—speak 
and plead our case for an experience unique 
as its purpose (which glints in every pore)— 
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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 
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A CLOSER VIEW 
 
A lighthouse up to its head in your hair 
would show more than we comprehend here, 
scenic venom.  Like a harbor of slammed 
windows and out across the path whose feet 
 
we'd further have to erase from ours if this 
picture wasn't vicious enough to include us— 
even if its lack of focus is elsewhere.  See 
the sky begat begat begat begat with birds, that cloud 
 
clapped softly in windfold now, before 
the moment were over except for your sayso. 
 
Flash exit the extremis penis once tried  
to hold, composite encroachment for  
vistas of void to inherit, where, shadow's  
transparent adjunct, I sit for its portrait. 
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THE EARCISSUS NECHO HOUR 
 
One, two, the clock extemporizes, three,  
Making it up as it goes no doubt, though I meant 
Ad lib never lives past its insouciance  
To waste mine correcting the clock's accent. 
 
Echo's late lyric seeks to feel the cheek  
Reap tears; yet if wounds refueled our blood would  
We let such forget-me-motes out of our outlets?   
Fuck me in the faceless chairlift, my ache  
 
Nature thronging your wisp.   Within the eye's  
Quicksand tapestry that quicksilver pus  
Penis directs its toward some haywire sphere 
 
Devoted to teeter-totems.  (Stemstruck 
Water's catamite, Narcissus wishes this  
Suspended animal of realm was him.) 
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MEASURES 
 
The birch-upsurge of a sapling  
separates my buttocks, pacifix  
crucifist bearing what bird:  
is my lipstick a parrot  
 
because it repeats my mouth?   
Normal in the miscellaneous 
sense, I need repairs at birth.   
Until then I'll keep stating  
 
that at peace conferences  
teacups often get chipped,  
if not actually broken.   
 
Tepid-deepened, I attempt  
to intervene with my fingers  
and force them to write this. 
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POEM PUBLISHED IN QUARRY WEST 
 
Apparently a landscape is all windows, 
but try to see what it lacks: 
imagine a wall, with moss, trees, the murmur   
of [rain presiding at a cremation]. 
 
And picture then, roadside flowers  
on a roadmap of thorns, 
thin paper 
rubbings of the first [wings] inside a seashell;  
 
poor portrait peeling off its tacks! 
This is what the dark works hard at, orphan ivory— 
some whimper-of-branches, some adorn-of-me. 
 
I am a field plowed by venetian-blinds; 
soaked in [amok], I fall; 
a proud gargoyle studies me for flaws. 
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SOMEONEOTHER 
 
Now, while memory discliplines the occasion, 
Escape and take up your life's last words. 
Let them resonate and grate, killer cipher. 
Use them to create the first or final 
 
Poem of the Outremericans, to gibber 
Through their tongue a song's stess.  Of themselves  
They are so tainted.  Their blood outruns water 
Toward some prior purer genesis. 
 
Herald laggard bard, all my protagonist 
Is my people, those to whom I word an anthem   
Which if they heard they'd hate.  Aha I see 
 
This monkey-axis or global gnome 
Has no home, no clonefolk whose screeds teach a poet 
He mustn't form such a planetary country. 
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INSIDE OUTSIDE 
 
I too will hang my coat in the closet, 
telling it to ignore the quizzical shoes  
below, their wondering mouths agape. 
 
When my ten fingers have finished 
sharing me equally amongst themselves, 
shall I at last grasp something whole— 
 
Each of my scars has been tattooed on 
an egg, then the eggs placed in tiaras 
on hilltops.  Horses surround the horizon, 
 
solar pegs.  Roan-ironic tree-scapes.  Night  
is when clocks enter and leave.  But time 
occupies me in exit.  In exit only. 
 
I hang here.  Sky drips from the ceiling. 
Why won't you understand my feelings. 
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SOME QUESTIONS 
 
taking into account 
all the poems I wrote 
 
about death when 
I was young shouldn't 
 
my tote sheet show 
a surplus of life no 
 
it doesn't balance out 
did I figure this right 
 
I guess the one never 
pays for the other does it 
 
but I didn't write 
more of death then so 
 
there would be less 
of it now did I 
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READING HER 
                            (for Louise Gluck) 
 
[Repeat title] our 
eyes unlash slowly word 
by word at last bald lids rise 
 
What for 
why 
 
Mimicry  
re 
the poet's eye 
which looking inward sees 
(minus its lashes' soft-pleaded intercedence) 
too pupilly cool cruel 
as muttered justice 
 
I call my goodbyes home in the  
dusk 
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MICHIGAN MEMORY #3 
  
Are you the only one here, Year-man? 
Is yours the unforgiving sermon sung   
by children who hoop their eyes across 
this greensward ground ground-swallows 
 
fly round and round.  Their focus carves 
a ring sparkling with the loot of someday—  
every lawn-sprinkler yields a chalice, 
through whose rubies puppies commune. 
 
Oh hurry after the kids, wishing 
the glaciers would return from their exile 
in frostee-cones, in flinty marbles. 
 
There is one marble they call the Pure.   
We scratch endless circles around it, 
we set our gods on icicle pedestals. 
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PASSAGES  
 
Must I spread out maps flat beneath a tree 
and sit waiting for bird-droppings to plot 
my itinerary?  Where but in doubt 
of here has placement always brought me— 
 
The winch that lowers checkmate to its spot 
whines and vibrates too dramatically; 
the rain falls parallel to the rainfold; not 
believing in free will leaves me free to see    
 
via dimmer modes, by seerscapes of fog— 
The world blurs, in other words, into 
other words.  Water, I tell my followers, 
 
is the curse of all such clarity.  Fill 
the sink with faces, let them drain 
each other before you pull the plug. 
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LAST STOP BEFORE POEM 
 
Sometimes I see this it-looks-like-a-stopsign              
Thing—or an erased stopsign—then the scene              
Cuts to me and I'm running or else I'm all done             
Running, finished, out of breath—or out of sigh—           
 
And then, in the end, it happens.  Again.  Night        
To night daily through the day I fade: by                
Mocking myself I make myself enjoy—                     
Quickie spasms of dream.  Then squirm, in my seat,             
 
When the vids spritz bits from some terminal stage              
—PBS: "AIDS Victims' Deliriums."  They dance                  
Their booty.  They shake that thing.  Turn! turn!  Retreat:           
 
Death is such an easy cure for the plague                        
Named Future.  What further survives that present tense             
These endstopped enjambments will wait to create. 
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MOUNTAINMAN, MY MOUNTAINMAN 
 
For the prohibition of a semen teeming 
with hectic, sibilant selves, scales, 
inordinate, alternate, enriching 
the rumors of pencils that erase ease; 
 
scrotal indelible herd stridencies, 
battery-acid propellers acquiring torridity, 
horsewhip larvae, nacre-packed, pure, 
imploring avalanche taunts, vidcameo; 
 
or accidental concussions of saliva, 
diving under necessary dormitories, 
dune-pilfered pillows, abbreviations of blond; 
 
oh male enclaves where the me is maintained 
stoic, aloof, glacial.  My snowcap pushed 
down over one eye, in play, by the wind— 
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WINTERSCAPE 
 
If a lifetime of papercuts on one's tongue 
Is one's name.  The scar-fitted shirt, prepare it; 
The seed-sandal, the wreckers’ sex.  Oh ego intercom. 
Come, weigh my palms upon the scale of my hands. 
 
Enter: a colonnade of conifers who vote 
For death as the most economical 
Sin.  See a tuningfork has been to highnote 
Their monotony jammed atop each tree— 
 
Now amorously by groans, by psalms I grow. 
Licking a moonfob fat, my egg-dyed navel 
Eager to inherit what.  Pane-thrust apertures; 
 
Figures pearled in games of sculpture maybe; 
Purer minutiae.  Thistles?  Thorn icicles 
Drop by drop will knit it, Knott-slits in the snow. 
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CHILDHOOD: THE OFFENSE OF HISTORY 
 
Scraping a poised enough patina of voyeur 
From your eye I spread peanut butter on my 
Groin and let the ocean waves wash it off— 
Hey, nice cosmic microdots.  For afters we'll 
 
Listlessly memorize the Smith wing in 
The phone book or try to hump Empty Dumpty: vain 
Efforts that crud up what we have done 
In obscure countries driven by passion 
 
Out onto balconies to address the  
Populace with our love, false solution 
For their poverty which is based on 
 
The art that the dirt in my heart is white. 
Crammed mad, thoughtmotes in a themebeam: 
He has a shiv grin.  The soap he uses is ugly. 
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NO ANDROGYNE IS AN ARCHIPELAGO 
  
The butterfingers things that hold us know 
To plunk the gut strings of your suturous 
Lobotomy lyre—but if it is to pore 
Iota'd digits through a wall with no elses 
 
In it I do not.  Who scans test tubes for 
The fatal ripple of my beauty finds 
That long meant mirror has fled in error since 
In their clone alphabet seems I'm z: 
 
This crystalball bilge/ouch mosaic of 
Out of touch omens will not tune true too as 
My leavetaking leaking everywhere sees 
 
A 'puter oh! inventory zeroes. 
Why try to guess which one comes last?  Just zoom 
Your monitor.  The past the gist of it gets us. 
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SELF-ANCESTRAL PORTRAIT 
 
Erasure's son, mislimbed by this drib, that drab. 
So I long to be an assistant to a statue. 
Helping it hold its pose.  By example? 
 
Solar dregs, this planet takes cash.  All 
Humor is banned in hyena heaven.  A flower 
Guards my hair against your portrait of it. 
 
Insert an eye inbetween each eyelash— 
Torn, old—the throat a showcase for whose teeth. 
Ignore wallpaper inconsistencies, or 
 
Cipher their militance.  Surf-crash, wave, 
Overhear a winecork hissing at a forceps. 
Insatiable paws across the chessboard: night. 
 
Even the high-tithed moon must condemn one 
Whose instinct like mine is to succinct light. 
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UNTITLED 
 
I fear my arrow may consider 
the target, the bullseye, 
merely a toehold. 
But to what further can it aspire? 
 
I hope they put a plaque 
on the tree Jackson Pollack  
crashed his car into, 
on which his death is probably no longer visible. 
 
And what about the cloths 
Sylvia Plath stuffed 
in the door of her kids' room 
 
before gassing herself: 
What if I stretched them out on this easel? 
What if I painted on them? 
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POEM 
 
You’d have us compare madness in a glass 
and then for contrast’s sake strike one face from  
that frame, one name off that list just to see  
who’s left.  But all the asylum I am,  
 
that whole alpha-non-grata of heads torn  
from the page can’t disengage your veil slur  
stare where I sit, I wait, I browse my state,  
I collate these collected offlurks of.   
  
To attain the state each stark strives for, all 
that sill is unevolved, a thumbless clone 
halfway home, desiring these threshold scenes  
be furthest strand.  These never near at hand. 
 
To die in a once sense, once in a sense. 
My necktie longs to rise and tongue my brow. 
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DREAM AMID BED-WOODS 
 
You must pull down sheets from these linen trees, 
Blankets too, a pillowcase in full leaf, 
But can't: to snooze amongst their fruits, beneath 
The sheath of that composite canopy's 
 
Roost, you must raise yourself past hammock heights— 
Up where its deepest roots feel doubly sapped, 
That orchard dormitory might lie wrapped  
And ripe with you, whose foliage still invites 
 
More lure of surface sleep.  But must you trust 
The ease in these boughs, the sway of whose loft 
So often now wakes vows to never rest, 
 
To somehow remain alow, to resist 
All berth above: you must push off this soft 
Palleted grove, this tall, forest mattress. 
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PORNOPUNCHINELLO 
 
I lack the pleasure to claim remorse 
Is at my loins earning its pariah’s name 
From me who may have kissed a worm or worse 
In my time aspiring to that acme shame 
 
Unless shame is a sense of having shirked 
Refused what love dangled just above me 
All those tantalus chances for lust were jerked 
Out of reach but not by fate’s absurd pulley 
 
My own hands gangling in the back somewhere 
Supported those puppets’ pulp character 
 
Tame filmstars lame mimes where are your faces 
Enduring still your enticements I turn 
And twist until you’ve all lost your places 
Prompter-perfect I but you you never learn 
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STRAND 
 
To swim in water colored green 
means you may never reach the shore— 
but if the waves are blue, then you 
might revive your stroke and strike more. 
 
Past surface shades could find the one 
arranging dust, the hue your own 
adequately echoes, earth tone. 
 
Neither primary nor pastel, 
its prism all but shallow bathes  
every island that can be found 
in scenes preserved by paint: it saves 
 
the picturesque yet quickly drowns 
our honed harbor, your wake, your wake 
says, flowing home beneath no ground. 
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CURTAIN UP 
 
The last whirling dervish to drop 
Beholds transfixed what those who stop  
Dancing an instant prior can't: 
His veil is pierced by orbs that grant 
 
The properly-spiritual leer   
A picture which should inspire fear.   
They say the face of God, maybe— 
In my case I would probably 
 
Flashback to 1961 
Where filmqueen Romy Schneider's gone 
Down on co-star Alain Delon 
To pose for my holy vision. 
 
They're flung in bed with me between. 
See us there: I am their screen. 
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THE UNSUBSCRIBER 
 
Like all children, you were a de facto 
Member of the Flat Earth Society, 
Believing nothing but what you could see 
Or touch or whatever sense led act to 
 
Fruition: mudpies made summer beneath 
A tree whose measured shade endowed decrees 
Between light and dark: such hierarchies 
Gave you implicit, a sophistic faith— 
 
(Fallacious fellowship!)—  Youth’s adherents 
Ignore the fact that most factions reject 
Their lyric league (which only fools have stayed 
 
Striplings of) and none condone its nonsense: 
No-one loves that vain solipsistic sect 
You’d never join, whose dues you’ve always paid. 
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EXTENDED  
 
Those positions sought in vain by trainwrecks  
These two achieve quite quickly.  Contorted 
Limbs and mouths chuting their routeless tracks 
They litter that linen landscape.  The bed 
 
Goes off the rails.  Mountains or valleys push 
Each place that's reached for beyond its distance. 
Here in time's commute communed for the rush 
Hour this kiss lasts.  Yet always late since 
 
Lovers' travel is over where but when.   
How far they've come.  Both bodies disembark 
Homeward tramways while memories remain 
 
Head-ons hurled from one's normal course again 
And again.  Everything goes bright then dark. 
Either emerges on a further line. 



 

92 

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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ROCK PICKED UP FROM THE BEACH 
 
To focus on thing, thing whatever it is, 
in some cases a mountain, an object 
somewhat more intimate for most of us— 
a fate transformed then framed into a fact 
 
plucked from a beach full of rocks the same size 
and shape, not much to distinguish it or 
confer more meaning than perhaps the eyes' 
choice, the hand's: what justifies this favor? 
 
Nothing.  And nothing is appropriate  
for something common chance has snatched from 
phenomena’s moment, its montage pace 
 
down the page.  One word leads to the one right 
for it: that’s right.  One can reach out random 
or one can wait until it’s in its place. 
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FRAGMENTS FROM THE BEACH  
(Enneasyllabics) 
 
In retrospect the tragic nature  
of sea is a taste wept too freely, 
soon depleted by scenes of rupture; 
the eyes have other secrets to see 
 
and deeper use for the detritus 
within us: the bright effluvium 
of ego dries up, mired as it is 
in wealth, that remedial medium. 
 
Blame it on fate, on beach memories— 
pebble put in the pocket or shell 
fragments; any memento carries 
us as much as we it.  Time capsule 
 
contains every evening’s interval. 
An ocean observes its own puddle. 
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KAWAZU NYAWKER 
 
I prop each rejection-slip 
against a grass-blade 
 
round the pond where  
I drown myself to show  
 
those SASE dismissals 
hold the reason why 
 
I must die but suddenly 
a frog jumps in, ya, 
 
water-drops splash over 
those printed forms and 
 
the padstamped name  
Alice Quinn blurs blots—  
 
oh!—what moisture mizu on  
her no-notes, oto? 
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