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THE ANCIENTS



They carried through the changes, so that the people did what was required of them, without being wearied.



When a series of changes has run all its course, another change ensues.



They hollowed out trees to form canoes; they cut others long and thin to make oars.



They used oxen in carts and yoked horses to chariots, thus providing for the carriage of what was heavy, and for distant journeys, thereby benefiting all under the sky.



They made the double gates and the warning of the clapper, as a preparation against the approach of marauding visitors.



They cut wood and fashioned it into pestles; they dug in the ground and formed mortars.



They bent wood by means of string, so as to form bows, and sharpened wood so as to make arrows.



They made their homes in caves and in summer dwelt in the open country.



When the ancients buried their dead, they covered the body thickly with wood, having laid it in the open country.

They raised no mound over it, nor planted trees around; nor had they any fixed period for mourning. 



In the highest antiquity, government was carried on successfully by the use of knotted cords to preserve the memory of things.











Thus, what we call the I is a collection of images.

They are styled symbolic as being resemblances.

�DEEP WOOD DESIRE



There is a light coating of dew on the oak and cedar logs of my home.



The fresh scent of evergreen, morning blossoms and deer droppings phase through the air as it changes in temperate zone from hot to cold I roll out of a warm bed and slide against her hair and skin of silk; setting the iron pot full of fresh water on top of the wood stove, fanning last night’s weak ember with a piece of yesterday’s news.



There is a light in her eyes as they open to the whistling steam, smell of tea, toasting bread, fragrant oils and incense lit for morning zen. The butter drips and pools beside the bread, her tongue slips over mine, exchanging breaths. 



All the lights in the studio are on, the palette of oils pool together into a coffee brown ––

vermilion dabs surprise the canvas weave, mixed emotions sieve and filter down to a common denominator –– there is only myself to please.



All the lights in the sky call me out to play among warm breezes and running streams.

I strap on leather with buckle and heavy zipper, rev my sweet V-Twin around twisty mountain lake vistas, come to terms with what I know about the road, what is left behind, what is distance traveled, where I go and what pleasure there is in arriving.



There is a light on the floor where my breath goes                                                         and I follow.



There is a light in my heart where I have always known no hollow chamber, no beating wings,

no butterflies, oil leaks from the crankcase and I am cranky, testing the limits of pain and desire, the bubbling lamb stew almost ready, oozing linseed color running in rivulets of maize and sienna.



Brush licks like my tongue lays down an image on her belly –– sweat pools and is absorbed by rice paper mixed with ink –– a rorschach of orgasm.



Running down a mountain path holding my canvas high

wet paint collecting pollen, leaves and insect, grass brushing by, illuminating my strokes.

The time is passing yet we are continually renewed ––



There is a light and I am in it.

�TANYA KERN



LOBELIA



There is none here,

only cedar, fir and oak. He says,

your heavy breasts, your nipples 

sucked by many children press

into my palms and all you do is watch

lobelia in your window

box. There is no lobelia 

here, only camas. Blue muscle 

flexes a ligament

and turns the native soil.

How the blooms taste

delight and feed the winter

bulb starch

we all need.

My face forgotten (or how I would draw it:

triangles, one heavy based and pointed up, the other

slight and down)

follows the sun’s escape. Solid.

This gravity. The body.

All I know of grace.

�ABSTRACTIONS IN STONE



Do you believe the body? The stone wall extends around the field but

leaves a gap. I could enter but go to the wall knowing hands have placed it

here, green grown over green, my fingers through the moss and there is

heat. The smell of salt will follow.



If I don’t take the wall apart my eyes are distracted into shadow, a man

steady with another as they pile stone. Their hands reach for each right

fit. To touch the green stone is to hold their century, the day dissolved,

a million scattered apprehensions.



The hands, the grasp. The baking heat. This is believing rhythm even when 

desire is a stain and moss on moss and rock. Belief bent over mind. The

earth holds it––the long wall––and springs up all around it. Manufactured––the

extension and the gap I can pass through. But I believe the body. This is

the way of laying stone.

�SODOMY IN THE AFTERNOON



A good picture 

deserves a frame. The man.

His penetration whole. She

is at last engaged; their faces turn

to each other. Pleasure 

is the wrong word. It is years 

before I realize

only a woman can hold a man, his awkward fruit,

and make the seed complete.

Mark this. Years before I enter

the page like the artist did his canvas,

wish only for his raw

subject; one hand in his pocket

he plays their bodies, thinks nothing

for arousal. Shame. Desire. How he learns to love the long line,

each back separate and (unlikely)

faces turned to one another.

How he brushes from his belly, how he learns now

to love sepia.

�HOW THE WOLF LIVES



I might know by listening,

hands in big paw

tracks. Wolves. Quebec

nights. Smell the snow. The edge

in their howling; it opens the skin on the flower

inside. Do you hear

the painting on the cave

wall? Silver and ochre, one light.

The past needs its own

ruins. In that very distance

the end of morning pinned its white

hour to my brow. I will open

room in my mouth. How the wolf loves

winter. Nose to snow she tracks

heat. I turn

my face into the tearing wind. Tonight

I am calling down Orion. Something keeps

moving without looking back.

�GARY LAWLESS



GUBBIO



where am I and what matter, in this town, Gubbio where the skies clear where the wolf lies buried in the churchyard where streets slop the hillside into rain where in the painting the little dog far down in the lower corner on the edge of the crowd lifts his paw to Francis like his brother wolf like her sister wolf a whispering in the heart, the place where we walk, together where tablets rise from plowed ground this fertile earth, this lasting metallic taste�of language, just there at the tips of our tongues, where we raise our hands to Francis, to Gubbio, to not knowing where we are, and the clouds part, wherever.

�FOR THE PO



a land given milk by the wolf, the water flowing through Rome –– Francis takes the paw of the wolf, Gubbio and its hillside churchyard these old, sacred lands where the pawprint is faint indeed –– we listen in vain for the songbird, search long for the bear, end by wandering along the flat river, Po to the sea, bird refuge, poison water –– somewhere voices lifted, wolf song, birdsong, singing back the milk of the land, the faint, holy voice by the river.

�BOB RIXON



I FIND MY FATHER IN A PIECE OF AMBER



Walking along the beach at low tide,

picking through heaps of natures jetsam

with sand fleas leaping about my feet, I spied

an interesting rock, a conglomerate 

of some kind, which I placed in my pocket.



Later, at home, I broke open the stone

with a hammer.  Inside was a rough

piece of amber. Holding it to the light,

I clearly saw the shape of my father

perfectly preserved within the

hardened resin of antiquity,

a familiar expression frozen on his face,

the very same smirk he had worn

as he lay displayed in his coffin.



When I held the stone to my ear,

he spoke: "Yes, just as I stumped you

at hide and seek & defeated you

in the sack races at church picnics,

as I could tie a bow line hitch

& calculate cubic feet in my head,

so I also beat you through the Gates of Death

& now, have even preceded you

into the geological archives. Indeed,

I have become my own historian."



So I purchased a lapidary tumbler,

filled it with the finest grit, polished

the amber to a peak translucence.

A jeweler set this amber stone

into a 24 carat gold clasp, which became

this lovely pendant I wear from my neck.

�A PICTURE OF HELL-IN-PROGRESS



In the lst circle the Mayor was eating hot dogs.

Grinning, he said, "I'm still the Mayor. They give me

all the hot dogs I can eat. I like it here."



In the 2nd circle I saw a former girlfriend

being blown about in the arms of her lover

by a dark wind. "I'm glad you got yours,"

I shouted. She stopped & replied,

"The sex is great here. My genital herpes

have been cured. We’re thinking of getting married

after we win the lottery next week."



In the 3rd circle I heard Allan Freed

on Hell’s radio station. "I never play a song

I don’t like," the great DJ announced. 

Then he played "Little Darling" by the Gladiolas.



In the 4th circle I met some familiar poets.

"We all have new books out," they said,

beautifully printed hundred pagers with 

choice of original artwork by DaVinci,

Monet, Kurt Schwitters or Mapplethorpe."



In the 5th circle I found the old piano

I abandoned in an apartment 20 years ago.

"Don't touch me!" said the piano. "You had your chance."

Art Tatum is due here any minute for his practice.



In a dark hallway next to the elevator,

a door marked Janitor led me to this

small car parked near Sandy Hook Bay

on a rainy Sunday afternoon.

�SHIRA SEGAL



SOUL SEARCHING



like a meteor shower hail storm into my mouth

this mouth is open to cafeteria food bombarding my system

and my clenched fist              sharper than n.y. cheddar eyes

under construction destruction and remodeling that’s fine

to avoid the living things: children, disease, companionship

become more honest than a breathalyzer test for the underaged twit

swerving out of ways of street views of corner cross streets, cameras, crowded sidewalk

forgetting what humidity is but humility is my cousin

and there’s not enough room for everyone to walk

between skyscraping boxes that scar the sky in a never ending wound

the cunts we’re made of      lovely enough to live in

to be your own personal skyscraper of metal and mirror

making everything twice it’s size its meaning twice the space

that’s why there are two of us and we can make two more or ten

but each one is half you half me

that’s only biologically 

if that’s hubris

oh well



ambiguous as a glass without water

and states and time changes away

i am no longer part of that situation

i no longer am     i linger longer for the situation that i am not

i am no longer     i am situational  i am anything but part of an I AM poem

so forgive me and eternally jealous i will be

eternally wondering until the day i sleep with my own   sleep alone

until then i am longing and not even desirous

i am pursuit   i am prospect   i am anything but poet



these are the things

that life objects are

that we are

that we make

children disease companionship

and that’s fine if alpha males don’t stop fucking and dumping

riding the machine wave of sour-minded disease particles and a full time job

if radical republicans remain radical republicans

there’s nothing i can do about that

but keep on recycling



if there were always room for everyone to walk on this crowded sidewalk

then half of us would be touch-free car wash bodies made into un-objects of desire

of avoidance of crossfire on the cross section of the asphalt

i won’t think of whose shoes stepped under mine in the history

of this dirty air and unwashed dog piss counters

even after the rain it stinks and that’s to be expected

because there’s not enough water in this sink to clean

�so we might as well love it go as far to preserve it

and sooner than now every mountain that we ski down and sweat up

will be landfill mounds of the waste of our mouths

and how clean we think we can be isn’t history but mystery

and that’s enough for rhyming



i am clear as to what must be done

and that is to say i really have no idea at all

but that i am here straddling my typewriter on the bed

and i don’t mean that in a madonna-esque type of way

like you see her hugging the television with her legs in that video

but i mean that in the sense that this loud machine has its own way of loving me

and that the position of my legs in relation to the sweet smith corona

only adds to the relationship 

like loose skin that falls off its frame

to kiss a man’s neck and be able to tell he’s seen the life

let the wrinkles show it



the tequila in the freezer

and the change on your desk

are as female as Sex

as Chicken Scrap Of Adam’s Rib Kitchen

yes even martinis have gender let me gender you

see how far a women studies class gets us

when it’s all class and marx wasn’t the only one

to want a girl as sweet as tequila

to stay with him going down

and coming up too

it takes armpit hair

sagging nipples into soup of sweat kisses 

and pollution made into a tropical mixed drink

as a sober girl is welcomed by an old guns-n-roses song

the jungle of tested veins getting tested again

and me i am as unexciting as another’s brother

waiting for news from the biological mother

ambiguous as a glass without water

that’s not a bad thing



to leave the unwanted parts of me

with the dust from 1904 in the subway under times square

above ground disney holds the genitalia of triple X entertainment

in each palm of hand in each palm of each

hands of tokens of waving flakes flaming conflagration salutation

in the aftermath of my in-actions and a dozen waiting room magazines read

my uterus communicates with the moon behind my back

while i set sail to the island that is every exboyfriend

every name i ever wanted to paint in mural on my wall

binding myself the dislocated sister with the windows open and the shades left up

soon i’ll be decades worth and it won’t matter what happened when i was 16

whose windows i lived in and who i let into mine.

�MICHAEL FRIEDMAN



MIND



Aeneas and Dido leave the party, walk down to the 

beach. Achates follows at a safe distance.  Crashing  waves.  

“What about all those other girls?” Tiger lilies flash in the moonlight. Their afterimage stays with you, until her face replaces them. The Sherpas lift their burdens, Sir 

Edmund resumes the ascent. The coda is brief but stir-

ring. Distant strains float though the part and folly. You wish them away. In the office there is a flutter of leases. Their afterimage stays with you, until birds replace them.

�RAIN



Above Lake Geneva the lonely monster lumbered down

the ramparts. Later, he watched the horizon from a float-

ing iceberg. An eerie silence surrounded him. Let me

tell you something personal about myself. Suddenly a

bolt of lightning lit up the city. The key shone brightly

against the night sky. There’s really nothing wrong with my

hair. The pool party ended, we slipped out of our suits.

I saw your documents and they took my breath away.

�BEAUTY



A white spire against a blue sky. What’s in a name? You

recline in a dark wood. The ships set sail for Troy,

Menelaus had been edgy lately. We approached the

haunted house, the wind whistling in the leaves. The

ghost appeared and we turned white. I revisit the

museum and confront my own ghost. Take a powder.

Paris sat up in bed. Regrets come flooding back. The

name is personal, the face another pretty one. The wind

dies down. When I return home everything is just as I

left it.

�LOVE



Five years ago I visited Tinhorn Abbey. Since then too

many things have happened. Anyway, I can’t talk about

it––too painful. The sudden plop of the ball into your

glove wakes me from my reverie. I lift your veil to make

sure you are my intended. Herons or frogs are often the

“stars” of haiku, the way you are the star of this poem, or

maybe more of a guest star. Listen, I was once a frog

prince, it wasn’t pretty. Five years have passed. The ball

disappears behind a cloud. Frightened deer leap across

the field. Suddenly I’m alone among the tourists. Bells

ring, the ball descends.

�RANDY ROARK



MERCURIAL



not in his power to give

love and cease loving

or to rise in rude energy

but broken by his art

he shut himself up

	became passive

and disintegrated into

	incremental shrinkings

back into his heart

as weary travelers will with

friendly regret and apprehension––

his bitterness apparent but

more and more benetted in fancies

	living wholly among

		the troubled, as a film rose

and thickened on his eyes––



how nature was seen in

the turn of the years

haunted by ugly dreams

and the comfort of nightmares,

afraid of sleep itself,

of the way he’d retired into stoniness.



To return to the specific

more generous with

the general drift of how in the 

highest and outermost

he dreamed a great deal

that was yet to come

made lowly wise

by each ascension

in theme and tone toward

giving up and going away––

closing in upon an image or custom

numbing as deeply as frost

but not about what he had

and had not achieved––

his mind more fertile in this

than any design of how winter

had become what had always been

nothing more than

a disposition to catch fire––

its motion free of his own history

and whether he could ever

�have too much past to be

beaten by the world,

to understand himself as

what he knew was now

essentially the same

good in itself



and the idealism that fueled him

was itself the final degradation

almost certainly

further and further into error

by which word I mean

whatever is loftier and more capricious

than temporal nature––

to incite

by traveling the distance

as it had always been

and to convert that knowledge

into a shape of the world

which was

a very good trip

until the ship broke up

into spars and driftwood––

insensible with cold until the sea

swept him away––

blameless of the wreck––



that it was other than it was

and not destroyed by death

or the dread of things

as an old man might,

facing what he had been unable to,

or a spot made sacred in his own mind––

like white hot stars upon dark green fields

where they used to walk

isolated figures against immensity

delicious long after

he heard no more

of that old sort of hope

and its ruined towers,

was now this––

sunsets over flat landscapes and

subterranean light from coal-pits



then brought to a small glade

belted with evergreens, unvaried

and secluded, radiant with

colors more hardy and of the place––

�monstrous in color, the green grass

floor and two mute inhabitants,

here and there a solitary flower

not as illustrations in books,

but as those with whom he had

an hour by the fireside––

more like his old self

which talked of common things

––the hoped for one––

and so much that must be lovely

and almost as old as the world,



how autumnal premonitions

quickened into summer

as vigorous as anything

in his manner at this moment

proven to exist, lower than

what is called a wish to live

in the broad light of the world,

but to suffer and endure

any flow of feeling

which engendered in him

what he was––the mood of his

own mind brought to rest

as she was fervent and imperious

and more moderate than could be endured

in what he valued most

and always did in

something we have all seen, or may see,

calculated to excite his imagination, and slept

in a state of degradation

taking comfort in

what the world allowed him to see––



visions shaping the whole of his life into

a hymn to movement

was his answer, mercurial, the full force

of the eastern wind

and every other

worry, unable to see

with a candle in his hand

the endless task of keeping things clean.

�BLUE



that he should learn to love her

and all those around her as home

	or flow into her

and be from her nevermore

		in want of affection

	not asking how or why––



		to demonstrate in sudden chills the heart’s

	perplexity and bitterness

in what he most vividly remembered

as if it all came from some memory

blown about by anxious winds

of which he had nothing to fear.

�MARC OLMSTED



GREEN HAIR



Thinking about the

    street kid

  teen girl San

Francisco panhandling

  in front of 

       the bookstore

         barefoot

shaved sides of

        her head &

     a shock of

        green on

top – beautiful

face –

“Hey mister can

         I pet you

dog?” she says

          to the customer

tying his mutt

      to the parking 

     meter –

      how vivid now

          4 years later

�RIGHT WING FEARS



    will I meditate

secret w/ a

  candle listening

  for the 

  police?

the homeless

    drink my change – 

can’t we do better?

will my thoughts

scribbled here

  be considered

    disease?

will real disease

    get pushed

    to the poor

queer black?

  will Christ

be enforced as

my visualized 

  deity?

will I wake

  up old wondering

what happened

  to the oceans

& the air, body

  pain intense

no sympathy alone?

�FINVOLA DRURY



THE TRAINS

		Nothing changes from

		generation to generation

		except the thing seen

		and that makes a composition. . .



				Gertrude Stein



The trains my father rode

mostly 

never went anywhere

he stepped on and off them

lightly

coupling and uncoupling

coal

and explosives

his destination

safety

and Hitler



The change he spared us

smelled

like tobacco

my mother’s dollar

Coty’s 

Rachel #2

from 

his Bull Durham bag

and her big

black pocket book

it was real money



Under the elm tree

in the back yard

Beau Nauman said

Finvola’s father

rolls his own

I 

could hardly

breathe

in front of 

the other girls



Bea was bigger 

but she 

couldnít write 

I did her book reports 

because she lived 

next door 

she got an A 

on Bulwer-Lyttonís 

The Last Days of Pompeii 

I found out how 

people turned to stone 



Now my mother’s head’s

thrown back

her arm’s up to take down

the long gone

work clothes

laughing laughing

at how

I didn’t know

what

his own

meant



To this day 

he's 

still got that look 

he had 

when the war tax came 

Cosmetics 

he said 

aren't a luxury 

you take a woman 

going to work 

in the office for instance 



It isn't fair

�NOW, CHILDREN, LET US ALL RISE AND SING THE STATE SONG



But first let me tell you about the snapdragons

the pink ruby yellow and white ones

in the tall footed glass my grandmother

used for celery

it’s on the old secretary

we shouldn’t have cut down

so that it could no longer hold

The World’s Hundred Greatest Detective Stories

in their bright red bindings

I got through all of one vacation

sitting in the brown velvet chair with the ottoman

my aunt gave my uncle for his birthday

in Bay Village

right on the lake outside of Cleveland

just down the road

from where that summer a man told the police

a bushy-haired intruder

had gotten into the house and murdered

his wife

and they searched and searched for a person

fitting that description

but they never found one and my uncle

was sure they never would

because the man had killed his wife himself

but the jury would not

recommend the death penalty he said

later during the trial

because they would deliver the verdict

on Christmas Eve

and no jury ever did that to a man

on Christmas

his father whose photograph

stood on the table next to the velvet chair

had witnessed an execution once

in some official capacity

and afterward had thrown up

he was a rock-ribbed Republican

my aunt said

so I wondered a lot about that

because

somebody was always

getting the chair in Ohio

and if it happened as it usually did

at night

my mother would sit on the couch

across from the radio

near the wall where she had put

�a picture

of Mary Magdalene   bared to the waist

and kneeling

with her long hair hanging down

and when time ran out and the Governor’s call

didn’t come

she’d always say

some poor mother’s heart is broken tonight

hers was anyway

it got to be part of our evening programs

after jack Armstrong and The Lone Ranger

and Little Orphan Annie

we stayed tuned in for the execution

we knew by heart what would happen

the condemned man ate a hearty dinner

the priest administered the last rites

there was the long walk to the green door

and then

the strapping in

Columbus

was the Capitol of punishment

and as all those men went so my brother might

come under a bad influence

and end up like Jimmy Cagney instead of Pat O’Brien

in the movies every Saturday

because we were poor and Irish

and hadn’t she seen him

behind the window of the pool hall on Main Street

chalking up a cue tip

as cool as a cucumber a cigarette

dangling from between his lips

and he was there with her in the stands

the night

the Mangan girls and I

and hundreds of others

danced under the lights

in the huge stadium

and the Governor rode around and around waving

his hat

from the back seat of an open car

while the band played Beautiful Ohio

and my mother had told me earlier

fixing my hair in the bedroom

she hated him

the tree surgeon

and we stood in a ring and waved back

in our pink ruby yellow and white

dresses.

				July 24, 1990

�ROB GEISEN



CAMPFIRE



The fire grows old before me

pulled into this world

through gasoline induced womb

Once stood SIX FEET TALL

       big as a mountain

Lived sixty three years in those

      first three minutes

Lit up the sky

Noticed by stars

Now it’s old grandchildless grandpa fire

     flames no bigger than my thumb

And thumbs shall fall

Before dawn

It’s life leaving nothing but smoke

     the color of dolphins

And an absence of light

	that blinds the eyes

�How do you sketch

	the mind?

	with a big grey

		pencil?

	with both feet in

		your aerospace?

	drinking red wine

		or white?

Sketch the mind like

	sad happy painter

	dropped his buckets

	in the dirt,

	then leave alone

	nothing is finished

	but everything beautiful

	fine

�TODD BEERS



(EYE CONTACT)



He

Took

Every-

Thing

She 

Gave

Him

�HELIUM



A purple balloon

touches down

in the living room

	where the boys

find it, disappointed

at the lack

of perceived

magic.  Our awe

of looking

at something

most things

don't do

ended

without

choice

	as we,

in our

most private

lives of sleep,

became selfish

without an obvious

consequence.

We would prefer

it the way

it was,

unquestioning

its temporary

appeal

of being special.

But now,

the game has changed.

If we want movement

we must use our arms

and imagination.

We know

it won't be

the same.

After the initial

burst of grief

we carry on

with the memory

of floating,

as if it were us,

each one of us,

ascending

assumed

limitations

that were put upon us

long before

we were born

�THE BACKYARD



Leave me in an anguish of dark planets,

but do not show me your cool waist.

			––Garcia Lorca



In the backyard

of my dark planets		 	in the mirror

my black hole				of the empty now

sucks up the memory			without the perspectives

of a little girl				of deceit? That is

stuck between conception		the only question

and being forgotten about.		that remains.  Here,

She just floats,				my imagination

calling me fish				becomes excessive

and referring to herself			baggage.  The creative

as 'Dead Woman.'			process is for naught

In the middle of night			up there.  Up there

I wake with her				a naughty girl is quiet

looking at me,				being the queen.  In

and I ask, What				a particularly haunting

					beauty, though not what one

do you want?				would call pretty, she still

In the backyard				attracts men, never

of my dark planets			the less, with seriously

I break her heart			cold results.  Faint

so ours can be				memories of masturbation

a perfect match.				linger in this space

A broken heart				with a constant, almost

loves a broken heart			nurturing whisper of,

in this dark yard			I told you so,

where a little boy			in the voice

doesn't get the red one			of the one

because the layers of shadow		who hears it.

produces no color here.	

Everything is swallowed

inside out.  The backyard

of my dark planets

is an exposed stomach

of paranoid intuition.

Something is known,

caught and frightened,

and no one can make it out.



No negotiating or manipulating

the evidence left behind

these orbiting spheres.

Just what is

�HELPLESS

for Noah



as ol' neil

sings

	there is

a town

 in north

ontario

we take off

your training

wheels

		i say,

stab it

and steer

from the 

center within

		 all

of my 

	changes

were there.

�JOHN KARBULA



DARK WATER



Dark within, roilings of dark water.

Hard, sharp edges of rock;

the churning, ceaseless power of the waves

smashing violence on the brutal edges.

Deep within, the undertow

sucks whatever remains on a silent,

dreadful journey,

across the bottom, deep out to sea.

Outstretched arms flailing,

legs valiantly kicking, kicking,

are powerless in the face of this vast, dark pull.

Squirming, struggling, holding out beyond all

powers of endurance,

but in the dark beyond

there is no one to see or care.

When the mouth opens and the darkness rushes in;

the water salty as the blood roiling in the soul;

when arms fall limp and the legs hang lame,

the sucking relentless pull

just goes on ever deeper,

and the tumbled remains drift out

to the dark unknown.

�INTIMATE



You were there.

intimate.

Candles glowing, wavering in the hot air

from the heat vent,

the hot wax dripping, dripping down.

I looked out the window

and I saw in my reflection

twenty eons back in time

and held my gaze,

you in my arms, the candles flickering.

It was cold outside,

below zero.

I walked out bare chested and let

the wind come hammering on my skin.

Looking back in, I saw

some candles burning

and, an empty chair.

I looked out at the clear night,

up into the clear sky;

a full moon blazed and

as a caravan, far off,

the wind chimes on the porch

clattered in the icy wind.

You were gone.

Forever.

�SAM ABRAMS



OLD POTHEAD TO WHITMAN # 667



Dear Walt,



Contemporary American poets

are often accused of

carrying on a conversation

among themselves



Is there anyone else you

would rather talk with?

�FIVE STARS



Genesee Bend 19 I 98



the tinge in the willows

			wakes



weak sun reflected off

snow bounces back strong

			bright



gold snow

	     purpling shadows



a sight

                 worth detour



says The Old Head's Guide

�from SLICES                                                                                       JACK COLLOM



Never before was Dung-beetle confronted with such a problem.

Our little Spaceship earth is only 8,000 miles in diameter.

Dangerous supposing that breakfast comes from the grocery.

Tyger! Tyger! burning bright in the forests of the night,

The purplish-brown disk is constantly heaving & falling.

Concentrate one's own form, holding every automorphism.

I can see only the small pool of light which it makes.

And we cannot stop this controlling unless we vanish.

The obligation to endure gives us the right to know:

One cannot pluck a flower without troubling a star.

A reckless gutting of resource for quick "profit."

But the word Environment.  Such a bloodless word!

Small birds rise up in the road ahead, startled.

A high metabolic rate is a supreme achievement.

We seem to be caught in the mythic structures.

And I have something to expiate: A pettiness.

To decipher the Egypt of every being's face.

Computer terminals connected to Everything.

Why do these curves along the road vanish?

"Fish that have a pebble in their heads."

Some (lizards) are colored like the sky.

What is that man doing, feeding ghosts?

Realism did not catch the imagination.

If the dogs kill animals we eat them.

ECO-LIT                               Or that a cat should play with mice.

Erthe laide erthe in erthen throgh.

Lighting on my head and shoulders,

Pigeon on the grass alas and the,

But no peasant owned eight oxen.

making deserts deserts deserts.

"Papa will give us a new one."

And here come the black ants.

Brooks flow with meadow tea.

Divide Light if you dare--.

Cased in rough brown peel.

A faint sound I question,

Whole landscape flushes.

Those empires imploded.

A bird from somewhere.

Time is construction.

Vast Chain of Being.

Metakirchheimerite,

Mammalian popcorn,

Darwinian beauty.

Let's eat stars.

Muscled ribbon.

Kutch-tcha-tu!

Blackberries.

On the moon.

Eight-fold.

Uti - uti.

A mirror.

A thing.

Poetry.

Smile.

"No."

HIP!

Of. 

G.

.

�*It might be that we are all tattooed savages since Sophocles.*

.A world not conceived by an absolute-- shattered: on a book.%

(Sometimes Foucault globally rejects the language of reason.)

*The analyst must utilize the same language as the patient.*

(We would have to choose, then, between writing and dance.)

*Better still when letters are no longer figures of fire.!

(Structure is perceived through the incidence of menace.)

(Crises of reason in complicity with crises of madness.*

*I have tried to-attempt-to-say-the-demonic-hyperbole.!

?Have we fully understood the sign itself, in itself??

@Each noema supposes possibility of noema generally.@

(There is no insurance against the risk of writing.)

(Meaning becomes meaning by differing from itself.*

&There is a transcendental & preethical violence.&

!Of madness itself.  Itself.  Of madness itself.#

-I assume that the greek logos had no contrary.-

(Of general censorship of the text in general!)

1First of all, is there a history of silence?0

2Along the lines of the Hegelian Entzweiung.1

.The enigma of presence "pure and simple":.-

0"A universe to be added to the universe."0

-Grace can only be that which is missing.-

(The essential shadow of the undeclared.)

ΩBetween the explicit and the implicit.Ω

!Parched woman drinking the inky dust.!

.Unified foundations of dissociation.0

#Syntax, or, if you will, its labor.@

JACQUES DERRIDA                     -Freud set them off against poetry.-

-Beauty, which is value and force.-

WRITING AND DIFFERENCE                -A certain sin of explicationism.%

-But metaphor is never innocent.-

."Behold, here is a new table."-

-Space of the stage of dreams.-

(Servile matter or excrement.#

*Husserl has been sensitive.*

.Be an object (Gegenstand)..

-If it recedes one day....-

(Books live on aloneness.)

&Invoking an energetics.*

ΩIn praise of Dionysus?!

-Writing is inaugural.-

(Space is repression.)

-La parole soufflé.-

$Fill his entrails.$

1Noncontradiction.1

#Enigma of flesh.#

-If we consider.-

*Lapsus calami.*

:Act of force.!

*For example.:

"The Savage."

*Bricolage.*

(Formless.)

-Overlap.)

.Infant.+

/Signs!/

%Play.%

(Etc.)

(Ad.)

(8.)

(.)

()�JIM COHN



SPRING MOON 

						after Meng Hao-jam



The new maple leaves blow outside my window

With the imperceptible weight of all they have brought 

From inside themselves. 

			The years go by with nothing to show 

But this empty room filled with candles & weeping.

The rulers of the world have so many errors left

& so the Universe endures its gaping wounds

                         filled with mountain berries

As we pass through the battlefield

Where the spring moon shines.

                                                   Among the white bones

Of those turned into other beings  

I think of Meng Hao-jam who wrote 

Of his friend, the poet Wang Wei,  	

"Few in this world hear the same music as I."





					23 May 1999

�AMONG KRISTALLNACHT TORAHS, 

THE ONEG SHABBAT ARCHIVE,

CRACOW SYNAGOGUE WINDOW,

& GOLD PAINTED ARC WITH THE WORDS 

KNOW BEFORE WHOM  YOU  STAND,

I HELD THE PASSPORT OF SANDOR BRAUM



Born 14 July 1930 in Romania, one day a babysitter took him for a walk. When she fell asleep, the young boy wandered into the forest where he was found and cared for by a band of roaming gypsy musicians. Three days later they returned  him to his parents who for his next birthday gave him a small violin. Deported with his family in May, 1944, he ended up at Dachau where one day an SS guard came into his barracks with the promise of extra food to anyone would could play the violin he had in his hands. There were three volunteers. The first played well, but the work boss smashed his skull with an iron pipe. The second, too scared to play, was kicked to death.  Gripping the pipe tightly in one hand, with the other the guard held out the violin. Without thinking, he played the "Blue Danube." Pleased, the guard gave him the extra ration. On April 29, 1945, he was the only member of his family liberated from the death camp. In 1950, he emigrated to the US where he became a composer and professional violinist.





							27 May 1999

�CYBERTRON



Cybertron, I am a culture of one.

You bring the kind of oppression 

Millions of dollars can't stop.



Aliens have taken hold of your voice.

New selves are continuously uploaded 

Like the clouds that eventually always part.



I still lace dollar bills in the hair of statued

Virgins & saviors for luck with money.

ThePsalms say the good shepherd 

Will break the leg of the straying lamb.



Cybertron, in the sugar violets of your circuitry,

Even while seeming to offer information on

Choices of mnemonic enlargement procedures,

You forget how to talk about living. 



Artificial terminologies 

Give me membership among people 

That are recipients of euphemizations 



To distance us from too-near painful experience. 



Cybertron, is this too technical?

Do I blur the lines between social isolation

& the alienated male? 

What is the loving thing to do?	

	



					4 June 1999

�EACH FADED MILE



                                                          I move with the spirit

Wherever it goes––through winter's heat 

	& cold of summer.

		Crazy demons have no power over me. 

Ego is not solid––mostly air, mostly mind. 

	Rainy seasons bring mud, mud over everything.

I rise & fall in the eyes of others––

		but most are trapped, consumed in themselves.

Floods walk nine steps & then turn along the canyon wall.

	The long years I retreated further into solitude

Brought only more of solitude's allure

		till each faded mile was well known to me 

& worth the pain of not knowing

			if love is returned. 





						1 May 1999

�RICHARD WILMARTH



UNEXPECTEDLY



when stephanie

said hello

i knew

i had

a future

if not

with

her 

with 

someone

else

�FACTS



best friends

walk past

each other

without talking



lovers

once close

are overtaken

by bitterness



jobs

are lost

after years

of dedication



the healthy

turn weak

grow sick

and die

�AGAIN



the old pain returned

unexpectedly

near midnight

in the form

of a letter

that said

good-bye

�NIGHTMARE



the room

i saw

was there

in gray



the door

was locked

the air

was thin



my clothes

were torn

my life

was gone



i sat

& watched

& dreamed

again



�DAVID COPE



TO YOU WHO DREAM



you live in no one’s shadow:

what shadows

shadow your desire, the long line



of fathers & mothers who sang

that you might

sing & hear their voices dissolved in dust



still caroling your blood & eyes to be?

what lost father,

football coach, first love & panting hope,



what prophet howling in your home town,

singer shouting

from phonograph, what lines once spun



through living breath breathed anew

in yours when

you were alone in your bedroom,



with your shadow stalking you along

the wall & under

the full moon outside among bare trees



in the midnight breeze? what lovers

gave you tender dreams

that linger still upon your breath?



who’ll be shadowed by your shadow

& hear your voice

calling, waking him in his most silent moment,

�long after you are dust & light?

what worlds will spin

in loves so spun, alive yet unforeseen?
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