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Carter Ratcliff

YOU NEED NOT BE PRESENT TO WIN

Your letters have been arriving
stained with light-weight machine oil.
It puts us, Linda and I,

in mind of the perforating machine’s
short fit of treason.

Now the lawn is green as ever

and our thoughts are flourishing too.

Speaking of treason,

Linda suggests that you posed for this landscape.
Flypaper revolves at the edge of that notion

all touched with willows

and the important tree house.

Revolving

is so typical of things of this earth
and of earth itself, too . . . .

It approaches us

as we walk near the drugstore
in the evenings of your palatial holiday.

Surely you haven’t forgotten the neon.

It hasn’t forgotten you. It’s like a movie parrot.
One with good manners in the dissolve.

Linda feigns concern

that the drugstore smell

has infected the tone of this.

It hasn’t. She’s asleep.

She’s blond as a lawn can be blond
and much taken by the neon palomino.
It belongs,

but not as the landscape itself belongs.



This landscape looks as if it originally produced
someone nasty, at first endearing, now known
as Pretty Boy. Do you think he’s pretty?
Are you pretty or do you just turn
dark bright colors as just before a storm
starlings, frightened and surprised, next
find you naked?

Should we close the window?

These curtains so skittish.
The first drops are good-natured
about not breaking the window.

Are we fucking?

Are we at the edges of our skin?
Or do we say “We’re close”?

I have a million of these questions.

They stood like screen doors across the landscape.

You were so leafy and dim. We took you to the station.
Are you warm?

Do you believe in primogeniture?

Am I an only son?
Have you made your will?
If not, why not?

A PRAYER FOR WARMTH ON DECK...

A prayer for warmth on deck
like raindrops on the cover of a book
a setting that appeared once
in the way of moments
of monuments I'm tempted to say
because they like the sound
of recitation
especially when it turns green

before as it did when you named the book
Fragile & the seagull (you again!)
carried it off and

& & into the bow

Carter Ratcliff

SUMMER PORCHES

Asia, overfaint with meadows,

My dear, you will be absolutely lonely there
As the days don’t progress but reappear
From the future to console one another
For the advancing hordes of porches.

It’s in the sky-camera, your admirer, that
Even white is ruffled and brilliant
— like you on your way to exile —
and you will be discovered returning, but only
To a meadow you discovered during your tirst few days of exile.

“Exile” is my word. I know you would prefer
“Scorched with lovely elm shade” but I prefer
Just one, as in the days when we required
Just one postage stamp, not
A flock of them balanced

in the protocol squabble
over hue and denomination.

Tomorrow I’ll attempt “visit” though I fear

That you’ll prefer “Asia, horde of starlings,

Noonish shimmer along the wall. Moss and old sticks,”
So near to each other have we fearful grown

In this tan meadow where the days reappear

For the moment they’re crushed and the spangles
“Clarified” not blurred like starlings

Or the vicious rocks like porches and the Argonauts.

That Hellenic statue near the rocker
Is wearing cloth from distant Asia. She tells vague stories.
I’ll get my next word from her.

It will be “devotion” of course.

It will lure us to the days after tomorrow and bring
The Asian distances, faint with your exile,

Next to us, my love, so absolutely lonely here,

And clothed in distance like the newest meadow, there.



Dan Graham

ALL YOU NEED IS LOVE

(as recorded by The Beatles)

written by
JOHN LENNON
PAUL McCARTNEY

copyright by Northern Songs, Ltd.

PATRIOTIC LOVE

the first bars of the Marseillaise heralded by trumpetry. . .

G
pla. ! Ch

1 f g

song i

chant
then John in ‘high’ (ethereal) falsetto

“Love,
love,
love,
love,
love,
love,
love,
love,

" love,
love,
love,
love,
love,
love. . .

“So it’s not the word that you're
saying; it’s the sound: Krishna
Kr;shna Krishna Krishna Krishna
Krishna Krishna Krishna Krishna
and it’s just sounds. . . and sounds

are vibrations.”

- George Harrison
singing softly, Paul, ‘as if under the spell’ of a love potion. . .

-

“Nothing you can sing that can’t be sung
Nothing you can say. . .

a drug effecting varying ‘highs’ of intoxication
chanting with an obviousness of an exercise elemental as breathing. . .

SEXUAL LOVE

“But you can learn to play the game
It’s easy all you need is love. . .

fading into a delirious, sweet surfeit, nauseous chaos. . .

LOVE IS EASY

“There’s nothing you can make that can’t be made
Nothing you can save that can’t be saved. . .

SPIRITUAL LOVE

The later days of the Roman Empire
saw the emergence of the astrological
Piscean-Christian Age. Pisces,

the sign of the psychic diagnostician,

in its better aspect represents sym-
pathetic, benevolent love holding in
check a tempestuous, weaker side, given
to excesses of sensuous love and sloppy
emotionalism.

“Love is all you need. . .

LOVE IS EVERYTHING

the last line endlessly repeated, comingled with suffused shrieks,
syrupy trumpets, saxophones and shimmering violins. . .




BROTHERLY LOVE

LOVE IS FOR EVERYBODY

now everybody, calypso-style, joining together for a raucous
finale, set off by silly horns beeping in the background. . .

“All together now everybody
All you need is love. . .

* ‘love’ is named
87 times in the song

love love
it love love
Love love love
love love love
love love love. . .

LOVE IS NOTHING

“Nothing you can do
But you can learn to view in time. . .

-cliches
-sentiments
-syllogisms

LOVE AS A NOSTALGIC IDEAL

These verses by the courtly poet,
Armant David:
“I love and seek her so much
That I believe this violent passion
May drain me of all desire
Thus, love would lose me everything;
Her heart’s desire drowns mine
As if flooded in a sea of sweet sorrow.”
“Nothing you can do that isnt meant to be. . .

the mechanics are the message; the
‘ anics ; product of countless other
degradations’ of the same trite ‘idea’ of love

a switch has been pulled and the ‘de enerating’ bz i
has become exactly a decible louder, no clgoserfa. .mg e

“It’s easy all you need is love
All you need is love. . .

free-floating flotsam and effluvium

“She Loves You, yeah, yeah, yeah” surfaces again just before
the ‘hearts and flowers’ surge of “Greensleeves” which itself
is spliced off one note short of the resolution of its first
bar: ...

the end of the line

“PS.1I Love You” - once

“Please Please Me” - ‘oh yeah. . .’
in chorus

“Love Me Do” -‘yeah, love me do’
at end

“It Won’t Be Long” - ‘yeah, yeah’
as response in chorus

“I Want To Hold Your Hand” - ‘yeah,
you. . .” in verse one

“All I've Got To Do” - ‘yeah’ said
occasionally

“Drive My Car™ - ‘yeah, beep-beep-
beep-yeah’ chorus

“I’ll Get You” — ‘oh yeah’ in chorus
break

“Day Tripper”- ‘Sunday driver, yeah’,
one-way ticket, yeah’ in places

“Taxman” - ‘yeah, I’'m the taxman. . .’
in chorus

“A Hard Day’s Night” - ‘yeah’ said
once

“That's all you need
All you need is love. . .

LOVE IS EASILY EXHAUSTED

“Love is all you need
Love is all you need
Love is all you need
Love is all you need
Love is all you need
Love is all you need
Love is all you need
Love is all you need
Love is all you need
Love is all you need
Love is all you need. ..

"
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Suzanne Ostro Zavrian

MANGOES

Because the moon moved, eclipsing the mangoes,
I could not see them:
MANGO: A YELLOWISH RED OBLONG
oversweet and acrid, green
TO PEAR-SHAPED TROPICAL FRUIT THAT
rose yellow, more oblong than sleep.
HAS A FIRM SKIN AND HARD CENTRAL
You say that | have never seen your eyes?
STONE AND IS WIDELY CULTIVATED FOR
How could | have seen your eyes, eclipsed
ITS VERY JUICY, AROMATIC, AND PLEASANTLY
as they are by mangoes
SUBACID PULP BUT IN SEEDLING AND WILD
(although they fill my sleep)
STRAIN IS OFTEN EXCEEDINGLY FIBROUS AND
I have never touched your mouth,
HAS A DISTINCT FLAVOR OF TURPENTINE.
but | know it has the taste of turpentine.

ELIPSE: GEOM.
| looked for the red tamarind

A PLANE CURVE,
and yellow mango

THE PATH OF A POINT
to deliver the universe to me

THE SUM OF WHOSE DISTANCES

FROM TWO FIXED POINTS (THE FOCI) IS CONSTANT,
or, failing that

A CONIC SECTION, THE CLOSED INTERSECTION OF A PLANE
to tell me what today meant.

WITH A RIGHT CIRCULAR CONE.

ELLIPSIS: GRAM. OMISSION OF
The poem | wrote about mangoes
ONE OR MORE WORDS, OBVIOUSLY
was not about mangoes but you.
UNDERSTOOD, BUT NECESSARY
You never saw it, so
TO MAKE THE EXPRESSION
the ellipsis was complete.
GRAMMATICALLY COMPLETE.

13




Hugh Seidman

THE CENTER

1.

and this week end:

rest
what way out
the limits

the equations of force and motion
the ranges of distance

the 4 walls of a room
a man’s mind
a woman’s body

until the Blackshirts
come cracking in the door

love
a telescope massed to the suns

where he sits

in a heated suit
recording

the images of stars
on sheets of film

and in
the voids

where he looks

had considered
the departure of Mercury
from expected course

43 seconds of an arc
per century

perceptible
in its closeness
to the sun

9 million times
more massive

the shift of the spectrum
the gravitational deflection of light

from the place
of the patent office

it was afterwards
that it came to him

Venus
Earth
Mars
Jupiter
Saturn
Uranus
Neptune
Pluto

the stench
of the battleground

&
then
in the spaces
the center
of the universe

lies in

15
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55

ash as
to star

the gesture
of love

Betelgeuse
Sirius
Aldebaran

the considerance
of constellation

the levels of night
and that which has left us

and in those regions
the tenuous hydrogen

drifts in the reaches

and is lost
from us here
involved

in the heart’s
pulse

the pulsate
gas
in the vast

peripheries

the swell on
Betelgeuse
past our caring

as he went to him where he sat with her
and said get up or I'll hit you here

past our caring
the juke box
fused

in song

in the star track
the remembrance
the moons flow

retrograde
east to west
or here
as the wind moves
as in
Cocteau
as they edge
thru hell
or
as when

they are in Hiroshima
the glazier
turning
and the mirror
which Orpheus
looks in
as in the world
rests
in the cylinder
of Palomar
to endure
the cold
pouring
at each
swing
of the door
out
where absolute

Zero

is no

joke

17
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6.

There are these abstractions
pursued in the force
to obliteration.

The surcease of pain.
The peace of order.

The self lost
in progression of argument.

The rest of the monastery.
The mathematics of cosmology.

the disturbances
of the real

the oscillations
in the planes of feeling

had awakened
in the dark morning

the body beside him
lost in breath

the forms of the world
drifted at the wall’s width
in the outside cold

the terror
as if poised at an edge

the desire for escape

the places
where the trees were profusions

the spaces
into which he saw

the center
he constantly sought

not profoundness
but the weight of measurement

had reached a hand
to touch that breath

the processes

Lane Dunlop

I KINGS 21

Naboth the Jezreelite had a vineyard
Both more than his own, and not his.

Rock-fed, the secret conduit of faith
Strengthened the hands of its roots

And the stock of his fathers’ name
Supplied its sap to his life’s leaf

That sipped the sweat of its face
As the pleasant jewels of the dew.

Of what else was the promise of Israel?
As well sell handfuls of dust, or the sky.

Yet a man’s hand, like a little cloud,
Could blot it out from under the sky,

All value gone in the ownerless grave.
Naboth’s vineyard was an ordinary one,

Why forsake life for their dead sake?
‘Set Naboth on high, and stone him.’

On which the men of his own town
Set Naboth on high, and stoned him.

from The Snow of Lebanon

j2)
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Lane Dunlop

II KINGS 2

Elijah went with Elisha from Gilgal,
Two men with their minds on the sky

Of heaven. So they went down to Beth-el,
The sun’s house, the home sky of God

Who was wise, yet set in his ways;
Whose hours were the same as the sun’s

Day-labor in the bare room of heaven.
So they came to Jericho. Man’s eye

Banged !ik_e a moth against the sun,
The sky’s ingrained silence. At Jordan

The chariot of Israel and the horsemen
Thundered in the clouds’ dust of water;

Reined in, the horses of fire laughed
In the sky’s split side, at Jordan.

Tvy.o men with their minds on the sky,
Elijah went with Elisha from Gilgal

To heayen. And he saw him no more
And said Where is the Lord God of Elijah?

from The Snow of Lebanon

Lane Dunlop

LUCIFER (II)

‘Joined in horizon’s line of confusion
The sky and sea confess their origin,

The sun’s progeny, as clouds come up
Against the blue-eyed tyrant’s I AM;

The sea argues and agrees to shores
Incessant conversationist of silence,

Linguist of its surds. Heaven is at
Zero, the forced labor of the azure.

That hero, statue of his own horror,
Fell for the horizon’s smile of gravity.

The sea changes hands under the moon
The other sky’s democracy of stars,

Yet the stations of the sun remain
To be climbed with a sabbath zeal

In your days, the stars’ of course,
And in your eyes. Under these heavens

The man-child of light comes of age,
Wise in his generation, many as sand.

from Sky Poems

21
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Dan Graham

Schema for a set of poems whose component pages are specifically published as individual poems in
various magazines. Each poem-page is to be set in its final form by the editor of the publication where
it is to appear, the exact data in each particular instance to correspond to the fact(s) of its published

appearance

1 Using any arbitrary schematic (such as the example published here) produces a large, finite permuta-
tion of specific, discrete poems

2 Ifagiven variant-poem is attempted to be set up by the editor following the logic step-by-step (linearly),
it would be found impossible to compose a completed version of the poem as each of the component
lines of exact data requiring completion (in terms of specific numbers and percentages) would be con-
tingently determined by every other number and percentage which itself in turn would be determined by
the other numbers or percentages, ad infinitum.

3 It would be possible to ‘compose’ the entire set of permutationally possible poems and to select the
applicable variant(s) with the aid of a computer which could ‘see’ the ensemble instantly.

SCHEMA

(number of) adjectives
(number of) adverbs
(percentage of) area not occupied by type
(percentage of) area occupied by type
(number of) columns
(number of) conjunctions
(number of) depression of type into surface of page
(number of) gerunds
(number of) infinitives
(number of) letters of alphabet
(number of) lines
(number of) mathematical symbols
(number of) nouns
(number of) numbers
(number of) participles
(perimeter of) page
(weight of) paper sheet
(type) paper stock
(thinness of) paper stock
(number of) prepositions
(number of) pronouns
(number of point) size type
(name of) typeface
(number of) words
(number of) words capitialized
(number of) words italicized
(number of) words not capitalized
(number of) words not italicized

POEM

35 adjectives
7 adverbs

35.52% area not occupied by type

©448% area occupied by type
[ column
| conjunction

© mms. depression of type into surface of page

0 gerunds
Q infinitives
247 letters of alphabet
28 lines
© mathematical symbols
51 nouns
29 numbers
6 participles
6”x9” page
50 b. paper sheet
dud| conted, paper stock
. OT7” fhik paper stock
3 prepositions
O pronouns
10 poind’ size type
univers 55 typeface
G| words
3 words capitalized
0 words italicized
5@ words not capitalized
©| words not italicized

23
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Joachim Neugroschel

LIFE/LINES

Every time I try writing a poem to you

[t turns out that the paper

Is a poorly erased palimpsest.

Older writing smudges through

And my verses turn into a crabbed interlinear.

The other day you were singing in the shower

And naturally I couldn’t hear you

Above the gush of the water.

I would have gotten in with you,

But you're so afraid of intimacy

That you turn spontaneous gestures into far-reaching rituals.

In the evening when you sang the title role at the Met
(I forget which opera)

I tried humming along during your big arias

But the opera freaks nearby kept shushing me.

Why do you always send me urgent telegrams c/o American Express?
This is New York and you know I never check for my mail there.

I tried placing a collect call to you yesterday

(I was broke)

But your line was busy.

By the time you hung up, the telephone company had gone on strike.

I was born on a Thursday, far-gone,
A couple of blocks from the Roman ruins in Vienna, far-flung
And I have gone further than any Roman mercenary

But yesterday when I wanted to take the IRT Broadway 7th Avenue down-

town express
To go and see you
The man in the booth wouldn’t change my ten-dollar bill.
Either he thought my feelings were counterfeit
Or else he didn’t have enough silver to cover them.
No one would give me a token,
My love beads made them think I was a hippy
And this season is bad news for begging.
So I wrote a poem on the back of a discarded candy wrapper
Stuck it into a no-return coke battle
And flung it into the Hudson.

Float along, little missive.

If anyone finds you I hope they deliver you to the right address.
If not, you’ll end up in the Sargasso Sea

Among the ensnarled wrecks of myriad lives.

Joachim Neugroschel

AN INVITATION TO NAUSICAA

Actually, she heard him the first time.

Why don’t you come along, Odysseus said.
She said she’d love to but. . .
Why don’t you come along?

She smiled gratefully while waves foam-whitened on the shore.
(Gulls careening.)

Daughter of Alcinous and Arete, king and queen of the Phaeacians.
On a clear day you can see the universe.

( “She is described in Homer’s Odyssey as gracious and charming
but saddened by Odysseus’ departure.” — COLLIER 'S ENCYCLOPEDIA.)

Actually, she understood the question the first time
but, incredulous, pretended she hadn’t.

I said (he said) why don’t you come along?
(Seagulls careening. Waves whitening.)

My days are social/full, my duties pressing.

Politesse demands he ask a third time, with just a modicum
of resignation, a touch
of understanding in his voice.

Ever since then, we speak of an “invitation to Nausicaa” when
asking someone the impossible with both of us knowing that he
or she would say yes if the whole universe were different.

But since it’s not we
regretfully decline.

(Gulls careening. Waves whitening.)

(April, 1968)
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In the morning there is a thought brought broken to me
like a splintered frame.
In the early daytime light spills from the book of night
that lay open on the windowsill: did you see it too?
Qutside the pane in the white trees there are birds.
From beyond the window some dogs cough, I hear
the passing whine of wings, and a thought comes mingled
with the pull of wind.

We hear the faraway sea-sough of the moving winds.
We claim the books of morning with their leaves like white

flagstones.

In the shadow of the cup of afternoon my thought lies steeping.
Only half the morning has been measured out,
And I feel the tugging of the kite of noon.

Gail Deeb

Steve Katz

MYTHOLOGY: DIANA

““Because Diana was the huntress, not the temptress,” | replied. | forgot
what the question was. Anyway the ball on the 43 yard line in their own terr-
itory, fourth down, two yards to go, for most quarterbacks a kicking situation.
For me a mere flick of the switch, another channel, and life or death in the
soapy window. The machine is stuck — with an overflow, and no change for
another load. What to do? | got up in a flash and found another way through
to the closet where my winter outfit dangles. | had a date with my baby, |
speculated. The sadness of my baby is ill-conceived, as is all primary emotion
in our time. That suddenly caught me lonesome and | exited to the courtyard
of our sanitarium where | loved to behold the birds when it wasn’t raining.
This time, the rain. | hid under the eaves by the window of Nelly Bloomgar-
den, the typhoid carrier, and was stopped dead in my tracks. She’'d been in
that room since 1897. | could see her through the barred window lying on her
side and watching the TV a generous party had donated. She didn’t like foot-
ball. It was a first down with the ball on the thirty. How had they done it?
The wind up. The pitch. From behind a tree she tosses a mudball at me.
“That’s no way to do your hunting,” | call, whoever she is. She’s no temp-
tress. | remember what he asked me now. He said, “What’s the score?’”’ That's
a peculiar question to ask when the answer | gave was what | said at the out-
set. “The score?’’ The score is that nothing is happening in my heart, not
even the action so familiar, you know, and one has to exercise those muscles
to keep their tone. For a while | relax on the bus back but when she has to
get off she finds that | have closed my fist around the seat bar over her long
and smelly hair. “Ouch. | missed my stop.”” She was sitting in front of me,
unarmed, unfortunately, because I’d make a nice roast for her table. Why do
they all make out she’s a woman, anyway? Couldn’t she be the great Jim
Brown when she says to me, “Let’s run off and get married just on the spur

27




of the moment?”’ How do you answer a question like that without dropping
her hair which my habit is to put in my mouth? We sprint off together like
in the Musical Comedies and head right for a super market where we buy the
aforementioned roast and by the time we’re back at the place it’s a marriage
feast and we nibble on that. “Turn off the damn box,” she says. “Are you a
temptress or a huntress?’’ | ask. The ball has changed hands and those were
on the offense who now are on the defense. It’s time to go out and get blaz-
ing drunk so | step to the threshhold on my way and Blooey — I'm had in
the arm in the back of the neck in the right loin. Next time you won't catch
me marrying a you-know-what. The air is sharp and clear, the winds are crisp,
the ground crunchy underfoot, a perfect day for the game. First | hustle
down to the market by the docks where beggars scoop fishscraps and | look
around for a poor girl there because | want to fuck. Better to fuck a poor
girl from the docks than a rich one who can afford weaponry. | dig one up
covered with muck, the scales of carp stuck in the dirt on her wrist and fore-
arms, and | buy her from her father for a song.

I’'m sizing up your daughter

Who lives here by the water

I might save her from the slaughter

When the other fishes caught her.

And she delights me with some verses of her own:

One evening yet to come you will limp to the high roof garden
And bubbles from the lip of a peach will bust on your sniffer.

Ah, the twentieth century hustles by like a centipede, how | love it, how we
all behave in it as if it were the twenty-first. Yes, it's exhilarating, it’s a bulge

in the flow of events. All | need to do is turn my back and | can be sure any-

thing will happen. It’s happening now but when | reverse my field it will be
too late. What happened? Well | scrubbed her with a hemp rag and she came
out pretty and bright as a nickel. When the medical student who lived below
us fell in love with her glands | released her to marry him. “Be the huntress,
not the temptress,” | advised her: or was it, “Be the temptress, not the hun-
tress?”” Anyway halftime was just over and | can’t bear to hear a kick-off so |
turn down the sound and leave the glimmer. The air above the atmosphere of
the city is full of jets going South for the Winter. South. What a stupendous

idea. | buy a rucksack, bicycle playing cards, a sackful of lotions, and an auto-

matic needle-threader, and head South myself, or rather with a free-living
beauty | meet on the bum. We got to the beach and dropped into the water
and lay around like cantaloupes getting tan. The girl was a bronze athletic
type that you find sometimes on the beach and sometimes you don’t. She
met a Persian gymnast there and we all made love on a trampoline till | was
out of the question. | looked at my watch and saw it ticking. “You're not a
te.mptress," I'said. “I'm a hunter,” she said. | got out of there quick as a
V\.nrrk, arrows wobbling by, and to mine own self | was true. The game was
finished, the final score 26-17, though | don‘t know who won, but those of
you who know me realize it all adds up to forty-three, and so you've got it.

Jack Anderson

ONCE EACH SPRING THE FACE OF OPHELIA
APPEARS UPON THE WATERS
(for André Masson)

She drifts with the current on her back. No one sees her. Not
the clouds above. Nor the gardeners on the bank. The huge barge
floating toward her does not see her. Nor does the bargeman,
sweating in the sun. They will pass over her. As will the pleasure
boat with its turning wheel. When the river calms again, the
imprint of her face will still be on the water. The clouds will
roll downstream like drawings of organ music.

HANDS

Unclench these hands. They smother the light.
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John Perreault

BALLOON

note: Presented as a Poetry Event at Robert Rauschenberg’s loft,
the evening of May 25, 1968, as part of a series of poetry read-
ings in celebration of the publication of The Young American
Poets, Follet/ Big Table.

All words and music were pre-recorded on stereo tape. The two
poems were recorded with two voices (both the author’s), one
on each track.

“Eye’ decals were passed out to members of the audience who were in-
stru_cted to affix them to their foreheads. Since there was no seating, the
audience stood or sat wherever convenient.

Chinese New Year Street Music . . .. . .. 4 min.

SOUND EFFECTS, Vol.2, Audio Fidelity DFS 7010.

Drums, gongs, firecrackers, etc., the same one-minute cut repeated over

and over again.
(“Plenty of action here, with fervent gongs and drums
and bursting firecrackers providing an authentic backdrop
for the enthusiasm of both children and adults.”)

3.

*So as I was saying to you
yesterday,
this rainy season (October)
is very good for the mahogany
lumber.
So too is the snow season.

Your lap, however,

disappears when you stand up
to wave goodbye

to the afternoon as it sinks
into the ocean.

Today I am the tomorrow
of your longitude.

And Wednesday I shall be
the road that covers

your stove, your dove,
your smile.

Balloon? He (you) watches
the balloon

rise up.

First it is balloon-size

and then beachball, basketball,

*This section of “BALLOON” was first published under the title
“Talk” in the Chelsea Review No. 22/23, June, 1968 and is used
with their permission.
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baseball-size, .
and then it is the size of a green pea.

The sky becomes a bowl of soup,
becomes something else

to be looked upon at leisure

with great pleasure.

Is it you? Is it you (me)

that I spot through my range-finder
coming down Main Street,

grinning from ear to ear?

No. It is only the dog of your
Irish sea captain,

foaming.

No. It is only the sunlight
hitting the gas truck

rear-view mirror

as it turns to the right on

Elm Street.

The long poem you are about to hear is an acrostic made from the first
two stanzas of the poem you have just heard.

This Poetry Event is entitled BALLOON and it is dedicated to the
French artist Odilon Redon who once wrote: ““For the most part, the
artists of my generation have looked at a chimney flue and seen — only
a chimney flue. They were not able to give a blank wall anything of
their own essential imagination . . . Everything that lent itself to symbo-
lism or that allowed for the unforeseen, the imprecise, the indefinable
whose aspect was confused with the enigmatic, led them astray: they
were afraid. True parasites of the object, they cultivated art on a purely
visual plane . . . . We must remember that we have other things than
the eyes to satisfy.”

Inflation of a 10 foot weather balloon with helium. The balloon, attach-
ed to the helium capsule (bright orange) by fishing tackle, was floated a
little more than half way up the three-story high ““chapel” loft. A spot-
light iiluminated it from below.

So As I Was Saying To You

Springboard into the grassy or the finite
opens the door to the door

as dawn closes another black window

so that light can’t move

inside the glassy or the small gray box.

Weather decides. Then as now, we entered,
as always, the present indicative,

stringing along with fourth-string runs on
someone else’s sonata machine.

Again the weather. Again the trial balloon.

You plummet. I fold.

Inside the concept “time” as opposed to

nighttime or “perception”

going on and on in spite of the poor reception

the morning or the evening

oozes out of several obscure letters of the alphabet.
You whisper obscenities into my good ear

often in code so that no one can

understand the decisions, the boycott.

Yesterday This Rainy Season

You come to the parting of ways by way of
eating habits that are invincible

softly with the softness of soft air

to all the incumberances

recalcitrant or redundant

dangerous to pass or to touch.

And then, of course, the passionate way of handling this,
your daydream, is

to make the ambush bulletproof,

however conspicuous, no matter how

isolated from the up-draught.

So stop these rainy days that
release such hopelessness upon
another dry gathering of astronomy buffs.

[ can’t stand alimony or money problems
nor can | stand

your ability to smile

softly at whatever displeases you.

Enough! And, by the way,

another gripe: your

stomach pains, your

old-fashioned way of conducting my life,
not by telegrams but by touch.

October

(Open the door that leads to the door,
collide with the collision.

That these cartoons are religious

or political

belittles only the incision.

Ergo: the juicy or the crumb

Reality, however, is not so humble

W
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Is Very Good For The Mahogany Lumber

I confess to your accusations concerning my
something or other

valuable or invaluable to someone

equally vague .

regardless of the xerox copies

you were kind enough to send me.

Gap. We'll close it with a question. The
opening of the clear light

otherwise known as the sphere or the
“dying” :
for whatever it is worth. Perhaps nothing
or perhaps

reality in one of its many

theatrical disguises.

Home is where these incongruities relax,
enjoying the unmitigated thrill of

" magic tempered by visibility.

Again the prerogatives mount. And again
harm becomes vigorous —

— occasionally it also becomes

gamey, sarcastic, trivial, or

alchemical —

Never again. And then again

you become

lackadaisical in your devotions

under financial duress.

My father dies. My mother follows and so do I
being here now but also

elsewhere

remembering the sphere.

So Too Is The Snow Season

Someone, something, somewhere
opens the door to the door

that leads to still yet another door.
Opening or closing. Opening.
Opening the door to the door.

Something moves. It moves into the smoothness of

nothing that spans the remoteness
of your silence that is physical.

We plunge. Into what? Into this
sadness of infinity. This

endless proximity

and then another movement starts
so wordlessly

opening the door to the door,
narrowing time.

Your Lap, However

Your lap, however,

occupies the stiff territory

under the skin.

Repeat: your lap, however,
liquidates the far reaches of the clear
air that is

pornographically blue.

Helicopters cut the line

or least resistance, cut

world message units into
evil images of evil

variously aligned in terms of
evil alignments

removed from the species.

Disappears When You Stand Up

Delight in the sound of these vowel sounds
inside the circular

stopgap of these visual toys

attentively

prepared towards non-visual ends.

Power circulates

eclipsing the flood

and eclipsing the orb, the eye, the
religion that acts to disguise
someone, something, somewhere else.

We float. We please. We
harm the complete
negotiation that is unpopular.

You — all by yourself — are responsible for
oceans that are dry,

umbrellas that are

so fragile

that they cause more rain

and color the landscape

narrow regions of a singular green.

Decisions to desist

uphold the decision to
prepare for the miraculous inflation.

To Wave Goodbye To The Afternoon

Tough. It’s too bad that logic is

often impractical in dealing

with the contingencies, the
announcements that arrive in the form of
vehicles of remorse,
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endlessly verbose.

Gaining this insight is a loss to the world
of business and/or publicity
oddities that

depend upon

biology or chemistry.

You told me this and I agreed
eventually

that the eyes have it

over the ears:

that the mind is hollow,
ending the synapse.

Again the moment is

folded up into

tiny pieces

each irregular in shape

repeating the eyelids of the grammar.

Now is the time

our endlessness is discreet,

our pleasures are concealed,

not only deadened by the visual.

As It Sinks Into The Ocean

Aimless wanderings. Aimless sludge.
Stomach pumps.
Instant crime. I bow out.

The words become interiorized.
Society melts

into a large pool that

narrows down the birth rate and
kindness becomes agressive.

Sleep. Sleep that

imaginary boundary of dreams
needs some air raid sirens

to keep these windows from
humming mindlessly into the
eye of the stupidity.
Oceanography becomes
contemplative.

Eyes see only the verbalized
and then when the fire begins
nothingness becomes tangible.

7 Thank you for your cooperation and your attention . . . . Please remove
your “‘eyes.”’

8. Black out. Chinese New Year Street Music, while balloon is pulled down
and deflated in the darkness. Lights.
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ANDRE du BOUCHET
(Translated by Lane Dunlop)

THE SCYTHE’S EDGE

The aridity that lays bare the day.

Up and down in the earth, as the storm goes up and down.
On a way that remains dry despite the rain.

The immense world empties, and nothing is lost.

Through the rent in the sky, the ground’s denseness.

I animate the bond of roads.

II

The mountain,
the earth swallowed by day, without the wall moving.
The mountain,
like a caught breath
the glacier’s body.
The clouds flying low, level with the road, illuminating the paper.
I do not speak before this sky,

torn,
like
a house returned to breath.
I have seen the day shaken, without the wall moving.

I11

Day scorches the ankles.
Waiting, the shutters drawn, in the whiteness of the room.
The whiteness of things appears late.

I go straight toward turbulent day.
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ANDRE du BOUCHET

METEOR

The absence that serves me as breath begins again to settle on my papers like
snow. Night appears. I write as far as possible from myself.

LAPSE

The shadow,
shorter, the heat outside, serving us as fire.
Nothing divides us from the
heat. On the floor of the oven I advance over,
broken,
towards those cold walls.
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ANDRE du BOUCHET

THE CLOUD

May the earth pass away, and we will advance, like the cloud,
in the depth of the air.

Unequal,
when it is day, to this road’s strength,
until the extinction of the stones,
unknown

to the hands that smooth them.
The day that tamps us down in the ballast of breath.
On the inaccessible ground, on the road left to the lamp, each stone is a lamp.

For crossing the road, before the day beats it flat.
The mountain

The fire,
received,
on the summits of the ground,

joins me, almost.
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ANDRE du BOUCHET

NEAR THAT WHICH ILLUMINATES YOU

Near that which illuminates you
as far as the horizon where the heat leaves off,
already I hear, farther away, the air’s rumbling over the dry earth.
The dew of sleep

clasps us.

BEFORE THE WHITENESS

Before the whiteness of the sun came as near as your hand, I burned without
going out.

In the obscurity of the day, nothing is, on this road, but descent,
and sunburst. Until
the fusion of evening.
Our road is unbroken by the heat that sends us back,
illuminated. Without your halting
in that heat. The road on which I still sink outruns me, like the wind.

I do not know the road on which our breath recedes. Day, falling, surrounds me.

My hand, already withheld, barely splits the dryness, the blazing.

Stephen Stepanchev

BIRTHDAY

In the dream, | walked away from myself
Toward the laughing soldiers at the railroad station.
We leaped into a green river, packs and all.
Boats looking for survivors

Found a child clinging to a black rock.
Awake, I find the world redecorating itself
With snow. It is a slow descent, my birthday.
My temperature climbs.

Fever is my true climate, making

The tenement roof beyond the window

A white page of terror,

The slate of my infancy

Some revolutions ago. She who wiped

My infected eyes is dead, lost to the whiteness
That breaks all signals. Loving her

Was like taking an escalator to heaven,

But I let her die.

Look into these alternating currents, Tesla.

[ attack the floor with a broom of anger,

And my fever finds white feathers

All over the room: far under the unmade bed
And under the table and chairs. How did they
Get there? Are they mine? Is this the feathered
Metamorphosis of a hairless dog? Neither winged
Horses nor New York pigeons call here. Is it

A question of angels?

What fallen, plucked angel

Shares this prison,

This snow-drop enterprise?

Snow keeps drifting into the darkness

That wells up from my sleep.

The black branch of the oak tree in the yard
Moves slowly, showing all my

Symptoms of withdrawal.

I throw the feathers out into the snow.
[s the room getting darker, or am I going blind?

In this cheap, non-stop movie of my life

A musk ox is pounding the ice with his hooves.
He is looking for lichens and dwarf willows.

Batty and hungry, he paws the ground and bellows.
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Stephen Stepanchev Vito Hannibal Acconci

THE LUCKY ONE

The streets of her look were lined with roses.

It was all too pretty; it was a poem with a lawn.
Her words were a dazzle of trumpets,

An apocalypse of touch

In a golden kingdom of lions and sleeping gypsies
Under a colorless light.

Trapped in her dream,

I was an ‘uneasy mirror. : : : To go on, Bert is coming in: he goes as far as that: it comes to
I was an uneasy river under a bridge remembering hurricanes. " ; ; 5

1 ; . losi this: now Bert comes to this point: sooner or later he will leave: (I
The birds of iy atiention sepilcreC HRaupt - ARHon. spoiled it by thinking ahead, even by thinking aloud, though you
I remembered the dying geranium in my kitchen. can’t tell, whatever you say; while | did so, he left, and | could not
3 roteir beced 1y fght saving peys see every step he took ((because | was thinking, as | said, a while

I remembered the roaches and rats in the walls of my intentions.
I remembered the darkness welling up from the floor.

I left with her fingers clutching at my elbow.

back)), | can’t tell you how he left.)

Here comes Celia: she steps in: she steps on it: she has stepped
down, she says: (I am still listening to her informing me of that as
Her house walked out of the yard and stared after me. she steps out, | tell you:) (now that she is gone, | have time to say
that she stepped on the rug, the ladder, the stool, the stairs, the foot-
rest, while she was here, among other things.)

(That’s me, waiting for the next: this is what you have next: that
is to say, now: I'm on the left, by the way: it was a clear day: ra-
ther, that's clear.)

It's Adrian, entering now: he enters into the conversation: (you
don’t say a word now that he has entered upon something else: you
get the picture.)

To go back: 1. Bert was his name because his family gave it to
him; he signed a statement to that effect, and had it notarized (the
seal is on another sheet of paper). 2. Celia was her name, certainly,
because Bert told me so. 3. The picture is printed on different paper.
4. Adrian was his name because that is part of the whole picture.

On the one hand there were two.
On the other hand there are two.




Vito Hannibal Acconci

(He moved yesterday) (

(He walked once) (

(He stirred there) (

(He ran two miles) (when a rope pulled him further)

(He shuffled a moment ago) (

(He rolled in the morning) (

(He danced Wednesday) (

(He drifted twice) (

(He flew at 5 o’clock) (

(He darted one second) (when the alarm rang, which made him reset the ala
(He skated Saturday) (

(He cruised January 1st) (

(He made his way last week) (

(He slid three yards) (

(He shifted one last time) (until he decided to shift his quarters)
(He climbed Monday) (

(He waded through at 8 o’clock) (

(He glided four hours) (

(He dodged one night) (up to the next morning, this one, and there he is, B
(He sank two years ago) (

(He traveled to the end) (

(He crept Thursday) (

(He ambled at 3 o’clock) (

(He flitted here) (starting on this spot

(He changed places Sunday) (

(He strode at 10 o’clock) (

(He marched finally) (

(He jogged Friday) (before she did) (before she pulled him over, and over t
(He skied in the morning) (

(He drove March 21st) (

(He rode for five days) (

(He waddled until then) (

(He lurched that long) (

(He passed by Tuesday) (by this time, Wednesday)

(He trotted to the post) (

)
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Vito Hannibal Acconci

Let me explain. There are places that are particular areas or locali-
ties, regions; places that are the parts of space occupied by a person
or thing; other places, like a square or court in a city, or a short —
usually narrow — street.

Come closer. There. Now let me explain. There are things that are
matters, circumstances, affairs, or concerns; other things,” which are
done or have been done, or are to be done; and more things, still,
which constitute steps in a process, ends to be achieved.

But you can’t get it right from where you are. Come here. That's
better. There you are. Here, let me explain. There are persons who
are individual men, women, or children; human beings as distinguished
from things and lower animals; and persons, surely, that are living
human bodies; and more than that — persons, you see (you are close
now), that are personalities.

(But where are the animals? Let me explain. There are persons
— | said that before — persons ((l say it again)) who are brutish, de-
based, or inhuman — | haven’t said that before — persons ((once again))
who are like animals. So they were there, the animals, above; they
are there, still, if you look, now, as you listen to me, here, now that
you are so close it is hard to see more than a blur. But there are
other animals — let me explain, since there are interpretations, mean-
ings, or definitions — still other animals, | say, that are four-footed
creatures, beasts — Do not put the persons there, and do not come
too close.)
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Vito Hannibal Acconci

Once there was a man

DO NOT READ THIS: “DO NOT READ THIS,” | SAY

Twice there were two men

SKIP THIS: “SKIP THIS,” | TELL YOU AND YOU

Twice there were three men

Stanley Cooperman

WATER TRIP

Pearls must be
like flowers growing
out of dark
deep

in blue sea-meat
pushing

from a seed

or grain

where fishes bangle
each other, and
whales

tumble like fleas
looking

for something to
scratch,

squid

maybe, or loose
wormy eels
bigger

than stars

under mountains
of salt

snow,

and millions
of points

like powdered
rainbows
busy

eating for-
ever, invisibles

' making

islands

with firm
pink

leaves wiping
the ocean
clean,

listening

to whispers

of sharks, jelly-
fish and
dolphins: de-
lectable

glisten sucked
through the infinite,
gentle,
gill-drifting
mandibles

of God.
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Stanley Cooperman

MANHATTAN TRANSFER

Music
sewn
out of brass and dead trees:
switchblades
hidden
behind the fat smell
of a lilac.

It’s a question

of symbols, if you

look for them:

SHOW

between the paws

of a young dog,

when it limps

over chemicals and theaters,
a pavement

hardened with money. . .

or the girl
hustling Fourteenth Street
with each breast
candy-

flavored, brown
stones
tied to her nipples:
they swing

they

stretch splat against the wall
of KLEIN'S, and

whisper
Juicyfruit
in a nickel bag of love.

=

Stanley Cooperman

FOR TRUDY, HER FEAR OF DARKNESS

Even sunlight
breaks
into reasons, reasons: stare
wrinkles
on cellophane, and
we are

pinned
between sheets of glass,
turned
like dead slides, or
polarized
over fires

fueled

by some crazy sawdust
stuffed
up all our dreams. . .

Why should we
who
dance

dying

through the air

pretend that questions mean

anything

more than whales

or flowers?
Remember:

you ran under my hand

in waterfalls, and

each pebble

of your breath

was a shape of laughter

younger

than despair.
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BIPED

There will always be someone coming in summer with fierce qualities

If there are diseases, there are sick men

I took a long shower, a masterpiece, which took me into the future

But I did not blend with it

Lenin: “The aesthetics of the future is ethics.”

0ld question: “May I be you?”

Who are you?

There will always be someone coming in summer with fierce qualities

Robert David Cohen

August 27, 1968

VALENTINE

Fortunately you were born.

That is why you turned

a Schwinn bicycle in my

dream and why vodka met orange
juice and created the
screwdriver. The movies

seem to be talking over
everyone’s lives; there also seems
to be some kind of “Master
Race” we are all more or less

watching, going out and coming back.

My umbrella
in the first frame became
“umbrella.” The second
was full of storms falling
behind you.

George Schneeman & Ron Padgett

Miodrag Pavlovi¢
(Translated by Jack Norris)

DUSAN: THE CONQUEROR IN CONSTANTINOPLE

On Sunday the gates of the Eastern city

were thrown open for me

by angels speaking Serbian.

I felt I knew the secret of the city

and I spoke Greek on the square,

but when the citizens heard me they shouted:
that’s not our ruler

and locked themselves up in their towers.

Next I climbed upward towards the serene sky
Clouds covered with greening woods

formed an arch above the Bosphorus

and many marble stairways

led down to the foot of the sea.

That was how the capital came
into my hands without wrath

and the domes of Haga Sofia
were apples I received as presents.

When lights were lit

I began to give orders:

send messengers to Nerodimle

launch vessels against the Turks

and serve dinner in the halls.

My new minister then whispered to me

that I needn’t bother too much with affairs of state
Evidently I hadn’t noticed

that I had died two hours by horseback from the city
but he added that I was still a welcome guest

that on the upper landings rooms were awaiting me
prepared for the night and for my visit in the hereafter

Ever since, I’ve had an important position
in the death senate of Constantinople

it’s no use looking for my tomb in Serbia
no use desiring a different glory for me.
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Miodrag Pavlovic

THE BLIND KING IN EXILE

[ write to you from the capital of the world

Here [ sit at the window, I, an imperial guest,
listening to the noise of the street beyond the walls,
th