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Bruce Andrews
HOW

How.

As is.

Pull of facts.

Into some problems satellited looking games.

Do that.

Hands, webs, in front, parallel, shaking in arcs outward.
Outward in arcs.

In addition to this.

Cups, precise — down.

Kneads wood.

Small angle.

Inward, floating, into a bushel one over the other.
Superimposed, caresses self.

As catches.

Thumbs mouth.

I think a trauma; can understand why.

Quick like minstrels, thereafter, that’s right, son, a somber
estimation of buoyancy.

We have then a map.
1980, 1984, 1985.

Present blue notebook in guise of guitar, question, so he’s
sidling up, immediately resting upon it.

On knee.

Music as compensation, someone’s . . .
Had a tendency to want to go away from.
Willies.

Booming a thump.

One, two, immediate, what are, three, what are four, up and
down in tandem tracked.

Fire away.

Per se (this as strictly word-of-mouth) : figure — in pockets
— cannot move mouth in so far as right to left —
spreadeagles, incendiary.

Outstretches, logically, tap, crescendo.

I know what it is like, who likes it.

Bruce Andrews

On the pretext of making a purchase.
Jaw a block or blocks wood that will entertain if moved.
Enfoldment : earnest hesitance.

Vehicular . . . What? Shrug, flings up, separates air into those
packages to act accordingly.

As it — touches cheek — exists.

It is not homogeneous; O.K.

The injustices we know about.

One finger up, no, as a thumb, chin bobs — none — to punctuate.
I Believe Him.

Intrigues large ball in air.

Deftly Mediterranean.

Spiral clasp unscrews counts at heart, push out, prayer, little
circle; fans hide point — shows slice; ceiling indication,
unlayered, akimbo, scratch, funnel, steeple, confine halt.

Pair of socks cemented.

Followed by a carving into a desk to resemble diamonds previously
silica.

Into this machine, a machine.

Sdrt of.

Elite and mass : it is not crap; it is a true story.

Plays slippery.

Pluralism.

Amplifies.

Wither.

What.

Of value.

A part, a very small part — money, that aquamarine.

What they use, that for which, all whales for — patience, an
asymptotic wing.

I am getting it going.

Over and behind back over shoulder : yearning.

Crossed, elude, gradually.

Open — as if — some supplication, you cannot rehearse.
It.

En masse.



Bruce Andrews

Bicycles it.

Surveillance.

Shaving . . . . echelon . . . else unusual.
Create the real, therefore, man is dead.
Again.

Unwaxed and of substantial size; quite : there are twists and
turns in events and resultants, so, the search for a more
inclusive vision — of standing, falling, sitting still.

Close together strokes ever downward.
Can but should not. |
Thrift muscle.

Reel continues.

I roll like one hypnotized.

There is.

Fortunately.

2 horizontal lines in imitation, of five squares adjacent in
dark brown so there have been tan splotches in each corner.

Digging back in history.

Errors can only secure [ ] but also balloon up
a nonexistent situation in one’s mind, that backwater of
materialism.

What.

Sorry.

Hypnos; roster.

Should be informed well before of each and every diversion that
you have of hammers.

Discretion.
You know.
Fillies.

We want therefore to regain a picture of, yet not nearly through,
the blinds, those lights of reason.

Charlie Kilo November.
Will go out.
That those.
‘ What is normal human behavior.

Kept an eye on, that’s oval, depending on such — such whims. °

Bruce Andrews

Great Misery
Jubilee

Shaker

Quadrille
Belle

Confess

Peach’s
Cat

Cattle
Nerves Volunteer

Unsurpassably Maidenry

Mull
Quarterdeck

Little No-hat
Egg Talk

Bass
Tinkers

Grover Cleveland
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The Hasten

Lore
The Unsweet
Two-Sides

Loxley
Sirs
Feebling

Squarish

Bruce Andrews

Yearn Finesse

Strawberry

Amnesia

Snow

Ahoy Ahoy Yarn Snow Piety

Citron_elle

Bluff Brunt

Bessemer

The Boaz

Nook

Gramsci
Once

Blue Horse
Six Fayette

Cede D.0.A. Co-Ought

Folly

Rison

Tar Math
Quell Gave Molls

Tenpound

North Little
Satisfied

Norman’s Woe

Quiet Tine
Samanthe
Beebe
Nonquitt
Leaves Joppa
" Title
Lonoke
Mariannana
A Guadalcanal
Salters

(Devils Dishful)

Wee Little

Bumkin

Rubber Nazarene

Bruce Andrews
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Bruce Andrews

Mental
Table
Sippican
Smelt Vain
Spry Or
Aucoot
Digital
Blake Breeds
Scorned
Gushee Joes
Lunar Red
Told
Wetter
Gallup
Preened
Angelica
Empty
those Antassawamock
Bossed
Light

West Ed
Hoosicwhisick

Said Buzzards

Thumpertown

First Encounter

Dole of
the Meadow

- Charles Bernstein

MATTERS OF POLICY

On a broad plain in a universe of
anterooms, making signals in the dark, you
fall down on your waistband &, carrying your
own plate, a last serving, set out for

another glimpse of a gaze. In a room

full of kids splintering like gas jets against
shadows of tropical taxis—he really had, I
should be sorry, I think this is the (‘I

know I have complained”’ ‘I am quite well”’
‘‘quit nudging’’)—croissants

outshine absinthe as ‘‘la plus, plus sans
egal’’ though what 7 most care about

is another sip of my Pepsi-Cola. Miners

tell me about the day, like a pack of

cards, her girlfriend split for Toronto. By
the ocean, gripped in such an
embrace—these were blizzard

conditions & no time for gliding—

she promised to keep in touch. The ice
flows, at this point we had already floated
far past our original sightings, made for a
pretty picture but mostly nobody payed attention.
The next best thing, New York draft, my
own opinion, the National Express, no
doubt, no luck, next election, next

month. . . . Together, though not always in the
same degree, with a sense of their
unworthiness & admiration as to the number
that are wonderfully changed without any
motive, view, design, desire, or principle of
action. ‘““‘How much is there, in particular,
in the things which have been observed.”’

‘““How lovely did these principles render him

13
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a life.”’ Next session, several occasions,

seems to say, thanking you for, so there will

be a, that is my—. At last the soup

is piping hot, the decks swashed, all appurtenances
brushed aside. Across the parking lot you

can still hear the desultory voices of the men
chatting about the dreary ‘‘affaires de la monde”’
that they seem to find so interesting. You

take some white flowers out of the vase, the

one you postured that you no longer cared about
but which is as close to your heart as 7
that chair from which you wistfully stare

at the charming floral tableau, & bring

them into the kitchen where you fix yourself a
bowl of ice cream. It was as close as

that. With a heart chilling suddenness,

the ground itself vibrating rhythmically to

your various aversions, a man pushes a
wheelbarrow full of fruit around the curve

just out-of-view. Canned peas kept frozen

out of an intense confusion &, greatly moved

by such things, a kind of light without heat,

a head stored with notions & speculations,

with a cold & unaffected disposition, as on the
one hand there must sometimes be. “‘If the

great things of religion are rightly understood,
they will affect the heart.”’ Still, what an absurd
figure a poor weak man makes who in

a thunder storm goes against the flashes of
lightning with sword in hand. ‘‘No vision of
loveliness could have touched me as deeply

as this sad sight.’’ In the summer

blackouts crippled the city & in the winter
snowstorms: & yet the spirit of

the place—a certain je ne sais quoi that

lurks, like the miles of subway tunnels, electrical

Charles Bernstein

; Charles Bernstein
conduits, & sewage ducts, far below the surface—

perseveres. Green leather chairs are easily
forgotten just as the bath water brings
only minor entertainment. But we have
higher hopes. Let me just for a minute
recount the present standings. There is
no more white chocolate & the

banks are on holiday in Jamaica. All

the cigarettes have already been lit &

the mountains climbéd & the chills
gotten over. It is the end of the

line. Even nostalgia has been used up &
the moths have been busy making their way

through all your very favorite attire. True,

there are still some loose ends, last minute

details that will never really be completed,

but in the main there is nothing left to

do. All the guests have gone home & the

dishes are done. The telephone is off the

hook. It is written that the wisdom

of the wise will be destroyed &

the understanding of the prudent will be

brought to nothing. & so it becomes

time for a little recreation—like she can

certainly butter that popcorn. We live in a

time of great changes. Revolutions have

been made in the make-up of the most

everyday of vegetables. The sky itself is constantly
changing color. Electricity hyperventilates even the
most tired veins. Books strewn the streets.
Bicycles are stored beneath every other staircase.
The Metropolitan Opera fills up every night as the
great masses of the people thrill to Pavarotti,
Scotto, Plishka, & Caballe. The halls of the
museums are clogged with commerce. Metroliners

speed us here & there with a graciousness

only imagined in earlier times. Tempers are

not lost since the bosses no longer order about
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Charles Bernstein
their workers. Guacamole has replaced turkey as

the national dish of most favor. Planes, even,

are used to transport people at their will. Collisions
have been eliminated in new debugged systems. Ace
reporters no longer worry about deadlines but

sit around talking over Pelican Punch tea about

the underlying issues. Everybody drinks the best
Scotch & drives about the freeways in specially
constructed ‘‘no crash’’ recreational vehicles. It is
all a great relief. For instance, exhaling while
walking four to six steps, taking the time to feel
each step like the frenzied businessman waiting. for a
call from Morocco. The colored lights reflect not the
state of the soul or its long dark night of
incommunicable exultation, but simply descending
steps on a long spiral, intercepting spherical
enjambments that—try & try—are impossible to notice.
Often at night, standing there, my brain

racing behind some fragment of a chimera, &

yet, & so on, could you really accept that, don’t
make it any harder on yourself, let’s

make a fresh start just you & me, come

on we can, &c. At last the relaxing change,

the sofa, Alexandria, Trujillo. You looked.

into my eyes & I felt the deep exotic textures

of your otherworldliness. A tangle of thorns bearing
trees, extensive areas in Asia, Australia, South
America. Rye, oats, &c. The tall grass

prairie of the pampas of Madagascar, Paraguay

& the Green Chaco. Lobsters, oysters,

clams, crabs, tuna fisheries, shrimp. (1) The use

of easy & fair surfaces along the general paths
followed by the water flow. (2) At & near

the surface of the wave profile. (3) Proof

of good design. (4) Submerged

bulbs. I read somewhere that love of the

public good is the only passion that really

necessitates speaking to the public. Yet,

far from that—& distance was by now a Charles Bernstein

means of propulsion to theories of design—

- everyone seemed to go about their business

in the same old way. Active roll resisting tanks
pummeling towering carriages, conveyor belts
incapacitated for several weeks with psychomimetic
complaints, origami paper oblivious to the needs

of nuclear families racked by cancer scares, diabetes
mellitus, & too many visits to Stuckey’s Carriage Inn
in Savannah. Disorderly memoirs pockmark the
literary crabgrass & the small voice within hums

dim tunes overheard in the houses next door. ‘‘But,
whatever wrong you may think others have done,
maintain, with great diligence & watchfulness, a
meekness & sedateness of spirit.”’ ‘If a life

against which it was impossible to level one reproach,
a life that followed your example, gives me right

to your respect, if any feeling still pleads for

me in your heart, as long as my guilt is still

not absolutely clear, please don’t forsake me at

this terrible time.”” The marvel is always at the
wick’s end & the static a make-believe music

of the rectangles. What stretches will also, & quicker
than you think, come apart, the separated pieces
thereafter forever irreconcilable, with the memory of
their former state no more than a brood along the
boulevard of a reconstructed city, the new

lights & new gaiety masking ‘the utterly out-of-mind
presence of the ancient city’s darker history.

Take broom in hand & sweep the chestnuts off

the boulevard, not so much as a diversion,

which has long ceased to mute the facts, but

as a pantomime of what, some other time, you
might have done. Yet, there was a life

without all this. ‘“‘Certainly, there be that delight
in giddiness’’ & yet, for the most part, I’ve told
you time & time again, better haul out the shovels &

picks, board up the stained glass, acrylic 17
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the calendar. There’s plenty of time but

few with enough integrity or intensity, to Charles Bernstein
fill it with half the measure we’ve

begun to crave. The birds are falling like

flies, one by one, out of the sky of the imagination,
sitting ducks for any Jon or Jonathan to

trip over on his way to college. Miles of

cable keeping us in constant touch, entangle

us in the delightful melodies of the new
age—lavender police cars that emit high pitched
whirrs, insisting that the sky writing above us

is the dining place for our servants. Beyond

this front is a fair court & in all the corners

of that court fair staircases cast into
turrets—quarters in which to graze at

equal distance from each other, surrounded

by stately galleries & fine cupolas. You take

the extra moment with exceptional cheer & together we
begin to shovel away the accumulated dust that blows
in our eyes & moistens our faces. Gratings, already
apparent after the long row, seem not so much

to enclose as to place. Pacing every which way

after already uncountable fortifications at

the snack bar, the water on boil, the various

‘‘day’’ papers discarded, phonodiscs rolling down
meticulously laundered shafts, conduits

to another in a series of dissolving

snapshots, indices, day-liners. At last, the

cabin cruise is over & the captain gently

chides farewell to us with a luminous laugh.

Diving into the water, I grab my harmonica

& bang out some scales, all this time regaining

my bearing, retracing the directions. Before too

long it’s time for a break. I stretch out

on the balsa wood finish & turn to the notices.

The surrounding buildings have a stillness

that is brought into ironic ridicule by the pounding
beats of the bongo drums emanating from the candy

store a few blocks away.

DRUMLIN

Poised, alert, slightly distant, severe like Wittgenstein
in photographs But in life?
Around the eyes the message
that you can be hurt

crushed, calf’s eyes

who wept stars? Who saw to weep?
The moon the letter C backwards

I

meEA®=0
wecw»

Hwnmm >R
m->me0
mm—=awnCct
Zmm— »m

This is the 70’s
a decade even Elvis Presley’s death
: cannot redeem
they say a hole in time blank pages
suppose all our writing over them

is no improvement?

The man who reads auras did he see

a squared halo

above Groucho’s dome
a raspberry upon his lips
for Mrs. Calabash

everywhere she is?

The horse takes the cake
The horse takes the cake
Hi ho the tablecloth too

William Corbett
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After the krazy hat competition
they heard a bestiary

and bran danced

cleaned their rooms disciplined their children

wiped their hands and feet

were fun to work beside felling trees

cleaning twigs from the forest floor to save

the family place from wrack and ruin
“Watch what you’re dragging in!
I never show it when I’'m
depressed. Never. Why does he

have a hair up his ass anyway.”’

Covered in feathers under her wing.

Rain from a trough
fits of paper tearing

fallen green crescent pine cones sticky underfoot

the green turns yellow

under the clear blue sky
crickets sing at noon downed
apples rotting sweet scent
overhead blue doors & depths
soon must leave for good

20
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Alan Davies

PARALLEL WORKS

Idioglossia

for Michael Gottlieb

Story Alto

Reaching into green gloom
A big Roman room

Fragile in washing doom
Freedom from going h

ome Ruining is the same Trickling f
» rom the only sum Frenzy on the sliced tone
_ Weaker by a dozen Sit then down
Crazy and flown Sewn into her grey gown
Hurry to be seen The lawn is mown Settled h
is fractions Wasted a length of traction

Down where we’re known Horrendous action
Lost her crayons Interlocking verse for ms
Tracers of the old given motions
Surely fixed that notion
The mirror walking
rip on the quarrelling

Less relaxed hearing
Swimming G
Loose in want of a grim quarry
Back from the slaughtering worry

Don'’t tarry A care that we not study
The letter N and the letter Z What we lack s
ees A lost hill of grey Not getting arithmeticall
y set right away Please do this way
_ The softer fabric we sway Wrapping
today ‘ Locked in their tributary Not bac

k from oratory
The least worried

A smudge from the side story
Intervals of this relaxed parry

No to the trumpeting avuncular

Longer history Frayed by your long glare
No sweet eyes to wear Torn from a way
glanced there Fracasing peers w
ary of steep succumbed smear Locketed in armor
.A vaster tremor Gets harder Wrench from
lacklustred fears No hunger no tears
Collecting the works over Smells overt
Clang barely covert Another twisting of low retort
Read report Crease from white snort
Crammed into flowerings of setted art
Mark a landscape for start Still apart

The soft waste root More Mozart from the

21
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start Needling a sleepless relented foot
What the warring tides are now about
Heard the wool shout Caught her by their
trout Please relax in this recalled sport
Breath get short Pounding over floor
More from the title to the fret horror

Under war Off the underside of her
Sworn to falter Growing in this grim tripped batter
Caring her trumpeter Or anxiou
sly the awaiter Sturdy fromt he leaned quarter
Aside her Grip on the more to do
Swept this soprano Completed by half of this truncated
hole Open from the fragile

Seeing that the grease bottom
Avoiding unavoidable

Morose for a while
looms smiles
tolls Speaks through our rules
Smiles -Grating a study from the role Ro
lling through the glass tile Courting your fist these later miles
Areroping by the largest swoon corral

New morale Touchers at over t
he daytime trial Harvest from flaccid pale
A hearing of sun oriole Decide
to wander travel Cater moral Though has no
anger in that thrill Tears where light falls
Go retallying the awful Seat white
walls Pages in sequestering tables

Doing quite so well Arriving for her sequel
Central at the setting of equation Equ
1 halved in shelter Normal the bright slip of the arbor
' Turmoil in glassed movement
All overt by the gun’s reason Call to

this grit lived Hail to start Granule by the q
uavering hands Settle in this fleet harvest of matte
r Normally to the stop

Squarely by lessened topples Easily the sorte
d triumph Greyly in this kettle of reason

Steady by us stands Wetly in a breach of
this Squarely to an abstracted mote :
Hourly Morbidly successful in green fact

Rid lie the lost Bid of greatest moment

Hide sweltering Glide to an armed feeble query

Side of them thermal Tides morasse
Titled in this mess sweet by the eyed

Lidded to settle off lauded stuff

d to sequence

Argued in this place Swayed from t
he test Day of dayed slice Way by of the
soft torch Play to a settee norm
By an anxious Try pity Toy of the least armored bit

Ahoy to sifted dance No squeak in sw
erving Blow of poorly chanced Kn

ow in parting of meeting Go by a longer arranged plac
e Through complete New by this
hurdled _ Glued of a sheltered man R
ude of a jumbled gloss Fluked to a stone
Battered aloud Afraid no stutter looking
Laid to the taste Stayed on thrall Made

least Wade flown of clear Node them articulate in
chests Known steered by Down
to take muscle Mown Thrown feet stalk
Blown sequence of tight life An armament of rea
sons Can remember the tip Wane tri
pling Stain over fretting gloss - Train their
mouth Lain to lactate green Noun of
the first hurdle Down articles on face
Won at slowed graces of tensile Done or the
squared set from an amalgam Gun to
short words Grin of fettered In the sequence
set of f Pin that sorts harder Rinse
awake Stints at Paints clamor gorged to let away

Prints jest from allowances

Wants sure difficult to amaze Amounts singular in

arrears Flaunts practice of trim to voiced
Ants of the particular space

Surmounts this Grants Sets motion to harden
Trinkets blanketed are hard Lets moisten
Its grim fragment joy in sheets Be

ats garner of blast ! Aggravate plastic most about
‘State won late on Abate now At tri

gger flatness Spat breakers swimming up

Great from time About the Spout glisten of moa

ned argument Sport that tackles abates

Route that Shouted
Flaunted squarely of late

Out settles on
to levy our lace shakes

renews Gloat ton try this mass renown
Float of trusted eraser Moats s
ugar flys States under clutch Awaits a

nettling at sures Grates to her longing on beach

Alan Davies
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Dense and threat-like

Sitting Desperation pushes sitting
squirming through centers. Pleasure moisture dries out, turns to hot loot. Sleek
sequels larder no regrets. -Refracting intricate tight boon of lone spot. Needle spine
of noise loiters in space. Our quadro lives mutter retarding voices. Shockingly neural
spectors chooses lanes. Mind lobs of triumphal glass. A preternatural riddance of
guilt, sat from. Oral frustrations furthers reconnaissance.

Works , Error cures judgement off voice,

_ largely the eyes and hands. White on black ttexts. Work sheets keyed from groin.

The responsibility: incitement to this renewed heritage. Spanner thinking uncurbed.
These oneirocritically perambulate words, these succumb. A gentle relaxed
posturing assumes a blundering. The fronds of the alphabet, as wounded as lives
with was the. Library equals unit of language - draft.

Two Bodies The surety of. . ., gone. Wanderers
perfectly sold season. Reading speech thoughts to sleep anger, snap. Let heat be
penetrate. The thinking posse, the sleep pose. The few arrows of entreaty are
horizontal and viscous. Opposites repel and attract, equals, repel, attract. Allow
hand settling tribute, sllit. This dichotomous queue angles, blur one night. Flasking
the gunnery in this armament of pacts.

Relations The temper down this fruiting
part. Hello; swishing selves crazed; my name. . . These warring principles beleaguer
the suffer, lurch of fright voice calmed. Full of which they fish. A bleat caches this
moat between two rivers. The perishable bodies lunge presently, navigate a
stronghold mountain, slip mirror. Slender shoulders move vectors of active air.
Inoperative physical apertures stun the dark bleat of the crowd.

Space Back from the hospital, hotel; an
acerbic detrimental equation. The skeptical mind is a pattern of this gesture. Days
spectate. A colorless froth between six, four, eight, two, eyes, rooms. Minute
particulars bind thumb to forefinger in this dread of composites. Small cube masses
intend incredible density, left. Shadows delineate the human product. Vased upright
noise fattens the floor. Each call retrieves a wall.

Night mind The square doors close, split
apart leaves. Depth pulls focus to it, climbs a hill; proving that the world is equal.
The waters select a mate, world of grease in which mucous aches out of its
excursions. Radiant penetrate, convulsing story, apparently. Sound off the distance.
That chairs be ladders and a bed a hole. We aerate our parts until sunset. Additional
to driven text nails. Each mode stipulates a blossom.

Eye & ear Sound follow gesture; no
interference from one to the other eye. Glance meets white air, meets white glance.
An composite, an industry bends myopic plane. Shadows establish two levels,
straight, folded, unheard. Equal pleasure verbs elope the orifices. Blue gales rustle
the worlds. In them long sense, none of all but invoked pleasure. Organs’
hermeneutics, the tightens at formal emptiness.

Alan Davies
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from PLANH
VI

Ceremony
the triumph
planting a drum beat

workmen passed by
alluded to good fortune
the shadow of its branches

had visions _
had the advantages
interrupted

files and ranks walked
they became aristocrats
fascinated with glib privilege

gazing up compromise
a contest of delicacy
a plan of action

but politics excited them
the avarice
of neglected ideas

dusty sweaty ragged
weasel-faced inventions
collect stones

clear up the calm jokers
workers murmured and bosses

applauded the moment into conversation

under the clock
in the doorway
the loudest voices dispersed

to eat cheese drink cider
nobody wanted
the door kept opening

under the beeches
scratches and bruises
light through the holes

turns the axiom
between phrases when
words lead to crimes and opinion

Ray DiPalma

eyes opened wide
to liberate rights
and frauds out of rabbits

plaster walls share
a rack full of books wing and
torch the democratic stuff

sit them down in a whisper
equalize golden with a plank
catechism of anecdote and shoulders

revenge in a gentle voice
a sort of hallucination
stretched a sack on his back

the dogma of material interests
chinese vases ample armchairs thick curtains
disappear with his face in his hands

the noise of forks
the jaws on the slope
of the abyss

Voltaire the upholstery
sunshine and a damp wind
over dead leaves

back head model
closing his eyes
ceremony movable and immovable

two fluids
phalanx monopoly
thunder and dancing

a chain held high
theories shaken by a laugh
beautiful books and a quiet life

slamming the door
the horizon
an angle of spite

distinction shocked distance
speechless tongues
tapped at the window

blindness art and charm
a rapid gesture
with a long lever

Ray DiPalma

27



28

VII

Sky crushes vague sounds
the quality of their solitude
larks swaying the mist’

in the wall
the sun thrown back
into the pleats of a clenched fist

ditch up white
under the ears
blooms with mouth open

the same fevers
two teeth drawing
the languor of air

spin satisfying faint
glass or drop
secured or snapped thin

punctuated
with a gold chain
like a horse’s harness

patches the signing delicacy blue under
the light at the bottom of barrels
corner of mouth

breasts clear eyes
walls thought passed
in silence

dog candor smoking
swallowing paradise
convinced warned and repeated

naked cure the morning
rooms the desire
the corridor embraced the fence

VIII

Satisfied wax
with was ashwood
pushed along a piece of cloth

repeated sweat
the cord with weight
point holding minutes

Ray DiPalma

to perform
second rung
cling to stones

mahogany instruments
contain a mystery
bronze ticking and India

vexed the alphabet
fingers more turns
the exact spirit stupefied

this force stars™
a property
grace of a magnet

currents bending
the neck five fingers
signs and yawns

forehead creased
the fair scruple
attracted by the noise

a bubble magnetized
water blossom streams
and secret knowledge

warm grass the pear tree
in the wall birds
instead of sleeping

the obvious ear
in the double sunshine
a majestic opaque figure

still more a vault
the smell of tobacco
produced anecdotes

fantasy further off
straw ribbons
wolf on the knoll

spontaneous synthesis
like the telescope
and the pleasures of art

sheets of paper
grapes ripen
violent on inert matter

Ray DiPalma
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a charcoal circle
animal spirits
three torches

wavering brown shadows
breeze through
the eye sockets

speech using
a gold ingot inspired
a vague terror

forward random upwards
holding the wand
two arms fixed

you like the mirror
on the horizon
a long mast with crossbars

qualities of matter
and ecstasy the scent
the appetite of a wolf

Spinoza the moon
destined for ships
marked in pencil

modes absorb the infinity
attributes contingent
extension and thought

what is its material
scepticism dog ideas
anterior to the facts

abstraction can provide
faculties of the soul
agriculture literature politics

100,000 years old
never goes beyond appearances
absolute axiom error offers more

solitude and sophist fraction
perpetual a fortiori abyss
atoms sulked human evidence

water and camphor
primordial raging thirst rain
and sun admire

Ray DiPalma

the melancholy silhouette
drooping lip thumb sling
and nerves a dull thud

stopped in money and quiet
wind reckoning up carpenter
mason farmer and roofer

qualities even substance
potassium mercury iodide
shade dividing principle light

what we by means
of words do not
substance extension force

your own envious look
the noise of a bell
roaming curious for information

I consider your system
like a breach of order
like floods and storms

an illusion a remark
or less important
a bad dream

a gulf away
elbows on the table stones
and bramble fill an intense lethargy

ropes to nature the void
which lies behind
the finest solved moment

it would be some tea
water over two spoonfuls
of alcohol

feet drawn up
rags and many colored lights
represent the sun

IX

On his forehead
clamor and exaltation
written miles away in foggy weather

Ray DiPalma
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greet lions with
a pharisaical wink
dissected his slice of cod

remedy means
a temperate leavening
not an element of progress

arrangements
beneath a lamp
out of breath

roses up to the wrists
borrowed voice
and the cock habit

chains it through
read aloud burned
the powers of speech

red marble planks
and the sun
shining in the corner

calm and a quieter
word refuse the
most varied fortunes

arm around old
philosophical times
invited them to lunch

solemn thoughts
trotted measure
modified

long jaws fall every
light-headed creature knelt
beneath a row of white clouds

blossoming in the middle of the grass
thought rules
power abandons

the pinprick sublimity of a very
careless style learned an
interior from an exterior advance

reappears in nature
is called a faculty
one person one remark

Ray DiPalma

remember the holes
provide details red
foreheads and wolves

naked angels
inspire sarcasm
prophets grow an ear

variations engraving
the permanence
the doubt

two lines of elms
in a sudden gust of wind
grew darker

a name mistaken
for a number picked
slowly along the spine

just a word
hammers nails snow
iron with broken teeth

a divine convulsion
of many stars
dreaming into smiling and shouts

relics and herbal
remedies wax dust
privileges of human dust

the red phenomenon
false routine
master proofs

reason paid the time
prodromes logos
tall mirrors

history waltzes
on respect
it is not a question

fronted extolled
all idioms choking
for the iron hand of caprice

the miracle is done with words
patches of gold
soaked in sweat

Ray DiPalma
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looking down always
singing the annoyed

basis globe or shrinking apple

repartee function
half hidden compares
sign thought ceremony

not one but nine
austere vanity the other
cheek taken away

three voiced
enclosing
fastened by pins

were these details
obstacles how much
the fingers whistled

argument
less the distinct
manner

X

One deep in the dark
two sharp like a k
vowels shrill

fables to split
memory too much wolf
staring at the ceiling

above the ear
the bump of detected
philosophy

where it was quiet
in the shadow
reflected in the mirror

instincts slamming
out of his pocket
justify method and guile

the birdlike faces
of enthusiasts
exchanged observations

opinions
dahlias owe
ringing the bell

_ Ray DiPalma

Galileo and Newton
gulf the cardinal points
this chair takes bearings

pivots on a long needle
framed behind glass
in the shade of a barrel

marking the far
horizon as if it were
running with the spark from a stone

inventing four wings
and nectar
on the edge of ditches

great bundles
of oak pegs
aligned

with a single shudder
stretched and tangled
in the ears

sanction in a low voice
some notes
irreducible motives

useful exaggeration
the plus sign
removed

ashes
might improve
a delicate instinct

examples are recorded
symptom songs
over a spinning method

shreds tongued
to win the indispensible
mark of origin

mouth wide open
the convenient interval
began with a breath

caught on facts
path talked and seen
read dreaming

sly loop of copper
wire attached
to a silk thread

Ray DiPalma
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pen and ink
on a pile of stones
witnesses

out of the wall
stray dogs
done in a pyramid

pushed as a basis
for acts
thought hunted

chatted the system
evidence be
some funny ideas

no more chronicle
turned embellishing
in red buildings

to fix a signal
eyes half closed
with a spasm of pleasure

silence signature
showed the bottom
made deeper

devoid of compromise
the main ideas
following crier

owls which
eat grass
windows are open

Asia runs out of
these oscillations
the convulsions

travel to the stars
make up stories
by the sea

look after bright
pieces in hands
left alone

Jan.-May, 1978

Ray DiPalma

Michael Gottlieb

from PHLOGISTON

4

interstine

t hWeA Y of originally

at thaCCHARACTERISTIpCose, or T HhEa n d s raised
care worn

position o

the R AN GbE,illin g was SENT

THmEoonand THeEclipseinthevar. different ev-
entuallSYUBSTITUTION

AERIAsLtores OPENINdGown
more sec

otheErY E

in unswerve

ABRAIDINsGtice

temp

turnabouWtASH,thedun

d rLyA N D S retrenchment

eyes, the cant of the head, elbows angled
ELLIPSdEiagrams

wasthesecondofthemajoCrAMPAIGNpSursuedAG-
A I N SiTt s influence

tondo

one eye; heads, or moons

"closedwhenalmosCtOMPLETELY

colonial administration
FROMTHEbyways

co

don,

VOTRtEachycardia

peradventure

of the hand is so much more, the three aspects

later attributed to the Mwami society
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W H E RiEs T H I S tabletop Michael Gottlieb
covered

W HICgHarnerson the

ivorPPRESENTMENT

theoriginaRIEFERENCE

and bringing the debilitated parts

inthemodelling,

insemblanceof the HANDS, ast WMo O RE faces,

w h y THE back

tamper amalg

must be leaving froms ome w herEeL S E

case load knocking from above

SO g O € S category

LIFTINfGingersALLOWEDto

escorted
HANoKpportunities
CHAISIEounges

rising from personal electronics

granPdAUSE

tendering
soever INDEMNIFY

thethreReO UNsDpaces, a M EM O RoYf the DANCE, O NE
ontheforehead, WHICnHewlYNSTALLED

a couplOeF YEARSago

5

not altogether unlikely that there is an equal assortment of those
flyers sined

take on a

WHICHIwoulMdU CH RATHER not spend that M U CtHi m e on
restirred

fain to either

placeWdHERE thesebringing KEEmPeeting

widened syllabication

undermine

an EQ U AnLu m b e r of LAYABOUTS

to geLtOS T so

starinYgOU in initialPyRESUMPTIVE

for everyone as usual except the one

- Michael Gottlieb

WHERE there w a s once in the c r a sSOhF SEEING,anymore
everyone else who seems to

mesence

vir t uOeF descent

things which haven’t had time yet

shoUwP witMhO R E orlesTsH EsamNeUM B E R of BUMPS on
t hHeE A D

moille

picturebooTkE R M S of time
BLOWINaGrounLdIK EthoseparkeBdELOW
dimly on

andto WH AdTegreethLeURE of aAnCCUMULATIVELY
desk prop
differenPtHR ASES fromanotheArG E of controls
much do you really overlook

the TOLL iHnNISTOR Y
thesTeHIN GwShicDhO N ’sTeem to BaEbout
familar pools

pertaininTgO THcEonfiguratioMnlS

copal

perhaps cou IBdE recognizeSdAOME W HE ReEl s e
should bTeA X E D

functions cloudily

UNDER anotheMrA DeExpress

hamper

limpets

AND of that W H I CdHo e s not, AtSh e y say
CANITeave aTHINGinthCcORNERS

often wont

leave a mark

collateAdS H

AFTER ALL p er h a pWsE SHOULD BmEu ¢ h MORE concerned a t these
latesMtIOVEMENTS

campinOgUTonSUDDEbNrights
WHICHOFTEqQNuickIRYEVERTS
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6

FOR WHICH

some of it must order

for certainties what
exchangAeL L thaFtOR
continental

just aYsO U KNOW t hWeE E K will oWrO N’ T roll A L O NfGr o m the
something n oBtL AN K, onego't

TAKINaGdvantage, BACKEwDithTIN

IV

reallAyR E not so BE C K O N I NaG,n d uncertainties w h iOcFh-
T EaNp pr o a c h ALONG those wide

eventuallya feelinFgORdescending

and e a sSWyH I C H, leading TvOortices

basis folding

\'

pre amp

THEreductioOnF THE w a IMIE E T I NtGh e sidewalk
other there just getting thrown

g 0 oFdO R something, asrecognition drillINSSTILL

that WHICpHromoteTsHE BELABOREaDccounting
OcFondition

off toT HlEe ft
passed along like a certain association
of rugs

versailles

F OiRn finitelIMyOREofthSeAMES O RoTf timeth aTtHE R E

seemTsO BE fart o0 MoUCHofnow
11

quick midsection

Mark I

L I KoEn e already K N EfWr o m

WHENsometimelsT SEEMStherMeUSTBESOMET H I NtGo
allthosCeHURLTISeHf fects whichkeeGpETT I NmGe n t-
ionedin T HIEiterature

a wholTeAKEN
which grew up gradually
reappearing

by the

Michael Gottlieb

perhapWsITHaLITTLpEushinaDIFFERENT
longtime favorite little holdings
A Lalway

w h altS there tBoE s o
MIGHT aSsW E L L

premiere

our error

always works out like this

no records

positions on the full length
side of the

trans fy

all this comfort

take a turn

zephyr

juthECAUSEthereisnotASHREDOeFvidencethatANY
development

putting their money on ch-

I11

demulcent Lincoln K
SOMaEmenitiecAsSROUND THoEriginal
that does not mean

OTHERWISE

cosmopolitan

THIRD PERSON INDEFINITE

Got to get away

Memory not functioning right

Buildings have no places to store things
To remember

See things a certain way

Certain I’m right no one sees them same
Feel body falling a part

Suspect people widely

Michael Gottlieb

Ted Greenwald
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Long memory

Things that happen long ago stick
No middle memory

Starting to lose

Sense of humor of middle distance
Do mean things

Lose patience with people I like
Feel like crying a lot of time

Lots of inertia

Lots of sociability to cover up
Watch everything and everyone carefully
Tendency to underline things
Underline the sun

About seven years ago this time
Same disintegration starts

Lack of attention

Physically feeling like shit

Could be doing same thing

Ten minutes in a row

Ends in massive physical breakdown
Watch drama of the body

Feel a lazy indifference
Preoccupation with physical shape
Tendency to underline things
Underline the sun

Same fence wanders across

Same field of same faces
Products take their toll

Last time I saw you

Was in the living room

And now I’m in the other room
Having a good time

Tossing self pity confetti

Around crown of light

Ted Greenwald

SERIES / CAMBRIDGE M’ASS
for John Batki

’s a outside
s’a metal clique
tsa outside

zz metal click

POPLARS

facing away

REAL LANDSCAPE

‘space’ or image of number

silence
hubbub
voiceless

din

sweating importunate

Robert Grenier
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YESTERDAY

I saw no one today

ME

myself

undead

OFF

no telephone to you

ON

no you to telephone

TALK ABOUT DAYLIGHT
it doesn’t get so light

place to sleep in the light

LOOK
comes to

see her

Robert Grenier

no pattern of self as
straight line or crooked
meanderings of history as

lived as example for me

L.Z.

‘history their figment of miracle’

LOLLY DRIVING AUDI
Lolly is blind &

sits far forward gripping

wheel to see ahead

ASH

one is to ten as what is to one

INLAND

fresh water

quarry pond

sleep

Robert Grenier
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Robert Grenier

MORE THAN EVER

millions of Americans than before

THAT’S

that’s happy I’m awake

by then your clothes are very wrinkled

worse than that I’'m hard at work

ECONOMY DESK

moving apart already together again

just so lamely me I thought you wanted
what not streetlights decibels I caused
speaking to you only at the table

certainly I wondered at the quiet

but ascribed the like to recompense

you alone might choose to honor last night
foolishly I carried on so feisty speaking

vociferously to anyone in sight

owl

ADARONDROCKS

MY CALIFORNIA

HAPPY TO BE WITH YOU

knew we knew each other

likeness of the world to something it itself
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