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Eshleman

Ariadne’s Reunion

Scarlet Experiment

The challenge of wholeness, to offer the lower

body imaginative status, so that the “negatives” of excrement,

menses, urine and semen, become intelligibles.

The tawny rocks panting like sponges, the whitened

violet dirt out of which asters are rocketing,

are as much a part of the Persian landscape in the vision of the Shah-nameh
as the prince, the maiden, and the necessary demon—

necessary because in this horned grotesca

the gods are more present than they are in us.

The apple dangling from the lovely fingers of a branch is red

all the way through, its seeds

tiny beings carousing in Eve’s rich heart.

The earth, as well as woman, menstruates—

the evidence is flowers, especially roses.

Against green or brown, they take on a rusty,

delicious tenor, scarlet experiment

in league with liquid blackness, or that imperfect

circle of pebbles a male octopus arranges on the ocean floor,
F to invite one in heat inside such a circle

to mate motionlessly changing colors for hours.
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B ive life, “the bitter contest of the two natures’” can be sublimated from a generational life/death
] gle to an orgasmic union with a priestess whose lunar energies are at flood-tide.

srug

Placements

N EPEIRA CENTERED IN HER WEB, afloat yet anchored between ground and sky. The na A

mind of the earth always spinning. Her one ““decision,”” where to start the web. A smal|
.enters, testing, sounding, the thread. At the center of the web, the penetrator is killed

Bvery artist everywhere participates in Ariadne. The transformation of the “given” life to a ““crea-
e one not only involves entering a dark or “inner” life, but generating as well a resistance sub-
. tial enough to test oneself against and to shape the focus of one’s work — and, having experienced

o bestowal of soul (which is the reality of Ariadne), one must liberate the experience in a creative

A Japanese Epeira, under whose green, red, and yellow abdomen I spider-sat, daily, for a my oduct, must emerge with more than the claim that something “happened”” while “inside.”
One day, finding the web torn, I lamented a death, one that has never ceased to disturb me. T I

of anything can contact the anythingness of our own death.

*

*

The earliest “pit”’ or earth-wombs were probably caves in which one to be initiated slept ‘‘in magical
imitation of the incubatory sleep in the womb.”” We know that shamanic initiation involved long
__riods of incubation, pantomimed destruction, burial and rebirth. The incubus was not a perverse
Christianized fiend, but an angel brooding on the initiate’s body, perhaps in psychic imitation of the
digger wasp/caterpillar conjunction.

*

After Epeira disappeared, I had a vision during which, at the northwest corner of Nijo Castle, I’
bright-red human-sized spider working a web up in the night air. The vision was too much f
did not have the language, the psychology, to report my own seeing of what I saw. Without A
thread, the veins, spittoons, claws, colorations and emanations of the goddess’s body are opaque

an image, a grueling picture. A

The signs, grotesques, and animals in Upper Paleolithic caves may have been painted there as dream
' allies, left as records of the dream/initiation, or both. The fact that this art is often found in remote
and “tight”’ parts of a cave not only stresses the underground journey, but the crib-like congruence
petween the cave’s body and the initiate’s body.

*

At 85,000 BC, a foetally-tied corpse is carried on a pine-bough “‘raft” to a red ochre-packed pit i
German Neander Valley. Once deposited, the “corpse-raft” is covered with stone slabs. A fe
have been discovered with cup-shaped indentations gouged in the side facing the corpse.
gated pit accepts the bound one — ““then closes the Valves of her attention — like Stone.”” Wit
power of her red interior, she will wombify the entombed. A belief has persisted in primitive peg
that the soul, or the new-born itself, is a result of the coagulation of menstrual blood. In my
vision, the green and yellow of Epeira’s abdomen disappeared: the visionary spider was all

*

The Minotaur of the early Cretan myth was named Asterior, synonymous with aster, ““star.”” He was
“bull and star at the same time,” and the ultimate elevation of Dionysus and Ariadne, as a divine
couple appearing in unmaimed, fully born, human form in the night sky, suggests that the universe is

e the labyrinth and in imagination it is possible to be fully human in it.

*

At 27,000 BC, 60 cup-shaped indentations were gouged in the form of a spiral in a large |
discovered at La Ferrassie. Red disks indicating vulva-like passage openings in the caves of
and Pech-Merle, and the red vulva symbols in La Pasiega and El Castillo, indicate that at
beginning of image-making creation magic was related to menstruation. For the Arnhem La
wilak Sisters, the Rainbow Serpent is their synchronized menstrual power and its connectiol
coiling dragons, flood-tides and storms.

On the isle of Naxos, commemorating Ariadne’s transformation, Theseus and his 14 companions
danced a Le Tuc d’ Audoubert-like swirling dance around a horned altar which recalls the actual bull’s
horns through which Cretan bull-dancers flipped in a sacred marriage of the sun-king and the moon-
goddess. The ““horned altar” also evokes the womb’s birth cone (and the labyrinth itself is prefigured
by the cervix, lined with a branching called the “arbor vitae,” or tree of life, where devouring white
cells may be imagined to hide and wait like monsters for the Odyssean sperm over whose turbulent
voyage the Athenic aspects of woman preside).

*

The Wawilak Sisters’ story has undergone a structural inversion and is now told in such a way:.
help the men justify their having transferred women’s mysteries into their own hands. They im
menstruation and birth in artificial collective bleeding, gashing their arms and genitals,
subincisioned boys up between their legs. The women, humbled, go off into the bush to menstru
give birth, alone. The men have torn apart the Sister web.

*

The horned altar is also the Double Axe, or labrys: bound together by a haft, the crescent-moon
blades are a glyph of the labyrinth itself. Think of entering the lower tip of the left-hand crescent and
following its curve to the haft, or center, where a change of materials signals an adaptation, through
which one must penetrate, and readapt in order to follow out the curve of the upper right-hand
crescent. The motion through is serpentine, and in respect to the material, the central confrontation is
the movement from iron to wood to iron, organic vs. inorganic materials, which Wilhelm Reich
layered to build his Orgone Accumulator, a small enclosure into which he invited patients, or initi-
ates, to his vision of a journey, on the peristaltic accordion of the body, from sexual insufficiency to
Orgastic potency.

*

Let’s erase the “Venus of”’ from the ‘“Venus of Laussel.”” Let’s restore Laussel, figurehead
prow of the ship Earth, to her place-name identity. Originally colored red, she holds up a 13-no
bison horn, perhaps to link her desire with the animal’s force as well as to synchronize her flow
his appearance. There is no bison body — only this horn which she tilts toward her turned
Scarlet Woman regarding the bison vortex.

*
» .;///////.‘ A e 7 7 7 7 77 e

Arachne is not Ariadne, although the figures are intertwined: the natural mind of the earth 2
spinning anticipates the mistress of the labyrinth that the initiate is to traverse. In the labyrinth
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As in Arnhem land, where men took over women’s menstrual mysteries and converted them ;
attack on the body, there appears to be a take-over signified in the Cretan-Greek complex of
relating to Ariadne. As Arihagne, the “utterly pure,” a spinning hag or sorceress, she enjoye
course with the labyrinth and its grotesque inhabitant. When patriarchal consciousness ove

matriarchal centering, Ariadne became a “maiden to be rescued,” who, “falling in love”
hero Theseus, gave him the ““clew” or thread that would enable him to get in and out and, whil
slaughter the sleeping Minotaur. The labyrinth, without its central being, was thus emptied.

*

In the 20th century, the burden of the vacated labyrinth involves hairline connections with the
cul-de-sacs of the deep past. The myth of Ariadne seems to capture much of Charles Olson’s
“Jife turning on a SINGLE CENTER "’ until a mysterious ‘‘contrary will”’ manifested itself aro
BC, and the heroic attempt to ‘‘overthrow and dominate external reality” resulted in the mi
waves, or tentacles, that spread out around the planet. Do we in North America live in the bu
tentacle end that has, at the point it connects to a body, a slaughtered animal/hominid, w
still fulgurates in our lethal dominational obsessions? Garcia Lorca’s great and mysterious
the “duende” identifies this imp of the blood which provokes some of the world’s greai
struggle with a wound that never closes. Is Lorca therefore caught, whether he knows it o
Ariadne’s turnstile, responding to a dark power of the blood that thousands of years ago
and enraged men as it appeared in rhythm with the moon and the tides and, without violence, ¢
only to reappear again and again? 1

*

In Tantrik sexual magic, the two ingredients of the Great Rite can be sukra (semen) and rakta
strual blood). The sulphurous red ingredient in alchemical goldmaking may have been,
instances, this female essence (the rubedo, or precious red stone that sweats blood and turns
to gold, is a conjunction of a whitened queen and a reddened king). Such a blending could be
PINKENING. Many images of the labyrinth have not a minotaur but a rose at its center, a si
transformation has taken place. Seven days, across her period, the Old King is dissolved
himself, his selves, lost in her “bath,”” her anabasis. The Dionysian initiate who is assimi
this rose appears with a beard of roses to complement, below, Ariadne’s rose-wreath crown.

*

The natural spinning mind of the earth weaves itself in personifications through our huma
logical peril is always central, the center, and sublimated by image-making into “‘scorp
scotch,” or the imaginative gambling called poetry. It is possible to formulate a perspective t
a life continuity, from lower life forms, through human biology and sexuality, to the earliest
of our situation, which now seems to be bio-tragically connected with our having separated out
out of the animal-hominid world in order to pursue that catastrophic miracle called consciousr
the labyrinth is a Double Axe, one might see it as humanity’s anguished attempt to center a
ing doubleness that is conjured by the fact that each step “‘forward’ seems to be, at the same
a step “backward.” And the haft? Phallocentricity that fuses the menstrual/ovulatory cycle
instrument of inner and outer ceremony that injures but does not restore.

In A Grove of Hanged Saviors

Wawilak Sisters, inside-out-women,
the rainbow’s scarlet band within
the Rock Python’s venom. You were spewed

into the night sky while the patriarchal sword
short-circuited the serpent’s energy.
In your exile, Ariadne’s thread is present as

the spider’s issue. The orb is the maze
from which black Theseus is to be expelled,
a husk. At the center of herself,

in a grove of hanged saviors, she reddens,
rounds out, exploding into ripples of albino babies,
each with a red, black, and silver balloon

setting off along the rainbow bridge,
a menstrual traveler, for the yellow body of the moon.

The Crone

I had tried to keep her balled up

in the bed sheets, not wanting to look at

the cancer, her terminal body, brown,
monkey-wizened, but she slipped out, unusually active,
her skin mahogany, more Indian

than I had thought my mother could be—

then I recalled the stories I had just heard about her,
how I was not my father’s child, how I had

a brother, also not my father’s—this news

excited me, and when she reappeared, capering
about the hospital room, she noticed I was erect

and laughed, Where did you get that? Oh I was joking
with some of my friends, I lied, still too young

to confront her black

ruby-rimmed eyes that twinkled in

flesh that had been used and used, as if I might

now put her on, a body glove. This is your true skin,
one voice said, and another: if you wear it

you will stave off the end of the world

for another cycle. I was so made of her by now

I had no place to go, and so began husking

to become her cob, her broomstick, her true husband.
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Ariadne’s Reunion

I was called out into the forest to box

with a man I had been told represented

my other. I wore big blue gloves

and a nose mask; my other had only his hands,

and his unmasked face was more obscure

than any mask. We squared off in a clearing

and remained in that position forever,

for as soon as we recognized the extent to which

we mirrored one another, we both slipped out our backs,
he to quest with lantern for a younger man,

not that burlesque of virility I had put on.

As for me, I became a woman

lost in the image crowd pressing toward the arena,

that deep, tiered pit in the depths of which, lit

by flowing tapers, Ariadne, it was said, might appear

with her bull-headed partner. I took my place between two
who had jeered at Jesus as he struggled under

the immense onion onto which he was to be tied.

Gaunt jeerers, whose eyes brimmed with hail

as if the fools in the moon were emptying all their jugs.
Here, at the bottom of the world, one must move cautiously
between the thrust of narrative and

the associations the story sends out like feelers to test the air
for prey or rockface and if they do attach, a perpetual

give and take begins, for the older story wants to go on
and resists letting the new pull it apart as the new

revises the identity of the old. It is in the moment when
both have equal strength that Ariadne’s face

is said to appear in this webbing—

at the moment the webbing tears, her bull-headed partner
bounds through. No one has actually

seen them couple—rather,

they have been memorialized as dancers,

thrusting in and out of gibbous circles

while the surrounding image crowd

receives the energy swarming out like tendrils unconcerned
with the crowd, tendrils that pass through

as if angling for something in the night sky

that would explode and cathect them on.

Look—she has appeared,
this evening in a spider mask to reveal why
no coupling, in living memory, has taken place.
In the blacker recesses of the pit,
to enter her is to be taken apart while one is inside.
The saying ‘‘no one has lifted her veil”’
means that at the moment it is lifted
the lifter is no longer alive. Thus, her portal
is an active tomb, transforming the lifter into the goal
all desire: to carouse forever in her barque that floats above,
through white, red, and black weather, unphased
by the tiny spectacle below. Yet the story itself
seeks to destruct and to go on, and for this twist
both Dionysus and Theseus are required. One, it is said,
is her true husband, the other
a mistake. For ages it has been argued,
during intromission, why she gave Theseus
the clew to her animal heart. Theseus,
it is argued, had no intention of passing between
the horns, of losing himself in her arms to be
reclothed as a star. Theseus so resented her power
that he wanted to live forever in his own form,
and that is why he refused to tumble
and instead stabbed the sleeping Minotaur.
Why she allowed this to happen has never,
at least during intromission, been solved.
Some say her story follows natural evolution,
that one night her sacred victim recoiled
at the sight of her hideous threshold
or demanded to imitate, in his own way, her monthly flow.
Or that another host broke from the image crowd
and, with the victim, vied for her heart.
Leviathan and Behemoth, they churn in her gateway.
As the sun’s hair is sheared, one fleshes out into a bull.
When the sun goes unpruned, the winning force is serpentine.
Then she is happiest, then she is most round.
But never as happy, many insist, as when pregnant by her true husband,
she gave birth before all assembled here.




That was the night, one of my Jesus
jeerers whispered, that draws us back again and again to
Ariadne’s Reunion. Frankly, to see her dance
with the bull-headed partner only makes us yearn more
for that night of nights. No one knew what was to happen,
yet as soon as she appeared, haggard, unmasked,
with a senile grin—and pregnant—we were all involved.
We sensed she had come so far that night,
much further than when she performed as a spider in the veiled
recesses of the pit. That night she was most used,
most virgin, and so entranced were we
that when, on her back, by herself, she pulled out
a glistening ear of corn, we fainted, for a moment
totally present, pregnant with the world in mind,
nourished into a vision that each thing
is a soul returned to mother
inspiration. It was then that cauldrons were brought forth,
and she beckoned all of us to enter. We sat,
naked, to our waists in warm fluid gently cooking
the tiny beings swimming around. They were dark red,
ringed, but peculiarly human. They nibbled
at our penises until, in alarm, we stood up
to discover we had no heads. Then we released
fans of blood-speckled milky substance and heard Ariadne call,
as if from the stars, NOW YOU MUST GET THE REST!

We reached up into our headless shafts

pulling out long knotted strings of octopuses and squids.

In joy we offered them to her, and as we did so,

we saw another dimension of what we were offering:

our own entrails, and that we were dead,

intensely alive and dead, and that one of her was squatting
over each of us, gazing madly into

the divinational cat’s cradles she was making of our entrails
as she bobbed up and down on our headless shafts.

O we were so happy to be anointed ones, christened

with her own oils so as to not injure her while she grooved!

I Blended Rose

The man who constellates Dionysus has entered
the arbor vitae where white cells cluster

to devour. He has stained his face cochineal

to blend—should he meet the Rainbow Serpent—
with its central stripe. He is the one

the Wawilak Sisters have chosen, the one they’ve summoned

to their water hole, to swim and to crawl while the water
over 7 days turns crimson. This man,

the water, and the Serpent, become one

force, the Sisters’ thread or

twisty perception in the maze of otherwise
unintelligible nature. On the 3rd day

the man to become the vine is allowed

his first sip of cervix blood. On the 5th

he is slaughtered to imitate the flow. On the 7th

he kneels before the Sisters” horned altar

beholding the old moon in the new moon’s arms.

For most men their own heart is the most

precious food. The man to become the wine

places his heart in the damp nest

of the Sisters’ knotted towel. Faced with blood,

he mixes his sperm with the serpentine

bodies of the Sisters, he engages them at the haft

of the double labrys where

the waning and waxing moons are hinged,

where energy reverses and the River of Life

becomes the River of Death. Dionysus is the force

that turns left to discover the Sisters’ secret

child, the one who is to remain within,

neither totally animal nor totally human,

the one never to be delivered, who can only be accepted
as the reservation toward being, or who if not accepted,
must be killed. Dragged from the labyrinth,

this being is the Minotaur stabbed by the man

who refused transformation, who could only

imitate the Sisters’ flow by gashing his own arms.

The man who constellates Dionysus discovers

at the central twist, instead of a beast,

an extraordinary rose, pink and blooming, illuminating
the recesses of meaning, the progeny of his white

and the Sisters’ red. As they strum on his entrails,

he is blended, the harp of their reciprocal pit.

11




Deeds Done And Suffered By Light

One can glimpse Apollo in the door of each thing,

as if each thing now contains his oven—

in vision I open an olive tree and see his earlier animal
shapes fleeing at the speed of light, the python,

mouse, and lion Apollo, fleeing so that human forms

may walk unharmed by the invasion of the supernatural.
Light increased incredibly after the end of animal

deity, at the point verticality was instituted,

and the corpse of one’s mother buried far, far from the place
on which one slept one’s head. But the supernatural

in the guise of the natural is turning us over

in its fog a half mile from this ledge. Burnished

muscleless fist of a grey cloud. Sound of rain

from water still falling from the olives. I have no desire

to live in a world of nature conditioned by patriarchy.

1 kick off my head and live in the light

bounding in from my mother. It is her great

ambivalence toward her own navel that conditions

the decreasing dripping. The hills now

writhe with green meat and something should follow.
Something should be explaining the tuft of salmon bull shape
abandoned by the other stilled clouds. Something

should be done with the swatted fly. Something is

this abyss of unusableness that remainders me

and pays no royalty. There are hosts of thrones

directly above. A witch hammer. A cleated enclosure.

The way a church has of making you puke your soul

upon entering and then, as the dryness of birth is rehashed
by nun and candle, of worshipping what has just left you,

the bride of your chest, the stuff inside you that a moment before
twinkled with the sadness and poverty of the street’s
malicious laughter. How I wish that this poem

would birth another, and that the other had something to do
with unpacking the olive meat of this mountain. No
apocalypse. An enlargement, rather, of the so-called Whore
on her severely underfed Dragon. And more wine. More plumes
of silver azure evening coursing over

the thatch of the mountainside. More space to suffer,

more farewell to the flesh, more carnival in the face of everyman,
less perfection, more coherence. Meaning: more imagination,
more wigs for glowworms, more cribs for the restless dead
who wake us right before dawn with their bell leper
reminding us that fresh rain air is a clear indication

that here is not entirely here. The processions of graffiti-
scarred bison are, like us, clouds imprisoned to be viewed.
And then my mother began to speak: ‘““You’ve put on a lot of weight!

12

Look at your father and me, some shape we’re in! We've suffered
a lot for you these 14 years. You should’ve seen my left side
when it turned into a purple sponge and stained what

you buried me in to the point it rotted. I'm glad

John Ashbery appeared to you last night reading new
incomprehensible poems that made perfectly good sense. You are
much more organized, much more chaotic, than you behave here.
When I think of you, I see you at 12, stuck in the laundry chute,
your legs wiggling in the basement air, while the top part talked
with me as we waited for the renter to pull you out.

We had a nice chat that afternoon, and I almost like you best
that way, just what stuck out of the chute. If I could only have
that part on a roller skate and let what was wiggling below go—
it’s that part that’s gone off gallivanting,

that’s carried you goodness knows where while I

and your father lie here a few feet away from each other

waiting for our coffin lids to cave in. Then, even

the little space you left us to play with memories of you

on our chest bones will be gone. My buttons are mouldy

and my hands have no flesh left but I still manage

to squeak my buttons a little and get into your dreams.

I’'m sorry if I appear both dead and alive to you,

but you should know by now you can’t have it your way all the time.

I’m as real in this way as I ever was, sick more often than not
when I appear, but you’re never here, you’re worrying

how to take care of me, and then you wake to a jolt

every time there’s nothing to take care of.

Now your father wants to say a word.” “Clayton,

why don’t you come home? We were such a nice little family.
Now it is like when you went off to that university.

Your mother and I would sit up and talk about you

until our fathers came in from the night and motioned us
into our bed. You were such a nice little fellow

when we could hold you up high and look at each other
through you. Ten little fingers ten little toes

Two bright eyes a funny little nose

A little bunch of sweetness that’s mighty like a rose

Your mother, through you, looked so much like

your grandmother I could never get over it.

Why I bet you don’t even remember your birth gifts

A savings bank and one dollar from granddad and grandmother
Two kimonos from aunt Georgia and uncle Bob

Supporters from Faye’s dollie Patricia Ann

A Romper Suit from Mrs. Warren Bigler

A Dress from Mr. & Mrs. SR Shambaugh

Silk Booties & Anklets, Knit Soaker & Safety Pins
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Hug-me-tight, a Floating Soap Dish with Soap, Rubber Doggie
I don’t see why you don’t come home. Your mother and I

have everything you need here. Why sure,

let’s see, maybe you could pick up some things,

Gladys—no, she’s not listening—Gladys what do you want?”’
“Well, T know we need some scouring powder and light bulbs”
“GLADYS WHAT DO YOU WaANT?”  ““And Clayton, we want
Clayton to come back, we don’t like Clayton Jr. out so late at night” :
“GLADYS WHAT DO YOU WANT?”  ““You never know what will happen, why'i
just last week Eunice Wilson, over in Plot #52451, told me”’ i
“GLADYS WHAT DO YOU WANT?”  “‘—are you listening, Daddy?
Eunice said while Jack was getting out of his car parked in his own drivewa
“GRADDISROTDUYURUNT!” ‘‘—after his date with Kay Fisbeck, th
came up to him and said something I will not”
“GRAIDIROTDUYURUNT > ““—T will not repeat it was that vulgar—
this man said: if you don’t come with me, I’ll crush your cows.
Doesn’t that take the cake? Why Clayton you can’t blame Jack

for going off with him, and you would not believe where

this man took Jack Wilson and what he wanted him to do.

Now that your father’s lid has caved in, I'll tell you:

he made him drive north to the Deaf School parking lot,

and when he was sure nobody else was around, he said:

Persephone’s a doll
steeper than Marilyn,
miracles lick her,
dreams invader,
over the cobweb orchestra
there’s an ice
conductor,
forget the orchestra,
conduct the pit!
Hanged
Ariadne
giving birth in Hades
is the rich, black music in mother’s tit.”’
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The Man With A Beard of Roses

A constructed indwelling, an antiphonal swing.

These were the things that mattered

to the man for whom the goddess wreath

was truer to the earth he knew than a barbwired heart.

Because he had loved and been loved by

the person he most desired to be with and to talk to
he could die at any time. He would not

have missed the central frosty drop

every mother’s cuddling proclaims will fall.

But he did not desire nonbeing. He desired to throw
back the curtains of every day and enter

the cave of flowers where mature transformations

intermingled with the immature. He desired,

therefore, he depended. No matter that his appetite

was infantile, that he never really rested,

that his beard was also barbed. He knew he would never

assimilate his points. That he had many,

not merely one, was a multitude and kept him aloft
on a road whose wavy grain he went against

as he journeyed through it, or simply went

with a sideward wash to find once again he’d been
deadended, or had he descended—or blended?
Words were walls worth boring through, worth
turning into combs, words were livable

hives whose centers, or voids,

sounded the honey of emptiness dense

with the greyish yellow light nature becomes
to the soul for whom every thing is a cave

or hollow in the top of a water demon’s

head, a green being plunging into green, sound
eating color, a sentence rolling closure

away from its opening. Inside this man the brutal

world had died. He felt its rot in every pore,

its disappearance in the sinew of his petals.

He had lived its life, but even more his own,

against the bio-underpinning to simply flex like worms.
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John Taggart

Red deepened by black red made deep by black
prolation of deep red like stairs of lava

deep red like stairs of lava to gather us in
gather us before the movements are to be made
red stairs lead us lead us to three red rooms
rooms of deep red light red deepened by black
in this first room there is to be a wedding

we are the guests the welcome wedding guests
the groom welcomes us the bride welcomes us
rooms full of deep red light room upon room

in this second room there is to be a wedding
we are the guests the welcome wedding guests
the groom welcomes us the bride welcomes us
the bride and groom take our hands in welcome
room on room third room full of deep red light
in this third room there is to be a wedding

we are the guests the welcome wedding guests
the groom welcomes us the bride welcomes us
bride and groom take our hands in their hands.

The Rothko Chapel

Deepened by black red made deep by black
prolation of deep red like cooled lava

the stairs in a cooler prolation of red

there are still the movements to be made
stairs led us led us to three red rooms
rooms of cooled light red cooled by black

in the first room there was a wedding

we were guests we were the wedding guests
groom welcomed us and bride welcomed us
rooms full of cooled light room upon room
in the second room there was a wedding
we were guests we were the wedding guests
groom welcomed us and bride welcomed us
bride and groom took our hands in welcome
room upon room full of cooled red light

in the third room there was a wedding

we were guests we were the wedding guests
groom welcomed us and bride welcomed us
bride and groom took our hands in theirs.
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Bride and groom took our hands in theirs
groom welcomed us and bride welcomed us
we were guests we were the wedding guests
in the third room there was a wedding
room upon room full of cooled red light
bride and groom took our hands in welcome
groom welcomed us and bride welcomed us
we were guests we were the wedding guests
in the second room there was a wedding
rooms full of cooled light room upon room
groom welcomed us and bride welcomed us
we were guests we were the wedding guests
in the first room there was a wedding
rooms of cooled light red cooled by black
stairs led us led us to three red rooms

there are still the movements to be made
the stairs in a cooler prolation of red
prolation of deep red like cooled lava
deepened by black red made deep by black.
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Time for some passion in this language it’s time to move

it’s time to move to make a move ma—mah-moo-euve-veh
move out of deep red light move out of this purple light

the first movement is the movement of infinite resignation
did you think we would move together move as a gathering
did you think it’d be let’s waltz come let’s waltz time

it’s time to make a move that ma—mah-moo-euve-veh time
move out of this purple light make the move by yourself

first movement of infinite resignation by yourself alone

did you think we’d move as a gathering of wedding guests
did you think it’d be let’s waltz like wedding guests time
time for some passion in this language time to move alone
it’s time to ma-mah-moo-euve-veh move alone move away
away by yourself away from deep red from this purple light
movement of resignation alone and away from the weddings
did you think we’d move as wedding guests hand in hand
did you think we’d waltz hand in hand with bride and groom
it’s that ma-mah-moo-euve-veh time no other move time
always time for that time alone and away from warm welcome
resignation move away from warm welcome of bride and groom
did you think bride and groom wouldn’t blacken their hands
did you think their hands wouldn’t be as blackened to us
time for some passion time to move into black black rooms.
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Time for some passion time to move into black black rooms
did you think their hands wouldn’t be as blackened to us
did you think bride and groom wouldn’t blacken their hands

resignation move away from warm welcome of bride and groom

always time for that time alone and away from warm welcome
it’s that ma-mah-moo-euve-veh time no other move time
did you think we’d waltz hand in hand with bride and groom
did you think we’d move as wedding guests hand in hand
movement of resignation alone and away from the weddings
away by yourself away from deep red from this purple light
it’s time to ma—mah-moo-euve-veh move alone move away
time for some passion in this language time to move alone
did you think it’d be let’s waltz like wedding guests time

did you think we’d move as a gathering of wedding guests
first movement of infinite resignation by yourself alone

move out of this purple light make the move by yourself

it’s time to make a move that ma—mah-moo-euve-veh time
did you think it’d be let’s waltz come let’s waltz time

did you think we would move together move as a gathering
the first movement is the movement of infinite resignation
move out of deep red light move out of this purple light

it’s time to move to make a move ma-mah-moo-euve-veh
time for some passion in this language it’s time to move.
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Doorway without a door
shadow-crossed doorway
the doorway always open
one at a time inside
inside one hears screams
begins to hear screaming
screams within screams
screams in collision
turbulence of collision
turbulence in the rooms
screams in black rooms.
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It is really only one scream
echoes of only one scream in
of one scream within itself
screams within the one scream
within one passionate scream
one scream has been sustained
one scream is being sustained
sustained in one black room
echoes of only one scream in
of one scream within itself
screams within the one scream
the one scream will not decay
not decay in one black room.
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Not decay in one black room
the one scream will not decay
screams within the one scream
of one scream within itself
echoes of only one scream in
sustained in one black room
one scream is being sustained
one scream has been sustained
within one passionate scream
screams within the one scream
of one scream within itself
echoes of only one scream in
it is really only one scream.
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One scream the motive for movement
movement from one room to another
from one black room into another
into this red room red after black

no red deeper than red after black
one scream the motive for movement
through black through empty rooms
feels like we’re wandering through
through a seething and writhing sea
through black through black to red
one scream the motive for movement
movement from one room to another
from one black room into another
into this red room red after black

no red deeper than red after black.
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Doorway without a door
shadow-crossed doorway
the doorway always open
one at a time inside
inside one hears screams
begins to hear screaming
screams within screams
screams in collision
turbulence of collision
turbulence in the rooms
screams in black rooms.
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Only one scream really it is
only one scream within echoes
itself within the one scream
the one scream within screams
one passionate scream within
been sustained one scream has
being sustained one scream is
in one black room sustained
only one scream within echoes
itself within the one scream
the one scream within screams
will not decay in one scream
in one black room it will not.
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In one black room it will not
will not decay in one scream
the one scream within screams
itself within the one scream
only one scream within echoes
in one black room sustained
being sustained one scream is
been sustained one scream has
one passionate scream within
the one scream within screams
itself within the one scream
only one scream within echoes
only one scream really it is.
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No red deeper than red after black
into this red room red after black
from one black room into another
movement from one room to another
one scream the motive for movement
through black through black to red
through a seething and writhing sea
feels like we’re wandering through
through black through empty rooms
one scream the motive for movement
no red deeper than red after black
into this red room red after black
from one black room into another
movement from one room to another

one scream the motive for movement.
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Really only one has been moving us
only one within itself moving us

one scream within itself moving us
screams within the one move us away
away from the weddings wedding rooms
from those to this this black room

to our wandering in this black room
moving in this room means wandering
wandering’s moving without meaning
no end to moving in this black room

it is like moving in a writhing sea

we are wandering in a writhing sea
seething and writhing in this room.
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Seething and writhing in this room

we are wandering in a writhing sea

it is like moving in a writhing sea

no end to moving in this black room
wandering’s moving without meaning
moving in this room means wandering
to our wandering in this black room
from those to this this black room
away from the weddings wedding rooms
screams within the one move us away
one scream within itself moving us
only one within itself moving us

really only one has been moving us.
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One scream the motive for wandering movement
movement in one black room in one in another
movement in a writhing sea in black rooms
movement into this red room red after black

no red goes deeper than this red after black

one scream the motive for wandering movement
scream from one child who’s given one picture
one picture of blood this room full of blood
scream from one child given only one picture
the one child is the poet the child of pain

one scream the motive for wandering movement
movement in one black room in one in another
movement in a writhing sea in black rooms
movement into this red room red after black

no red goes deeper than this red after black.

31




Doorway without a door
the doorway always open
one at a time inside

one at a time I am one
no third person is one
one is I one is [ me

the one primitive I me

I me the child of pain
the primitive I inside
inside the turbulence
inside the black rooms.
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One I know really one scream
hard not to within one scream
what it is what the movement
same passionate same movement
first movement of resignation
same as before the same alone
away from the weddings alone
not in the wedding pictures
other other possible pictures
blacktop other blacktopped
not in other I me within one
echoes of in one black room
within one in one black room.
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Within one in one black room
echoes of in one black room
not in other I me within one
blacktop other blacktopped
other other possible pictures
not in the wedding pictures
away from the weddings alone
same as before the same alone
first movement of resignation
same passionate same movement
what it is what the movement
hard not to within one scream
one I know really one scream.
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The motive for movement one scream
from one room to another movement
into another from one black room

red after black into this red room

red after black no red deeper than

the motive for movement one scream
through empty rooms through black
wandering to music played backwards
seething writhing sea through it
through black to red through black
the motive for movement one scream
from one room to another movement
into another from one black room

red after black into this red room

red after black no red deeper than.
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Doorway without a door
the doorway always open
one at a time inside

one at a time I am one
no third person is one
one is I one is I me

the one primitive I me

I me the child of pain
the primitive I inside
inside the turbulence
inside the black rooms.

One scream I know really one
one scream within hard not to
what the movement what it is
same movement same passionate
resignation’s first movement
the same alone same as before
alone away from the weddings
wedding pictures not in the
possible pictures other other
blacktopped blacktop other

I me within me not in other
in one black room echoes of
in one black room within one.

37




In one black room within one
in one black room echoes of

I me within me not in other
blacktopped blacktop other
possible pictures other other
wedding pictures not in the
alone away from the weddings
the same alone same as before
resignation’s first movement
same movement same passionate
what the movement what it is
one scream within hard not to
one scream I know really one.
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Red after black no red deeper than
red after black into this red room

into another from one black room
from one room to another movement
the motive for movement one scream
through black to red through black
seething writhing sea through it
wandering to music played backwards
through empty rooms through black
the motive for movement one scream
red after black no red deeper than
red after black into this red room

into another from one black room
from one room to another movement
the motive for movement one scream.
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Been moving me really only one has
moving me only one within itself
moving me one scream within itself
move me away screams within the one
wedding rooms away from the weddings
this black room from those to this

this black room I’m wandering in this
wandering means moving in this room
moving without meaning’s wandering
in this black room no end to moving

a writhing sea like moving in a sea

in a writhing sea I am wandering

in this room seething and writhing.

In this room seething and writhing

in a writhing sea I am wandering

a writhing sea like moving in a sea

in this black room no end to moving
moving without meaning’s wandering
wandering means moving in this room
this black room I’'m wandering in this
this black room from those to this
wedding rooms away from the weddings
move me away screams within the one
moving me one scream within itself
moving me only one within itself

been moving me really only one has.
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No red goes deeper than this red after black
movement into this red room red after black
movement in a writhing sea in black rooms
movement in one black room in one in another
one scream the motive for wandering movement
the one child is the poet the child of pain

scream from one child given only one picture
one picture of blood this room full of blood
scream from one child who’s given one picture
one scream the motive for wandering movement
no red goes deeper than this red after black
movement into this red room red after black
movement in a writhing sea in black rooms
movement in one black room in one in another

one scream the motive for wandering movement.
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It’s time to move time for some passion in this language

to make a move ma-mah-moo-euve-veh it’s time to move
move out of this purple light move out of deep red light

the second movement is the movement of rosy transparency
move as a gathering did you think we would move together
come let’s waltz time did you think it’d be let’s waltz

that ma—mah-moo-euve-veh time it’s time to make a move
make the move by yourself move out of this purple light

by yourself alone second movement of rosy transparency

as wedding guests did you think we’d move as a gathering
like wedding guests did you think it’d be let’s waltz time

time to move alone time for some passion in this language
move alone move away it’s time to ma—mah-moo-euve-veh
away from deep red from this purple light away by yourself
alone and away from the weddings movement of transparency
hand in hand did you think we’d move as wedding guests
hand in hand with bride and groom did you think we’d waltz
no other move time it’s that ma-mah-moo-euve-veh time
alone and away from warm welcome always time for that time

away from warm welcome of bride and groom transparency move

blacken their hands did you think bride and groom wouldn’t
as blackened to us did you think their hands wouldn’t be
time to move into black black rooms time for some passion.
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Time to move into black black rooms time for some passion
as blackened to us did you think their hands wouldn’t be
blacken their hands did you think bride and groom wouldn’t
away from warm welcome of bride and groom transparency move
alone and away from warm welcome always time for that time
no other move time it’s that ma-mah-moo-euve-veh time
hand in hand with bride and groom did you think we’d waltz
hand in hand did you think we’d move as wedding guests
alone and away from the weddings movement of transparency
away from deep red from this purple light away by yourself
move alone move away it’s time to ma-mah-moo-euve-veh

time to move alone time for some passion in this language
like wedding guests did you think it’d be let’s waltz time
as wedding guests did you think we’d move as a gathering

by yourself alone second movement of rosy transparency Doorway without a door
make the move by yourself move out of this purple light the doorway always open
that ma-mah-moo-euve-veh time it’s time to make a move almost the last doorway

one at a time inside
I am one the I me one

come let’s waltz time did you think it’d be let’s waltz

move as a gathering did you think we would move together
the second movement is the movement of rosy transparency
move out of this purple light move out of deep red light

to make a move ma-mah-moo-euve-veh it’s time to move
it’s time to move time for some passion in this language.

a sentence is a choice

I am the child of pain
the primitive I inside
inside the turbulence
almost the last time
inside the black rooms.
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Away from the weddings wedding rooms
I have performed the first movement

I have made the movement of resignation
I have moved away all the way away
from those rooms into this black room
this is a different kind of domination
screaming within that will not decay
echoes of one scream within itself
seething and writhing within this room
away from the weddings wedding rooms
from those rooms into this black room

I am not making a move toward ladders
I am wandering again within this room.

I am wandering again within this room

I am not making a move toward ladders
from those rooms into this black room
away from the weddings wedding rooms
seething and writhing within this room
echoes of one scream within itself
screaming within that will not decay

this is a different kind of domination
from those rooms into this black room

I have moved away all the way away

I have made the movement of resignation
I have performed the first movement
away from the weddings wedding rooms.
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Red deepened by black red made deep by black
unutterable depth of deep red brought out

what was unutterable brought out in one room
one picture in one room one room full of blood
room where the second movement is to be made
movement of rosy transparency the self rosy

self relating to self willing to be itself

the self itself in this room self transparent

rosy transparency through power of the blood
room where the second movement is to be made
where everything’s given everything given back
where the guest enters and welcome is given
bride and groom take hands in warm welcome
the bride and groom take hands in their hands

I am in this room I do not make the movement
don’t complete movement I'm the child of pain
I’m the child willing to be that child self

not burning Vietnamese child not Christ child
not rosy not transparency I'm the child of pain.
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Doorway without a door
the doorway always open
the last without a door
one at a time outside

I am the one the I me one
I don’t stop being one

I am the child of pain

the primitive I outside
inside the turbulence
there is no last time

inside the black rooms.
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Tourists leave Chapel explosion of their talk
giggles of college girls ““could you paint that?”’
someone doubts Passion of Christ is the theme
someone dislikes hearing about “blood paintings”’
I know a woman who was married in the Chapel
the paintings turned out black in her pictures
blue sky humid afternoon it’s spring in Houston
underneath peeling blue sky I see this red sky
there are swallows darting over a shallow pool
flower beside pool tiny florets like bow ties
ground where the flower grows turns deep red
this ground that keeps turning deep red ground.
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hael Palmer

5 poems from the Baudelaire series

Mei-mei, here is the table
Who knows the word for it

Sikhs today are dancing in the streets,
some say a dance of death

Bernadette has written Utopia
A quadrate sun is entering

and Sappho tells Alcaeus
You are a scratch on a vase

Perfect things here and there,
small marks in stolen house

eyes rolled back inside,
vein, milk and rust

chin’s hardness,
“forehead filled with dust”
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Word That Would Not Be Written

The secret remains in the book
It is a palace
It is a double house

It is a book you lost
It is a place from which you watch
the burning of your house

I have swallowed this blank

this libel of shores
nights that like the book are lost
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You, island in this page
image in this page

evening’s eyelid, silk
four walls of breath

I could say to them
Watch yourself pass

Relax and watch yourself pass
Look at the thread
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You, island in this page
image in this page

What if things really did
correspond, silk to breath

evening to eyelid
thread to thread
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The Opening

The opening is read by the tongue
momently for the dead now

as they multiply
far from here — are

(as words this high) — are
amid sand the few fragments

bowl bread violet
curve swollen outward

of flies gathered
at lips and eyes
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Karin Lessing

A Winters Dream Jox,

Januar,

Twilight World Visions

Reading the twilight world visions.
The rock as a gentle shoulder. They were all saying the same thing while clouds gathered to
cirrus. This was older than stone, lighter than grass and yet like grass. I cried out in my sleep,

Raspberries, mirabelles. . . ! Raise water, raise it from the well, Mary of Vladimir, star-
coiffed one, with your close-fitting hood of antlers! Sprouting from your cheek, the child of
Vladimir, redder and paler than magenta rose. . . When I looked up again, the trestled tables
were moving away at full speed. An index pointed to where I could not see.

Then it ceased and I whiled away the long day. Angels can still be seen in the refracted colors of
the sun’s ray.

Naming it

For the coming year, they said, but their voices had already been swept away.

Nearly dry, the Doa still carries on as if it were a river of some consequence. Its former strength
can be guessed at. The wide stretch of cerulean sky between the cliffs on either side is

measure. Only the general staff map and the regional map indicate it running west for abo
three quarters of its course, taking a sharp turn where it encounters a road and then continuing
south-west for a remaining six miles. 1

Dis for daring, ¢ for delight and a cascades as daktylos, the little finger of surprise, birth, pursuit.

The Chinese Wall

Il;

The visitors came and stayed on.
I do everything in my power.
The laws of hospitality go back to Abraham’s time.

1.

A bird’s-eye view. Kepler was the first to apply the word ‘picture’ to the reversed image on the
retina. With my granulous wings I can reach the city of Shanhaikwan in no time.
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III.

Say, I want to thread my way across the mountains;

say, I want you to thread your way across the mountains
but: I want me to thread my way across the mountains
you cannot say.

V.

The landscape is not familiar. It is not. Beyond the green fields and buff filament roads leading
to impregnable gates, the bustle of streets, a low house facing a courtyard. Orderly, disorderly.
A dog tries to drink from the fountain; beyond the gates, the sea with its fictitious horizon.

Good Morning!

Why mornings are dreadful. Why you dread all mornings. Like beginnings. Their
multiplicity. Their maze of possibilities, thread and thrum. Make a fresh start, they shout and
already you run and have lost your way.

Elusive gateway! Put your arms around me and let my forehead settle among the shining
e

Contrary Currents

You arrived like any guest. With your proud scarf you struck the bottom.

I hid in the darkest corner. I was not frightened but I nursed in my heart a wound that could
not heal.

Together we walked in bright daylight. The night was given over to sleep. Each season was a
palace hung with brocade and words were minarets from which we called to each other.

Like litanies the clouds pass, the weather changes. Contrary currents, insubstantial dreams, till
at last nothing remains for anyone to grasp.

The Kingdom of Heaven is Open

As alast resort, they began to dig: an underground passage from the hilltop where the citadel
still stands, winding its way under fields and groves and surfacing roughly one mile south
where they could easily attain the pass that crosses the mountain and leads to freedom.
Work progressed quickly. The ground was soft and whenever they encountered rock, they
circled it east and west until they were clear of it.

Just as the great passageway was finished, the alarm sounded.
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In the shade of the far-reaching branches of the old cherry tree you can see the limestone slab
where they came up for air. It would take six or eight men to move it. Many years have gone by
and no one has moved it but the roots of the old cherry tree perhaps run further and make a
more intricate web than those of any other tree in the neighborhood.

A Necessary Burden

‘Burst’, ‘exploded’, ‘detonated’: either of these words might be used but none conveys thQ‘
exact horror of the German ‘platzte’ in Georg Biichner’s story Lenz. b

When silence is devoured by its own silence, the soul’s center of gravity races through the void.
Even as it ‘seemed impossible’ to the sympathetic observer that the immense crashing sound
could have come from the fall of a human being, so the trajectory of that fall is an impossible
object of contemplation. E

Roommates

A great disorder is an order, it is said. Therefore, half-way up the stairs — the dark, endless
seeming spiral of the stairs — my mind is made up. But before I can reach the door, turn the
key in the lock, something shapeless, viscous and yet warm and alive rushes past me. Still
undefeated, I fling open the door. |
‘I’ll teach you’, I say to myself.

The cruelty of these words, the indescribable order of the room. . .

The Play

He admits to nothing and prefers to remain in the background. She refuses to eat or rather,
food has outgrown her although she continues to dress in blue.

I nourish both with stagecraft. Under the glare of diligent projectors, their pale shapes writhe

until they bulge gradually, filling the stage and their anger — that prize! — illumines a
landscape of scorched plains and cities in ruin. '

The Melancholy Man

No one is watching you; you cannot escape from yourself.
Don’t touch me. Can’t you see that my skull is tattooed with resedas and that my skin was shed ‘
by a crystal buried beyond remembrance and death? In my hands five or six little fish I have
caught leap to the rhythm of my blood. b
A striking sight!
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The Attack

Anger as ice cold water. Plunge your arm into it as far as the elbow. Insensitive stump! As the
little veins reopen and the fingertips tingle with new life, try to forgive yourself. Gather the
nature of the indictment and then. . . O anger, vacant as the calendar’s unnumbered days.

Gt. Francis at Dinnertime
Jfor Knud Victor

‘Silence, what of silence? Tune up the fine receptors and you’ll hear the rabbit sob and sigh like
a baby in its dream. Ants are rumbling armies knocking into each other. The spider pulls and
flings its sizzling cable through the air and when it walks on its web, it makes a disagreeable
sucking sound.’

While he poured the wine, the guests recognized each other by their bright clothes. The bread
crumbled and they heard the delicately wrought hammers of agony, doubt, and praise.

Infinitely Small

The infinitely small in infinitely great numbers . . . seraphs, their lips’ fervor knows no

bounds!

A Voice from the Dream of the Dreamer

A voice from the dream of the dreamer beside me said: I am the dark in the forest, I am also the
muddy road, the noise in the underbrush and the tree in which you hide. Catch me, I am the
rider whose horse rears on the horizon.

Another voice said: I am the dream within the dream. Not the husk that is shed and falls into
oblivion but the field inside the grain, the palace reflected in the mirror inside the palace of
mirrors. Catch me, rider and horizon are one.

But the dreamer within the dreamer remained silent. For these pleasures still contained
enough charm to erase from his memory all the misfortunes and pain he had suffered. Nothing
could rid him of the desire to undertake new travels. . .

The Departure

No sooner had the word been pronounced than I was already standing on the balcony. The
cloak rapidly thrown over my shoulders flapped against the iron railing which began to sway. I
waved to the group waiting on the street below. When the signal was given, the solid figures
dissolved, flooding the pavement as if buckets full had been poured. I looked up at the stars and
steered clear of the little reef that jutted out of the waves and had kept traces of human shape.
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Minoru Yoshioka

5 poems from Kus

Translation:

Collection of Green Branches

i Earth Spirit

What is the ritual of asking for rain
Morning the color of scarlet anemones
A girl nude
Then on a branch of star anise
“Sand ashes atop of the clay
The image of a man and woman”
Purification of the six roots of perception
Route 6 intimate association
Words of congratulations are heard
The thrush and wagtails mate
From far away
Black clouds and lizards appear
The earth dried and cracked
Is wrapped in desolation
And beaten by the rain
Around a hut the shape of an umbrella
The leaves of the Japanese oak rustle
Mother pays a call tonight
Seems a woman had twins
Beyond the sacred grounds
Enveloped in lampblack
A large carp
Splashing in the rain barrel
The others perish
Just as a green bud sprouts
A child appears
Holding an iron rod
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I Dream of Water

On a fine day
(Mother) appears and disappears
Between the saintly oak trees
Dressed as a huntress
Is she chasing deer and weasels
In the marshlands where the tips of cattails sway
Harvest insects are prancing about
Seemingly near yet far
It is the boundary between the marsh fires and the straw fires
“The spirit of the word grows
And the rocks grow also”
On an evening which finds love of the mother
I harvest jewels
And pass through the gate of the sorceress’ knees
Stepping on a tree frog
The village grows dark
People in barns
“Make bread the shape of a male god
And wrap it in pumpkin leaves”
Serve it on earthenware and give a chorus of cheers
The five grains in abundance
The five limbs whole
Daybreak in the fields where daffodils bloom
Miserable the hunters
And the hunted
The wild boar falls into a pit with dried leaves
On the water’s surface I imagine
Her stripping off her soiled hunting clothes
— A woman’s naked body
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111 Fire Wolf

Two virgins
Preparing a meal
When the silver dust from a fish’s belly
Is scattered about
A cool wind arises over the earth
On the other side of the swaying curtain
The realm of the dead or scent of mint
The world gristles
With nectar and ashes
Boil millet and potatoes
Then add the green of bamboo grass
This offering to the gods will resurrect the dead
Two virgins
Raise their voices and thrash each other’s bodies
Emptying them
The rite of passage ends
People will have good dreams
and bad
Circling the fields left fallow
And circling the graves
The pilgrims recite an incantation
““All things are illusion”
“A dream” of the wild
Banished
From a world of wild strawberries and fairy tales
Is brought back to life
In a picture of mountains and rivers
True god of the great mouth
The living trees burn
And through a forest in a smoke stained evening sun
The wolf comes running
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v Wind Flower

Be joyful at your father’s death
Smash the chin with a hammer
And pull out the canine teeth
Go over the weather beaten fields
And throw them inside a possum’s den
Along with a pinecone
Before long a spring storm will come
The white paper offerings and sacred rope sway
The gold coated screen falls sadness born
A man-child grows steel teeth
Mother bears water big brother slaughters a hare
Little sister should start the sacred fire but strips naked
The place is scented with fennel
It’s like “a picture of the holy family”
But time pases away and people pass away
The rocks no doubt made of nebulous powder
There is a youth who has traveled all the way
From a land where flowers bloom
Wearing a hat the shape of a cow
He is trying ‘“‘the descent to Hades”
He sleeps on a pillow of stone
And is looking for our older sister
If you peek through a bamboo tube wet with rain
It will be clear
Pigeons and sparrows fly together in the blue sky
“A goddess with a horse’s head” stands in the field
Surrounded by a flock of castrated goats
The youth’s body becomes filthy and bruised
Graceful noon
“The dead watchdog unconcerned”
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Tapestry

The girls are playing
from good games to bad
Pinching snakes with bamboo sticks
pulsating and shouting
the world is full of impurities
Lily bulbs
heads of codfish
and placentas
Offered up to the omphalos
Far away from the market of trade
it is the holy interior of the womb
The inside is lined with orange colored silk
and there are sixteen flights of stone stairs
Embraced by an old man with white, unkempt hair
one girl wettens an embarrassed flower pot
Moving to another room
two more girls are playing
painting their hands light blue
Alternately throwing into an enameled bucket
spikes, small birds, masks
and combs for the dead
One moment in spring
a mist hangs from the rooves of the front facing buildings
As if to weave a beautiful tapestry

Shadow Pictures

Disappearing
in the shadows of the dried grass and underbrush
the children playing hide-and-seek
At a crossroads
frightened by the eyes of a dead horse
choked by the smell of marvel-of-Peru
A young girl also hides inside of something
““there is boiled down fish glue
and rice gruel”
What mother is raking in her kimono neckband
is not the aging father
but something that looks like a water nymph

The thunder becomes distant

and the green corn stalks stand up

darker than the surface of the earth
Damselflies
and paper images float off
to a rustling bamboo grove

Summer’s end

“the ruby

grows a bunch of grapes”
the young girl conceives the spirit of things

Like a line in a poem
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Cuckoo

Around back of the hat factory
(Beyond the bulging floorboards)
Are seen the fixed regulations and pincushions
A bare lightbulb flickers
(From between the cracks in the walls
flowers are born)
The remains of the wood’s grain
Is like a fresh leaf’s veins
(Lightning
grasped by the hand of a girl)
Nights when the cuckoo doesn’t sing
The factory’s long framework
Appears from below the dressmaker’s models
(Art will perish
Fashion will thrive)
Until the day the multicolored ravelings
Catch up with the earth
(Scraping, scraping)
There appears to be a column of soldiers
White smoke rises from the imitation guns
(Your uncircumcised foreskins
Are polyhedrons like diamonds which are shed)
Bathing in the morning sun they sparkle
Put on a ceremonial helmet
And go as far as the saintly triangle
Soon it will be winter
Capture (the tip of the pendulum)
The stars which linger at (the height of the eyes)
Covered in wainscoting
(Multiplication, amputation, transference)
In a place completely out of context
One gunny sack is left behind
(It is three times the normal size)

An Autumn Ode

At this summer’s end
Objects left by a drowned poet
(One poem on straw paper)
Paint up hands in purple
““Sailor gone down with ship”
If that be the ocean of autumn mist
Land must be at a distant place
Scent of leeks writing old shoes salt
Moving in the clothes of a whore remembered
“Things without teeth or claws”
The transient shapes of their transient world still beautiful. . . . .
(Heavier than steel
the noon’s water)
A match burns in a sunny place
The cotton cloth gets wet, the ashes dry up
Warm and snug the dead
(Exist in half waking and half sleep)
A plover lays an egg like a stone
Does transmigration begin
From rivers and caves
The poet hums to himself
There is (a line like gold)
(Eden is eastward
hell westward)
Now separating words from things
(A large statue of a water buffalo is built)
With the hands of the blind
It is painted in brilliant colors
On top of this thing resembling a life preserver
An offering is made of the first harvest
And the girl of the first tide seated there
A storm will come soon
The days faced towards the graves with bamboo tubes
Looking for a boot shaped ax
Continuously digging through the layers
The monologue of an old man is delivered
(A hole with ninety nine thousand hairs)
Opens full
(We burn alone)
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I had started to say: it is poetry which would like to be the federal comet, the fraternizer in
which the privileges are abolished, the non-snob. And Breton was attempting to appeal to this “‘general
i insurrcction”? The dream of an adult? I
o But I come back to adolescence; and to deception. What a pity, the adolescent sometimes says |
1o himself, that poetry resides in poems and in speaking in tongue(s); were not this verbal, and verbose, : I
~ consistency often so difficult, we would rush en masse to poetry! It is Rimbaud’s rupture which has made | |
the Rimbaud legend—and in return the reading of Rimbaud; should not the writing of the poem be left I
for the desert! (1

The second deception results from the fact that the crossing of appearances—the crossing of
the simply positive affirmation and the crossing of the simply negative affirmation—leads up to the para- i
doxical equilibrium, the “Mallarmean” negation, and consequently the deception is the dwelling, the
«regret,” and the ““threshold” is a “lure”?—which does not appear to make it solidly habitable.

The fiction of the cosmonautic extraterritoriality is their “‘Bateau ivre”: a navigation search-
ing the elsewhere. Far from being envied, despised, the princes of weightlessness are mimicked as more
subtle acrobats. They obey like nobody else and they open like nobody else. “They have sometimes seen
what man believes he has seen.”” Beings at the very tip, like Char was saying, but not to unleash envy. Let
us think of the epics that the XVIIIth and XIXth centuries would still have had written with the *“space
pioneers”! Now science-fiction novels, war comic strips, films and video games . . .

However, is it not always a matter of return,; of making conviviality thrive here (at Landauer)?
Consequently: to transform, to reconvert, the legend of Fin de siecle into prose poems, the space opera
into proverbs and almanacs. For at the point of the adventurous orbit where the asbestos heroes dilate the
rotor, the great centrifuge, it is a love story still which links them to this earth where we are waiting for
them.

Michel Deguy

Translation: Bernar,

Dialogues

Pleasure is one of the figures of acclamation at somebody’s arrival. Come!
With the erotic poem, I will lace the lines of thought. Elbows still singed at the stratum of
sheets. I will begin this collection with ““the elbows still singed by the sheets.”” What am I
going to do with this iconostasis, this heap of you on my torso, on my groin, on my back.

—Where are we coming from where are we going what are

we doing? we doing?

—But there is no we/

—Where are we coming from? Where are we going?

You were beating this dose with your fists, this consecution of the irreal of the
past (I would have loved) and of the future perfect (to be he who will have been) which
makes an irreal of the present (he who would love you).

It is a matter of bringing back the sense of a space to this “poetically inhabitable”” earth—
figurally, that is. The poetic imagination, the stage director of this world, would provide for it with the
Other Worlds? Access to our space by its thresholds? Repatriation enlarged by this Super voyage, a
Janding sublimely regained having passed through the comparison, ground absolutized anew.

And as the spectacle of the sea provided Baudelaire with this diminutive of the infinite which
enabled him to symbolically inhabit it, the new Space that fiction called science opens—on condition that
credulity does not hear a tourist itinerary in it, the “‘non-realization” of which (I do not have a private
rocket) would lead to the first deception—could be a new diminutive of the infinite which increases our
spaciosity.

Space

Children ask for more of it. “‘Conquest of space, Space war; space ship, etc.”” What they wz
often becomes the titles of American movies. A hunger for spaciality and spaciosity comes into ima
tion—imagines itself able to be satisfied solely by the beyond of this narrow and polluted earth bec
planet, in the “‘intersidereal” circle of the ‘“‘non-identified”” where Hélderlin’s Himmlische have
extraterrestrials.

Now is it not a hunger that poetry could also welcome and gratify—at a price of a decepti
that it alone knows how to handle gingerly?

Desire imagines: from a comet which federates us from the top; then the Ladies of the 5th
Foch and Chelsea parties, of Bel-Air and Hong Kong, then all the great paranoid bankers blazoned
Concord, with 4 star suites and icons of the Publicity Strip, then all the red plotters (like the great sn
“Society’ circles in which the VIPs shrink by exclusion of all the others who are really killers, clan
of absolute scorn), then we dream they go out into the street, hip to hip, a catastrophe federates them fr
the top since there is no free place elsewhere, Halley’s comet reappears or the fire of the Reservoirs,
sign educates the chins, and they become numberless arches of the bridge of dawn; they ““frate;
knocking down or erecting towers of liberation—but it is quicker t knock down, the symbol is more
lent—drunk together from being together stronger than all that is stronger than we, in the feeling Ro
was talking about, in his Letter, concerning the people in the crowd on the square loving each other w
look, everything is possible in this place and this everything demands nothing . . . And each of the ter
of the trinity is not what it is without the actual relationship with others, the thing it deals with, equalif
terniliberty, turning in circles, circulating from one to another in oneself, feminine, vortex of the pri
engendering itself, confirming itself, it whirrs and the machine was not supposed to be changed
guillotine.

Pleasures of the threshold

Limitrophe poetry demands a leap
Which projects onto a border or a ressaut
In the pleasure Lucretius was talking about
Overhang and threshold which makes a gift of as
As it is pleasant to watch shipwrecks
The point of spirit from which wandering can be seen is more pleasant
And the things to be divided in a comparative of the world
(like a god with enormous blue eyes and shapes of snow,
the sea and the sky at the marble terraces attract the crowd
of young and strong roses)
Where are we then astonished to be there
and that astonishment astonishes
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Andrew Schelling

ion so furious it would not desist until the globe had
; utterly transfigured. Dante had meanwhile been
ing himself instrumental in the changing fortunes of
»s first modern democracy. Political vicissitudes
.d decisively on each man at that time. 1302 saw
ate condemned to terminal exile from his home city.
ears earlier Polo had been interned in a Genoese
n. After his return from Asia he had accepted the
of gentleman commander of a galley in the Venetian
" A struggle between Venice and Genoa arose over
+ion of the eastern trade, and in a sea-battle in the
b tic the Venetian fleet was soundly beaten. Marco
polowas probably captured during the rout and brought
+k to Genoa as a prisoner of war.
" There, imprisoned for a year or two before being
freed under amnesty, he recounted tales of his Eastern
ey to a fellow prisoner, a Rustichello of Pisa. This
stichello, a romance writer of modest talent, is best
wn for his Meliadus, a compendium of chivalric tales
composed in the langue d’0il. He set about recording the
-avels of his prison mate, interspersing Polo’s spare, ob-
ive narrative with his own picturesque and formulaic
ounts of battle, as if by some dream confluence of east
west the steppes of Asia had become populated by
ts of a European chivalry. This chimerical book is
Travels. 1t is the only book of similar stature to Dante’s
emerge from that Italy — an Italy in which civil war
intra-city rivalries were symptomatic of huge up-
wals in political and geographical consciousness.
“The events of history . . . we took as events in a
stery that referred to Poetry,” Duncan says in his
1972 preface to the reissue of Caesar’s Gate. After his Venice
of 1948, in which he had crowned himself and taken
sion of a Europe whose history was the history of
pire, Duncan, like Polo, in another twisting of history
itself, abandoned Venice for the ‘‘unreality of
»

Of Maps, Castelli, Warp

& divers other things that come “Before the ‘

“The events of history . . .
we took as events in a mystery

that referred to Poetry.”” — Robert Duncan

burgeoning from isolated communes into powe
States. i

Moslem military superiority — and conte
ten in blood over title to the Holy Land — is the
spur for European cognition of the orient.

But in 1204 AD the Fourth Crusade had
an outpost of the Latin empire at Constanti
ice, in reward for her rather unsavory role ir
sade’s success, received a direct colonial dom
Levant. Silk, spice, gemstones, as well as th
material but more enduring goods that trave
riches — story and legend — have begun to
ice’s gates of commerce, travelling by cara
“East” or Asia that lies beyond Consta
which is only superficially Moslem. The all
cery, surrounding these exotic imports, p
other, a farther world than the European
suggest. This other world gave rise, at the
Dante’s, to another book — a book in its ©
significant as Dante’s, if less symmetrical 2
wardly codified. In English it is known as 7
Marco Polo, or ““The True History of His A
the Far East.”

Sriking parallels emerge in the lives of
Marco Polo. Though they almost certainl
they appear as shadow figures of one another.
the same geo-historical cradle, they lived d
that saw the Holy Roman Empire crumblin,
of Italy, and a once grand Papacy attempting
effort to secure its power in the south. Polo,
eleven years before Dante, outlived the Flo
three years and died in 1324. The critical evt
each would trace the defining lineament o
curred almost in tandem: in 1271 Marco P
wards China, passing through the Gate of G
of Iron (or on the contested dream landsca
which location shifts at the storyteller’s prero
sar’s Gate). This was just three years before
set eyes on Beatrice, a mysteriously alluring |
older than himself, and passing through an
another devising set upon an adventure of si

Three decades later, when the cen
Marco Polo had scoured a ““far’” east and a §
sub-continent that would shortly entice a Eu

SINGLE DIRECT TRAJECTORY issues from Dante

Alighieri to the contemporary literary move-

ment. This is the authentic modernist period, for
literature as it is for history. Engels, lecturing to the Ital-
ian Socialists, cited Dante as the first universal mind of
our modern epoch.

This 700-year span is the historic “field” within
which Robert Duncan’s writing operates. Though liter-
ary detritus from previous periods — Hellenic Greece,
Thoth’s Egypt — frequently informs his poetry, Duncan
returns repeatedly to Dante’s writing, writing his own
way through the Florentine poet’s work as though within
it lies some principal key to what Poetry can become. 7he
Divine Comedy anyhow inhabits a pivotal position in
poetry, the outcome of a critical agitation within world
history.

While Empire still dominated her neighbors to the
north, Italy in the late 13th century had become the first
European country to emerge from the so-called Christian
middle ages. Her home territories were proving grounds
for what would become the two decisive changes: an ar-
ticulated experimental democracy, as it was fitfully at-
tempting to establish itself in Dante’s Florence; and a
dream of unlimited mercantile expansion in which the
port of Venice, opening eastwards onto a vaguely com-
prehended landmass, was wrestling for predominance.

The Divine Comedy stands as a summation of that last
moment in which Europe could consider herself bound to
a single conscience, in which she was a globe to herself
and not simply the westernmost archipelago on a conti-
nent of overwhelming complexity and extent. The un-
ified worldview of the middle ages is about to fracture;
every seed in fact of the incipient rupture is slumbering in
one or another circle of Hell, or grotesquely germinating
on the slopes of Purgatory. This is what makes Dante
seem so modern. But for the moment, what lies beyond
Europe’s political and religious turbulence scarcely ex-
ists. West lies the uncharted ocean; not for two hundred
years will Manchester fishermen begin to extract cod
from waters off the Massachusetts coastline. “‘East” is
the direction of Islam, which for six centuries has aggres-
sively contained Europe, its armies pressing at critical
moments to the gates of Venice and provoking the con-
struction of walled cities — the fortified castelli which are

Passage to Asia, in that such a terrain was “‘unreal,”
oould only be had through the looking-glass of legend:
that cleft in the mountains where Caesar Alexander, in
in manifestations of the story, had been repulsed by
indeterminate Asiatic army and constructed a huge
te to seal himself off from the strange populated waste-
ons beyond.
To abandon Europe in the 13th century was tanta-
mount to abandoning reality. Marco Polo’s contempo-
es read his book with its detailed, unembellished
ounts of Asia as a Book of Marvels. (Cartographers
not utilize his discoveries until more than 50 years
his death.) What Polo’s book is, however, is a mar-
of precise reportage. If Dante reads as a codified map
e European conscience — (and Duncan, discussing
own development, writes ‘‘my task in poetry is con-
with the conscience . . .”’) — the Venetian’s book of
els is a map of what Europe had not encountered
Ut herself, nor yet within her own boundaries: an un-
Sclous or counter-conscience, a shapeless or mis-
PEN region curiously immune from all those smaller
that merge in the popular mind with the notion of
» and generate what’s conventionally called con-
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science.

When Duncan confuses two passages from the
Travels, and colors them with Richard Burton’s terminal
essay from 7he Thousand Nights and One Night, he uncovers
a map of the sexual outlands of the occidental soul — a
realm, so it seems, insidiously free from an American
conscience. One need only recall John Crowe Ransom’s
hysterical response to Duncan’s essay ‘“The Homosexual
in Society”’ to observe the vitriolic pieties provoked when
one brings such Marvels home.

Dante’s deliberate craft — which is also Duncan’s,
as poet — is one of rigorously conceived rhyme, of strict
consideration given to the just weight and balance of each
syllable in the work. No contemporary poet has shown
himself more resolute than Duncan in the placement of
each of the poem’s elements. His frustration and ulti-
mate sense of betrayal by publishers and printers who
practice their craft of book design to the neglect of the
poet’s precise directives about spacing and layout have
led him to issue Ground Work as a photocopy of his own
typescript. No one can meddle with his organization of
poetic space as it issues from his typewriter.

In a parallel sense, critics have suggested that
Dante’s stunningly precise terza nma was a measure the
poet deliberately adopted to insure that no outsider could
excise, alter, insert, or otherwise tamper with his person-
ally and politically volatile Comedy. Every word in the
scheme displays its infallible rhyme and reason; any for-
gery or deletion would instantly offend both ear and in-
tellect. Architectonically Dante’s poem is as impregnable
as the walled castelli that dominated the countryside of his
day.

In contrast, Marco Polo’s book of 7ravels betrays no
“rhyme or reason.”” Diverse renditions of the Tfavels sur-
vive in a variety of languages and dialects of the day —
Latin, Fiench, several Italian vulgates, the original al-
most certainly transcribed into that northern dialect of
romance, the langue d’oil. Each rescension pieces the nar-
rative together differently. Regions described in one
manuscript by Polo do not appear in another, while that
manuscript may contain episodes a third lacks. Rumor,
error, and superstition are characteristic of the text; de-
spite Polo’s keenly trained mercantile eye, and instances
of ethnological precision that would ornament a contem-
porary fieldworker’s notebook, few internal devices are
operating to reveal what is truth, what rumor; what au-
thentic, what interpolated; what is real and what ‘“made
up.” So the Europe of Polo’s day read it: a Book of
Marvels.

The narrative sprawls like continental Asia sprawls
— east, north, south, west — dwarfing the ‘“known
world.”” Geographical problems persist in linking certain
sections of the narrative to the (as it is now known)
planet; but it was at its time a map of Creation such as
had never been possible before. The boast occurs early
on:

For I would have you know that from the time when
our Lord God formed Adam our first parent with His
hands down to his day there has been no man, Chris-




tian or Pagan, Tartar or Indian, or of any race, what-
soever, who has known or explored so many of the
various parts of the world and of its great wonders as
this same Messer Marco Polo.
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. raising maps of poetry in my work,”” writes
Duncan. And since Schliemann’s excavations at Troy a
raising of verifiable maps within poetry has been seriously
assumed. The poet is a cartographer also. Olson made
explicit certain modernist assumptions (again the term
modernist must reach back to Dante, if not Homer) by
binding the sheets of Maximus in a map of Gloucester har-
bor. He issued his two successive volumes clad similarly,
bound in maps of the terrain he meant them to somehow
delineate. (U.C.’s release of the complete Maximus has
deflated what was a considered impact by embedding
Olson’s maps within the book, as if he meant them as
pages of visual text, equitably located among the poems.
This they are not. That the cover of their edition sports a
photograph of Olson, instead of a map of the poetry’s
terrain, displays with what profundity they misunder-
stood the man’s work.)

The map Dante raised in his Comedy reads vertically.
His world — a middle ages founded on the Thomist cos-
mology — considered above and below the directions of
significance. Every element of consequence, every soul
in Creation, found its fit location along an absolute rule
that would admit to no ambiguity. Just so the Florentine
poet weighed each word and consigned it to its inalien-
able place in the orderliness of his Poem.

Marco Polo mapped another world altogether. His,
in which the European intelligence has been ‘‘roundly”
knocked off its axis, fans out horizontally; a tremendous
levelling or democratizing has occurred. Polo’s eye, feed-
ing on diversity, cuttingly discriminates but can no
longer judge according to the European ethos. He is the
first and perhaps greatest ethnographer of modern times.
What to a Christian must seem shocking ethical trans-
gression — particularly the sexual practices Polo de-
scribes with concerned accuracy as he moves from region
to region — become subsumed in a new perspective, one
of cultural pluralism.

Duncan’s contemporaries — Rexroth, Snyder, Cor-
man — approached the orient across the Pacific Basin,
attempting to locate a northwest passage to the domain
Pound had brought back word of: “the rectification of
names,’’ or in the famous ideogram given as ‘‘sincerity,”
a place where one finds “‘a man standing by his word.”
Duncan, however, entered Asia along Marco Polo’s
route, travelling eastwards, and for him Asia becomes
permission for the opposite: for error, for rumor, for su-
perstition, to assume their rightful seats in the poetic dis-
course. His Asia, like Polo’s, presumes a levelling of
cultural and sexual customs — the inclusion of a sexual
“variance” in which variance is shorn of its derived sense
of perversion.

In the poetic discourse, pluralism is the admission of
whatever appears outside the fold. Duncan’s is the cele-
brated quote describing the modernist task:
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. . . all the old excluded orders must be inclygd
female, the proletariat, the foreign; the
vegetative; the unconscious and unknown;
nal and failure — all that has been outcast
bond must return to be admitted in the
what we consider we are.

* * *

The decade following Duncan’s composit;
sar’s Gate saw, within the discourse of this
poetry, many if not all the old excluded ord|
While anti-communist hysteria fueled the Co]
deep-freeze machine, frenetically operating to
continued exclusion of the “old orders,” the
figures within poetry were drawn precisely fi
ders.

Homosexuals, drug-users, communists, won
archists, Jews, blacks, Buddhists, Gnostics,
thieves, the insane. Even a behemoth of a ma
four and intent on re-mapping world history,
Charles Olson stood as a sort of Grand Khan
“new American poets.”’ His irrepressible
dropped across what must have looked to many .
cans like the riotous spirits Marco Polo enco
the waste-reaches of Lop Nor desert.

In international affairs the phantasms app
distractingly diverse, more sharply outlined;
haps, as those in power hoped, more readily
The White House’s Bay of Pigs fiasco, practi
door,”” was like one final effort at home-brewed
the sort you occasionally hear practiced by fun
ist preachers on gospel radio night-stations.

The exorcism failed. In 1962, John E K
panded his deployment of military advisors t
For the next decade Asia, organized accordi
map colored “red,” would mean somethin,
different to American poetry.

3

«

destroyd forests and fields !
and from the villages the putrid dead,
phantasms of industrial enterprise 3
swell fat upon the news of the daily bo

after the age of lead, the age of gas, fossil fuels
oil slick on the water, petroleum sprea

the stink of gasoline in the murky

the smoking tankers crawl towards Asi:

““Passages 35, Before the Judgement,” directs 0
to read Ground Work’s subtitle: Before the War. In
lypse History enacts, before sheds its tempo:
tion.

“In this mirror,”’ the Angel replies, ‘“‘our Cou
darken.”

History — personal or public — and in fact

purely personal History within a theatre that ing
palm and white phosphorous, let alone a nucle
— History is itself Revelation. Charles Olson
to read the poems people are when he said, peoj

owe
P rican psyche.

Iralj

only stand more revealed. To Duncan, the

n , they y . . . y
verse’’ written over Vietnam by America’s war-

¢ during the sixties was a stripping bare of the

Wwith the Asia Marco Polo had first described now
foured into Hell on Earth — and Polo did, cer-
ail the waters just offshore of present-day Viet-

s
Ifi“ly’, Duncan returned as he always has in crisis to
oAt And Dante leads him to Virgil, one who has been

te[‘before,” and might guide him through a vicious-

 of warfare the planet has never before seen. Terribly
h, the only emblem capable of securing such guid-
ce is one’s own sense of horror.

This pain you take

isthe pain in which Truth turns like a key.

What makes Duncan’s war poetry the best, or rather
most truthful witness of its day, is that in it he remains
izant that no party goes unimplicated. The war is
horribly, at home. Much of the anti-establishment
written and recited during the period sounds child-
by contrast, an us-against-them blindness towards
things stand, and which in retrospect clearly dis-
the manner in which the War at Home was quelled
. and lost. Government instigators, agents provoca-
s, and betrayers of any cause could operate with im-
nity in the ranks of the resisters because a devastating

ruth about language had not yet emerged: things do not

arily correspond to their names.

‘The Hydra prepares in every domain, even in the
revolution,

his offices.

His clowns come forward to entertain us.

* *

inevery party  partisans of the torment

Tyranny throws up from its populace a thousand

tyrant faces, seethes and dies down, would-be

administrators of the evil or challengers of the
establishment

seeking their share of the Power that eats us.

Malebolge’s coiling complexity in this age of fossil

{Uelsrequires a shrewdness Poetry perhaps has not previ-

¥ required. An adequately prepared witness cannot
to map the contemporary terrain from any simplis-
organized stance. One must be constantly lurch-
and leaping: first to gather the multiple perspectives
alone can disclose all heads of the Hydra; secondly to
e linguistic unpredictability for the poet, that the
'Speak of the day not engulf poetic language and neu-
€1t. The poet learns to cut, the way a linebacker
the way a collage-artist cuts. ‘“‘Passages 35" re-
‘S atleast three languages including Dante’s Italian

@ Hesiod’s Greek in order to outwit the Hydra and

keep abreast of “She  whose breast is in language.”
And requires also Carlyle and Pound as dodges or texts I
for the poet to cut into. Vietnam exposed a brutality afoot
in the world that prompted an unprecedented confronta- |
tion with the possibilities of language.

America’s Indo-China war deposited a legacy in lan- ‘
guage which has become increasingly central to poetic ‘
discourse. It is an awareness of how easily ‘“the powers of
business and industry’’ and ‘“War, the biggest business of
all” can fundamentally usurp our common tongue, what
Dante called our vulgar eloquence. Those who don’t ac-
knowledge the usurpation are dupes. Those who do, con-
front a difficult task ahead, in Poetry. It is a sad thing,
after all the effort poets have expended in claiming the
rhythms and vocabulary of colloquial American speech
for poetry, that those things too can so readily be con-
scripted to the service of Evil.

And in a post-Watergate era, suspicion alights even
on the notion of sincerity. Henry Kissinger, after all, is a
“man who stands by his word.”’

Words are shifting integers. Syntax coils with equal
ease through the heavens and hells. That the newsmedia,
multinationals, armed forces, and governments on our
planet have learnt this, to virulent effect, leaves writers
— whether they acknowledge it or not — as the only via-
ble oppositionary force. Responsible users of language,
those who Robert Duncan says have maintained ‘‘the
ability to respond,” stand as never before ‘‘Before the
War.” Words in this Era of Information manifest them-
selves as monstrously efficient instruments of domination
and deceit. The turf of language is one of dilating conse-
quence. When the war “‘comes home’’ to brain and lar-
ynx, and to the space between all of us, Poetry — wniting
writ large or small — becomes a mapping of worlds in
which both world and map are inextricably at stake.
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Charles Bernstein

Your job, right at this moment, is to get busy on

the quality of your mental pictures. How, or
grabaway sideshow and rack, lamed under

pained glass with omniscient angle, runs a

rub-out of the hurdle, careening

to dunked mariachis. I thought, as I’ve

spent; the shrinking allegory of a pile of pent-

ecostal bromides, things no doubt overlapped for
indicative retention, of our in-the-nature mode—
things that but which strike more generally

in response of entertaining back. Completely

wide. Nor is there anything to answer, hence

the slowness is sufficiently primitive whereas

maybe do something like what claims clam

the most would liken as current as carried

over to dismiss: although no doubt arguments can

be made lankily open in isolation or anyway

solution, which of course explains

your interest in the implosive process, i.e. real

plates, is to the point trying to place. About whom

I know very little. When pretenses are introduced to each
other they shake hands standing; they may smile or at
least look pleasant. This is more apparent in

breaking without avoiding than can ever be

at the same time timorous longing and mealymouthed
extirpation. In this way, naked

and closing, become

self-inflicted scars of a commitment to the

necessary but unwanted baby-with-the-tub-water dusk
mask. Not only because of but

doing and letting, however something

that requires dismal able and many since. Seems
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Surface Refle t

like to be getting for being the rest of

but very much as contagious as hung

up. I’ll

buy that but that beside the relative low-level
flailing just to say we have that despite

is quite sad. ‘‘Hundreds of thousands of years ago
our ancestors of the dim and distant past faced
these same problems.”” Nevertheless

the sun never lights the same

place twice. This is due to the fact that you
probably have never learned

emotional control. ‘“‘Freezing

up and melting down: that’s

the kind of token I am.”

(Inflexible mastication, ingestible

I
I
renunciation.) Go get i
bored (burrowed), the fuselage saturates for |
the rest, the milk-toast prescience, preferred

spacebands. However, at this point, we shall introduce
screen prompts with character compensation. All

devices are on to the Controller and share the Controller’s
intelligence. As a result, all components can operate
simultaneously so as to eliminate obsequiousness

and redundancy while lowering social costs, e.g.

plug-in - plug-out systems configured

to your exact aversions. ‘‘Boy, cut that thing

from under your waist and pull off

that jitterbug hat. You’re on the chain

gang now.”’ Belaboring a bumping

pride and orthostatic altercation: swashed

by procrustean maxiserve, the shrill is

exhumation. ““‘So Tarzan of the Apes did the only

thing he knew to assure Jane Porter of her safety. He
removed his hunting knife from its sheath

and handed it to her.”” Even the most objectionable
people begin to seem benign once they take

an interest in you. Le., “the stuff is on
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now”’. Windbag winding around Seattle, the worse
for wetness. Now hit this

Studebaker sundeck, cottoning

megabacktrack. An irrepressible torque

meets an unsaturable torpor. . . . on seas of

brass, with knees of glass. Nor

introduce a woman to a man unless

he is head of state or head

of church. It’s a quality I’ve always disliked, with a real
sense of acceptable (bar

certainly fell down if they strike you). Full sheaf of
which does justice and quite before making it incredible
dullness and myopia, fly off or jump in generally
parochialism than if there was one, limited

attempt and hear allowing ““thoroughly”.
Misconstrues other more that come from having
seem of or more about them. Certainly glued

to what. Of course, 7 do; was inquiring, to the

extent of well am not convinced, oddly, on
completely covering-up. Scrupulous misrecognition.
Since one’s relation to one’s

is not to stand is both behind and ahead.

Not begin to, far from that. Here is

where we’d both. Even is as to what to have

and right also in the instance fairly patently

realize, have time to operate, no doubt

fuels. There can be. Even if some. Is

because it’s. Felt finally contestable, cowardly

not to, which are probably at the bottom often

sourly missed. Yet echoes communicative compliance.

And then we’ll go axeroxing!
Axeroxing! Axeroxing!

Now let’s get back to the teenager whose emotional
life is not so exhilarating, the boy or girl who
goes to school, meets with friends an hour
or two afterward, possibly even helps around
the house later. The problem being
76

undemutrition not malnutrition; personal choice
of ‘healthstyle’ is only the most marginal factor
in preventing disease. Candles are lit

and shades are drawn; the frappé

bowl is set up. ‘““You ought

to see a doctor about those pains.” “What

a bumper!”” Ben looked at Debby. “That’s
Daddy’s name—his Hebrew name!”” Taking
the blame, making it plain. The other images are tied
up in long-term deposit earning Heavenly interest for
the world to come between this and the next.
“Despite the disparaging

things that less fashion-alert males have said
about the chemise, Mr. Bernstein plans

to back it. He will risk

several thousand yards of material

which is what he has

set aside for this style. . . . Mr. Bernstein

has been known to sell as many as 12,000
copies of one style in the same week. . . . Of
course there are certain ‘classics’ that will continue
to sell and probably keep Mr. Bernstein

from closing up shop even

if he guesses wrong and cuts

thousands of dresses that buyers will never buy.
These classics include shirtwaist

dresses and full-skirted cotton with scooped
necklines.”” And went down to ship

very bored. What has not been

made, what has not been

seen, what has not been

spoken: always in the folds of the

audible, visible

projection of desire: to launch

a care, munching a pear. Mobile

in the site, the piece is
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pierced in sequence. Homily grits,
bungled pie. There is no
other, only recover. And then back down
to the ship very buoyed. Debby
had just about tied the bow of her pink
taffeta dress when she heard the porch
door creak open. ‘At least when I close
my eyes nobody can see me.”” Early
warning sighs. Buttressing broncho-
dilation, arcadian
microseconds jostling pansynchronic obsidian vases in the
collation of infrequent mention. As if
the only relief is to be from charitable
demagogues who give a hoot. Invaded by
sweat and reputation. Better blast
and run—can’t hide here. For there’s nothing
so much fun as overelaborating the
obvious. That is, “‘can’t pin
you down” (evidently afraid
to be tied up). “I’ll catch you
on the rebound.” (Even the theoretical
balk is replaced by if they say.) The next twelve shouts
took a little bit more time: Enormous back up
at the bank. Silk worms or smoke
rings? ““‘You’ve got a beach bungalow
where your brain should be!””  *“This nation
cannot endure half poor
and half garbage.” There are many
things to say, much that can be truly said, but
little that needs saying. Acts
of meaning preempted as an absence
for want of repetition—the needing
is saying, the saying is meaning. Any you,
my friend, back away, & hear only dim
peals to dead throngs. I hear
them too, & you. Speak
to me so I may hear, speak
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that I may speak. There are only
plain words, panes of our separation
and sameness in saying. Tell

me of another country and of

your blankest journeys, tell

of the colors you cannot contain.
Afraid of meaning, afraid

of the words, which are

its body.

What do you got?
Bubblewrap in
Place of a heart?

“What a ceiling! What a ceiling!”” So do
not ask for whom the phone rings—not likely
for you. I think it’s time

we were all put to sleep. The

body, the

body. I, minimus of Amsterdam

shimmy on the waves, and torch

plunge and vanish. Was

Maurice Bishop killed because

he spoke English? WHOSE

Christmas? She doesn’t dish it out

and she doesn’t want to take

it.  “I just bought it because

it came out.” One day people will be judged
not only by the color of their skin but by

the color in their eyes:  Poetics

makes stained bedfellows.

Met her by the meadow. Why

not balk? Why not walk

her. Here we are at loops ends.

Strange
not to think
to think of

you.
Enviable miasma. Get this detain out

of default! The where within which
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what woos (worrisome weathering).

The clothier makes the person (there’s

a change in the sweater, a change

in the smock, from now on

they’ll be a change in you). The one man pushed
the other guy takes away. ‘You can say it—I
don’t have to buy it.”” Amazingly enough
you can’t get a seat on the bus. Whipped
along on a sting as a

pawn. (One could say

she festered under his garrulous

acerbity.) Expansive wastrel. 4 fluke

in Dubugue. WASHINGTON INVADED BY ARMED
FORCE OF MENTAL SPASTICS. Fight
back (flight

bag). Fit

to be fried. Repudiate

don’t replicate. Spatter

when fingered. Indelible

horizon. My country—wronger

and wronger.

Breathes there a person with soul so dead
Who never to himself has said

This is not mine, my native land

Whose stomach has never within turned
When home by footstep does return
From travelling on a foreign strand

It is Shrove Tuesday and Violetta is dying of
consumption. Obviously this didn’t work and you

come back to me with a mass of hearsay. In fact,

I’'m glad; but on the contrary to skirt for a modification.

But to call me anything but—and this is what I take—
wouldn’t seem the same for my refusal. All

of this would go double. ““As a practical

matter, we can always use forward bases.”

“If words had meaning”’
And people hearts
If names had faces
And Desires darts
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Then I would build a Conduit
And call it Quarrelsomeness
Then I would tell of bats and hats
Of barnacles and spurs.

Emergence of mush: the hermeneutic ovoid crashes in
on the Pesto Principle; or, he’s hooked up
with a poststructuralist woman who's changed
his pew. Don’t speak so loudly, people
will hear what you think.
Here’s the sheets, now
for the towels. (Nothing
so naive as a naive bumper.)
The crunch of
imperative, the blackening of
emblematicism. Go for the
gulp!—a bind is a terrible thing
to pour.
My son is
going dumb
I would pluck
out my neighbor’s
tongue if
it would do any
good.
Basking in wrappings. And the dead men
pull and push but do not heave. Yet
we ‘are’ each other only insofar as each
can recognize and acknowledge the differences
(as in separately bodied)—to confuse this risks a rule of
power only. For instance, in Manet, the objects
and garb are corporeal while the faces seem
blank: the world thinged in order for any of us
to inhabit it. “People were so happy
when they see Maurice free
they carried him up
on their shoulders & were yelling
& singing.” Life as high
as an apple pie. But grieve only
for the survivors, who hoe
in tiers and do not
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Armantrout

forsake—hope’s stooges.

“And cry, ‘Content’, to that which grieves
the heart.”” For there is more to anaesthesia
than simply rendering unconscious

and free of pain. To suppress a twitch

or tone, the anaesthetist

may wish to abolish it Disown
at its origin. A less toxic approach
is to block the signals

or otherwise interfere with their transmission

You may ‘“‘have’’ sex —

but those round

from source to destination. s;nk-fi;oles beneath H\“i‘;\‘“

the off- ! i
On teleologic grounds, one would expect et e
that more receptors are available scabbed with whatever

than necessary, and in fact

three-quarters of the receptors must be blocked
before any suppression of twitch response occurs.
The boots are on the run

with no one in em. The sky

in an eye, biscuit in other:

flat, green stuff —

not in your most
nominative
moon-walk.

*

New one called

pail of crustoid simper. Obligation " Gomvop A
concatenates: Metabolites Bylaws forbid
when things go right. Proof visible contrivance:
serum. ‘‘But they WANT to be invaded.” No ;
clotheslines

where to go but r-a-d-i-0. “I've (like the skeleton),
cried over many a dead dog
since then.” Or as my mother o cra'bgrass

) : dead in long tracks
used to say, don’t do anything tipped with green.
you wouldn’t do on stilts. In the vast space
of the masque, the earthen covers Results s'hall be

unreminiscent.
kneel in patterns of 4
stencils. All patients gave their informed
consent to participate in this
study and the study protocol
was approved by appropriate
institutional review committees.
She (he) punched (pumped) the (a) bloated (goaded) dog.
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To punch one’s straw
definitely
into the fizz.

Arms of pastries
revolve
in their clear cylinder

slowly.

Space “‘may be shaped
like a saddle,”
scientists say.

A list may pantomime
focus.

On conditions

SO numerous

nothing can begin
*

“Run down,” they say,
buildings.

Wave of morning glory
leaves about to break
over the dropped plastic
bat, the empty shed.

Hard to specify
further.

Whole body
dotted

here and there.
Areas of interest,

Cross purposes,

eddies.

Context

Clustered

berries at dusk
as possible

results. The chosen
context of display,

arrangement and arrival.
*

set against desultory or
“lonely”

puddles, drops.

*

Circles an old woman’s
fingers trace
on the nubs of
her chair arms.
*

Waits for the word to come
to her, tensed
as if for orgasm.

Fear surrounds language
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Necromance

Poppy under a young
pepper tree, she thinks.
The Siren always sings

like this. Morbid

glamor of the singular.
Emphasizing correct names
as if making amends.

Ideal

republic of the separate
dust motes

afloat in abeyance.

Here the sullen

come to see their grudge
as pose, modelling.

The flame trees tip themselves
with flame.

But in that land

men prized

virginity. She washed

dishes in a black liquid

with islands of froth —

and sang.

Couples lounge

in slim, fenced yards
beside the roar

of a freeway. Huge pine
a quarter-mile off

floats. Hard to say where
this occurs.

Third dingy
bird-of-paradise
from right. Emphatic
precision

is revealed as
hostility. It is

just a bit further.

The mermaid’s
privacy




Three Poems

Anti-Oedipus

The city is dying because you killed your father, could have been anyone
and are sleeping with your mother?

No problem. Cut out the eyes that deny one and one

is one. Get back in the house.

Range

There cloud moves in front of cloud, and above, suggesting
a deep breath, enormous range — such that a young girl

could leave home. Inside the house (note the word

standing solid, timbered, painted, mortgaged, but that’s okay

because the calendar, white alabaster that it wants to be

works in silent invisible ways

on committees too numerous and boring to name, they never make the papers
Celtics win at buzzer

to build my tomb in advance

Long wind. Birds splutter and croak.
The difference now, she explains, is that she does not
lose consciousness when another takes the floor.

Who felt the vertigo of bouncing when he saw the fly

So many buildings and liens jutting their private lan,
land on the leaf? by gs Jutting private languages

into one another’s views. New York could be

the unconscious, or, equally, heroically

consciousness itself, and no one would be any the wiser
because, while the details are being worked out

they’re also smothering the crystalline

—don’t blink, you’ll spoil—combatants, combinations
the lock that no one would pick for parents

and the stage seems to be moving

the actors are falling apart

the trees are losing their leaves.

Who said, “Unnatural?”’

The actress — the nun — the kid — the gatekeeper.

One harps continually
because she may have missed her cue.

“One notion, recognizable, with temperament and bluster

for real.” If only the plot would leave people alone

like a ball in a box on a shelf in a store
to absorb the intensities of their decoration.
What I need is a single body.
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CIiff Notes

Because the words are enclosed and heated

each one private a separate way

of undressing in front of the thought window

faces squashing up against it

city trees and personal rituals of sanitation

washing the body free of any monetary transaction.

The parts of the machine take off their words and die away
in a description read to the senses

by the leftovers on TV that no one would think of eating
even in the very act of swallowing.

It’s these “‘very acts” that we must

Pay attention to the flatness of the map now!

For it’s this very flatness

that the frailly projected containment of the humanized body
is designed to be pinned to

by, naturally, forces outside our control.

It can’t be the knobs’ fault because this is back before knobs.

Rock ledges, sacred fainting spells, laurel fumes

later on in the very pictures written, this is back before the alphabet

the pictures of the rocks in the savant’s eye

he’s chained to these pictures by the sententious wriggle

of the buttocks two classes down, whose owner

can hardly speak, can’t multiply, and stands there waiting for Plato

to have Socrates tell him he’s only cosmetic.

But, as we know from Aristotle, Plato doesn’t know any plots

he can only give orders, dipping himself diffidently into the material
signifier at the same time as the ripples he thinks
he’s thinking into their roundness come back to haunt
him in the form of crude jokes about his square calves
at unprestigious dinners. In fact he looks a little
like that table he’s always using as an example.

Next come the Romans, and with them we first see the sky

artificial creation of scarcity of meaning

spread out over the proletariat as a visible economic ether.

You can look, but it costs.

We can still see traces

of the tracts where they lived

and can still understand their language,

which consisted entirely of dirty jokes about money.
It’s easy to clear away the froth of biology

with a few words

to reveal the naked ageless windwashed marble
holding still for recorded history.
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Gtreets

There’s no history in the past

nothing happens there anymore.

A brown twilit civic peace

oozes mesolithically from the clumps of ancient