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Robert Creeley

You went by so
quickly thinking

Eight Plus

Inscriptions for Eight Bollards
at 7th & Figueroa, Los Angeles

for James Surls

What’s still here settles
at the edges of this
simple place still
waiting to be seen.

Human eyes
are lights to me

there’s a whole world sealed

in between.

in this stone.




You walk tired

or refreshed, are
past in a moment,
but saw me.

If T sit here

long enough,

all will pass me by
one way or another.

World’s
still got
four

corners.

No one speaks
alone. It
comes out

of something.

They say this
used to be

a forest

with a lake.

I didn’t go
anywhere and
I haven’t
come back!

It’s not a
final distance,
this here
and now.

How much I would
give just to know
you're standing in
whatever way here.

No way to

tell you anything
more than

this one.

Wish happiness
most for us,
whoever we are,
wherever.

Nothing left out,
it’s all in a heap,
all the people
completed.

Night’s eye is
memory

in day-

light.

I’ve come and gone from here
with no effect,

and now feel

no use left.



Kathleen Fraser

In Commemoration of the Visit of
Foreign Commercial Representatives to Japan, 1947

How far from I'm just for Bob Gliick
where it a common

was ['ll rock,

never know. talking

You there What'’s

next to the others that

in front of up there Preliminary words

the one behind!

Could I think
of all you
must have felt?
Tell me.

What’s inside,
what’s the place
apart from

this one?

looking down?

You’ve got a nice
face and
kind eyes and

all the trimmings.

We talk like
this too

often someone
will get wise!

In language, you once hovered. Now you are the hunched body holding the blue oar, so useless in
waves. Before I knew your plan, you had already purchased the picture book I called “mine”,
with its memoir of brown sand extending so casually its territories, pulling through gravity as if to

pause in its downward pouring.

My ignorance in this cannot be excused, yet everything in that room offered itself to me: it was
the Foreign Representative who finally caught my eye, between brass hinges. You knew my weak-
ness but sent me there anyway, wanting screens, and you had inscribed the invitation on thick,

creamy paper you thought might provide a solution for my tentative despair.

Abruptly, just as I stretched out my hand, the mountain presented its snow and deep blue slope,
the Foreign Representative’s delicate breast. If we can talk about distance, I would propose that
series of thatched roofs furnished with clumps of ginkgo, foregrounded precisely as the faded hem
of the boatman’s blue jacket.

Away, my page is one inch longer than at home, with narrower margins; my brush unused, except
in commemoration.

I imagine each scratch on the glass pillow to be a person, waiting for the single evidence of moonlight.




1. The general headquarters of the allied powers

Beginning from the perspective of “‘the personal”’, you surprised me with your concrete buddha
and dark woolen coats of young European style. How those diminished shadows of trees subtracted
us from winter. Badly tinted sky does not represent the “traveler’s dream”. In your twelve letters,
I read a different set of requirements and expectations: our powers linked by windows.

Now our ambitions grow sharper with each darkening rectangle: buildings as grainy as rice both
dry and thick with moist steam. Blue water makes its ally with unnatural embankments, yet bodies
cling to the edges, and one can see a pair of white trousers in motion, caught with the same swift
closure as the black car behind it. I must confess, I had expected the clichés of my childhood and
miss them, although I understand your discomfort on hearing this. My hunger requires a bowl of
rice between us. With a finger (on the steamed red lacquer of the bowl), I draw an ideogram to

show you what I mean.

I count on you to translate, as your training requires

2. Yomei Mon, the elaborately carved gate of the noted Tokugawa
Shogunate Mausoleum at Nikko, representing “one of the
finest Japanese carvings and lacquer decorations”

What can be represented by this “finest carving” which is too exhaustive to retain? Our guide has
proposed a second look at garish green-and-pink petals, as if to raise his glass in a toast to our
arrival and departure. One struggles to find “words”, yet feels the soft diminishing of oxygen. The
monumental divests memory of its pockets on foreign soil, where time is a cloud made solid with
carving. I am blinded by my bad faith or lack of appropriate counsel.

Yet this elaboration of gold fell short of sight, as we entered the gate. Thoughts of death, while
normally disturbing, seemed rigidly ‘“‘notable”, instead, as if an excess of enameled color, banded

by red, could justify any harsh loss.

““Ashes scattered on water or under trees”’, was my family’s solution, although now I cannot find
my father or my sister and have no specific location for my grief. If their ashes and bits of bone

were here, in little painted boxes, would my thoughts arrive in calmer progression?

3. Japan's “world-famous” Mt. Fuji

One thing appears to be certain. We stand gazing from separate windows in the same hotel. You
note the white veins of snow and the pale crusts yet remaining on the near slopes. I think of the
Foreign Representative’s delicate breast, before confusion came into its dark silk, and economy
staged itself, as you might expect, in the popular guises of fame and reform. This drift of cherry
blossom so close to the hotel window, branching a pale longing for historical calm—has it changed
you into a person someone might banish from sight, for lack of a perfect description? How fortu-
nate for you, who travel by yellow boat, that the April sun is rigorous and punctual; it casts a
gloss on every surface, spreading another mountain through the barely moving inches of grey sea.
You imagine yourself at diplomatic attention, even choose your trousers and jacket with a longing

for precision, while I import a suspect leisure, having served on another occasion.

Now my wish comes and goes with the sun’s rigor, expanding and diminishing as if I were one of
those white buildings at the foot of the mountain, still read by afternoon light which may fade in 1

an hour, and return.

4. Ashi-no-ko (Lake Ashi), on the top of Hakone, a “famous
hotspring resort”

Commas, necessarily magnified, curve inside walls, separating rice-paper screens from oxygen. One

can consider private matters in silence, give over entirely to the skin’s necessity, the water’s sulfu-

rous fumes. A towel, please, I might have said, if you’d been with me. But these learned modesties

soon fall before the tremor of red roofs lining the port. The architectural jump creates false plea-

sure. A colonial banner flaps in wind like washi.ng hung along the inner court. My tea soothes en-

tirely, in spite of premonitions, and the Foreign Representative tucks the layerings of embroidered
silk in the creases of her folded knees and thighs. She hands me the fine-haired brush and a stick
of ink, with a little water. I think of drawing you a letter, because words are slipping and faltering

under foot. I paint a path of stones which you will recognize, one at a time, as you attempt to ex-

tend your influence from those dormer windows, so clearly positioned for their view of flagpoles

Just at the lake’s edge. I imagine you eating exotic ingredients, untied from papyrus leaves which

preserve the ancient flavors. My tea leaves are drained of tea; now they rest in the celadon cup,
where a guest may read their meanings.

Decisions are being taken among the allied powers which, later, will be regretted.




5. Toro Hatcho, “one of the most picturesque pools in Japan”
(Wakayama Prefecture)

A “traveler’s fatigue” might diminish the fifth day of commemoration, but for the presence of wa-
ter on all sides. I am taken on a boat just wide enough for myself and the boatman, unless we
should encounter your party at one of the crossways. Then I would wave to you, hoping to sepa-
rate you from commerce and modernity, indicating with my parasol another seat in the boat and a
little sweet rice-cake wrapped in seaweed. Can you feel a drifting like sleep, re-shaping the first
idea we were given when they sent us here? While I am not alarmed, I wish to compare these re-
cent days, and the views of water so amply restored to each morning’s rising. A certain formality
beckons and forbids.

Without speech and the ordinary comparisons, I can only return to the two-hundred trunks of
trees, cordoned like rafts, floating just to the side of our boat, which drifts down the Toro Hatcho.
Blue shines up, from between the rafts. I watch the backs of the pole-men pushing their load to the
next town. They call out to my boatman, wave a fish and laugh and beckon to us. Their bare toes

curve with the wood.

No buildings, for miles now. Only shoals of rock and sharply dropping embankments, leading in
no direction I recognize. I look back, thinking of our first meeting and the later dream where you
were a woman and I was a man. Now that we have exchanged boundaries and blood types,
it is easier. If I do not see you at the impasse, I will understand your message and return to the
hotel lobby.

6. Hirosaki Castle, in northeastern Japan, a “typical citadel”
of the feudal lords

“Be a flame for them to pass through’, you advised me.

7. Goju.no.to (five-storied pagoda), in the Kimomizu Dera
(“noted Kwannon temple”), in Kyoto, one of the twenty-five
sacred temples in Japan

Sacré Dieu! Profanity hath wings. And when profane doth enter sacred, what fire then? A sudden
wish to petal forth, imposed upon by such holiness. Her highness. His wholely. Roof upon roof of
slate, layered slabs of sacred red lacquer.

This red will swallow, this temple surround.
Now, calm

The trees lean and persist, worn thin by wind under pale clouds of blossom which do extend and
Jevitate. Just-barely-tinged-white cherry breaks without sound. Bark, leaf and nub salute the small
man in gathered cotton trousers with garden shears, now trimming, now bending back a foreign
branch. And his father. And his father, before him

8. Itsukushima Shrine, in the Inland Sea, “one of the best known
scenic spots in Japan”

I’ve lost sight of where you are journeying, because of reordering myself at the carved railing.
Even the iron lamp swings a bit above this walkway, although the wind is mild; it must be part of
the planned charm of “‘best-known scenery”. Weather’s unplanned damage to certainty. I could re-
main here until your return, pulling carp from the water, watching the flicker of silver fins without
economic planning or commercial gain. The ordinary is my altar this spring day: I find a white
awning pulled tight above the cafe just fronting the Inland Sea, under which I think of you holding

your favorite tea-cup, inviting me to commemorate the line of blue hill behind the red gate of
the shrine.

For the first time, I refer to your letter and read your ambivalence, no, your wish to note each
change of heart and the substitution of path for daughter, animal love for speculative representation.




9. Mt. Zao Skiing Grounds, in northeastern Japan

If white equals mystery and snow equals death, how am I to understand the two bent figures in

black on the ski slope? I choose the one with his shadow intact and hope that it’s you, for lack of

binoculars. Your form appears admirable and the shadow to your right, entirely severed and auton-

omous except at the feet. From this perspective, a diagonal gash of blue sky gives geometric relief

to a moment so perfectly caught it might slip into fiction. I could “‘go on™ about the snow-covered
trees but decisions are hovering like already memorized language. You are needed by the allied
powers who require your shadow ability. I'm tapping the air between us and hoping you can hear

me. Do not depend on the former treaty or visual aids. Here is the list you sent me:
““rough, smooth, dark, blond, rich, middle class, tender, cruel, narcissist, altruist, east west”

No one is ‘“‘alike”, and neither are you, though joined at the feet with your daytime abilities.

10. Daibutsu, in Kamakura, the giant bronze Buddha image, rising
forty feet high

I think that SCALE must be the shadow of domination. I cannot look. (Or is it, “You don’t

want to.”")

11. Arashiyama, in Kyoto, noted for its cherry blossoms
and autumn leaves

Again, the human. A silly heart for Sunday—today, hands inside of hands, the procession of cov-
ered boats rocking from side-to-side in their slow pace down the river. Your ‘“‘daughter”” holding
her paper parasol painted with falcons and Lily wagging her tail and limping along the left bank of
the Arashiyama, flowing over—almost—with melted snow . . . such patient and difficult lovers.

You leap to the boat, a little drunk, and I am your ally in pines, grilled sea bass and rice. I have
not booked the return trip due to a seasonal error. The errand you sent me on, also the Foreign
Representative arriving for tea and the multiple bodies of water in my life are discrete but not con-
clusive arrangements. What was once a refusal lingers, as if pine needles had broken and spread

their scent on the skin—a new ideogram I am trying to paint,

whenever [ lift my brush.

12. Nijubashi, the “famous double arcl: bridge, the gateway”
to the Imperial Palace

Tunneling forward, towards the awaited arch at the opposite end, the mind does see, then the eye—
following yearning—grabs hold of space and watches it expand until the curved frame is lost, the

opening regained.

We observe the double arch of Nijubashi through this split-second lense, so that reflections of im-
perial design may curve and flash as if we were looking for ourselves in the moving plaits of water,
the solidity of human desire all equal and held intact for our reference and imagined stability. How
tiny we are, seen from there. How calm, the unsevered branches of silver and green, the lush and

edible yellow fruit of the ginkgos about to pierce their coverings and burst through.

Because we opened the same book, we are bound by these ties of silk, particularly at the gateway.

May, 1988 RoMmE




Gerald Burns

Artemis it is, with bow and greyhound coursing along, the cast yellow

so, she is blonde or reddish, the strap for quiver bejeweled (adjustable?) at scapula
the dog with a collar. She has a crescent floating on her hair.

Verbs are curbs. That which, loving, descends to where “no birds sing”
experiences gelatinization of the verb, frozen Tanais

ig-mobile. “Consider,” T once said to a psychologist, “the Eskimo”

as Lucretius might raise tribes with eyes in breastbone

a cure for myopia the looking through fine-sawn bone lattice.

These trees, dark so the figure can be light, are in the branch an oakleaf

cluster, what the Antipodes saw (like a tie worn upside down, Alouettes)

the Choice of Hercules or Paris stochastic as a fork.

Tissier in Old Bond Street has an oval garnet pendant (large, cabochon)

enameled red and green with diamonded oval hanging from it ending with three gold balls
—the mate to it in Johnson Walker & Tolhurst, Burlington Arcade

a bit more worn, minus the case and chain but identical, mock-Tudor.

Inns showing the magic jug, rustic fingerpad on the deermouthed airhole whorled.
Mat weights (miscalled sleeve-weights) call up wind-infested houses

may be, Jane Whittaker’s antique pennycandy weights in Mile End, matched
London Museum set (also brass), lion weights in the BM (the Asshurnasirpal frieze
lions upstairs ungonaded and run to the king in cages with a raise-up door so like Mike and Missy’s
circus ones, there.

Ducks in the canal behind COM/Energy, and a softball-sized ball

any old trash, beamed at by Williams, became beamed-at trash

BEING, collaborating in romanticizable durée

as language spits, solder with flux at the core dribbling tree gum.

She circles warily around a herm, with her dog, as if Elizabeth

left Dudley one of her naked, whiffing a perfumed Goa ball

and that association, jewel-encrusted, lasted.

Upstairs in a room no one can find Dee, aged beyond compute

talks to himself, the stars, angels, his equipment like Turner’s record-book

reduced to its binding to carry watercolor cakes half dissolved to natural shapes. f

Gods are always a problem and it is probably best to render them

like Tiepolo’s thrown up through the ceiling, looking down at you

like the memory of the Renaissance, perspectival because earthy

the way a vein of sand will stain your hand yellow as turmeric.

I think of hearts, fatty tissue and clinging veins rendered in porcelain,

the Indians who liked removing them with obsidian

having provided Dr. Dee with a circular flat one (cylinder in section), good platform
for such a heart, exhibiting even the colors as colors though

reflected in black. Break ’em and a clean white line would interrupt the glaze.
Write on parchment dusted on the underside with talcum on the stone, lift,
read, erase.

We blur what we touch sometimes, just by living as long as we do—

our moist interior surrounded by a drying avocado

or prow like a ball mace with Punch’s mouth coming at you out of mist
the intimations of wan life in the pages of Phantastes, spirit smoked

in iodine vapor, bromine, businesscard propped over the crystal

Misses Stein and Toklas jolie, even Arp essaying printed wicker.
Arraigneth as the spider texturizing in low fields becomes Riemannian
funnels and curves the dew a dust catastrophizes for us

shape for its own sake Klein or Euler would applaud in the morning

a thing bending gracefully around what’s there for purposes of its own.

14

The Passions of Being

«The eare is a rational sence, and a chiefe iudge of proportion, but in our kind of riming
what proportion

is there kept, where there remaines such a confusd inequalitie of sillables?”’—Campion.

His heard what he knew, weight as lead shot in a capsule flips, up

inertiality of meaning imposed on the ideal pattern, Q.E.D.

It’s awkward, hearing a life in a sentence lace from a wrist might ape

(cuffs now turning over sleeves again, Pepys notes on attire) the sumptuary

Jlaws Cromwell established not unlike those instituted by Charles II.

Cupido in Louis XIV fountain statuary devolves to inexplicably fat baby

the gold on the “‘comet’ (star with multiple-arced tail) above the

globe in armillary sphere atop Busch-Reisinger, now all scaffolding, faded,

museum now shut.

Tsunami, nefesh, what would Larkin say to other tongues announcing contexts

men leaping across long fields, ambulances, Mr. Bleaney and chiffon weddings

poems in a book. Checkbook entries looked at would be poetry

in Arcady, each shepherdess (still thinking of the lace dipped and fired)

with a heartshaped ruby at her porcelain throat. Dressing them is like furnishing a doll room,

billiard table no larger than a playing card, balls smaller than peas, velvet felt.

There is chagrin in the presence of the orchestrated small.

Searcy says it is easy to imagine an ant so small that it has no

inner workings, and John Dee thinks the point may have begun creation.

Reprieving the obsolete prolixity of shade, umbrage may be taken to spread (that

is to say extend) a darker lawn like oil in gobbed smears, Tissot flowerpots luminous

from taking finer strokes to make the lawn at all, young woman with croquet mallet

exhibiting her estate. They work, in their straw hats, against a time line.

Most activities are sideways from the need of defending, hemisphere

in grass never to roll (miracle) into the flowerpot on its side.

In any case a Morisot of occupied lawn all sloshed in does for how “‘lush”

suits summer grass in experience and more importantly memory, gowned people record.

Complexions attach themselves to seasons as Helga loden-caped in boots

accompanies her tree and Hogarth’s Shrimp Girl enjoys day yellow

as projector’s bulb (the picture cooler gray and pink) age

tinting bare canvas.

There’s good in this book by Kipling (Seven Seas) and I'm troubled some

by next year’s Lammas set with Moons twenty-eight points in prefixed

with simulacra, full, quarter, half, in a line down like marbles

—and this is a sound learned from Amy Lowell, like using “tune” of a poem.

It bids fair, Frost could write, fund of sentiment inherited

the Stevenson fingered yesterday, cheap enough paper and porous to be

volumes, the Vailima edition, Tusitala, Bennett writing (of hotels) on his yacht

and Hardy staked down by dissertations. Housman rolled on, having learned from Byron
to be flip i

all of them provided with straight razors, fathers, Gosse.

Does bad art imply the existence of good art? Gilson on Darwin

says imperfection’s no argument against teleology—look how poetry

becomes (like an undusted corner) the refuge of these webs.

One can, like the gods, let it seep, embrace the fact of embracing, caress Willendorf, her

flat curls like the raspberry pattern gummy candy’s moulded in,

cap over head over breasts. Everything is always the Antipodes.

A list we concoct of peaches, lizards, apples becomes like an Elizabethan pie full of sugar
and little birds

the “little” a tipoff (Stead says, following Eliot) that one is a Georgian or Dante.

You could think of a poem as full like that, pastry top humped up

the critics prick to see if what comes out is steam or ooze

blood off hedgehog noses strung by poachers like quinces.

Embracing a series,

caddis flies build tubes of rubble, graveled covering for sensitivity
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goes to politically sensitive places, calls them Juan, Solomon, kidnapped larvae’s cemented ruin.
Dissolve the glue from anthill grains and they will lie flat as if rained on.

One thinks of the grains as shiny mica cubes, vermiculite, mirrors for homebody domestic Shalott.
Gifts of geometry—astrolabes in the front hall, and circular bamboo sliderules are

that in which sentiment, the picturesque, fight it out with praxis, the god on the flintlock tool,
displaced from a bowl of grapes. It’s too vile, to say women made the moon, then measured it, as

in Eshleman’s poem the grinning (or deadfaced he said but shiny-eyed) other some kinda animus . . .

it’s true Athena’s owl on the coin has eyes that repeat as a point, dot, in a circle /like/

the pinnacle in the middle of a moon crater like a Chamberlain wrecked-car grill erect on a
wall, ’tis art

hath ravished—as Ovidian narrative occurring in another language makes art something caught
in the rearview mirror.

Oceania some place or other, Neptune’s Palace in the toy theater

exhibit sunk ships and nets mermaidy all cardboard painted

space for romance (Trammell’s sounds intrude) to occur.

In the MIT Museum four pigs on a printed sheet

with dotted lines that show you how to fold it get you Hitler

Hesiodic to think smudges on a pig make a moustache.

The labyrinth was not simple, Piranesian elevators

with a beast, romantic in, with steaming hands.

How light filters through large enclosed spaces is fear itself

looped chain or rope swags.

Romantichism, I find (listening to Franco’s verse) is without verbs, Foakes arguing

political and religious power words fade in them, mat down, cheap insulation

spaces in verse apposable abutments for nominal phrases which

makes even nouns adjectives, Amy’s texturization of the act of writing

which made her at least a good slow-motion reader of Keats

a pressure of mind so evenly distributed as to be hydraulic

the moon entailing the mountaintop, hence shepherding

and nothing written by Spenser could effect a change at court.

If the sexes are like right and left, as in navigating a long corridor

with elevators on one side only ‘‘forward” is also required

or else it’s slopping about, BB in handheld maze, knifehilt or religious device

. . tassels are not to “‘soften” the crispness of steel.

The pen is feminine; down sticks to my ink.

The armed woman, with bore-speare and bow and quiver gay (Belphoebe

it says in brown ink on my FQ, II, iii) awes unnamed

as one encounters, on these journeys, describable anonyms

and metaphors to match hove, settle like birds on trees, their function.

Camouflage them, Ishmael in Bergman, huntresses the arc

of bow and moon suggesting crescent puns—Searle’s “‘Cannibal’’

medallion, cookieshaped with tongue and a U-shaped

eaten bit.

There are flecks of tea floating in my tea, Cynara, Idea, Laura, “a strainer is

built in to the pot,” they having mislaid the mesh one (flattened as a slipper, homey thing)

the lineage of written-at women striking. Plainchant leads to Satie’s Socrate, a line
of sung talk.

(She finally found and brought one, black as a burned muffin.)

Idea herself is the idea of service, battailleur who draws them to his conjuring, their puppets.

Round yellow spots the size of half-dollars on the gnome’s mushroom hold us, names
of alkaloid-bearing fungi

as if the Arabic retained something arcane, the cow-pat thoughtful rather than generous.

Petrarch dried in an herbal is (somehow, unimaginably) Petrarch still

some silly picture of a rhino in an old book making do for a pressed animal.

I tried in “Madeleine” to plot Beauty, foolishly because (it turned out)

memory can’t. Dante manages Purgatory breeze as fresh even if

you're reading backwards. Given linearity you could end blackening in stench and why not, even

Hegel free of the illusion an arrow means that way.
Narcisse in a garden might become by reduction the silhouette business suit
(head a circle) dead center on a silver square, glued to a door, so quick
the recognition or move toward it as if male and female float, conceptual.
The pigeon lines its nest with shredded descriptions of courting.
Ms. Digges brings the finches into her verse with reflections on migratory
paths, dotted vectors of whale carved in ivory enhance the saloon
and lovers become their surfaces, Leander on the waves (a deader)
pneumatic as a dinghy.
I am trapped in Christianity as if in amber. Thinking of the
political body caressed by Auden in Age of Anxiety this suffering
homo politicus is a corpus, thing more than notional (a million
Spaniards exercising ingenuity to give it glass eyes and blood)
that we say ‘‘iron thorns” and you feel the seepage, compassion for plaster limbs
the “hair” stringy in pain or glorious as a girl’s, hence
the poem cubicular on cigarette papers or Jeyes smuggled out.
Standardization produces spectacle, carlights on roads, Whitsun weddings
for us to integrate, Coleridge’s telltale
the color of robes on a Cynthian visitant
toplit as if by fotoflood, and cataracts.
We've been presented images, alabaster fruit
in bowls of similarly moisture-entrapping rock.
The sedimentation of roughly equal verse is rhyme.
We have in Boston a statue in dark stone, her brows
nearly straight across, crinkling (as if the makeup’s sculpted)
that’s been, the guide said, through fire, at least is cracked all over.
Spirit of tact provide acrylic for such fissure.
The Romantics—Leroux’s Phantom living on as the memory of his own music,
Berlioz in Berlin and St. Petersburg to make a living—became their histories, lived what they did
in ways we don’t.
That inertial mass of sherry-purple velveteen, cloaks made from theater curtains, move at the lower
hem, clapper to its bell. Under the shattered wax Price’s eye on the chorine knows what art is
the body, wrapped, thump. Shelley, nympholept, fell for Italians with names like Guiccioli.
There is a name in a dreamed language for one whose fascination with an instrument
surpasses his ability to play it. Bad art is to fall from that which, inhabited, expels.
Verse establishes green on which red rounds appear as apples, is color at all, no
shields or Marsyan faces like bats among but a tale in which a woman accompanied by a
dwarf comes into the hall
saying you will go with me and he does, fruit hung on the green called tale.
A roundbellied flask distorting Newton’s Opticks (rainbow, reflected panes
Elizabeth in silver silhouette) raises light and glued paper to a 31p level of regard
versus Mandragola's mock-doctor peering at pee analytically, gap occupied by realpolitik
shows us if your science is pretty people will put unicorns on it (scarlet lions wearing
gold thistles, 18p)
attraction of the marginal, physiology’s vorticismo; our natural state is to be medieval
Grosseteste a kind of divine college administrator, Colet lecturing on Paul,
prismatic color, inexpressible, of communicable tenet. The plotting of refraction inside
a crystal sphere
meant one could keep one on the table, sitting (it would be) in a puddle of red, yellow, green.
When Poe thought of an ideal language he imagined it was spoken by angels
Israfel, Eiros and Charmion, ‘“‘Silence—A Fable,” cat on a plinth, what the
commercial greeting card, valentine, borders with stamped lace, a sense that what was
no one’s in particular might have been yours (the noise of barrels on Whitman’s wharves,
mossy, shifted).
All right I'm going to put this damned sheep’s bone over the fire, scapulamancy the cracks after
and it is to be what experience is, lace in a watercolor window, how we’re supposed to feel
it blowing in. Scribes of Monmouth and Winchester wrote their histories as a series of islands
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surrounded by writing. Love and war, the disposal of property, led by common sense and entrail to
Cicero’s extremities nailed up, the warning to others nonetheless expressive gesture.

I drew a Raven Rattle for Trammell, body beak and wings, on its back a man with his knees up as if

under a table, sharing a tongue with a frog facing him, Egyptian hawk’s head at the table’s
foot, violence
from everything presenting itself as a face, our parallels identities.
They all started in a way with Keats, “I would write/you down/In a style of leaves growing”
La Farge stained glass harboring meaty cast in glass peonies and peacocks with spots
strewn, wonderful
borders, slats of dark olive and crimson, Duncan lisping Yeats and Hopkins to his
Falconress, Tiffany opaline
in American lead, Rimbaud says a locomotive burning on its tracks. In Franco’s dream
Duncan on his catafalque says “Michael, you must find a cure,” stiffening on flowers.
Oranges nestle in artificially green cellophane, as Easter eggs never felt satisfactory
to the touch, loose edge,
tendril for the forefinger to skid over the moist surface, perhaps crayonmarked meltings
Swedish pull toy’s oblate red one rotating on wheels the same green. Scan
for me Buck Rogers pistols, scrap dollies stuffed with nylons, detrital hominess
as if any Dutch landscape, no matter how bleak, might be said to entail a child.
Any hole in the earth with flowers growing in it is a socket
song by Rabbie in serif letters on marble the fovea, at base animals
grazing on trefoil.
Possible to nibble at roots amang rigs, powdery feel of the 1786 Kilmarnock facsimile
with legacies from sheep in that curious speech the point of which (dignified, intimate)
was man needs no elevation. A ploughman’s lunch, they call the solidest thing on
the menu, shepherd’s
pie, anything with a bit of woodcock and a boiled egg.
Ravens speak to the humblest, tell them things three times, fly off
with an emerald in the mouth that wouldn’t fit the tree’s dragon’s boxed hoard
of rubies, blue sapphires, pearls, layered like lasagna, annually inventoried
(and David now has a proof that the space of events is not, so to speak, spatial, as if
reinventing Bergson), from this a distance except for the magic of it to a Fragonard
we saw in New York, pinkgowned blonde on a swing so far away
no features show, others reclining on twilit green and closer to us
palest pool flanked by dolphins like library lions turned sideways to us, above them
cupids with bows
aimed anywhere, fragile as frosting. In Bergdorf’s window, safari clothing for the well to do.
It is now a matter of shame being in love; the confessor of faith cringes. The street child
who climbed a lamppost for a view of Mother Shipton (was it) impaled himself on
area spikes, writhed
as one opening a tomb from the side sees a golden tongue, indeterminate toward the root.
The passio, thing undergone as a clear crystal in streambed won’t visibly divide water but
downstream maybe a grain or two, turbled. In Sobin’s poems all crystal
except Heidegger (a sphere of smoky quartz). To live as if light is food
makes the opaque a source of turbulence, sullen pipe or faucet under
its cap of snow.
Condoms like galoshes, Codrescu suggests, are now appropriate
the marvelous fifty and seventy-five cent ones in gas station lavatories and stripjoint men’s rooms
promising delight even in their color. Diving into the pool in full tux
to retrieve sunglasses I lost conjuring equipment in a forgot valise but was given a glass of scotch; the
restaurant float balloons were purple to look like grapes.
A tissue of relations delicate as thin surfaces or cracks in the ringlike
orbits in Houghton’s orrery you continue as spheres in the mind only
(but actually under Victorian tomato-frame panes)
no more reclaimable by memory than beauty, some corollary to Berkeleian
proofs about size not involving distance, scotch heady after immersion.
It’s easy to dream of Bennett eating asparagus in Ostend, even to the consistency of his plate
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absolutely plain, not even a gold line, certainly no Venus in her grove

conscious as we are that negation introduces its subject, absent warmth of the porcelain pears

fixed as joke on their plate, study in gradation of blush.

The difficulty is with time, not with fact as such as, growing up, I was “in’’ where I was never

absolutely. A clay head as if shrunk, eyebrows lightly inked, in a jar with tinted liquid to show
the neighbor,

product of artistry. Barnum and Dickens, probably, were in that jar, and food-coloring red only
remembered blood,

the effect of an effect. But imagine me later, living outside Detroit in the ambience of headlight and
car grille;

time would settle like the curious powdery yet oily secretion out of Michigan air (it wipes off) on

vehicle chrome, and I am reminded of the Amish sect which allows cars but paints

such parts black.

A crystal with one broken end, A Date to Remember around a plated basket with rubies, emeralds,
one topaz

on a bank receipt, the happenedness of what unphotographed still troubles by the half-coiled fuse,
braided lighter wick.

It’s as if Manet at age five knew he wanted to paint like that, one stroke for a

knifehandle but didn’t know how to handle paint (Soutine’s excitement), Van Gogh sometimes
like this—

a reflection taking off from the framed reproduction of a covered bridge, vertical side

planking coming loose. Two children approach it through inadequate tall grass, the brass

plate tacked to the frame saying (really saying) NOSTALGIC SUMMER. Longfellow’s bust has
Poet and laurel sculpted above, by French.

Anything counts as itself, can be taken at its own valuation. Hiawatha, looking

very noble indeed, wears a wolfskin loincloth which happens to include the head.

The bird chittering is a bird chittering. Cedar chips around bushes inhibit weeds, smell
of landscaping

more of the permanent transient alterable as software. Canal water from its depth or sides

has an absolutely characteristic color; the stitching of another softball shows, floating.

MacDonald loves it if, waking, asking where’s the stream your fairy guide would point

over your head to the ripples, water babies I suppose, Keats, Poe’s City in

the Sea. Cupid’s parlor trick that that which quenches lights. There’s a vertical

Fragonard with languishing woman, marvelous semidistinct satyrish people around a pillar
altar and Cupid, mature

and upside down in flight touching her rose with his torch, the Sacrifice thereof

its explicit subject. But look how inexplicit, some smoke from it

almost in the imagining alchemical, but—a rose! pluckt, there’s others

and she, delectable with something unintelligible going on in her mind, vessel once some

Ursuline ingot.

Now I have bought an A/ma, crowing to find it secondhand as I did

for her other two, and reading it is putting it off, the white

space of the page for us a track, “‘the huge white blot which still denotes the eastern

and central region of Arabia” (W. P. James’s The Lure of the Map), the stone

cover woman poor substitute for the kouros Elie says comes right out of the stone

in Naxos, as does carborundum, cycladic art polished rather than hacked

and David’s meticulous drawing of a hand ax might in its technique

be applied to an emergent trilobite its size. After a while it’s pointless

to imagine a process of manufacture, any contemplation jittery, divergent

—don’t hypnotize yourself even by Hypnos, the flaws in a tiny pocket crystal no bar

let nothing move you off recollection. A bubble (as he says, an atmosphere in amber)

is itself ball. Four fingers pointing up hold a crystal you can see, though there’s nothing there

and a hut of modular plastic I see in dramatic light has a cream rug over (drying)

Is a hun tent, the first with a blue ladder up and slide exit.

I throw seven stones, one kept back on the gray velvet bag because

1ot everything is used and it’s a good meaning for imponderable. Jasper, crystal and

five green, the quadrant imagined, earth at the left hand, water right.

¢
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Hardly the “first rock or stump” (Whitman), and no fetish, these tumbled chips
assert pattern, dimension, fishhook the greenstones made with birthstone
bloodstone at the tip, far down far right the clear one (few
bubbles in it).

Denise Levertov’s name in brick, the poem barely readable, incised multiple
indention then her name lowest level of the Davis Square subway to walk on
almost as if on cobweb or wood grain, not walking on words at all, edges,
trace of her trace. The mountain crumbling to highway shows
how things not crystalline present faces, ah the access road cut deep
in striate bluebrowngray rock not shale at all. Mules pick their way through her VE, RT.
The Birth Record office in Spanish Town, walls yellow wood (large
horizontal panels) and grillwork over oak, behind it, functionaries, in front
massed Jamaicans on benches (as if at church), the universal squashy orange juice
carton and soft drinks in a cut-down oil drum with welded handles on milk
crates for height while we wait on Ethel Laidlaw, St. Elizabeth 1903
who never loved the lizards we do, one this morning in a basket on the aviary, questing
intelligent head like a transparent mongoose. Rooms with bound and rebound ledgers,

the walls

green and what’s called distempered, maybe, columns darker green below, Miss
Thompson finding her for us (1901), three copies certified, recovering grandmama.
The eighteenth-century mansion Annie Palmer inhabited, current wood paneling an
allusion to hers, killed by a slave deservedly, the guide says with a practiced lilt
because she was a witch, killed husbands, ha ha, becomes a nineteenth-century slave’s
troll legend, dungeons now the gents. It’s like Larkin’s “Church Going,” the evil’s
gone. Impossible to get back to, legend is a lie about memory, framed
voyeur.

Bergson reprints. The time for this is now, that he’ll be
no French Whiteheadism. Flux, a symbol you can’t focus on, lovely robot
becoming femme. “Images” from film, Golem village roofs, are the
Stop n Shop we pretend’s telegraphable, like saving meat tokens for themselves,
slither of reddish cardboard. A pin in the Boston craft show—wad of silver flattened
like (say) a tiny pair of shorts, crumpled near pockets, amber gem outjut at the side and
sticking through below a stitched thumb of smooth leather, an index, intrusion of the

' sarc, peau, covering.
Don’t bother to keep it, the Healthy Heart embracing fish, amative in fictional
space, kidney functions inimical as lion and lamb. Leaf through the thin-paper
Banana Republic maps punched for pocket looseleaf, flippable.
In linear strings identicals may appear reversed, chiasmical (as if the spectrum
might throw off green again), the Eternal Recurrence a remark that life is not
at base linear. The bars on a general’s chest don’t go off in fantasies of wars, cribbage
turned to a board stuck with tiny turned-wood cabbages. Oh the
edibles on Claudia’s desk, scoop of ice cream, steak, small chop, handful of
spaghetti, beans

even a butter pat, latex, bread, cornflakes in a bowl, inedible standards pointable at
(was it as big as that).

Dollhouse displays in London include butcher shops, cut meat, sausages and birds,
spurious plenty . . .

It isn’t simulacra and their scale, but that anything not present’s out of that

to which scale might apply, the chandelier’s gray globby crystals. It’s fetishes

in the full magical sense for which Lolita’s heartshaped frames in red plastic

are antitypes.

- “Better than all measures” (in the voice of Creeley, 1966) how Zukofsky gets the
sound of someone reading Shakespeare and wanting to write something, the C-shaped
stanzas pretending, lettrist. Our notes differ always, aren’t notes, whiff of
air over flutehole. Todd Baron incorporates 80 Flowers in a poem by naming it,
thankit for soothing. It was the “The,” Zukofsky’s numbered lines so early,

only theoretically
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«]ike’’ Eliot’s quotes, another poem functioning behind as notes, the

Washstand, approach to hellenism by way of Doric column and marble,

then little songlets and ““A,” barely digestible wedge (and widely, title phrases

like ““and widely””) that creep into our verse as the feel of someone remembering
listening

through Zukofsky’s lines to what he thought he might be sounding lik.e. .

This brooding over measure is part of his effect—not setting it down like expatriate

prose, rendering so much as singing (making sounds any way you can) somehow
appropriate

to “the” subject, demonstrative substrate (often vanished away like tablets you can’t see

under the prescription) and the straining spaces that open up when five short lines

pop rivets like a shiny beetle under torque. There’s something of Oz in his imagination,
Paul’s elbow

vivified, sawing away. Nothing satisfies like Shakespeare’s “‘Full fathom five,”

eerie song not probably from a human throat, ghost canary from

a magician’s sleeve. They do sit on the page like cages. Olivier Bernier

once thought to ask a well-known artist to draw a large cage

he’d then have made to fill with a little finch he knew of, black

with red wings.

There are fish tiles let into the floor of the Alewife station, in effect a bit like Peabody’s
coelacanth

so startling to see in preservative, floating like a guppy, monster limb, the

wax fetuses Walker photographed in dull black and white, wrinkled like anything
folded on itself.

It’s all a thing you see through to see a thing, nothing usually direct, a se

in Latin (for itself and with itself, the circus would say.) Our selves

in rectilinear boxes, aquaria are thoughtful as the coelacanth in urine-colored fluid

mounted on pipe. Indeed the pipe, now part of the fish, is also on display.

If poems are a commodity so is time, in the old Adam Smith economics,

political economy carried on the wrist, settable as a windup lamb.

John Ahern taught Death of Socrates and Augustine’s Confessions to boys who were moved

(time is that in which one thinks about stealing pears, prioritizing matrix), the

~ pendulum superimposed, that which dwells in itself

Heidegger’s space acquaintance with nonspatialized volition

become longing, the pear itself soaked in Calvados.

Truitt mentions the difficulty (of spirit) repairing damaged sculpture—

the finished thing returns, bread with mercury dented, soaked

and you wonder that you’ve spirit left to do that again, our fixed BMW run into.
Could the little candleholder clay pot cylinders like the barrel ends of shotguns
be Adonis pots strung up, a seed in each you wait eight days

for the spears, symbolic of themselves hung high like lamps

on raffia twist. ;

You paint a thing sky blue—there’s an Ashbery all in fours I looked at like that
thick walls the surfaces of which fluctuated slightly, then

these acidulous colors as if of fruit beverages or cars

(Ed showed us strings of them in Prague the same height, vista)

the African I heard in A. D. Little’s bus this morning, so unlike

Kafka’s bureaucratic German, pale feet in espadrilles.

Hall’s life in tens, The One Day, his own light, Dickey, Bly and I think

for the looseness of MacNeice. Horses turn heads toward each other unlike
Scotties on Alnico flecked with gleams like mica cast, sheared.

When you think to weigh the life you end up looking at some dippy thing
W‘{OdSPUrge or Coursey statuette, stick-on numbers at the waist

bemg wrapped in having not thereby salvageable. Thoth in

Sugar pine with jointed arms “‘weighs’’ a heart, the reading foregone

a grace picked up from the German, the heart the root ver.

Cabalists named angels too easily . . . you want presence uncharacterized, not
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even a bar code.

Anything extant is a midst, context including itself foggily interior, as a

track in ethyl and methyl alcohol (for the different weights) fails near the source
thickening to fur.

You also number them, though they are less likely to respond to the fact of numbering.

It was a notion you could call them like a dog or a child, make them do what you wanted,

access to something now imagined windowed in COBOL, language to itself a
trampoline, magician’s

finger through derby.

Saying a name familiarly is like recognizing a face, you’d think, more like

touching a thing you carry habitually, a pistol handle or smooth stone, odd feel
off the article.

You could tell from the quality of affection in them one Paradiso character from
another, not quite the

thickness of the body thinking, not the heresiarchs carrying their heads (which
speak) oh think

to meet one of those grotesques not finding himself herself grotesque, which used
to mean

suitable for a grotto, eldritch, broken, the bit of mirror or coral put where it will
surprise you. :

Angels go where they have business, whilom as a beast with eyes and horns

meant to be ecclesiastical history, village’s green man, crozier akin to wicker.

Some dolmens will’ve been named by those carting and tilting, folded up

bodies in the cavity, socket dug for them, meant to last and oddly unlike things
first made in

wood, adz marks made by the thumb in clay. Germans came to recognize redfigure style

the painter named for his city, figures named or speaking in letters against the common ground.
And what is it to “put them in’’ a poem, mention it or make reference as if meaning can be borne

or names refer, which isn’t true at all. They’re cries

of their occasions, the ancient star’s courage uncatalogued,

the figure W in the sky a bat-wain dipper. Assembling perceptions is not prior to care.

Goddesses fall for lads who die gored, their blood silver ichor in odd

measures like but not like classical ones, some sort of rush of movement as
translation-lecture strictures

stipulate, now nothing but stuffed finches in a row moved slightly to background singing,

no vectors from their bodies (rolled like cigars) to an imagined shroud below,

concupiscence.

Digs out of it, earth shouldered up by animal, climbing out of the mud hut the
simoom destroyed

is local color, not even an event given baking of the same clay ruins in sun,

hence native notions giant sloth and armadillo bones are normal. The garland

of flowers does not wither on the terracotta brow, our care not to

overincise pupils, technology too boringly there to render the highlight, ruining so much

otherwise unremarkable sculpture by tethering it to a period in which French-Italian
models were thought

(by French and Italians) coexistent. The error that light means life is disprovable

by any backlit four by five oil sketch of any head that jacks light down below

lid, lash “definition,” the socket vague as tongues behind mouths just opening.

These rulers carved in fine basalt that feels like slate (her skirt so fine, just a line
over the pubis)

seem to like each other, be on an outing even, and don’t mind at all the stone they’re
rendered in

is so like shadow. The painted wood baker could be pressed in bread

reduced to occupation as the others hoving behind the curves of sovereignty are
not, imperial

smile moving toward genuine recognition, their perception of their likeness bestowed.

These are not to be looked at in books, as in a peculiar sense it doesn’t matter who they are,
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Jike snapshots found in the street, the grinning couple over the cake,

invariably the finest possible clumsy portraits, our sense in

these others that the humanity preserved for us to see is accident.

We don’t want to know them, eat their cake, sit down with them deploring

their horrible wallpaper so much more generic than themselves in its vertical bands,

quincuncia.l flowers. _ . |

A bee this morning nuzzled in some weed, the smell rank as marigold from everything
(nearly festering)

wanting so much to seed before winter, this meaty desire of plant by still water to map Africa,

thododendron stems as good as banyan, shopping carts for hippos. We are near

the T, black tau cross on cement depressing as a cufflink or religious giveaway, the

assemblage of familiarity excused as a sign of care, eggbeater sunk in old coffee.

A route retraveled becomes familiar, and though it need not be loved lets itself be
looked at, somewhere

in the middle of the banyans a huge square stone with a ring of brown steel, big
as the logo, leading

to caverns in which what we’re familiar with is drawn, in no order, heap of images

we're to think refreshes but it doesn’t. Thermometers incorporated in beverage signs

tell temperatures like beads. The marvelous is any old place, that X is, is, in theory.

One has oily berries ranged in rows of two, like grapes.

The shocks we stand are not proofs we are translucent, absorbers of any

experience, amoeba or gummybear consistency proof against, proof of,
muscles invariably

coordinate with mind. The history of what we wish, Anatomy of Melancholy, Delusions
of Crowds

are large books, unaccountably of the sort one dips into for comfort.

Mines green as the copper ore of my native state would not delude, are as

green as that, of a thoughtful milkiness even, sometimes the metal itself hammerable, pure.

Zodiacal tables made of it may go on the table under the crystal, with a wand and dagger

like any card, the young cup and ball conjurer taken to mean something. Gaps
between the teeth

or toes remind us we are a sort of comb for experience, krill not sought out but
come on in our

medium of transit.

That my treasure invariably occupies the water quadrant suggests it is water

crystal to heart’s jasper, a middle term. The tendency of things

to occupy themselves with things is not reprehensible. That we also

express things with things, space a thing, even time a thing means we are among among,

in the thick, in medias, whenever we hunt a paperclip, passion behind all, prior to

choice. The circles on the copper plate interlock, are connected by satisfying lines

identified with characters likewise graven. That any plan, projection is there

for contemplation pleases, the universe erupting on the table like a coral island,
fanned to reefs in

some cases extended off the edge the plane’s continuance likewise projected

if only by the dots which by election we declare emergent.

Shades of meaning implies continuum, the space between definitions (say, of
light) penumbral

not linear as volcanic regions connect on charts, fiery zipper

but the egg’s moisture, that makes a hen’s hard to spin, a blue patch

on which bisected with a pencil line so easily means ocean, the ease

With which appearances run into one another the last proof that meaning is

a notochord, some graphite cincture floated on watercolor. What floated

Into my mind was a diorama we like, a foot of forest floor expanded, leaves
crawled over by ants the size

of crayfish, millipedes express trains, and just right of the middle

an acorn the size of your cupped hands among the litter, perfect except

for, in the smooth side facing us, a little hole that is

a perfect circle.
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David Searcy

Part One: Geography continued

Miracles continued

OW WOULD SAINT AMBROSE HAVE FELT AT FIRST

without some sort of purchase, a point, at his

end, where belief attached to the world? Without
utterance he must have been adrift sometimes before get-
ting used to it, lost with no provision for knowledge to
emerge into the air to be calibrated, signalled with little
clouds of breath on cold mornings, little echoes up and
down the hall like candles. He must have oscillated a bit at
the beginning the way Masaccio’s early audience proba-
bly couldn’t help doing (the way de Chirico’s is instructed
to do), accepting then recoiling from the illusion—this was
no puppet show after all, no place for a wink and a willing
suspension of disbelief—this was the real thing, a letting
go altogether, giving up the moment of permission and
transferring belief toward a point as far away from utter-
ance as you can imagine utterance may once have been
from the simplest experience of things.

Goofy, remember, speaks; although he somehow lacks
utterance—the ability to produce that kind of felt exhala-
tion of belief, like a sigh, that accompanies things, permits
them in a way but holds them off, establishing enough
room for something like resignation to occur. To Goofy
facts are self-sufficient. Belief, resignation, isn’t really an
issue as if the airlessness you sense in cartoons means
action at a distance, instantaneousness, the impossibility
of any mediating event. This must in fact be close to the
simplest experience of things; Saint Ambrose, accustomed
to the exercise of faith, may have been predisposed to it—a
whiff of Neanderthal thoughts like the dwellings of the
poor unapproachable without compassion.

The photograph of the poor nineteenth century fron-
tier family with their possessions assembled outside for the
camera, primitive cubism notwithstanding, how like a
surrealist landscape it is, how miraculous to be able to see
such things out on the prairie miles from anywhere just set
out on the uneven ground, everything tilting a little one
way or the other, leaning against the house or being held.
In the fresh air these things are unutterably precarious. At
best they have the value of trinkets or maybe debris, stuff

. washed up overnight or something stumbled upon like an
old cow skull worthless but picturesque to pause beside
and get your picture taken, good for nothing but to mark

.
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from A Trip to the Sun

continued from Temblor §

the moment. But imagine what sort of conviction and se-
renity is required to be content with these objects in
middle of the afternoon on some dry lake bed, take up
positions with them, smile and be still, grown-ups and
children as if they were standing among mystical em-
blems, symbols of dreams. i

Whatever surrealists thought they were after, to a
large extent it was this. What happens to things, to
thoughts, in a vacuum; with the air pumped out (utter
ance, belief) if there isn’t collapse is there a miracle? In
photograph what’s going on is even more fundamei
than showing off. It’s not just that these people have m,
aged to acquire useful things, transport them and posses
them so far out in the wilderness (although there is that, as
well as the feeling that such a display may also respond
laws of thermodynamics, things tending to tumble out
door in a rush of air compelled by the bleakness and
cancy of the surroundings like the catastrophic decompres
sion of an aircraft at altitude) but that in such
environment they can simply unfold like this automa
cally—so easily it seems for so little reason. They can
really have time for it. They’re not graceful hunter-ga
erers with leisure built into the rhythm of their lives, peri
odic stretches of basking ease that make it natural to
on photographers and anthropologists; they have no e
cuse. It's surely not friendliness—not in the ordina
sense at least—these people don’t look friendly nor wou
you expect them to be. Still, here they are enti
emerged, spread out with all the stuff that in a hundn
years might adorn the walls of a barbecue restaurant b
for now is like a flower inexplicably opened up the w:
patches of desert under certain conditions can bloom in an
instant. Like a magic trick. Behold, what’s this? Look af
this stuff, there’s no explanation for it, amazing as if i
were all nickel-plated and floating in the air. It looks
and even desperate at first glance but look again—
things are to be understood as radiant, how Gerard M:
ley Hopkins imagined the grandeur of God, “like shi
from shook foil.”

So, what if this moment of discovering oneself 1
stalled in strange territory, looking across strange dis=
tances, were so powerful it constituted something like 2
archetype, a formula expressing, reenacting, the sof
rudimentary eruption of self-awareness that Goofy is €0
demned to represent, and diverging from which could b

traced all kinds of harmonics ap?‘.symbol}: scattered
around like the little stone _ neolithic anc.i ronze age
«jdols”—flat marble schematics of the creative Prmcxple it
5 believed—that radiated.throughout the Mediterranean
like ripples from the ancient thou'ght? :At one end you

:oht have, say, the hideous and enigmatic Texas souvenir
m;%k and at the other, somewhere back toward primordial
:,lrigins, the pioneer f.amily on a sunny afternoon. Li.ke
shoes on the highway it could be universal but more easily
identified and folloyed here than some othe.r p]aces' per-
haps due to the umfgrm surface, the geological clarle. of
the southwestern Umteq States. The archetypal condmgn
might seem less remote in featureless country.—fewer dls-
tractions, not sO many wavy e(.iges, Corl.'ugatlons for im-
mediate thoughts and memories to gain purchase; the
mind can drift further back for its bgarmgs an_d you have
this more or less commonly received idea popping up now
and then unpredictably. .

What does the souvenir clock really say? Like the pho-
tograph of the frontier family it says wher'evgr. you are is
the archetypical encampment where multiplicity, the dis-
tribution of things, is miraculous, pre-literate, ornamental
and radiant. And like the photograph which presents the
moment like a thing, it says the same of events. The
chrome-plated trinkets surround the clock at the center as
if evaporating from it. They represent events as we]l'as
things. The inexplicable distribution of events and the in-
accessibility of them that seems so confusing in old Rhoto-
graphs (because photographed events appear recognizable
as things and should, therefore, be as accessible) might be
resolved if things, too, were understood as inaccessible as
the little ornaments embedded in clear plastic—if the ac-
cessibility of things were only apparent, virtual, an artifact
of utterance/literacy, a convention necessary for the opera-
tion of knowledge. That the concept of accessibility is un-
diminished for being called an artifact suggests all this is
trivial except for a shift in terms which may be trivial as
well but at least makes it seem like there’s more to work
with if, rather than inaccessible, events could be thought of
only as unutterable. Thus longing for events becomes
longing to pronounce them, to be resigned.

What actually seems to enter the common intuition,
however—what is kept, can be felt and simply under-
stood—is the pure, concentrated value of ornament as
protection. What it protects against immediately—in
ways developed knowledge, being otherwise engaged,
cannot—is death. In this respect it is especially useful to
people at the frontier and to those who, sensing precari-
ousness, perceive themselves to be. A plaster yard orna-
ment, say a pink flamingo, is installed in the midst of a
8reat mystery, its inappropriateness disconnecting it from
everything but its main purpose which is to address the
mystery—death; the distances, intervals, between things;
the sound of the wind—and survive. What could be more
extraordinary? Every day rain or shine there it stands, a
pink flamingo, just there even in the dark. There’s abso-
lutely no excuse for it. But it doesn’t go away or fade to the
COIOf' of dead grass or sky. It is never assimilated, at least
0t in theory. It’s a miracle. The creative principle.

Ure ornament is apotropaic. The Gorgon mask or
€ painted eyes on sixth century Greek cups may be what
Ofament reduces to: then any decorative flourish

sufficiently thoughtless wards off evil, may constitute a
stare (even proxy) and, to the extent things are essentially
ornaments, show how even at the simplest level they are
personifications and knowledge (exactly as Goofy fears) is
a kind of mitosis.

Wilderness

The Monty Python routine about the chartered ac-
countant who dreams of becoming a liontamer until per-
suaded of his ignorance regarding the difference between
lions and anteaters is funny not because of the error itself
but because of the fullness of his passion in spite of it.
There is simply no way to tell, at first, from the quality of
his fervor, his appeal before the vocational guidance coun-
selor, that his ambition is founded upon the wrong animal.
Something essential to liontaming is so potent it is unob-
structed even by such a radical alteration of terms.

The poor accountant on the other hand is obstructed
entirely. He is left with a vision perfectly coherent and
suited to an object rendered unachievable by an inconsis-
tency. His dream is cut loose, inactive and platonic; but it
is not absurd unless strictly applied. Possibly he will retain
it like an exotic mathematical model whose integrity is un-
affected by external contradiction. It may never deflate
and he will have to live with it—an indirect but flawless
intuition not really demonstrable by ordinary rules. What
is one to make of this? We understand that accountants
may not wish to tame lions and that anteaters shouldn’t
require taming. Yet one may wish to be a liontamer and in
terms of less dangerous animals. Thus it is possible to con-
template the void, to have some hope of addressing very
primitive questions.

To the accountant liontaming is so primitive that, con-
fronted with the reality of it, he is appalled, chilled again
into dullness; put in his place. What did he think was
really out there? Where did he get the passion to invest?
What did he imagine he was dreaming of at his desk or at
home assembling this strange notion? On summer nights
when the breeze came through his window did it carry
such obscure possibilities—longing so dense it clouded his
perceptions altogether? Even in broad daylight, pausing
before the comics rack or a circus poster on the street, did
he see his own animals there arrayed in some incompre-
hensible relation to the heroic goings on? If there were ever
a moment when he could have shaken his head and
thought, “What am I doing?”’, it must have passed—a
brief suspicion, the sort of momentary doubt that flickers
at the edge of any remarkable idea. Here, in the larger
sense, it is the priority of insight to content—the arbitrari-
ness of terms.

It’s as if thoughts, having to be seeded like crystals or
rain, needing a speck of something in order to form, might
form around anything; as if content were deeply random,
purely decorative at this level. Terms are mementos, each
a kind of general-purpose souvenir, a charm, appropriate
to every occasion. And to the extent intended ornament at
the level of everyday experience is the most arbitrary kind
of content—more explicitly random, hardly content at all
in the simplest case, more finely granulated and less likely
to gather into inflexible clumps—it may, like iron filings
near a magnet, reveal more clearly something about the




instruction toward multiplicity, the force and pull of pre-
liminary thoughts.

You’d think if it were only possible to pay close
enough attention to the most thoughtless kind of ornament
you might really understand how it originates—follow the
simple presence of the flamingo, the vacant pink envelope
of it, down to the tip of its spike in the earth and find what
instructs it there; trace the impulse to a point, the essential
instant above which someone says, “Let’s place this
here,”” and it’s done. You’d have it: at this point a prelimi-
nary something—a thought or a thing—and just below it
the instruction or what carries it, an absolute ground like a
fossil lake that subtends everything. This amounts to find-
ing the smallest recognizable, least personifiable thing,
what even the Gorgoneion, in turn, reduces to—a kind of
proto happy-face.

The problem is that recognition/personification
doesn’t itself reduce; there doesn’t seem to be an atomic
state. The slightest thing, the paramecium, the uniden-
tifiable speck, is fully recognizable. Unnoticed, completely
beneath your attention, you have warm feelings toward it.
It looks like you with no trouble at all; as easily as any
anthropomorphic hamburger above a roadside stand it de-
velops compassion, a smile. But how can it be meaningful
to suppose everything is deeply familiar? If it’s a realiza-
tion what form can it take—‘“Ah, good old stuff, good old
kindred phenomena”? As opposed to what? What other
thing? Does reassurance, a sort of, “Boy, am I glad to see
you’’ accompany every discrete perception? This suggests
that even at the most mechanical level of experience there
is something like fear of the dark. Maybe absence, dis-
tance, what surrealists liked to represent as a diagram—
the endless ruled surface, formal to show it’s a difficult
concept, parallel lines to let your thoughts slip past; you’re
supposed not to dwell on it. It’s badlands. The last place
you want to be—where Bob Steele was lost and the Illinois
farm couple and de Chirico, convalescent on an autumn
afternoon in a Florentine piazza about 1910.

When you think of de Chirico’s revelation in the pi-
azza it helps to remember his intestinal problems. An up-
set stomach gives it weight, centers it the way nausea,
traditionally included among the effects of faster-than-
light travel in science fiction stories, seems like spiritual
disruption, residual belief in the soul. Here he is not quite
recovered, barely emerged (you imagine him still moist
from confinement like a new cicada), sitting out in the
middle of the square and fastened on this idea of bleakness
so strong it glares through quaintness and history, clears
away all the clutter and reference (what’s mysterious in
the paintings is how there can be picturesque elements
without reference or with reference somehow inactive or
reflexive) leaving the Piazza Santa Croce as plain and
ideal as the most ordinary suburban American backyards
each devoted to the thought of land in the broadest sense,
as a grand phenomenon, and required to summarize it as
briefly as possible. Think of de Chirico in a backyard like
that in a lawnchair suffering. He suffers because of the
gulf, the rollercoaster swoop between things. His misery is
like mown grass. A well-kept yard says, “Look at what’s

. essential, what there really is; you think there is volume
but that’s only a special case, gaudy and spectacular like
paintings on velvet or 3-D movies; in fact your thoughts
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spread like dye between glass, fan out like a delta.”
An ordinary backyard can be a model of the world
easy to deal with as one of those molecular analogies
of colored plastic balls and rods. It’s a kind of de Chiri
space as long as it’s not sophisticated (no large-scale s
knowledge); the kind of backyard that knocks you oy
with the collision of love and hopelessness (balls and ro
cyclone fence, clinical, nearly abstract; swingset; bushy
hugging the house like a sea wall and the grass in betwee;
dividing attention or at least representing whatever d
The notion of luminiferous ether rises automatically froy
such a backyard like gas from a swamp. But the flat
comes first and bleak and even terrifying as it is, it’s ¢
to the heart; you carry it around with you like the pu
of terrain at the feet of toy figures, like a map. What sepa-
rates things isn’t really some airy vacancy but, in a sen
this flatness. We have frog brains—something like a s
ple horizon at the base of the skull like the surface o
underground pool, a spirit level. Maybe it’s imposs
even to imagine anything except geographically. Flat
like a prairie always follows your glance. Look up
cloudless sky in the afternoon; the backyard rises also,
ghost of it tilts up into clear space to tell where you’re I
ing. It’s the direction insight takes. It might be a kin
tautology, in fact, to make anything of it—just to
thoughts are world-shaped, a remark like, “the Esk
knows a hundred words for snow,” or, ““El Greco had as
tigmatism,” to suggest that thoughts are geograph
thoughts, that something is gained by understanding
vided attention, the fact of many as opposed to whal
might be the alternative, as deeply geographical as if
raphy could still keep something of its dustiness when
tended like that. You need a point of leverage to
and have it mean anything (for astigmatism to make
than metaphorical sense requires one good eye for the
vas). So maybe thoughts are geographical because
are about geography as El Greco’s astigmatic eye is a |
of commentary on the good one; or just because th
are about things at all as geography is essentially a
things, tells a little story about them, a fable. Once t
was this or that—a hill, a simple distortion is easy eno
“Once there was a hill,” you say to yourself as soon as’
see it; and the reason you know “once’ and “there
is because of the landscape. You can’t really have a stox
empty space. You can’t imagine it. Think of a bright
ball floating in the blackness and it’s incomprehen
without a story. Either the ball becomes landscape
acquires one. All of which may reduce to psychol
matter of predisposition, that you look at sky the same
you look at the landscape because it’s habit to see thing
destinations. But it feels like there’s more to it (or m
the habit) as if landscape were like one of those ine
bly evocative smells that catch you every now and !
with an unlocatable sensation of dredged-up memory;
sence of old-experience-in-general, instruction Wi
content. :
Decoration is the simplest durable expression of ¥
goes on all the time—everything and everything’s
are personifiable; anything exists upon or becomes a
face to support recognition and knowledge. Happy-f¢
sprout like flowers and vanish. Wherever you look the
a background noise of provisional facts, little bursts of

ror and compassion, generally undetectable, bubbling
or the surfaces of everything at every imaginable scale,
ovCh surface divisible and, in the other direction, subordi-
cate to some larger landscape until you get to actual
. undlevel—flatness like the cancellation of opposite
waveforms as if right here on the ground, in the backyard
or wherever, what you sense is what happens when the
mechanism of recognition tries to interpret itself.

Even events seem to be out on the prairie somewhere.
It’s surprising to think it although, unlike things, they
don’t entail 2 story—when you remember something you
don’t think, <‘Once there was a memory,” or, “‘Once there
was a thing that happened”; that’s been taken care of. It’s
more like a wish: “If only once there were a thing that
happem’«d-” Maybe only the wish seems located.

Events entail sentiment that doesn’t distill into any-
thing easier to deal with. It doesn’t yield belief the way a
geographical fable leads to utterance, repeating the story
to yourself, reassurance like a lullabye. Something like
longing simply follows events like trails in a bubble cham-
ber, event as something thrown off in the creation of thing
and geography—you want to imagine the truly funda-
mental particles assigned to generalities like gods or hu-
mors, about the size of beachballs invisibly bouncing
around and bursting like pifiatas into commonplace expe-
rience.

You’ve seen very young children—say two years old,
barely sentient—dressed for winter; how involuntary they
look. There might be two or three layers under a quilted
jacket made from fabric composed of long molecules suit-
able for a garment with ten times the area but in this case
folded and compressed around so small a form it tends to
spring out, go spherical straining away from the center as
if outside in the low-pressure cold the failure of a single
snap might be catastrophic. There should be rubber boots,
a knit cap with earflaps and a tie beneath the chin, knit
puppet mittens also, each with a different animal character
dangling uselessly beyond the fingers like parthenogene-
sis. All this to keep itself warm and loved in a vacuum.
Everything it needs to know for as long as it is likely to be
loose envelops it, is layered in somewhere (the floppy pup-
pet animals may be understood to accompany it like
ushabtis into the less familiar world, or like fuzzy dice
hanging from a rearview mirror). For a short while this
vill be home, like a nautilus, a bathysphere. Watch the
head as it turns to look at something of interest; the body
continues forward uninvolved like a limousine. Ontogeny
and phylogeny. This is what it is like to be a Hun. Every
tale is a tale of terror.

II. Space

HE BEST THING ABOUT SATURDAY MORNING SCi-
ence-fiction TV shows in the 1950’s was the feel-

ing that space travel was such a wishy-washy
Mﬂ(?ertakmg, neither here nor there, not much more than
a kind of isolation in small rooms caught between more
Aully developed ideas, something anyone might achieve
gﬂll;en the right frame of mind. It quickened the pulse to
Va.l:l; 1t might be like that among the stars—no theatrical
» Just a vague, domestic-looking, shadowy confine-
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ment as if you could drift off into the darkness as easily as
hanging around the house. It seemed to confirm an old
apprehension—the immanence of the void, what you
sensed in the white noise your mother made shushing you
to sleep (a metered release of blankness like an inoculation
against the greater emptiness). What was that? Just dis-
tance, multiplicity, geographical strangeness batting
against the window? All of this one learned to live with—
there were stuffed animals, knowledge, compassion al-
ways accompanied the terror. No, it was something else
but how unparsimonious for there to be two sorts of empti-
ness, thoughts of one tending to copy thoughts of the other
so it was hard to be certain but, watching the space cadets
and thinking back to seminal childhood, there it was,
nothing articulable at this point of course but at least an
intuition to formulate later on: there are two kinds of
space, geographical and the other one. Look at children’s
landscape pictures again. It’s possible to sense in the mys-
terious gap between heaven and earth a vacancy of a
different order from the pre-literate, geographical sort
that’s operating in more obvious ways. It looks at first like
the extreme clarification you’re used to in young chil-
dren’s pictures and, in fact, can be read that way—like a
typographical device, proto-paragraphs. But underneath
this, what’s hanging over the glyphs for house and tree is
such a deep trough of inattention it seems not to operate at
all. Clarity isn’t an issue. It reminds you of those movies
where the painter or photographer unintentionally records
among the autumn foliage some horrific thing which,
identified, naturally loses its interest as a formal element.
Surely at whatever stage the crayon sky descends it hap-
pens suddenly; it’s hard to imagine sneaking up on a real-
ization like that although it’s not difficult to believe there
might be a general, more or less gradual closing-off going
on, only the tail end of which happens to overlap recorded
history as the sky is brought down the final thirty degrees
or so—a little late like the delayed fusion of the cranial
bones, the joining of continental plate-like thoughts to
complete the vault. Look at it one way and it’s literary,
geographical; look again (put on the red and blue-lensed
glasses) and all the emblems for the things you love are
perched along a cliff, pressed forward into present tense,
maximum brightness and simplicity. The vacancy above
and among them isn't really the same sort of vacancy as de
Chirico space or the rock between Magdalenian painted
animals. It has potential. De Chirico space is used up, en-
tirely expended in maintaining the idea of distance as dis-
continuity. Plop something down on surrealist pavement
or paint another bison on the rock and the surface surren-
ders to it, rerouted like a stream. It can’t participate.
Nothing derives from it. But the void in children’s land-
scapes is framed by a continuous intention so it’s not an
interruption but an inclusion like a bubble in amber, prim-
itive atmosphere. It hasn’t anything to do with distance; it
doesn’t inhibit; it’s blank permission like the blankness
you get staring at one spot too long without moving your
eyes. Something is going to happen there and anything
might as long as you concentrate. Concentrated inatten-
tion. Amor vacui.

So here was this peculiar emptiness detectible on TV
Saturday mornings and you could tell they were having a
hard time putting a good face on it. Exotic instrumenta-



tion like pots of flowers (sadness in the set designer’s
voice—‘‘Maybe put one over here”). How were they to
act? 1930’s Buck Rogers space was like a curtain between
sets; later on motion pictures could afford to construct
outer space like an amphitheater—either way you had an
idea what you were dealing with, but on Saturday morn-
ings there was nothing like that. Only a faint and variable
concern for something to be careful of like snakes or poison
ivy, earnestness without conviction gazing out portholes
with legs apart as if bravery were required or even ventur-
ing outside in magnetic boots, tiptoeing into it not sure if it
were exactly underfoot or not but wanting to be careful.
Whatever was outside it wasn’t a medium (certainly not
the ether-like vehicle that conveyed comic moments
through the Burns and Allen house). What were they
looking at? Were the portholes real glass? Could they see
props and equipment, bolts of black felt, get tired between
takes and drift into reverie listening into the imaginary
vastness like a seashell for reassurance? “Shh, go to
sleep,” it seemed to say.

TV space cadets had a conceptual problem unknown
to kids with cardboard rockets. Refrigerator packing car-
tons, for example, are flexible and unpredictable like
dreams; similarly, they require inconsistent, casual space.
On the other hand, everything about TV space cadets was
intended to be strictly specialized, their eyes (on posters
and lunch boxes) directed upward as if they knew about
space, where it was and how to approach it; the set of their
jaws, their massive, beaded, triangular gorgets told you
this—heads could not loll casually upon such a collar.
They might have fastened on space like bulldogs but, for
budgetary reasons or the physical constraints of a small
studio, addressible, theatrical space never really devel-
oped. It remained pretty much the kind you had at home.

Maybe it was having to deal with this non-specific,
general purpose space that accounted for such mime-like
concentration .on the part of Commander whatever his
name was soloing off on a desperate rescue mission seated
at the console of his lonely rocket, leaning forward with his
hand on a big knobbed throttle lever—light years having
to sit like that, zillions of miles in the dark, the strain on his
face as if that lever were heavily spring-loaded. It was a
knob for heroes and he strained against it metaphorically.

You’ve seen old people driving that way—far out at
the edge of their lives, barely visible above the dash, lean-
ing over the wheel and peering ahead. Who knows what is
being addressed, what things look like to them, the con-
centration required, the heroism? It’s not possible to ask.
What could they say? “You see that object which to you
looks like a tree by the side of the road? Well, to me it’s
something else. Although I recognize it the way you do it’s
not so simple when you’re old. Recognition is no longer
entertaining enough to keep the mind from slipping back
to when it was—a natural, romantic sort of instinct;
you’re always needing love—but it makes it hard to drive
if everything is a reminder first and simply present as an
afterthought; it’s like in football trying to run before
you’ve made the catch. There are bound to be mistakes.
But when things are going well and the traffic is light, then
you can concentrate. What looks like hopelessness is con-
centration and what looks like a tree is more like perfume
or smoke. You concentrate on the past anyway. You don’t
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think about it because you’re young enough to do it easily
without straining but when you're old you have to pay
attention which may mean sacrificing something of the
here and now. The compensation is not having to main-
tain yourself as a reference, not having to tell yourself sto-
ries anymore, at least not to the same extent. The interval
between me and the tree isn’t the same as that between me
and what the tree reminds me of. Between me and the tree
is the fact or means of doubt, testing and recognition—
dubious space which has lost its charm. But whatever the
tree brings to mind, whatever old trees there were and
tree-like pasts, these are incomprehensibly displaced from
me—there is doubt and recognition of a kind (it can’t be
helped) but they attach to the interval. They aren’t trans-
mitted. There’s no exchange between me and the thing
remembered. There’s sentiment. Storyless. Pure and mo-
tionless like heat from a jammed electric motor. Imagine
how difficult it is driving an automobile under these condi-
tions. It’s no wonder we appear to shrink and hug the
wheel for balance. When the most doubtful things are the
obstacles. Nevertheless we like to drive because it enables
us to intend to navigate the incomprehensible interval.
The automobile supplies intention. Around we go in it,
back and forth almost always to places we’ve been before.
Yet the car isolates us from the intention and its conse-
quences, takes most of the wear and tear and some of the
desire, leaving us with a sense of ourselves preserved, un-
altered since we last came this way or that. So, vaguely by
extension, we expect remembered places to be unchanged
as well and, although this is never the case, at least we are
brought to this expectation. We are enabled to be disap-
pointed at worst or at best surprised. We are gliding along,
hanging upon the intention of the vehicle. The car doesn’t
help us cross the interval but it takes us more abruptly to.
it, gives a more accurate, cartographic sense of where it
is.” Imagine, further, a simplification and spreading out,
in old age, of longing or desire for remembered things un=
til it seems to involve the space around events like a navi-
gational technique—how ancient Polynesians are believed
to have sailed toward symptoms of destinations, periph-
eral, obscure properties of islands like wave interference,
swell patterns, investing the ocean with such potential the:
subtlest change in the rocking of the boat might come to
feel like fulfilled expectations. Too many memories with-
out some kind of reciprocity or proof might produce that
effect. Longing relaxes, attenuates, levels out like the open
road.

How can you recognize an interval unless the interval
describes a relationship engaging something recognizable
on the other end? Can there be a monopolar relationship,
an unrecognizable destination, something unpersonifia-
ble, untestable yet admissible in some way—a wish or a
promise, the past as a (counterintuitive) state of potential?
Or maybe a closed loop, a false or reflexive relationsh
giving the illusion of displacement but actually bending
back on itself—dynamically opposite the geographically:
dead flat moment of self regard; feedback, recursive am-=
plification rather than cancellation. Can there really be a
geographical instruction for memory or just a geographi-;
cal predisposition to think so? You'd think location (multi-
plicity) requires memory—the possibility of reloca=
tion—but in what sense is it useful to think location has

prioril)’? That seems lik.e a primitive notion.

In children’s drawings events are a consequence of
multiplicity. The gap between sky and grov..md, like the; re-
gion between electngally charged plates, is where things
happen. Events are like sparks. They require this interval
as if there were no potential otherwise. (The Polynesian
creation myth tells how ordinary activity was impossible
until the forcible separation of heaven and earth made
room for it.) But what happens to depicted events as pic-
tures become sophisticated? By first grade or thereabouts
when the gap has disappeared, the sky descended and the

round line withdrawn to the horizon, event space is im-

licit. It has to be there—events continue (although
maybe less freely and clearly) so it must have sublimed
into the rest of the picture somehow, combined with the
geography. Everything is implicitly eventful. Things look
pretty much the same but now they are part of history.
Everything carries the implication of that whole unexam-
inable emptiness around with it. Even the most schematic
objects in such a picture have beginnings and ends. The
cow can grow old and the grass can die in general, you
might think, just because the diorama, like a mechanism,
is complete in some essential way—things can begin to
run. But exactly, in the most simpleminded sense, it’s be-
cause events no longer have a reservoir. Events have be-
come such an intimate, fine-scale consequence of
geography they are like a quality.

But imagine such refinement forestalled—an unde-
veloped present tense, neotonous like childhood retention
of the embryonic skull, incompletely sutured, left open
like a window, geography like ice at the edge of a pond.
Remember the puddle of plastic ground at the feet of
mass-produced toy figures—neither frame nor territory
but a kind of compromised, blurred geography, random to
allow for the passage of time. The toy soldier isn’t blurred,
only where he stands; it’s an event reservoir, where the
action takes place. He is focussed, specific, resolved in
every detail yet, still, he is taking place. He is not simply
ready for action but acting already—understood to be act-
ing even before he’s out of the bag; that’s what you paid
for—active warfare, disordered, incoherent like white
light until you lined them up. (Prone riflemen were excep-
tions; they required no base, were impossible to knock
over and were disdained as monuments, decor, little
statues of Balzac.) A sophisticated toy soldier in a bat-
tlefield diorama, on the other hand, looks defined but only
because the implicit blur of his life has been sectioned
along with his surroundings; resolution is at the expense of
completeness—you know you’re not seeing all of him; his
birth and death are implied and omitted. He’s believable
as far as he goes but not something to play with.

For proper toy soldiers then, complete in the present
tensc,_ memory (puddled at one’s feet, holding one up)
permits resolution, definition by reserving an unlimited
fange of locations within a kind of random pool. One
imagines a direct relation between the degree of resolution
gnmgma, visible bootlaces, etc.) and both the size and ran-

omness (whatever that might mean) of the support until,
armving at the level of genuine soldier, the support is so
>road and deeply random it’s not strictly visible at all—
.{:;St a haze of event space evident internally to the soldier
mself who is thus completely defined to the point of per-
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sonal identity.

Randomness in the case of the genuine soldier has to
do with being aware of a range of locations but unable to
fix oneself or prove oneself fixed within it—you feel fixed
but you’d feel that way no matter what. An imaginary
detachable self (again) placed and replaced anywhere be-
tween birth and death will feel fixed—the haze of loca-
tions/memories always looks right. The self could be
scanning, as it were, back and forth continuously along
the entire range and still feel securely located, self-
sufficient, unmoved except within the normal passage of
time. In fact, given an information-free self (an unrigor-
ous and probably romantic notion which nonetheless sits
so heavily in the mind you want to allow it), it seems there
should be a proof that personal identity requires
““scanned” or arbitrary location—a random historical
puddle so that one may always be definite yet always tak-
ing place. Here you are on your sixth birthday and here
you are on a cloudy day forty years later—you can switch
back and forth and never know the difference. The sense
of location is seamless; information parts like water.

But what an insubstantial thing. An arbitrary present
tense, massless, shuttleable about without effort or effect,
makes you suspect that trying to imagine this you’re just
slipping along the boundary of useable terms, pressing too
hard against the frictionless surface of the set of all loca-
tions and skidding off in every direction. Then how can
the idea of simple identity be meaningful except maybe as
a kind of (pre-multiple, pre-gradual) fact of something, an
“event” like a mishap, stumble or interruption, content
(proto-content) bumping into itself and deciding some-
thing else is there—the creative instant Goofy, ancient
half-animal eyes wide with terror and delight, reenacts
when he falls into a keg of nails and says, “Gawrsh!”’? If
you try to think of self without content you tend to get
down to something revealable by content and which, if not
multiple, you imagine linear like the void in children’s
landscapes always extending past the margins but sur-
rounded, in each case, at each moment, by a single inten-
tion—information strung out like laundry or birds on a
wire. Especially on a snowy day you wouldn’t be able to
see the wire, just discrete lumps of birds against the sky.
They aren’t your ordinary allegorical birds simply stand-
ing for the soul; they are more like points through which it
passes. They are perforated, you might say, each grasping
identically this fact—the space where the wire runs
through—and sensing his grasp as the fact of his location,
the definition of it. Only the sense of location identifies
each bird to (thus constitutes) itself and this sense is uni-
form at every point along the wire so, although any mem-
ber can differentiate among the whole gathering, he
cannot fix himself beyond the self-defining/locating fact of
his grasp. In effect (maybe even in principle) each grasps
the entire length of the wire, the complete fact of location
as it extends out of sight across the fields to wherever it
goes.

Where does it go? It seems to go anywhere you can
think of, stringing the possibility of you right along, rotat-
ing the possibility between past and present. How strange
that even the direction of distribution, in terms of past or
present, should seem arbitrary, disoriented, forcing you to
imagine diagonals (here you are as your neighbor’s ances-




tor); is the analogy so flexible because it’s weak or has
event space, in spite of ways to talk about it and the un-
recognizability of events, combined with geography to the
extent you can only barely sense the difference? Think of
the wire at night, icy, birds here and there along it, so cold
it’s like a superconductor, identity throughout, sparrow
essence above the snow. The wire has to be the principle of
location, multiplicity, so there’s not much you can do to-
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ward describing it. It's a way to store the question how can
there be a here and now (exactly by definition); but is there
no way to gain some leverage on it? At the instant Goofy is
struck with his terrible realization, as content slaps into
him like a wave, humanizing him briefly until he sinks
back below the threshold again to wait for the next comic
moment, isn’t there a point where straddling both states
could be possible and a kind of information might leak
across? Or, if not (by definition), does the event leave rip-
ples, echoes like residual background radiation? The form
of Goofy himself, for example—the personifying mecha-
nism of recognition allowed to root and bloom in the ob-
ject, transform it and grow wild, a demonstration (like
immunosuppression in laboratory animals to reveal the
normally undetectible effects of everyday bacteria) that
everything carries the possibility of being you; everything
is meant by admitting it might be you, by the (ordinarily)
brief imitations, little reenactments of the deeper fact.

[Previous installments of David Searcy’s 4 Trip to the Sun may be
found in Zemblors 1, 4 and 5.]
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Making the Ghost Walk About Again and Again

James to Whitehall. At 2 pm he stepped from a window of the Banqueting House, out onto the
scaffold. He was separated from the large crowd of citizens who had gathered to see his execution by
ranks of soldiers so his last speech could only be heard by the attending chaplain and a few others with them
on the scaffold.
The King’s last word ““Remember” was spoken to Bishop Juxon. What Charles meant his chaplain to
remember is still a mystery.

ON»THE MORNING OF 30 JANUARY 1649, King CHaRLEs I oF ENGLAND walked under guard from St

Philip Henry witnessed the spectacle. He later wrote: ““The blow I saw given; and can truly say with a
sad heart, at the instant whereof I remember well, there was such a grone by the Thousands then present as
I never heard before and desire I may never hear again.”

The gentle and stoic behavior of King Charles I at the scene leading up to his beheading transformed
him into a martyr and saint in the eyes of many. His fate was compared to the Crucifixion and his trial to
the trial of Jesus by the Romans. Handkerchiefs dipped in his blood were said to bring miracles. On the day
of the execution, The Eikon Basilike, The Pourtraicture of His Sacred Majestie in his Solitude and Sufferings,
was published and widely distributed throughout England, despite the best efforts of government censors to
get rid of it.

The Eikon was supposed to have been written by the King. It consists of essays, explanations,
prayers, debates, emblems and justifications of the Royalist cause.

: Printers of the Eikon Basilike were hunted down and imprisoned. But in spite of many obstacles the
little book was set in type time and again. During 1649 fresh editions appeared almost daily and sold out at

once. The Eikon Basilike’s popularity continued throughout the years of the Commonwealth and
Cromwell’s Protectorate.

The Eikon Basilike is a forgery.

At the Restoration, John Gauden, a writer who was also a bishop, claimed authorship. He was
advanced to the see of Worcester in recognition of this service to the Crown, because Lord Clarendon and
Charles II believed him.

King Charles I was a devoted patron of the arts. He particularly admired Shakespeare. His own
performance on the scaffold was worthy of that writer-actor who played the part of the Ghost in Hamlet.
The real King’s last word “Remember” recalls the fictive Ghost-king’s admonition to his son. The ghost of
Charles certainly haunted the Puritans and the years of the Protectorate. Charles the I became the ghost of
Hamlet’s father, Caesar’s ghost, Banquo’s ghost, the ghost of King Richard II.

In 1649, two months after the execution, John Milton was awarded the secretaryship for foreign
tC‘}‘lgues to the council of state of the new Commonwealth, in recognition of his pamphlet “The Tenure of
Kings and Magistrates.”

The Zénure is a defense of Regicide.
treatie:hi::lef Eiuti:s of. a Latirll Secretary were the drafti'ng a'nd translation of international letters and
. [,hc n \w’c;s ‘l ‘e diplomatic language and was used in diplomatic correspondence. While Walter
bolste’r !hegemrfx secretary,- com.lu'cted mO?t general cor.respondence, Milton was expected to intellectually
B andnéw. 4{1‘d ;{rutg.glmg civil autho‘l:lty.‘ He cxammcdlsta(c papers, investigated and interrogated
o "acts.u;ptcthe pnnte'rs, and as a \ dlhgt‘f][ . . . partisan, controversialist,” composed several crucial
. ] lor t» e Co.unul of St.atc. If .Royahsxs represented the killing of the king, in sermons and

» as a secular rite of passion, Milton argued that Charles had been an ineffectual leader,
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““a deep dissembler, not of his affections onely, but of religion. . . People that should seek a
King, claiming what this Man claimes, would show themselves to be by nature slaves, and
arrant beasts; not fitt for that liberty which they cri’d out and bellow’d for, but fitter to be
led back again into their own servitude, like a sort of clamouring & fighting brutes, broke

loos from their copyholds.

Charles I had been a threat to true Christians who followed their intellectual consciences as informed by
God, instead of performing empty and dogmatic church rituals whose purpose was to support a corrupt
state. Milton defended a new rationalism, instrumental reason, in the violent revolutionary struggle.

Eikon Basilike means the Royal Image. Eikonoklastes can be translated “‘Image Smasher.”

One of Milton’s chief points of attack on the Eikon concerned ““A prayer in time of Captivity,’
to have been delivered to bishop Juxon, by Charles, on the scaffold. The prayer, a close paraphrase from
“no serious Book, but the vain amatorious Poem of S" Philip Sidney’s Arcadia,” was the prayer of a pagan
woman to an all-seeing heathen Deity.

A Captive Shepherdess has entered through a gap in ideology. “Pammela in the Countesses Arcadia”
confronts the inauthentic literary work with its beginnings in a breach.

Fictive Pamela’s religious supplications were a major issue in the ensuing authorship controversy.
Scholars and bibliographers accused Milton of ““contrivance” in procuring the insertion of her prayer
among the King’s last devotions in order to ridicule the authenticity of all the gathered notes and essays.
The charge has been confirmed, and denied.

In 1680, an official edition of the Eikon, sanctioned by King Charles II, subtracted all the prayers.
Other post-Restoration Basilikes and Reliquiae Sacrae, some dedicated to the new monarch, included the
seven prayers with Pamela’s leading the file. A great deal of energy and confusion has been expended and
expounded; by bibliographers, scholars, poets, critics, and other impassioned crusaders including Samuel
Johnson, Christopher Wordsworth, and William Empson, over correctly identifying the first edition to carry
the “‘forged” prayer.

The Eikon Basilike is a puzzle. It may be a collection of meditations written by a ghostly king; or it

’ said

may be a forged collection of meditations gathered by a ghost-writer who was a Presbyterian, a bishop, a
plagiarizer and a forger.

Eikonklastes is a political tract. It was written by the poet-propagandist-author of “L'Allegro,” “Il
Penseroso,” “Comus” and Areopagitica, a Speech for the Liberty of Unlicenc’d Printing, To the Parliament of
England while he was acting as the Latin Secretary, a government censor, and an image smasher.

But it is the Bibliography of the King’s Book; or, Eikon Basilike, by Edward Almack, that interests me.
My son found it at one of the sales Sterling Memorial Library sometimes holds to get rid of useless books.

Almack’s Bibliography was published in 1896 in support of Royal authorship. Francis F. Madan’s New
Bibliography of the Eikon Basilike of King Charles the First, with a note on the authorship, was published in
1950 in support of John Gauden. A4 New Bibliography is still in the library.

Webster’s Third International Dictionary says a bibliographer is “one that writes about or is informed
about books, their authorship, format, publication, and similar details.”” Is he or she supposed to compile a
set of authoritative texts that can withstand the charge of forgery, the test of time, the timeliness of
libraries?

A bibliography is “the history, identification, or analytical and systematic description or classification
of writings or publications considered as material objects