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Nostalgia is elixir drained

from guilt -- I've been writing

-- with the fingers of my non-writing hand

I patted the dashboard. "Hi, car."

It responds, "Hello, mommy.


The city is uncarlike. She who has lived

all her life in the city and absorbed

all its laws and blood -- madness, really

-- she waited for the light

to change and stepped into the traffic

on red. Objects always flicker.

Rain threatens but what can it do?

Knocking, buzzing, sloshing --

somewhere between empty and full --

the excitement is mental, internal

as they remain urgently still.

We have stayed in the city 

over which it is really raining.

Reflections water the gardens.

The fields that pressed in the passing

landscapes were immobilized by trees.

Uneven individual glowing.

the photograph craves history.

The automobile drove toward the photograph.

It faces me as I awake.

9

The sun has risen as high as a man's hat.

An authoritative light is reducing

action to powder or mist. Freight (panic

is a psycho-technicality) or a skyline suffusion.

As for we who like to think logically -- astonished!

Color has faded away from the vacant lot

which resembles a straw bag.

In the restaurant I sat alone

listening subjectively to sounds beyond

my peripheral vision -- intimate and similar.

The reversible breath of a yawn. The pronoun

"ya" has long since lost its meaning.

It's replaced with a faster logic, instantaneously

consistent. The diamond-shape

of the Doppler effect is as wide-hipped

as domesticity. The floor

is littered with small oranges

like graham crackers and an oblate fluffy

low-slung brown and white doglike pet

is scampering (skimming) around in this muzzy scene

while two children (they had been taking turns

swinging one-handed over a plate

while casually but tenderly cradling an infant)

are calling it "Too-ey" or "Two-ee"

or "Tu-uwie" with meticulous distortions.

It's true, I tend to get overstimulated

among friends. Still, if they like me

they visit. Travelers have no day.

11

Social movements accompany music

with repetition. We begin. then we invert

the sounds, left shoe on right foot.

We rush to the window and shout in a social voice

"Family!" Mother was strict, this is daddy.

He is in the gentle hold of his imagination.

Still the equidistance maintains

its fantastic symmetry. The door

slams downstairs, toilet flushes,

on the street car engine revs, the radio

blares full of bass, children outside shout

so that every word achieves its peak,

two dogs, one small and one deep

are baking, and the phone rings.

The telephone is a weapon.

New noises in the new American rhythms

address the world with strain.

In my entrance only a message. O clipboard

-- all aspens are the same tree

widening, looseleaved.

The camera is a scissors -- wipes the message

from the sentence. The fingers reduce

the surface. The holiday-makers are an audience

at sea. A railroad track

follows the passing waves.

In the waves there are two levels

to which people calmly go: up to their knees

and up to their elbows. At noon, standing there

on the line, in no particular hurry

it feels less like water than like fire.

12

I am the subject of an egotistical yearning

to improve. Was my soul assigned?

Under cover of the possessive, a man

outside claims his dog is half  wolf.

This is like speech finding a sonnet.

Elliptical vigor and good appetite.

It was easy work, sandblasting -- spending all day

telephoning -- there as a box of zippers

that were all mixed up -- we arrived

at a safe resemblance. I was on my own

in Europe -- so filled with workers and soldiers

you couldn't walk through

to collect the faces, so I sat there

and as they got off I took the money.

You know a stone wall when you see one.

A transfer of the world into poetry?

Mistaking drowsiness for lust. The anecdote 

one is saving to tell with direct desire.

from THE PERSON

I dreamed the news on the fire

It was like tasting

a cross between a mango, grapefruit and apricot

Something not too appealing

about an intestinal part

Like, is my make-up smeared?

O stared too, but you have to know how

your face is turned

but your eyeball is on the person

with a check of the wobble

and you see --

a cow of rock!

because of the association

between solitude and security

But about this I've already pounded your ears

(I've grown cynical as a result of my sincerity)

Noise takes advantage 

of procrastination -- the temporal being

indiscriminate and indiscriminately near the near

future that has to be in unison

for which music is the substitute

There are brash records of its violent sociability

But words love their things

In the loose hand, munitions -- a nice touch

I waste not to fritter away

Sloth and synthesis

Soggy cogs and volume

The ribs slide over the emotions

The volume of inadmissibility, of violent solitude

The things I hear troop to the brain

And on its cold optimistic continents

Then the crickets drone

Suddenly, everywhere, all words streak

to their things -- a bombardment -- only

the inexpressible remains

My nerves are again rain

Such is the opposite of worship

The Rejection of Closure, POSTMODERN AMERICAN POETRY


My title, “The Rejection of Closure,” sounds judgmental, which is a little misleading—though only a little—since I am a happy reader of detective novels and an admiring, a very admiring, reader of Charles Dickens’ novel.


Nevertheless, whatever the pleasures, in a fundamental way closure is a fiction—one of the amenities that fantasy or falsehood provides.


What then is the fundamental necessity for openness?  Or, rather, what is there in language itself that compels and implements the rejection of closure?


I perceive the world as vast and overwhelming; each moment stands under an enormous vertical and horizontal pressure of information, potent with ambiguity, meaning-full, unfixed, and certainly incomplete.  What saves this from becoming a vast undifferentiated mass of date and situation is one’s ability to make distinctions.  Each written text may act as a distinction, may be a distinction.  The experience of feeling overwhelmed by undifferentiated material is like claustrophobia.  One feels panicky, closed in.  The open text is one which both acknowledges the vastness of the world and is formally differentiating.  It is the form that opens it, in that case.

*
*
*

Two dangers never cease threatening in the world: order and disorder.


Language discovers what one might know.  Therefore, the limits of language are the limits of what we might know.  We discover the limits of language early, as children.  Anything with limits can be imagined (correctly or incorrectly) as an object, by analogy with other objects—balls and rivers. Children objectify language when they render it their plaything, in jokes, puns, and riddles, or in glossolaliac chants and rhymes.  They discover that words are not equal to the world, that a shift, analogous to parallax in photography, occur between things (events, ideas, objects) and the words for them—a displacement that leaves a gap.  Among the most prevalent and persistent category of joke is that which identifies and makes use of the fallacious comparison of words to the world and delights in the ambiguity resulting from the discrepancy:






Why did the moron eat hay?






To feed his hoarse voice.


Because we have language we find ourselves in a peculiar relationship to the objects, events, and situations which constitute what we imagine of the world.  Language generates its own characteristics in the human psychological and spiritual condition.  This psychology is generated by the struggle between language and that which it claims to depict or express, by our overwhelming experience of the vastness and uncertainty of the world and by what often seems to be the inadequacy of the imagination that longs to know it, and, for the poet, the even greater inadequacy of the language that appears to describe, discuss, or disclose it.


This inadequacy, however, is merely a disguise for other virtues.


“What mind worthy of the name,” said Flaubert, “ever reached a conclusion?”


Language is one of the principal forms our curiosity takes.  It makes us restless.  As Francis Ponge puts it, “Man is a curious body whose center of gravity is not in himself.”  Instead it seems to be located in language, by virtue of which we negotiate our mentalities and the world; off-balance, heavy at the mouth, we are pulled forward.


She is lying on her stomach with one eye closed, driving a toy truck along the road  she has cleared with her fingers.  Then the tantrum broke out, blue, without a breath of air....You could increase the height by making lateral additions and building over them a sequence of steps, leaving tunnels, or windows, between the blocks, and I did.  I made signs to them to be as quiet as possible.  but a word is a bottomless pit.  It became magically pregnant and one day split open, giving birth to a stone egg, about as big as a football.
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Language itself is never in a state of rest.  And the experience of using it, which includes the experience of understanding it, either as speech or as writing, is inevitably active.  I mean both intellectually and emotionally active.


The progress of a line or sentence, or a series of lines or sentences, has spatial properties as well as temporal properties.  The spatial density is both vertical and horizontal.  The meaning of a word in its place derives both from the word’s lateral reach, its contacts with its neighbors in a statement, and from its reach through and out of the text into the other world, the matrix of its contemporary and historical reference.  The very idea of reference is spatial:  over here is word, over there is thing at which word is shooting amiable love-arrows.


*
*


If language induces a yearning for comprehension, for perfect and complete expression, it also guards against it.  Hence the title of my poem “The Guard.”

Windows closed on wind in rows

Night lights, unrumorlike, the reserve for events

All day our postures were the same

Next day the gentleman was very depressed and had a


headache; so much laughing had upset him he thought

The urge to tell the truth is strong

Delightful, being somewhere else so much the moment of


equivalence

To be lucky a mediation

To look like life in the face

The definition quotes happiness

The egg is peafowl

The kitchen: everyone eats in different cycles—yeh,

the dishes are all over the counter....yeh, food’s


left out, things are on the stove....yeh, the floor’s

filthy—that’s amazing! have you been there?

Like the wind that by its bulk inspires confidence

Red and yellow surefire reflect on the breakdown

The forest is a vehicle of tremors

When mad, aged nine, and dressed in calico

Confusion is good for signs of generosity

Each sentence replaces an hallucination

But these distractions can’t safeguard my privacy

During its absence, my presence

Every hour demonstrates time’s porosity

The ghosts that blend with daylight come out like stars


in the dark longing to have their feet fit in boots

And finish in Eden.

Faust complains:

It is written:  “In the beginning was the Word!”

Already I have to stop! Who’ll help me on?

It is impossible to put such trust in the Word!

Such is a recurrent element in the argument of the lyric:

Alack, what poverty my Muse brings forth...

Those lines that I before have writ do lie...

For we / Have eyes to wonder but lack tongues to praise...


In the gap between what one wants to say (or what one perceives there is to say) and what one can say (what is sayable), words provide for a collaboration and a desertion.  We delight in our sensuous involvement with the materials of language, we long to join words to the world—to close the gap between ourselves and things, and we suffer from doubt and anxiety as to our capacity to do so because of the limits of language itself.


Yet the very incapacity of language to match the world allows it to do service as a medium of differentiation.  The undifferentiated is one mass, the differentiated is multiple.  The (unimaginable) complete text, the text that contains everything, would be in fact a closed text.  It would be insufferable.


For me, a central activity of poetic language is formal.  In being formal, in making form distinct, it opens—makes variousness and multiplicity and possibility articulate and clear.  While failing in the attempt to match the world, we discover structure, distinction, the integrity and separateness of things.

