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Frank O’Hara PERSONISM: A MANIFESTO

Everything is in the poems, but at the risk of sounding like the poor wealthy man’s Allen Ginsberg I will write to you because I just heard that one of my fellow poets thinks that a poem of mine that can’t be got at one reading is because I was confused too. Now, come on. I don’t believe in god, so I don’t have to make elaborately sounded structures. I hate Vachel Lindsay, always have; I don’t even like rhythm, assonance, all that stuff. You just go on your nerve. If someone’s chasing you down the street with a knife you just run, you don’t turn around and shout, “Give it up! I was a track star for Mineola Prep.”


That’s for the writing poems part. As for their reception, suppose you’re in love and someone’s mistreating (mal aimé) you, you don’t say, “Hey, you can’t hurt me this way, I care!” you just let all the different bodies fall where they may, and they always do may after a few months. But that’s not why you fell in love in the first place, just to hang onto life, so you have to take your chances and try to avoid being logical. Pain always produces logic, which is very bad for you.


I’m not saying that I don’t have practically the most lofty ideas of anyone writing today, but what difference does that make? They’re just ideas. The only good thing about it is that when I get lofty enough I’ve stopped thinking and that’s when refreshment arrives.


But how can you really care if anybody gets it, or gets what it means, or if it improves them. Improves them for what? For death? Why hurry them along? Two many poets act like a middle-aged mother trying to get her kids to eat too much cooked meat, and potatoes with drippings (tears). I don’t give a damn whether they eat or not. Forced feeding leads to excessive thinness (effete). Nobody should experience anything they don’t need to, if they don’t need poetry bully for them. I like the movies too. And after all, only Whitman and Crane and Williams, of the American poets, are better than the movies. As for measure and other technical apparatus, that’s just common sense: if you’re going to buy a pair of pants you want them to be tight enough so everyone will want to go to bed with you. There’s nothing metaphysical about it. Unless, of course, you flatter yourself into thinking that what you’re experiencing is “yearning.”


Abstraction in poetry, which Allen [Ginsberg] recently commented on in It Is, is intriguing. I think it appears mostly in the minute particulars where decision is necessary. Abstraction (in poetry, not in painting) involves personal removal by the poet. For instance, the decision involved in the choice between “the nostalgia of the infinite” and “the nostalgia for the infinite” defines an attitude towards degree of abstraction. The nostalgia of the infinite representing the greater degree of abstraction, removal, and negative capability (as in Keats and Mallarmé). Personisms, a movement which I recently founded and which nobody knows about, interests me a great deal, being so totally opposed to this kind of abstract removal that it is verging on a true abstraction for the first time, really, in the history of poetry. Personism is to Wallace Stevens what la poésie pure was to Béranger. Personism has nothing to do with philosophy, it’s all art. It does not have to do with personality or intimacy, far from it! But to give you a vague idea, one of its minimal aspects is to address itself to one person (other than the poet himself), thus evoking overtones of love without destroying love’s life—giving vulgarity, and sustaining the poet’s feelings towards the poem while preventing love from distracting him into feeling about the person. That’s part of Personism. It was founded by me after lunch with LeRoi Jones on August 27, 1959, a day in which I was in love with someone (not Roi, by the way, a blond). I went back to work and wrote a poem for this person. While I was writing it I was realizing that if I wanted to I could use the telephone instead of writing the poem, and so Personism was born. It’s a very exciting movement which will undoubtedly have lots of adherents. It puts the poem squarely between the poet and the person, Lucky Pierre style, and the poem is correspondingly gratified. The poem is at last between two persons instead of two pages. In all modesty, I confess that it may be the death of literature as we know it. While I have certain regrets, I am still glad I got there before Alain Robbe-Grillet did. Poetry being quicker and surer than prose, it is only just that poetry finish literature off. For a time people thought that Artaud was going to accomplish this, but actually, for all their magnificence, his polemical writings are not more outside literature than Bear Mountain is outside New York State. His relation is no more astounding than Debuffet’s to painting.


What can we expect of Personism? (This is getting good, isn’t it?) Everything but we won’t get it. It is too new, too vital a movement to promise anything. But it, like Africa, is on the way. The recent propagandists for technique on the one hand, and for content on the other, had better watch out.

September 3, 1959 


Frank O' Hara, from SELECTED POEMS

"On Rachmaninoff's Birthday"

Quick! a last poem before I go

off my rocker. Oh Rachmaninoff!

Onset, Massachusetts. Is it the fig-newton

playing the horn? Thundering windows

of hell, will your tubes ever break

into powder? Oh my palace of oranges,

junk shop, staples, umber, basalt,

I'm a child again when I was really

miserable, a grope pizzicato. My pocket

of rhinestone, yoyo, carpenter's pencil,

amethyst, hypo, campaign button,

is the room full of smoke? Shit

on the soup, let it burn. So it's back.

You'll never be mentally sober.
John Ashbery, “ODE TO BILL”

Some things we do take up a lot more time

And are considered a fruitful, natural thing to do.

I am coming out of one way to behave

Into a plowed cornfield. On my left, gulls,

On an inland vacation. They seem to mind the way I write.

Or, to take another example: last month

I vowed to write more. What is writing?

Well, in my case, it's getting down on paper

Not thoughts, exactly, but ideas, maybe:

Ideas about thoughts. Thoughts is too grand a word.

Ideas is better, though not exactly what I mean.

Someday I'll explain. Not today though.

I feel as though someone had made me a vest

Which I was wearing out of doors into the countryside

Out of loyalty to the person although

There is no one to see, except me

With my inner vision of what I look like.

The wearing is both a duty and a pleasure

Because it absorbs me, absorbs me too much.

One horse stands out irregularly against

The land over there. And am I receiving

This vision? Is it mine, or do I already owe it

For other visions, unnoticed and unrecorded

On the great, relaxed curve of time.

All the forgotten springs, dropped pebbles,

Songs once heard that the passed out of light

Into everyday oblivion? He moves away slowly,

Looks up and pumps the sky, a lingering

Question. Him too we can sacrifice

To the end, progress, for we must, we must be moving on.

 “MELODIC TRAINS”

A little girl with scarlet enameled fingernails

Asks me what time it is—evidently that's a toy wristwatch

She's wearing, for fun.  And it is fun to wear other

Odd things, like this briar pipe and tweed coat

Like date-colored sierras with the lines of seams

Sketched in and plunging now and then into unfathomable

Valleys that can't be deduced by the shape of the person

Sitting inside it—me, and just as our way is flat across

Dales and gulches, as though our train were a pencil

Guided by a ruler held against a photomural of the Alps

We both come to see distance as something unofficial

And impersonal yet not without its curious justification

Like the time of a stopped watch—right twice a day.

Only the wait in stations is vague and

Dimensionless, like oneself.  How do they decide how much

Time to spend in each?  One beings to suspect there's no

Rule or that it's applied haphazardly.

Sadness of the faces of children on the platform,

Concern of the grownups for connections, for the chances

Of getting a taxi, since these have no timetable.

You get one if you can find one though in principle

You can always find one, but the segment of chance

In the circle of certainty is what gives these leaning

Tower of Pisa figures their aspect of dogged

Impatience, banking forward into the wind.

In short any stop before the final one creates

Clouds of anxiety, of sad, regretful impatience

With ourselves, our lives, the way we have been dealing

With other people up until now.  Why couldn't

We have been more considerate?  These figures leaving

The platform or waiting to board the train are my brothers

In a way that really wants to tell me whey there is so little

Panic and disorder in the world, and so much unhappiness.

If I were to get down now to stretch, take a few steps

In the wearying and world-weary clouds of steam like great

White apples, might I just through proximity and aping

Of postures and attitudes communicate this concern of mine

To them?  That their jagged attitudes correspond to mine,

That their beefing strikes answering silver bells within

My own chest, and that I know, as they do, how the last

Stop is the most anxious one of all, though it means

Getting home at last, to the pleasures and dissatisfactions of home?

It's as though a visible chorus called up the different

Stages of the journey, singing about them and being them:

Not the people in the station, not the child opposite me

With currant fingernails, but the windows, seen through,

Reflecting imperfectly, ruthlessly splitting open the bluish

Vague landscape like a zipper.  Each voice has its own

Descending scale to put one in one's place at every stage;

One need never not know hwere one is

Unless one give up listening, sleeping, approaching a small

Western town that is nothing but a windmill.  Then

The great fury of the end can drop as the solo

Voices tell about it, wreathing it somehow with an aura

Of good fortune and colossal welcomes from the mayor and

Citizens' committees tossing their hats into the air.

To hear them singing you'd think it had already happened

And we had focused back on the furniture of the air.

JANE MILLER, “Sycamore Mall” from AMERICAN ODALISQUE

Coppola's Cotton Club starts at Campus Two Cinema Saturday 6:45 mall time.

The Negroes in the film are played by blacks,

playing opposite the tennis shop, tobacconist, lingerie & antennae sales,

a glass-cased elevator & automatic bank teller.

Because this is a strangeness tendered in others,

a display of the humiliated

& recast human being, a thing Michelangelo transcended by marble

in David with its over-sized right hand,

because this is a tenderness strange in others,

I dine formally in a towel with day-lilies & hydrangeas on the table,

fresh raspberries & roses in their second bloom,

then sympathetically go out on the town.

Symptomatically it is as if I am approaching the Doge's Palace in Venice

& the piazza is covered with ice.

I exit my hotel on the Grand Canal, Paganelli's,

& slide arm in arm with my lover.

It was right to act back then, in summer, as if I were living

a love story that would be simple, with its curious

nocturnal glow, not unlike the mall hybrid light,

where like a single thought there persisted

an electronic chant on the Basilica the choir repeats a benediction.

No one ever touches himself in public

because we've all rubbed off on one another, Our Lord, so much we're invisible.

That is what has become of the tree for which Our Mall received its name,

with hope that it won't be the end of the world of we act out 

of our best mood, surprisingly delighted original sex

without climax, a gift reserved for the end of the century

for those who still live by the spirit

of an act, on a street prepped like a movie set.

It was right to act back then, & to trust the movement

of the affair to the relationship

& insist on perfection.  It'll be a while

before we are hoisted & joined as characters on a screen in sepia tone

for a theater inside a mall under the influence of temperature control.

Painfully one day we wake & haven't the right

clothes for Venice.  It has snowed as it did, we are told, once a lifetime

ago; the full evening moon floods the piazza &  in the morning

workers haul benches for the tourists to pass over.

A simple pear from a painting, or the marble hair of the David,

bandages art places over our eyes,

survive in Renaissance books next to the jog & diet shelf.

Michelangelo & Giotto appear naked to the touch,

holier because no one is fully conscious not ever able 

to forget anything under the false light of the dome,

Our Ladies of the Air-Conditioner, the Air Freshener,

the Night Moisturizer.  Between summer & winter of a given

year, I reflected on life to no end,

& fell in love, ourselves in a lover,

like art whose strangeness tenders a body in others.

Tilt
I am on a peninsula

forty miles out in the Atlantic

and have driven my car to a mechanic

to replace its ball joints.

I left it in Wellfleet

and am walking every half mile

and crying and walking every other

the four mile out to the harbor.

When I get there I intend to 

pace the pier and receive

the appreciation of the fishermen.

I have a mind to fuck

one for the afternoon.

This probably won't happen, and not

because I'm not good looking, and tender

in grief.  Anyway the cry

has become more

like detonation, dry, brief.

It's all right.  I'm not doing this

to forget, and I feel great

humor and communion.  Standing on this pier

where my own two feet had been

on similar docks in Amsterdam,

Biarritz, Nice, Athens, I remember my mind

wandered even then 

from the lovers I happened to

have, traveling the sun to serve

our ends.  Tomorrow,

why the hell on earth

even bring it up, like a tide

brackish, effervescent, pink,

familial, I'll be back in town

with my freedom to come and go

geared to the misconception 

I want to.  I wrote a good

friend and fruit grower, Mary Fisher,

a few weeks ago, it's funny,

Mary.  I'm on a red bedspread

in the White Horse Inn in America,

you're on the other soiled coast, California,

I'm talking broke and more beautiful

than that day you saw me leaving

my husband many lovers back,

feeling rummy.  Christ: girls,

are, money, I'm thirty-three,

this isn't TV, and there's a war on,

Do you want to live

forever?  Or is that poetry,

a wild iris I was sent,

wasted at The White Horse

powerless to a fault,

one for everyone.

BARBARA GUEST, FAIR REALISM

Wild Gardens Overlooked by Night Lights

Wild gardens overlooked by night lights.  Parking 

lot trucks overlooked by night lights.  Buildings

with their escapes overlooked by lights

They urge me to seek here on the heights

amid the electrical lighting that self who exists,

who witnesses light and fears its expunging,

I take from my wall the landscape with its water

of blue color, its gentle expression of rose,

pink, the sunset reaches outward in strokes as the west wind

rises, the sun sinks and color flees into the delicate

skies it inherited,

I place there a scene from "The Tale of the Genji."

An episode where Genji recognizes his son.

Each turns his face away from so much emotion,

so that the picture is one of profiles floating

elsewhere from their permanence,

a line of green displaces these relatives,

black also intervenes at correct distances,

the shapes of the hair are black.

Black describes the feeling,

black is recognized as remorse, sadness,

black is a headdress while lines slant swiftly,

the space slanted vertically with its graduating

need for movement,

Thus the grip of realism had found

a picture chosen to cover the space

occupied by another picture

establishing a flexibility so we are not immobile

like a car that spends its night

outside a window, but mobile like a spirit.

I float over this dwelling, and when I choose

enter it.  I have an ethnological interest

in this building, because I inhabit it

and upon me has been bestowed the decision of changing

an abstract picture of light into a ghost-like story

of a prince whose principality I now share,

into whose confidence I have wandered.

Screens were selected to prevent this intrusion

of exacting light and add a chiaroscuro,

so that Genji may turn his face from his son,

from recognition which here is painful,

and he allows himself to be positioned on a screen, 

this prince as noble as ever,

songs from the haunted distance

presenting themselves in sinks.

The light of fiction and light of surface

sink into vision whose illumination

exacts its shades,

The Genji when they arose

strolled outside reality

their screen dismantled,

upon that modern wondering space

flash lights from the wild gardens.

Red Lilies

Someone has remembered to dry the dishes;

they have taken the accident out of the stove.

Afterward lilies for supper; there

the lines in front of the window

are rubbed on the table of stone

The paper flies up

then down as the wind

repeats.  repeats its birdsong.

Those arms under the pillow 

the burrowing arms they cleave

at night as the tug kneads water

calling themselves branches

The tree is you

the blanket is what warms it

snow erupts from thistle 

to toe; the snow pours out of you.

A cold hand on the dishes

placing a saucer inside

her who undressed for supper

gliding that hair to snow

The pilot light 

went out on the stove

The paper folded like a napkin

other wings flew into the stone.

2 from Redo Lynn Hejinian

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.

3

The sun is just appearing.

The first bulky

clogged, distorted moment was dairy

yellow -- an instant magnificent

with claustrophobia. How could one contemplate

"paradise" without thinking of love?

Rushing out into the open, I

believing it to be --

sometimes it takes just such

a motivated coincidence. Gold

from a petrified honeycomb lies

under the ironlike utility poles.

My merchant horse whickers.

My dogs yaps in the park, always lamenting:

"Marvelous! Perfect!"

She sees her subjects

in an incompletebenevolent focus.

Meanwhile a great music forms

in the driveway -- a band

of finches. It seems

as if everything might be somewhere

in that mass of sound

where bound together with the lyricism of wasps

and spiders they appear

to crave their own innate activity. And going

by the usual criteria for knowledge

I vow not to laugh

but to scatter things. In the bowl

of my left palm I place my right

forefinger to signify a) feeding

b) a batch c) the appraisal d)too much consolation,

is like a forgetfully bound vow.

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

Michael Burkard, THE FIRES THEY KEPT

DEATHBED

I am alone because I asked to be alone. 

I am no longer blood crossing, or taking the lift of the emptiness with me.

I have to get all this out: high branches, enough left, the bridge

that is recently the glance of the flower.

The donkey walks closer to me. The glass yellows.

Because of the way the light is coming in from the evening.

The leather pole attached, hung on the pole of the bed,

is my dimension: I mean I call it that because I call myself,

the wood would call the leather back if it could call.

The donkey used to belong to my mother.

Not even the donkey recognizes me. That is an old trick

to say no one recognizes or knows.

I have trouble being alone with myself.

In all fairness I want the moon to come down, I want the moon to say

How did you get here, like this.

I want the moon to say that maybe the past is only half their problem,

that the little parlor is going to be reclaimed by a bluejay

where I come from. I want the moon to be frightened of the people

here, that is the people who are here in my mind, and the window

that is burning, but very simply, like the heavy lump

of a dead animal, left in a field for a long time.

I don't want to punish the animal. It has done too much.

But the people: they are talking like no one, beacons of silver light

on a  night like this, and their mouths blink like stars

that are finally left, like stars that will finally come.

They.  There is a white answer, out here, down the woods

from my deathbed. I have left everything: my socks, my intentions,

my own hands. A pair of books.

This is not me, not like me. This is not they.

Coming on like moonset, to the end.

MY AUNT AND THE SUN

When I was farthest away from my children

I was the most childish.

And I could hear the bells say so.

I could hear the selfish range

of their composition.

My aunt brutalized me on Sundays:

silence, enforced silence, only the stones

dropping from the black leaf of her carriage.

Upon my head, upon my head.

She walked and she walked to the white river,

so-called because it was private to a child,

and she was a child.

The sun is always a child which no one

ever dreams. Nothing sustained in the dream

or the sun. It is the thought of the sun

and the nothing sustaining which forced the man

to ask, ""Did you ever dream of the sun?"

   Sun: the sun is redundant desire.

I was the most childish redundancy you've ever seen.

My aunt composes the formula for a bell.

The fish are bruised by nets which catch them.

The leaf is on the water, the river flows. 

Michael Burkard,

marjorie welish, SLEEPLESS BEFORE SLEEP

The smoke clears, and whatever needs to be composed

is put away. Restore the same

innocence to your friends too

is one of many petitioning voices.

But it is essential that the woman be convicted

no matter how unwilling her accuser,

and since the indecipherable logic that follows her

is especially charismatic in public places

she chooses home. Foxes have holes,

birds of the air have nests.

By "home" is understood "descent,"

the wedding of the blank and the slow

with the anonymity our faces know only in one direction,

a low barrier separated from the world.

Also present is someone who says he knows her, who askes

to be remembered to the daughter and the sons

who used to occupy his summer house.

This is the liberal dream of all of us

and so the body perpetually responds,

assumes the wishes of another, and grows flushed.

The meaning of her existence has already

been most adequately expressed. Innocent or not, 

her dress has caught on something.

THE SERVANT IN LITERATURE

I could always rely on the continuity

of her being there, as continuous as the sand beach.

It often happens that crowds leave,

removing their hampers, small groups

unevenly going away, some sand deducted.

More plain and more pleasant from above,

the beach has a basic gradualness

and utility like a counter,

the "soft life" seeming to lie on top.

Footprints, an unmade bed, a talent

for biography lie in abeyance;

they should be saved.

It often happens that when crowds leave

the heroine moves across space

as a sign she is separating herself

into two bowls. Her robe and she are twoed

across the interval that the form demands

to achair. She will speak

to her maid as to herself.

As a type, the attendant is lenient

and softens any failing, a civilian

usually of the same sex as the main character

whose action, "in conformity and situation,"

gives way only superficially.

Once when I was fourteen and not very reliable

my mother offered to write down 

whatever I said. Saying she would listen

struck me as her willingness to step aside

and give the chair to me

and my unspoken perturbations, even these.

The windows flew open (Burning deck press` 1991)

RESPECTED, FEARED AND SOMEHOW LOVED

In the long run we must fix our compass,

And implore our compass,

And arraign our shadow play in heaven, among the pantheon

Where all the plea-bargaining takes place. 






Within the proscenium arch,

The gods negotiate ceaselessly,

And the words he chooses to express the baleful phrase dare to be obsessed

With their instrumentality. Please send for our complete catalogue.

As in the days of creation, the clouds gossip and argue, the gods waver.

The gods oversee such unstable criteria as fourthly, fifthly.

The rest are little timbral touches.

The gods waver. To reiterate a point, the gods oversee

the symposium on the life raft – a crazed father, a dead son:





An unwarranted curtailment of family.

Part of the foot, and thus part of the grace splinter in dismay,

and the small elite of vitrines where our body parts are stored

dies in a plane crash in Mongolia.

Why didn’t someone do something to stop the sins of the climate, 







And earlier,

Why did not someone rewrite the sins of the vitrines, the windows

Shipwrecked icily, the windows called away?

From STREET CRIES

4.

I think I shall end by not feeling lonesome,

Only scoured by the lengthy light of everyone.

Nice, fine milk, the best of milk.

Balancing the persuasive long pole

Of friendship on a stone,

I think I shall end by not feeling lonesome.

I have lived and eaten simply.

I have leaned against the shape of handsome choices.

This almanac conceals a pasture you would like.

The universe is cast in consequences.

Draw my name in milk on canvas.

I think I shall end by not feeling lonesome,

But this is outrageous:

Come buy my ground ivy, come buy my water creases.

The ink is wrong, but a battered almanac is not a hearltess almanac.

But is it time to combine and speak out?

The day gazes helplessly at time.

I think I shall end by note feeling lonesome,

The pamphlets yellow, the milk also: milk, the fine milk.

Forest Gander, from DEEDS OF UTMOST KINDNESS

“LAND SURVEYOR”

And came home with beggar ticks in his pubis

And the light syrup stink of urine on his jeans,

Godawful b.o., sat on the bed unlaced his redwings

And lay back on the brown blood stains in the unmade

Sheets and the ferruginous odor of her period, saying

Holy, holy, holy, I do not feel kindly

To the copperhead in the copple-stones and the brown

Recluse making its nest in my underwear,

I hate poison sumac poison ivy poison huckleberry.

The ganglia of blackened liana

And the bowers of meshed kudzu trouble my step.

From spraddle-legged dumps, the fissure blooming between my cheeks,

I said the degenerate itching of my locused-leaf butthole

Only increaseth among company. I have pointed my






sweatblind face

Through tents of webworms, I have lava-soaped striped leeches

From bruised ankles, I have brushed the hair

Of outrageous arachnids and their eggsacks burst and crawled

Every slake and chine of my sopranic skin.

Placed my unwitting palm on dead things nailed to fenceposts,

Imagined bodies and parts of bodies in the footsucking weedlots,

Startled at the crack of limbs in wheezing copses,

And I have grown strange.

But thou oh moon backsliding coolly from blue slips of cloud

Over bare semi-dark autumn fields where the stars smoke dimly for anyone,

Restoreth my peace.

"Landscape and character"

`So there are problems



I have settled early, about which


I cannot be judged: the long faced monk

knocks





in the season when bees crawl

and he is alone. Whether 



I open the door.

There is a science of goodbye.




Colored shirts on the line,





summer expired in an afternoon.

The scuffed up children's noises

barely carry through



evening






when the burning bush goes up





and the palings of broken fences






along the river







lied down in sand.

"BREAKFAST, DINER"

Open the door at five.


What would we like this a.m.




the waitress asks.



Under a sign


for Infrared Broiling,

the coming loose of her face at its corners.





The neighbor with hounds




defends himself: Well,




I seen them dogs




eatin' on that hog,




but I don't believe them dogs




killed that hog.





Suddenly, I recognize




my own face





in the waitress's eye.

Like the brakemen who are absent,

I know all that I can know:



tender undertones in July, porchsteps

which need pointing,


frogs



signifying coolness.

James Tate, from VIPER JAZZ

POEM  

Language was almost impossible in those days

as we know it now and then.

When you tell me about your operation

I hear you, but I don't hear you.

Wind gathers behind a barn:

torches are lit, men whisper.

One wears a hat and is very serious

about the war in his bedroom.

"Does it seem like I am sleeping all the time?"

Ask me another question.

Look Ma, I found something beautiful today

out in the forest, it's still alive ...

Dean Young, "Where Do We Come From?

What Are We?  Where Are We Going?"

From the richest dirt man first molded

his world bowl-shaped, his bowl hand-shaped

to catch the blood of marriage, hunt and birth,

the ceremonious black-juiced spirit pricked

from the skull with a beetle-jeweled pike.

At least that's one arrangement of pottery shards.

Last night a friend called whose separated

husband came home to tear the sleeves off

her dresses, throw a lamp through a mirror,

knock a couple of her teeth loose.  Then he

piled the pieces together and walked it out

to the can.  Four trips.  Then he vacuumed

and she kept trying to say the sound

of mirror shards going up the hose.

When the cops got there he was mowing the lawn.

Sometimes I know this isn't a dream

only because I'm so sick for home

and that a home I've never seen: an unbroken one.

But one evening, I swear, as the cicadas

chirr out of their summer bodies, I'll set off

and under the ferry the low-tide chop

will feel like a sobbing I forgot,

the one long after the crying's done,

a snag in breath, a kink in the chest,

the diesel lug beneath my feet

rising to my legs to lodge

like a second heart, a healed beat.

Behind me, emerald-flecked, the wake unfolds

white purls, white checks of herring gulls,

the sun-stung dots of channel floats

strung like dew in spider's web

once thought able to draw wounds closed.

Joe Wenderoth, DISFORTUNE

LEARNED FROM BILLIE HOLIDAY

Pleasure comes easy as pain

is familiar. I've lost interest again

in escape stories, the vague path

of narrative,its tireless 

original artists.

It's May in Baltimore City,

late afternoon.

the same nameless lovers

in a bed beside huge windows.

Someone is selling white flowers.

The moon is visible.

I had forgotten about the moon, flowers.

I'm not above it either, the moon and flowers.

IN THE SENTENCE OF SLEEP

in the sentence of sleep we are the object,

never the subject -- I mean we do not sleep,

but are forever slept ...

by something unclear, something unjest,

something like the first moment of music.

The very first little tune, first played up.

In the sentence of sleep,

we are the curious absence

of those first unforgettable notes.

We say, There are obviously secret plans

to make our way back to the first verse

and to sing it together.

We say, O yes there are clearly big plans

to sing the want all over -- something like:

We want the sun as much as iyt wants us.
This is what we say that we will sing.

In the sentence of sleep,

our singing is an unnamed disease,

unfeared, hereditary,

its harmless low-grade fever

breaking earlier every day.

In the sentence of sleep

we've never wanted anything

but to get well, and we --

each one of us, alone --

can reasonably expect a complete recovery.
ONE STORY

In one story, the coyote sings us into being.

The self is either a single arrow shot

into the sun or a long, squiggly thing

wet at one end. If someone were

to rip the roof off and look down on us,

we'd look like lice on a tribal mask.

Now Lorca, there was a poet. The disordered

strength of the curved water, he wrote

shortly before he was shot in the head.

Maybe distorted. We know he held hands

with a school teacher, also shot, and how

the last hour he was sure he'd be shot

and sure he'd be released. At the last moment,

Van Gogh slashed crows across the wheat field.

Winter is scary enough but to follow it with spring ...

God must be demented, he must spend a lot of time

in the cosmic downpour. I mean what

would you do if you had to create beauty?

I'm afraid I'd start screaming, the most irksome

forms of insects coming out of my mouth. I'm afraid

I'd come up with death. On my desk

is a paperweight, a copse of glass flowers inside.

The last few months my father amassed a collection

of paperweights. He knew he was going to disappear.

Finally my mother said, Take a couple.

I don't think I have the proper papers to weight.

The other is a pewter fog.

It was May, I was 19, writing

a paper on Hamlet for a professor who'd hang himself.

I remember the funeral director asking

my sister and me if we wanted to see my father

one last time. I thought for a moment

it was a serious offer. But he was talking about

a corpse. A corpse in make-up. But this year,

I will get it right. I will stare at a single branch

for all of May. I will know what it's going through

at least in the fructifying surface. In May

he bought a yellow suit he wore just once.

In May I will listen to the bark whimper and split,

the blossoms blink from sleep. I will

haunt the town I've haunted for years, 

turning the corner of Sixth and

Grant, seeing myself just ahead

in that ratty jean jacket, sleeve ripped

tofit over the cast. A few pains remain,

but formalized, enacted in dance

but I'm careful not to catch myself. He might

want to get me high in the middle of the day.

I might have work to do, I might be going to the ash

I planted over my dead cat years back

behind the garden where Nancy lost the ring

my father made from a quarter during the war.

She will be sobbing, digging among the infant tomatoes.

It's okay, I will say and she will nod and vanish.

It's all right, I will say and my cat will cease

mewing beneath the earth.

