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From The Cold of Poetry





THE PERSON





The Person





Let’s get isolated


The temporal is dread


Is there a name


For the impolidng series


“consciousness of consciusness”


Realism and depth perception


The audacious science of the thought





Of poetry


PERSONAL holding picture of


Person holding picture of…


Anxiety in space


Can one get by on procrastination


Mortality is a system





Of exclusion


I am having a sensation of description


Person holding picture of…


Person having thought


With its capacity to preoccupy


Sound falls


Can one get by on projection





People desire to believe in…


Rain falls


Physical reality consists of sympathetic units


Grammar and consciousness


Or if not in the next life


Then in the one after that


The life of a meteorologist





Awaiting the great sequences


Of incompleteness


Can one prosper from the impulse to confide


The trees rustle in the wind


And suck in the rain suppressing sound


And then release it


In discontinuity, distinction





The Person





Altruism in poetry


Such is huddled in all audible life


Why do I say this?


Are there perpetual experiences and do we have them?


Nature washed her hands in milk in many years


What of the blotting power?





Each sensation is witness to the congestion of its glance


It is very specific to say this


The person goes up to a perfect stranger in an enclosed


	public space (for example, a bank, or supermarket, or


	department store) and there belts out some aria


It’s a wonderful ting


Love wants to be more so


The personification in branches gesturing from the


	Desperate trees


It will rain this afternoon, but I do not believe that it will





Elation can manifest itself from time to time in finding


	Like a seashell on a beach things of no great conse-


	quence perfect, and then—


The skin itches at a restless nerve end


Like a child with a bunch of keys then went down to the


	street


She knockedwith a two-penned hand below the storm-


	punched trees


It seemed to be raining trees—down came the trunks


	and echoes





The Person





In the sunlight the eyes are generating


A somewhat, well, ecstatic powder


Around the things they see


Pavlovish dogs await the howl





Of an enormous bell


In a pair of ears


So hungry, austere, authentic


And so busy….





To fall asleep


I have exhausting thoughts


One can’t do two things at once


is exceeded when one will never


	have discovered





What’s up the other road


The grain of convention


is wheeling and thin


Today’s weather is basking


	in its rainy lining





How Protestant the little irritaiton


Of my wishes—my fears


My ears make whispers


and demands





denying all determinisms


A blurred rain like an unswept animal


running into a hole


which is an assertion of form





and the need for it


when hunting sympathies


I passed under groups of people standing


over the highway





waving at the flow of approaching cars


Why do they do this


It is only we on it


glaring in convex contemplation





driving by a file of sheep


in a plowed field recently shorn


beside a settlement of trees


seeking comfort in a bed of sand





circulating jazz or sleep


for love and voracity


around a central person


astounded by a beautiful indifference





Difference is one of the three


	great oblivions


Which mix their hereditary and honorary


	powder


With all I perceive





The Person





I dreamed the news on the fire


It was like tasting


a cross between mango, grapefruit, and apricot


Something not too appealing


about an intestinal part


Like, is my make-up smeared?


I 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 Person





Rent an apartment


Man masters light


with unfinished newness


that seamless elision





His manifestos are prone


to tuck there


a system of fruits


and the warm emotions





only the comic landscapes can call


into a rough nest


for enclosures and openings


The furniture, the room, the whole





My head a case


means to me


my thought is a noise in the driveway


known for her fleas





In disorder


Perspiration becomes bees


Pitched higher, I


Obsessed





with the gust whose sympathy is acoustic


The sound of the crickets


in a wide-hipped diamond


The bowl








