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“Persons exist
as practical ways of speaking about

I'H]l'll.-”l'.s.*

—FPaul Willizms
They awoke in 2 hookless world studded with lean-
to performance artists interacring with eleetricity,
This must be the pluce. Feicred from elsewhere, here at Tast
nat rest but an apprenticeship in conainer
technelogy. A kind of music that, though apparently stopping,
starting, spping, more specifically never ends, thus
displaying as virtue its greatest flaw. Successfully,
ireinaringly. Wi bere bas avcess to liguor? The youth
of this centreless void gave voice to the sensual trepidations of
the neashy chapping block. This transparency at once
a local pride and a fulcrum of alermess. Yes. They
then proceeded lengthwise down the post-racial boulevard,
exhausted bue coy, their travel plans succesfully forgorten.
Perhaps they would stay awhile. But

no .. What's that humming sound?
Hello
The so-called outside
Strangers
Buckets
The newhngled windowpanes across



the street, emptied into deltas of greeting.
The burnt marshmallow stuck o your cheek
Like a wezk thyme, a new genre of poteery, bl

upright in the midst of 2 daydrearn.
3o thar we all might be blessed with the darker gifts
of broken car, tank top, 1 castle

full of water-logged ducuments.

Lzt us now return

tu the German language.
Litele hills

of cocaine an a p]zin.

I'he still poin

i5 on fire and twirling.

The circulation of air

in commercial spaces

i a skill.

The circulation of air in domestic spaces.
Plants need warer. Thar's all:

asunny ledge.
Not not chis. Whar,

this then?
The stems must be crushed or the Aowers will will,
thoughr Tiro, dreaming of access

to the Albanian shore.
‘The complere warks of Elodie Lauten.

We could build an entire civilization,

but that would be a mistake.

It is impossible to make a mistake.

Ask Palestine,

Ask Paleserina,

Ask dead Buddha stinking up the bicyde-

repair shop:
At the age of two T arained my car
and then she was

goner lesson,

Water will become an isuc.
Alpine meadowlands gpoodbye.,
All thar muney spenrt

on cceanfront mansions |

The rimming of municipal

welfare trees ongping,

Liabiliy.

The papicr-méch# Potemkin

village we've spread like

spreadahle cheese over the surfice of

what we call Earch,
There’s a space. You fill i,




bt ir’s noe you.

You're not it

either—in Fact you're nat you.

Early compurer musiz struggling o be heard
Smothered by an updrafi

Incense smoke drifting

like a trombone player pretending to have a weekend g
This is our herirage, lieel e bits

of paper left scercely in the crooks uf trees.
The number of dust mites

in an average blue blanket

thar has not been washed in five years.
Why haven’ you written? It

sectns 50 casy 1o have writcen,

to have dropped

a line in the ink-dark pond.

Great piles of fish for sale in Braoklyn bistrus

Bales of arugule

Ragouts of heirloom vegetarion

The acoustics of S¢. Agnes

The overtone series

People sitring up and remembering it's time to do something nice for
companion acimals

Met a gram of it would I swallow as ronic

Listening for the distant hum of bombers
Unaccented English means you talk like me
Ta Albany by deer trail,

abrupt prisan glinting in last light.
The phone should cut it our now
I'm not home
Church bell one minute lace
"The smell of laundry in the hag 100 long
A drop of slightly sulfurous water
Throwing up, kinding, taking naps
Thought balloon above Bufiuels head
"Under five minures, rack, over five minutes, classical”
Down down deep in the undersubway
This also holds true

foor at-hats,
[ can’t wark today because T am crary
with desire to stay inside and lisien

to opera from four cenruries.
A person you knew in camp once, on an island,
walking up to you in a dream asking ro borrow money

for furniture,
Held me tighter or [ cannor stay

Iwill sing in ltalian until my needs ae mer
By the animals that hover tound me

in the common toilet of Arrezo



In the New Jersey hills teaching baskethall 1o middle-school girls
In a rapidly shifting ecosystem bercke of grasses
In an anonymeus industrial park, buried about cight feer deep
Inside a Malaspina ayster being flown to Chicago
In the Aickering timescape of estuarial maneea
In one ear and out the aora
In dme for dinner but late for epistemological theory- hope
Infrared octopus are dial
It my opinion, standing on head befure hrighe light
In lien of fowers, dal urination
Inn what we call public spaces
The ancient odour of Hibernians
Moving from panel to panel
Noting clements of the cullage
Several people wearing hats inside
The unframed repression of wandworking used sexually
Just because you thoughe it, or wrote it down
or printed it and had it distributed via whatever
networks of strategic alliance
doesn't mean
America won the war of 1812
White House in flames
First stirrings of Canadian patriorism amongst UEL scoundrels
King lickers
Lovers of cold, hard, stupid Jife
Abundan fur-bearing rodents
Who cares for any of rthis

sediment of legend and angle brackets.
Ignoring the box scotes, the ballooning sras

of once-promising youngsters from !ouisiana
and rural California

Intact despite splitting

Posrulating an unconscious

on the hasis of baar slips.
Academic:
Having drawers.
Insight into the rampage
The grear privatization scam
Indentured workers making bricks, ages 3 o 70+
Animal lure
Leg-hold loan policy
Bamps are of the lity elan
Related
You can choose your Friends

Arbitrarily. like family phoros

bought at a junk shap,
Hey let’s bury our radinactive garbage in the deserr for
several thonsand years
Or shoot it at the moon

and Mars along with bacteria,

sec what happens,
Suppressed memory; We have all survived crash landings,
wandered here and invented plausible pases



Every so often one of us will slip up
That’s why we have palice
Booze
Repional art museums
French-Canadian aerabars
All-too-plausible hreakdowns

and suburban shooting sprees.
Bang bang
| remember you
as 3 radio host of my youth
Mow you are old, in facr,
dead, in a suir, and want something, even death can't kill

craving.
IFwe knew the formula we could make our own
Cut down on Mexican road rrips
Just sit around
talking all day, wandering, renaming the parks,
eating the barle off trecs,
Nights by the canal, shivering
Hanging with Gus outside the necropolis
An exurb of postmusical attention
The remainders that dream
The Partch archives
Into existence, a cave wall
Being chipped at, generation 1o generarion
Mot many benches

Too fow water closets

— b

Luts of signs
Hand in hand, meandering loirerers
Vagrane kitchen veterans saving up for tonight
Far pigenn thar can't retire

Mewrotic Yonlers

gf.n.'ﬁ'.".
Yesterday® 1sayed in our of the heat, washed dishes
Bead a book
Bemembered a cow
That as an ignorant boy with 2 board | walloped
For breaking into our yard
Eyes first puzzled then pissed off
Bellowing near my asparagus patch
Chr was thar later
After the big cedar el and destroyed the fence
Or pusibly when we mutinicd, refusing to follow
Alexander farther into the subconrinent
Just wanting to go back w whatever inevitahly tetnporary homes
With the baubles we'd collected and nur blistered skins
Eat an entire sheep with a group of cousins
Maybe build a hut
Impercepdibly aleer a grammar
Chase birds
Stand in die midsr ﬂf]:tar[e}'
Centuries larer
Dirabs, the brand-new feudal nighunare, Drihs
Loved a gidd the gid loved me
They chopped us up by the thuggish sea
And



on like thart.
The weather is something yon notice
Anecdotes from random travel
Who tried to kill whom
over what dispured bottle
How art
ruined Europe
How ruins programmed murations
Until suddenly the Intetnet breathed new life into corrupt housing councils
Spider sille in the milk of goars
with fond names in Qu{bcc
Settled inin a decent life of waiting to be allowed 1w breed
Sentimenial caloulus
five times harder than seeel
Deciding who shall have access to the research library
lself a Front, cockPghts oue back
The clerks grown in vars near Lanpley
A recronic sense of the ends of banrer
Deovetailing nicely with the new paticnal security apparatus
Your beloved on the lawn

as seen from space.
What we've learned from film:
Ulur engines swap gears
That figure in the distance porrends catastrophe
In 2 day or twa this will not be over
Monstrosities arise from steam
A heart of pure inurder

Absolutely trudging barren scenarios
Ledges of the pockmarked earth give way
to fog psychosis, a ringing phone
insicle a solid crystal cube
Eager to fll in love, 10 retreat to the car barn
The amusements out of contral, a supper ready
E.-'r [hf I'_"L'Iﬂﬁﬂq'l.l.cl'll.'.tq I'I'F.H. |'||I;|I_J|
in New Fealand, rusding the ear hair
of Franco triumphant in Madrid, letting loose

the vampire pricsts, the werewolf nuns

of Central Europe, India,
Like comming w the end ofa dirt road
in a fever dream, as you stare the vegeearion thinning
to reveal a copper-bound bouk of secrer phorographs
within which, looking closer, the vulnerable napes
of doomed soldiers and luckless noncombatants

have written upon them the doggerel

of porters,

Lile in the pressurized capsule

becomes intalerahle.

Weeks, days, hours, seconds just staring
ar the back of your hand and the carchully

printed instructions in twelve languages,

none of which you can read since the stroke.
What we need is a hoop

of sarts and 2 round

ballish thing to propel through it,



and a will ro think otherwise,
A long hisrory

of drainage,
—DOine could go on. One wairs
for permission 10 go on, and in the meantime busies
one’s self with the most basic sort of domestic
tashs, dipging an ancienr cigarette buet
from hehind the radiator, washing ane cherished dish, passing
aFshire over the dusty surface of the clock radio—
But it all collapses before one’s blocdshar eve, the load-
bearing walls composed of parricles
who prefer nor to, who sirike against the conditions,
whe saw nothing and aint talking,
wha refuse even to sweep themselves up. Wair,
wasn't that last Thesday? One is in need
of mare current data, readings, praphs,
porens, ilusions,
vanities. The line for charity

Eroceries starts here.
30 deeply in debt
that you're torally in the clear
and can once again endure the budding of trees,
the groans of living rock,
and the cross-eyed allure of prison guards
30 wtally in hock 1o subagents of the imperium

that they can kiss your polished green ass,
Lightning strikes bathwater
Midsummer hail
Tentacles of the Canadian cacrus grow

toward the trees ourside, seck counsel

Fvery bit of Brooklyn bent
double over hydrants, trving o get
comfartable in the heat of this duck Blind.
Lightning strikes

cactus in the dry flars beyond someone’s town.
The waork just never ends. First theres the abvious
prablem with the rug, then all these [ApErs
close to toppling, and the gentle curning ul the mind
away from thoughts of political

assassination, and then, nat finally, this whole marer

of Stuare Dempsters Cistern Chapel
You might be familiar with the old atlas I'm shaking

itt your face w keep both of us coul,
You might have a gift for the rough st in vacant fots.
For now, though, just wear the heanie.
There isn't any way to decide For sure
and it’s childish to keep trying. Lighening strikes
the baby otier, and we clutch each other in fear
and gricf. The cacri rise in triumph and invent

demacracy in those cager flacs, We're long pone,

and ir’s a pleasore o meer us,
—No, that of course was ancther film
possibly in another universe, possibly inside

one of these appliances



Or inside the cow's eye
sliced open in service to the surrealis: project
in a previous century
This very lovely
bass flute part written by Cowell
a5 a favour
to the vice cops wha busted him
who arrest him
over and over
in an exernal-return machine
COnscricted
for the entertainment
uf conglomerate nonbeings
wh are, sort nﬂ orer there
in the percussion part
but then again knetred
in the coronal nimbus

of anti-light, to put it in the vernacular.
So a Swiss Army Knife walks into g bar.
The biker develops pus in his saddle sores,
The regiment marches on its fantasies.
A familiar weight presses down on the shoulders,

aiming you toward the recepeacle.
Forget the grape-and-grain prohibition,
It is not dancers who are difficult but dance jtself
an exchange of brains on a stage of off:l

reminding you of something immediately forgotten

by Jim and lLis red-ant buddics dowr at the co-op,
The challenge is to stand up boldly
and say nothing, staring straight at the lips
of the microphune, refusing to move. And to repear this

action at cvery possible venue

until your mind’ as clear as 3 piece of rye roast.
The sad fares
of obsolete bulldazers rying pathetically to Fish
for mackerel in the Ease River—see this ared move
vn, steel your heart againse the old Tnoms

atempting to smash the new, You've got Sarans

work 1o do,
I gor laid
wlf, deplaned
in muskeg, with only a linle pan
and a sharp spoon
Having dreamed af a reunion
with my grandfather, dressed in the cluthes
in which he left Irland in 1926, at 2 eritical
i theary conference of some sort, complicaced

iron staircases leading to sulrhasements
and piges, finally being ablc merely to wave

at him and Uncle Bill as they're ushered through doorways

and reception areas, che speeches ongoing,
But how am T going to survive? The plane a buzzing dot

agaitst sub-Arctic mountains in the distance



No bug spray even.
Mot cold, bur it will
be cold, Fecling, as always, like a television
pilot with major script problems and a conflicred
relationship between the principal avatars.
Two choices: march or dig. Gather riny petals
or remember tobacca. Upside: really clean air,
A melancholy peculiar to mammals
or vertebrates generally, regarding rheir own
fossil evidence with a sideways,

querulous srare,

Keep sheep off this porch.

Return pert pigs to glen to gambuol.

Make provisien for dog and geat.

Enable the carrots to live frec of themselves.

There’s 2 map here to where there onee wias a well,
Far apart from every deluded view
The heart attack
i an unfamiliar johu—so this is whar it Tooks
like. Ir broke big, but right inco the wheelhouse,
Another tater. Gone, That’s all she

(Lovine N, janitor of Wisconsin) wiote. The whale

damned thing, properly edited this time,
Sighing iy name with a restraining arder;

the Rodeferian sublime.,
She sells timeshares by the Jakeshnre.

Having been invented by a inalevolent demigodd
and forced evermore tn paee the roum

Give the barn the ander the woodshedding saxophonise.
For breakfast we have a bunch of lefrovers
beating it deserves, and the fiesh kidneys of 3 Salvation Army bell-ringer,
Protracted infancy, elungared vouth, steroids Just a place where yuu can be yourself,” an array of piemos
Skill a: games for the touching, a lierle pacch of basil by the backdior
of chance Anything that’s heen rubbed thar long is a real chicct

A wondrous feeling of emptiness engulfs the exeras
who are everyone not currently engaged in a reil-stare rransaction
Racing camels through the streets of Kamloops
Calmly tumning the pages of a family history
in which the names Seth, Hotard and Doripdse
keep recurring thicughour disconnected generations

in different states and pravinces.

af pie-eyed worhip somewhere in (he so-called
universe, speeding away from itself as though rthere i

somewhere 1o go, here’s

your headgear,
It depends on whar ¥ou mean



by drugged
The last guy, he had 2 lot of answers
and a collection of vintage wanted posters,
The wew guy, he doesnt say much.

The next guy hasn't even been born yer,

and with any luck never will be,
Refusing to work requires great discipline.

Waiting in troll dathes under a bridge requires great discipline.

Insisting on knowing shit about

shit requires great discipline,
I'm standing before a mirror, shaving my ears,

when Sufi devorional music burss throngh the door

in a livid sweat, with big news from the physics think rank.
Yellow docr. Red pants. Green projector,

Brown calculator. Blue penguin, White succulent.

Orange box. Black wrench. Purple

por.
Factors are people

in wilderness outposts.

The arsenic of treated wood,

bitven ineo.
Mot all the friir trees hare FoH—

just this one,

Freud unee arempted to purchase Mexico.

Darwin feared meteors and their pessible connection to lichen.

Mathew Arncld hated ducks, Just hated 'cm.

Martin Frobisher conked and ate an entire cabin by

Jack Spicer invented the clap-on clap-off lamp.

Fatty Arbucklc faked his wwn death and ended U FUnning A go-cary
track in Aladhama,

(Goya lost his nose

in a practical joke gone very, very wiing,
Backing owly away Ffrom the bear, no loaking

in its eyes. Pretending to he aslegp,
Ignoting the torpade. Refusing to acknowledge

the legitinacy of the mudslide.
Net flinching—holding steady—when the toaster

falls into the hach. Glancing back, wrning to salt, and o
cring. Driving blindfolded on acid in the 705,

Arguing for a lower grade, Pulling the thigh
haics of +he opposing power forward,

A small gully, wich a few boards, can be home
fer a while. Bowi ng inappropriately, standing up

at the wrong time, an accidental snorr, Now you are ready.
It isn't what anyone needs or wans. This music

includes recordings made aur Trade Conger windows,
Plaro libeled Gorgias to advance his own proco-

fascist agenda. Those elicking sounds. An unexpectedly
depressing millennium, a real letdown afer



the frisky ad campaign.
The flag in ratters ar lase. The pledge

to reunite in front of a fountain in rwelve years.
Until then, storage. A sprig of tarragon

behind the ear.
And these are the bite marks that prove it
The great negate. The final round
of adjudication and ridicule, For a time—say
thirteen thousand years —we were more or less always
giddy prospectors with claims on the atention of the invisible
archivist, and mows lpak, no one can even ger the cork
out of the bortle inect. | remember I was bent over
inspecting the remains of & rival gatherer when [ got the poke.
So many things to chop up and divide, but the day
ended early and the benefics were suhsrancial, and,
retirement, let’s just say it was taken care of. The juke
goe passed around, permuted, quadrupled,
and canie home river to mountain to lake to fickd, hungry
as 2 ghost and similarly attired, [ remember dying
of starvation during one procracted cold patch, another time slowly
suffocating, covered with weird welts, while the things
that bloom bloomed. And, much later, being flung by my elders
into a fiery abyss, keeping quiet about the delersd
status of my virginity, hoping for the sake of everyone
thar it would rain soon,

ot the delicious frops would return.
Bur I guess you had ro be there, ar the assembly, voting

to retuen to what we now aall narthern Kyrgystan

and to round up some of those horse-like things o sex

i theyd be willing to carry our stuff.
What begins as carrion

refurns as lust,

The 5 on trial for murder, You wast thiz

to be the case,
W'y

finally have ensugh pens to finnsh the jobh—
there wont, soan, be any job for which you qualify

ather than posthox eepair, but even there
the competition will be fierce with those of your ilk,

Hard to imagine that much freedom, tha huge
responsibility of the weally useless line

thar collects in the mavel, Have you passed
marh yet in your anxiety dreams® Very imporcant

1o pass the rests and be permirred entry

to the secrer shed.
Youth passed quickly as a hunted Depression jackrabhi
And now offspring fight over vour frozen by,

debate the propricty of your done,
It took me vears
t recognize the painting as a landscape,

and then my pleasure was not diminished



but different, like Soupy Sales' later dramatic reles
as frustrated small-town druggists and recovered-

memory repe victims.
We call it stuffing but actually it's form,

thar is, emptiness.

Back from breaking the fall of the accounting class
Midzimmer, gathering early nuts

and darring past the 078 on a mission
1o Venus, a very hor planet

pockmarked with regrets and fallen totem empires.
In whose care do you wish to be returmed?

Afternoon popping sounds

abuve the sofway seation,
This is a gond cave—not much
to brag about at the reunion, but it keeps our things
dry and provides shelier from hungry beasts,
Youd laugh at the things we believed hack then.
Thar our cats cared for us.
That Belgium existed.
That we couldn’t fight ciry hall
because it kept mnning off.
But we didn't bave your advanrage of logarithmic
detachment and spunk. We in fact had lictle spunk—
it seemed to dry up even as it was squirting from our ears,
and food preparation was a lot more invalved than subsequently,
Eye-recognition software was in its early sLages

and we feared death horribly becase it seermed s
erivial. Yes, there's no poing hack, even thouph,
especiaily since, there of course is now a way tor po hack,
The new nano-woafers are big improveren.
The reopening of the haths. These dessert salts,
I do miss the old serials, thaugh,

and the braying crickets thar atcended Erave injury,

and the pungent odour of stolen cars.
And it s true, not false. 1t a lot to 1ake n

to the lawidromar, the theiving comer store, all st onee.
IF one were o receive instruction from a Foal

or shocharn, one could ther decipher these glyphs.
A patchy itinerary, Free soap for workers,

When a friend is leaving rown, o with her and drink.
When he artives where he is going, keep a phom

on the Iridge.
A great flapping bied, looking for stmething to ear in Brocklyp,
I've lately been rereading my schoolgiel essavs in Larin
and there is much I could learn from my vounger self
iF 1 were the sort of person interested in lzarning,
[ debare the merits of cremation and taxidermy
while in Rome, New York, burning, doing as the Rome,
New Yorkers do. Slave to my dick
was a sung of that spring, Later, whether Julie
shonld be executed us a traitar, Gierry,
the consensus: srooge. Ann the anarcho-Lenin, s if

Bur at least they can look back from old age and think,



yeah, goddamu it, we blew something up, we hlew
something up, didntt we? The rest of us, what did we blow up?
A few hairdryers in domestic rages, correct?
Not really the same thing, Possibly once ar twice
sabotaged 2 Zamboni or contaminated an enemy with plutonium,
laid a curse or two, Model

'N{:urltr[s,
I remember most of the plot. And the main character—
his mame is Fritz or Covper or Kawasaki, something
like that—spends the whale film trying to get change
for 2 hundred. And he wakes up hum ping
his aged father. Or Aas he awoken? One of
those brain tweezers that appeal to crossword
types. Any sucface ar all, inside or out, you touch it
and a scrolled menu appears, listing recent history,
chemical makeup, distance 1o the sun in millimerres,
distance to the Vatican in inches, famans peaple
whe have previously touched this spot, fat content,
will o power, adjacencies, and further articulations.
And each catepory luss dozens of subcategorics,
and each subcategory scores of its own, all
meticulously cross-referenced, linked, so that each squae
centimerre of surface everywhere, pole o pole,
from the top of the mightiesc Portuguese bell wwer 1o
the intestinal lining of a sea turtle off Fasador, has
billsians of words and images attached 1o it, and a special area,
alitcke rectangle, for you to add your ewn comments.
It is the great work of a young-adulr grlakal

civilization, a meta-literare cultire with time o ity
prosthetic tentacles, at this poinc slightly more silicon

than catbon, blinking vulnesably in the light of its awn
radiant connertedner. What

villain would wish to blaw chis upl
But look who walked ol with the hardware!
Naow that the heat wave has broken and he pi 11
in the left arm has subsided some,
Tcan consider your proposals less hysterically
and with purer intenc. The thing abour food iy,
somcbody else might getit. Abo, that tmearnw

a particular itein might be gone,

ste-whats the poing

The image problem of vipers

s theit greatest asser.

More ar less day-to-day

war and business crime,
Wit happen=d to thar guy
wha was wiiting books ahour secrer ciphers
and anagrams in the Bible? Has the LN, gor him
locked up in 2 secrer undesground prison in
Paraguay or did they snuff him and replace him
with a Ralph Reed duplicate? Woll mever lemene fir stare,

A bix s vast thar even



we're in on it
{ understand
neither what you're saying nor wihy you're saying
¢ Theres a good half-boy/half-ruckey, my masterpiece.
The situation is as they say fluid, Boss.
We've got vur ex-carnies an most of the councils
and boards, and thev're itching to whup ass,
Our studies show thar water will be the new smack,
Dhis is whas I really and ruly feel. Send 1 ham
w0 the widow Cheney. Live your day as though it's a lietle
story that you can type up in the evening for fun and

profit,
Pausing at the end
of anather successfil homily, the assistant

parson bursts into flames,
Yeah, that's more or less what [ expected.
[ don't have a biography, I'm lower
middle class. [ take comfort in histories of educarion
andl rheir attendant heartbreaks. The "cello
s marvelously obscene. 1 mean digustingin a govd way.
That's why we gor along so well: we disagreed
about everything, and thus were freed from the obligations

that come with a shared perspective
A wund of applause. What finally doomed me was
my refusal co take notes. | could have used
a bit more repression as a child. The twitches

and nightmares scem a suall price w pay.
Bur 1 fell in love with restaurants and worked in thein
till retirement, finishing a5 ar executive chef
in a midrown two-star, after which 1 revurned
o the Adirondacks, where [ foraged and prew senile

and plotwed the deaths of the political

enzmies af my adalescence.
It i5 a fecund and holy thing, this anncuncement paid for
by the Parriarchy in Action Committee 1o Re-elect
a Chunk of Wood. Summer dwindles it carmeal.
The young graphic artists and web designes stand nn seeeet corners
huping for day labour, nexe o hookers slugging Tories
Most of the coups look bad. the reservoirs are severely
depleted, and a huge brown

cloud hangs over south Asia.

The very fact thar you are iy

A string quartet is itself an argument,
I then wimnessed my own liver being roasted.

Jor Ernest Adzentonich and Ruth Crnldbery
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