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1 Jerome McGann 
2 William Blake, The Marriage of Heaven and Hell 
3 Lyn Hejinian, "Gertrude Stein: Two Lectures"
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4 Lord Weary's Castle 
5 Lowell 
6 Donald Allen 
7 Wilbur, Hecht, Simpson, or Justice 
8 O'Hara 
9 Ashbery 
10 liberal-left 
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11 Robert von Hallberg 
12 Robert Pinsky 
13 Richard Howard 
14 Helen Vendler 
15 Frost, Yeats, Auden, and Stevens 
16Pound, Stein, and Zukofsky  
17 The Tennis Court Oath 
18 Three Poems 
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19 McMichael 
20 Turner Cassity 
21 Vermont Notebook 
22 Houseboat Days 
23 As We Know 
24 Barrett Watten 
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25 Wordsworth 
26 Blake 
27 imagination 
28 Richard Rorty 
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29 solidarity 
30objectivity  
31 cultural peers 
32 postmodern bourgeois intellectuals 
33 narrative ones 
34 Michel de Certeau 
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35 Byron's Don Juan 
36 Blake's Milton 
37 The Marriage of Heaven and Hell 
38Jewish-Christian  
39 Songs of Innocence and of Experience 
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41 Jerusalem 
42 emanation 
43 atonement 
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44 Yale school 
45 Richard Rort 
46 postmodern bourgeois intellectuals." 
47 Richard Foreman 
48 aphoristic manifesto 
49 "UNITS OF UNMEANINGNESS INCORPORATED ANEW VS. A COMMUNITY OF 
SLOGANEERS"
50 SLOGANEERS 
51 Legion 
52 Tina Darragh 
53 procedural writing 
54 Francoise Ponge 
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55 Bernadette Mayer 
56 Experiments 
57 syncretistic 
58 Mayer 
59 Horatian 
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60 Plotinian 
61 Charles Bernstein 
62 archaeological 
63 Alan Davies 
64 Nick Piombino 
65 Indeterminate intervals 
66 Field Reading 
67 deposits 
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68 textual activism 
69 Bruce Andrews 
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"then" . .

70Ron Silliman  
71Narrating Narration,"   
72 embarkation 
73 Not this 
74 narrativized totality 
75 what comes next 
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76 earlier textualizations 
77rhyme  
78 Minimally 
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79 interpretation. 
80 performative 
81 John Hollander's Reflections on Espionage 
82 Fibonacci 
83 Cupcak 
84 calls for his "termination 
85 "How It Strikes a Contemporary," 
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86 antagonism 
87 schools 
88 social alienation 
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For love I would deft equator.
Nonchalant attribution of all the, & filled with
Such, meddles with & steals my constancy, sharpening desire for that, in
Passing, there, be favorite in ordinary, but no sooner thought than gone.
My heart seems wax, that like tapers burns at light. (6)

91 "no contest," 
92 Fitzgerald's Rubaiyat 
93 Rossetti's House of Life 
94 Baudelaire  

95 "Anywhere out of the World."

96 "solidarity" 
97 "postmodern bourgeois intellectuals," 
98 Love has such a Spirit . . ." 
99 Epipsychidion" 
100 Life of Life 
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(1)

Mass of van contemplation to intercede crush of plaster. Lots of loom: "smoke out", merely complicated by
the first time something and don't. Long last, occurrence of bell, altitude, attitude of. The first, at this moment,
aimless, aims. To the point of inordinate asphalt lecture, entail. These hoops regard me suspiciously

    (2) 

101 nervous erosions 
102 "ordinary" 
103 Alan Davies, Lyn Hejinian, Susan Howe 
104 original hierarchy 
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Not this. 
What then? 
I started over & over.  Not this. 
Last week I wrote "the muscles in my palm so sore from 
halving the rump roast I could barely grip the pen." What then? This  
morning my lip is blisterd.  

Of about to within which.  Again & again I began.  The gray light of day  
fills the yellow room in a way wch is somber.  Not this.  Hot grease has  
spilld on the stove top. 

Nor that either. Last week I wrote "the muscle at thumb's root so taut

from carving that beef I thought it wld cramp." Not so.Would I begin? This morning my lip is 
tender, disfigured.I sat in an old chair out behind the anise.I could have gone about this some 
other way. 

(3)       
What kind of work is this 
For which if we were to touch in the darkness 
It would be without feeling the other there? 
It might help to know if Steampump's dying 
Was part of the work or not.  I shall not be 
Told, I know.   

      
(4)
Names like ours leave no traces in 
Nature.  Yet what of the names they encode, names 
One's face comes in time to rhyme with, John or James? 
The secret coded poem of one's whole life rhymes 
Entirely with that face, a maddening 
 Canzona, every line of which sings in the 
 Breaths we take and give, ending with the same sound. 
 As with the life, so ridiculously, with 
 The work.  But, after all, which of them is the 
 Enciphered version of the other one, and 
 Are we, after all, even supposed to know?
    

(5)
 and I have sat watching  

  Key numbers in their serial dance growing  
  Further apart, outdistancing their touching, 
  Outstretched arms 

 - .) .(
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(1980); Ironwood(182); Paris Review(1982); The L=A=N=G=U=A=G=E Book(1984);
Change(1985); Writing/ Talks(1985); boundary 2 (1986);In the American Tree (1986); and

“Language” Poetries (1987). .
In American Tree

 .This Tottel’s , Roof Hills , Miam , Qu.

L=A=N=G=U=A=G=E, the Difficulties, A Hundred Posters,) (
Sulfur, Temblor, SinkTramen . :

.

»«.

» «
 .» «)

 ( .
» : «)The Dwelling Place:9 Poets ()
» «)Death of the Subject  (» « (

 .
 .

.



 = = = :

   --

) (
 .

) ()Black Mountain Group (
 .  .

 :
) () (»«» «» «
) ( .»For She «

:

 . .
 . .

 .
 . .
 ) .» «   (

 .  .»ForShe "

 .» « .

 :».  «
 .

) ( .
 .

 . :») ( .»
. «

.«

 .
 .

 :»
 .») () (

 .) (



 = = = :

--   

 .
 . . :

 .
 .

» « .
)(.

 .

 .
 .

) (.

» « .
 .

 .
 .

 .
 :San Francisco

Bay) ( . :
) (Politics of the ReferentOpen letter

[1977]) ( .

Ketjak [1978] ,Tjanting [1981],ABC[1983],The Age of Huts [1986];In the American Tree[1986]

)7Works[1978], Primer[1981],The First World[1986], (Hills and Writing/Talks 

)Opera-Works [1975] ,1-10 [1980], Total Syntax[1985], Progress[1986]  This

Poetics Journal(.

)Poetic Justice[1979], Controlling Interests[1980], Islets/Irritations[1983], Contents Dream[1986], 

The Sophist 1987]L=A=N=G=U=A=G=EL=A=N=G=U=A=G=E[1984](
 )Praxis [1978],Sonnets-memento mori [1980], Wobbling[1980], Love Songs[1982], 

Give Em Enough Rope[1985] (



 = = = :

   --

 . .
 :»

 .
.«:

» « .L=A=N=G=U=A=G=E)
 (

Tender Buttons .:

»«

  ..

 .

 :» .
 .

 .
 . .

 .». «
) () ( .
.«



 = = = :

--   

) ( :») (
 :» « .

. «

 :»»  «) . (
)(. «

) (
 .:

. .
.

. .

.
.

.) (
 .

.
.) ( .»

.«

Temblor 3 (1986)

 . .
 .

L=A=N=G=U=A=G=E

:

» «
 . .

.

Tender Buttons
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(1)

For brief scratches, omits,
lays away the oars (hours).
Flagrant immersion besets all
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the best boats. Hands, hearts
don't slip, solidly
(sadly) departs.

(2)

The back of the head resting on the pillow was not wasted. We couldn't hear each other speak. The
puddle in the bathroom, the sassy one. There were many years between us. I stared the stranger into
facing up to Maxine, who had come out of the forest bad from wet nights. I came from an odd bed, a
vermilion riot attracted to loud dogs. Nonetheless, I could pay my rent and provide for him. On this
occasion she apologized. (From: Under the Bridge)

(3)
Fantasticality

 nimble phantasma capering on a page  

 with antic  

 gesture.

(4)

“A CARAFE, THAT IS A BLIND GLASS”  

     A kind in glass and a cousin, a spectacle and nothing strange a 
     single hurt color and an arrangement in a system to pointing.  
     All this and not ordinary, not unordered in not resembling. 
     The difference is spreading   

(5)

Forcing oneself to it. It wld've been new with a blue pen. Giving oneself to it. Of about to within which
what without. Hands writing. Out of the rock pile grew poppies. Sip mineral water, smoke cigar. Again I
began. One sees seams. These clouds break up in the late afternoon, blue patches. I began again but it
was not beginning. Somber hue of gray day sky filled the yellow room. Ridges & bridges. Each sentence
accounts for all the rest. I was I discovered on the road. Not this. Counting my fingers to get different
answers. Four wooden chairs in the yard, rain warpd, wind blown. Cat on the bear rug naps. Grease
sizzles & spits on the stove top. In paradise plane wrecks are distributed evenly throughout the desert.
All the same, no difference, no blame. Moon's rise at noon. In the air hung odor of ammonia. I felt
disease. Not not not this. Reddest red contains trace of blue. That to the this then. What words tear out.
All elements fit into nine crystal structures. Waiting for the cheese to go blue. Thirty two. Measure
meters pause. Applause.
(p. 12)
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(5)

How smoothly the car runs. This must be the road. Queer how a road juts in. How the dark catches
among those trees! How the light clings to the canal! Yes, there's one table taken, we'll not be alone.
This place has possibilities. Will you bring her here? Perhaps and when we meet on the stair, shall we
speak, say it is some acquaintance or pass silent? Well, a jest's a jest but how poor this tea is. Think of
a life in this place, here in these hills by these truck farms. Whose life? Why there, back of you. If a
woman laughs a little loudly one always thinks that way of her. But how she bedizens the country side.
Quite an old world glamour. If it were not for but one cannot have everything. What poor tea it was.
How cold it's grown. Cheering, a light is that way among the trees. That heavy laugh! How it will rattle
these branches in six weeks' time. (Imaginations, 37)

(6)

The worst side of it all

The white sunlight on the polished floor

Pressed into service,

And then the window closed

And the night ends and begins again.

Her face goes green, her eyes are green,

In the dark comer playing "The Stars and Stripes Forever." I try to

Describe for you,

But you will not listen, you are like the swan.

(7)

On a broad plain in a universe of

Anterooms, making signals in the dark,

You fall down on your waistband &, carrying your

Own plate, a last serving, set out for

Another glimpse of a gaze. In a room

Full of kids splintering like gas jets against

Shadows of tropical taxis he really had, I
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Should be sorry, I think this is the ("I

Know I have complained" "I am quite well"

"quit nudging") croissants

outshine absinthe as "la plus, plus sans

Egal" though what I most care

About is another sip of my Pepsi Cola. Miners

Tell me about the day, like a pack of

Cards, her girlfriend split for Toronto....
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2 the writer’s chronicle 
3 PWC 
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When I say no I mean

Maybe probably not what's

The matter with you?

Do I /make myself clear  ?…
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 .The Manufacture of Negative Experience
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  * I had a very negative experience at polka night at the supper clube

 ** "A Test of Poetry"
 .  .
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Gertrude Stein

From THE MOTHER OF US ALL
Concluding Aria

We cannot retrace our steps, going forward may be the same as going backwards. We cannot retrace
our steps, retrace our steps. All my long life, we do not retrace our steps, all my long life, but.

( A silence a long silence)
But – we do not retrace our steps, all my long life, and here, here we are, in marble and gold, did I say
gold, yes I said gold and where—

( A silence)
Where is where. In my long life of effort and strife, dear life, life is strife, in my long life, it will not come
and go, I tell you so, it will stay it will pay but

( A long silence)
But do I want what we have got, has it not gone, what made it alive, has it not gone because now it is
had, in my long life in my long life.

( Silence)
Life is strife, I was a martyr all my life not to wahat I won but to what was done.

(silence)
Do you know because I tell you so, or do you know, do you know.

(silence)
My long life, my long life.
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Louis Zukofsky

From "A" 12

A red horse
Among myrtle
Behind him
Red horses,
Speckled, and white

O my Lord
What are thees

They walk
To and fro
Thru the earth
We have
Walked
To and for
And the earth
Is quiet,
Be wuiet, flesh
Isn,t this
A brand
Plucked out
Of the fire?
Clothe,
Have
Places to
Walk,
Bring forth
My servant the BRANCH,
See the stone
Laid
On a stone
Seven eyes
Call each man
Under the vine
And under the fig.

Talked with me
Waked me.
I saw
The first chariot,
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Red horses –
The second,
Balck
The third,
White
The fourth,
Grizzled and bay.
What are these?
The black go

North,
The white
After,
The grizzled
South.
The bay
Go on
Thru the earth.
Crying to me,
See
These go north
And quiet me.
When

The eye
Have seen

To everyone grass in the field
My staff, even Beauty
Shall say, I am no prophet .

HOLLINESS
Upon the belles of horses

In that day
Look, Paul, the small arrowroot

Has rabbit ears.
Why?

High Inthehighest
I was unhappy—I,ve forgotten it.

The fire roared, quieted to light .
Blest
Infinite things
So many
Which confuse imagination
Thru its weakness
To the ear
Noises
Or harmony
Delights
Men to madness—
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To say the planet
Whirl and mark harmony—
That they take for things
Modifications of
Imagination:

Where before,
If all things passed
From the world
Time and space
Were left,
They would now
Disappear
With the things—

It,s pleasant
And understandable
That all but a fiddler
Have said "enough"

The mind turns to the body
As object:
A mode that occupies
Is actual and nothing else.
There then
Are simple bodies
Marked out mutually
As moving or still
Swift or slow.

No one
So far
Knows
What a body
Can do
Or can make
It of texture
Or
Tick tack uhr

From a body,s nature
From nature
Under whatever
Attribute
Follow
Infinit things:
Thought
Not image
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Or word,

Tongues
That fail quiet,
Desires
That may order,

And what
Men desire
Whith such love
Nothing can
Remove
From their minds.
[...]
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Rae Armantrout

TONE

1
Hoping my face shows the pleasure I felt, I'm
smiling languidly. Acting. To put your mind
at rest how odd! At first we loved because
we startled one another

2
Not pleased to see the
rubberband, chapstick, tinfoil,
this pen, things
made for our use
But the bouquet you made
of doorknobs, long nails for
their stems sometimes
brings happiness

3
Is it bourgeois to dwell on nuance? Or effeminate?
Or should we attend to it the way a careful animal
sniffs the wind?

4
Say the tone of an afternoon
Kindly but sad
"The ark of the ache of it"
12 doorsteps per block

5
In the suburbs butterflies
still spiral up the breeze
like a drawing of weightlessness.
To enter into this spirit!
But Mama's saying she's alright
"as far as breathing and all that"

6
When you're late I turn slavish, listen hard for
your footstep. Sound that represents the end of lack.
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Charles Bernstein

Transegmental Drift

It’s the mind makes a muck of these Sylvan
Occlusions and mannered pronouncements.
“Abominable!” is the word, beastly –
Sound obtruding into the poem like a
Pork rind at a Bar Mitzvah. Just give the
Twist a break, or several. Nailed down to
24 hour fog duty. The un
iforms are soiled and ill fitting. But jeans
Regularize all that. The stuff of themes: Cut and paste, morose, interdenomi
nation, laser sharp lobotomy. The
Door the door closes. As when a conti
nental divide becomes metaphor for
Swimming laps (summary judgment). Goad the
Goalie but leave me to fall to pieces
With my jet skies on. The waves roll, taking
No toll. How about you?
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David Bromige

In Mohammedism there is Much of Mysticism’ (15)

But more of ems.
Sound that mumbles mother,
Milks her dry.
Most of these
Passers by drew nourishment
Through those small holes,
Hard on the heels of
Thrusting themselves through
A naked woman’s cunt. Pardon
My French. Covered in
Blood. Excuse me. Screaming
Took the place of moaning

Or hers, or theirs? A woman
Opens to the world
Anyone’s first doorway,
Threshhold slick with tissue.
Forgive me, please. But
Here we are, showered
Shaved & clad
In consciousness,
Smoking cigarets
For the distance that they set
Between us curious
Critters. Or with mouths

Veiled, Hair Covered or otherwise
Removed, disguised.
Or disguised by hair,
Or otherwise
Cosmeticized. On TV
She’s going to reveal
She has no penis.
We sit still for this
A dozen times a day.
And the self, an old Greek says,
As it discloses, closes over.
Hi.
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Bob Perelman

TREES

A melody composed of solid obstacles
Dictates itself onto paper. The sky adjusts
Automatically. The most popular prison
For sight is imagery. Light separated
From matter shines on a parking space,
A lane change. I think
That I shall never see without
Nameless grasses whispering generalities
Inside the object code which colors
Once removed at various distances
Spray onto my retinas. The proper
Study of trees is trees. A live oak leaf
Lands upside down on a madrone branch.
Inside the curve of an ear
Each point contains all lines
Drawn through it by the insistence
Of a complete world of days. Any word
Flowers in the face of the climate's
Ornamental attacks. Moving parts
Produce the voice, the airplane,
The frenchfry. The baby on film
Wants to play with the camera.

PASTORAL

One person each, out
Into one world, back into many.
The collection, the alphabet. He imitates
Its power, sentiments, antiquity. Scenery
In the form of a dramatic monolog.
She trails out of the present
Both ways, but is sitting
At the table with him. Sprays
Of bay, laurel, and their natural
Interpretations are tacked above them.
Hearts beating. A storm at sea.
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Gossip at length, hours
Yoked together, sun shines,
Air presses on their capillaries,
Actions. Desire pronounced and
Punctuated, their minds end
In their senses. Pleasures
Lag across solid bridges.
Time to eat. Light is suffused, revised
Among the letters. Their ears fill
With sounds of the visible world.
Minutes surround them, trees
In the foreground by voice vote.
Their eyes close. It is night.

MUSIK

after Rilke
What are you saying, Bob? Thoroughly
Urban greenery, wired, giving
Reliable directions? Where? Your head
Is tangled in her dispersing cloud body.
To her, speech is a penal system.
She'll turn blue and vanish rather than
Keep listening. You're strong, talk a lot,
But it will be raining any minute.
Maybe just sit on a green bench
And watch clouds pass in and out
Of shapes you can see. She
Likes not being recognized.
That wing is now a grey square.
The wind cuts a new picture in half.
She's in tatters up there
And you're reading words on walls.
Shouts mimic the shreds of light
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Nick Piombino

The Chase

The poet
alone with life
as day fades out
inhales the ellipsis
wish and dream
truth and desire
unnamed beads
on a chain
The sacrifice
once made, the
ear tells it
again from the
beginning
doubts surround
hopes, a logical
helix
No more imaginary
than real, invisible
exchanges mark a
phase of separation
and restraint, thoughts
occluded from
experience, nets
mistaken for touch
Regrets truncate
misfortunes, sounds
repeat the origins
which produced them
assent disguised as
resistance, a smile
on the face of
satisfaction
Opposite realities
dissolve inside and
pose themselves as doubles,
as choices
as words attempt
to hide from their own
effigies, blend into
themselves and
disappea
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Alan Davies

From Book 2

Let words
rise off the page
Float
in the air
as sound
I hear you breathing
By turns
coy and taciturn
or wandering away
into mists
made more pliable
by silences

No bliss more blatant
than the shuttered ventriloquist

speaking in spurts
on the tongue

of irony
of ivory

The sad
bitter sweet contagion
the days

Madmen
clearly beaten by the stars
trying to underline a verb

in a text without any
Spectral
assonance
or a total disregard
for speech
Thought
languid
in August’s dogged days

Ergo
ego

dreams
a somnambulist blast

that turns the past
into a pasture
that creams

Bare inklings
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lone
no more than
a batted eye lash
at that
Enough

To stand alone
fettered

amidst unfettered stones
To stand alone
amidst unfettered stones
Fettered
Fettering

And then
when nothing was happening

it occurred
The dewy eyed lips
of the poor
sons of bitches
curtailing all argument
in a fist
or a look

Little twisting agonies
over all of this space

under us
on the way home

Egregious dimpled moments
speck of time
in perfidy
or loss
against what was
or never was
again

A sullen disequilibrium
unburdens the stuff

of its own heart
or parting
or without
a glance

The huge bulk
of what cannot be said
blisters our eyes
ears
nose
tongue
body and mind
The colossal mess
The big mess

Or the world come
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screaming to attention
a bit of blank paper

near its maw
To be suddenly remembering
all of that
while lying flat
in someone
else’s flat
or to be forgetting
it
without having even once
remembered it
for all of that

The creamed dawn
that won’t go away

or down
Let the hurt canvas
share them both

Over lingual bodies
some purring happenstance

burgeons
Such that it didn’t happen

Or such that it did
happen

This fateful arbor
a sort of ardor
fretfully unclutching itself
from the sides
Evening

A frown
upon a mound

You break
the very utensils
of the lake

Of fractious fawns
nothing more need

be left unsaid
The pleasing thinglets
The warm thickets
of her thighs

The salt languor of tears
bloated beyond belief

beyond grief
that the actual moment

is nothing more than a fact
For whom
But for whom

Was it she whose feet
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Entrenched
A massive obbligato

a missive
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Kit Robinson

Commission

Happy is the ancestor who grins, a purple
saint in a cubic resonant enclosure. The happiness
that shines outside is a brittle, quiescent
loom by which agency strands are woven
to make jello flavored novels. These pieces
of reticent art are then foisted, empaneled
and sold to the lowest bidder, a quiet
entertainment for a bird in the yard on
Sunday afternoon. But the dancing avenues
of fame were lined with excessive force; only
a very faint voice would suffice to describe
the actual state of creation, an intimacy
most nearly equal to it. Several sub generations
sighed in the wind. A piece of cloth drifted
by, but it could have been described in many differnt ways.
Therefore, because I tell you this is true, don't believe it!
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Clark Coolidge

from Polaroid

(Adventures in Poetry / Big Sky, 1975)

of which of which it's of then which
is it not that's of
where not
of is it there's one is
not where of then of the be all
or and for all that's what of
done as
a be all
is then of
a for you even it's
thence
I mean I means I mean it
is one
that one is one means that it
does you
once it were
that I'd
that one this means
of thus did once it
were it yet
done that's
it did
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Ron Silliman

K e t j a k
for Rae Armantrout

Revolving door.

Revolving door. A sequence of objects which to him appears to be
a caravan of fellaheen, a circus, begins a slow migration to the right
vanishing point on the horizon line.

Revolving door. Fountains of the financial district. Houseboats
beached at the point of low tide, only to float again when the sunset
is reflected in the water. A sequence of objects which to him appears
to be a caravan of fellaheen, a circus, camels pulling wagons of bear
cages, tamed ostriches in toy hats, begins a slow migration to the
right vanishing point on the horizon line.

Revolving door. First flies of summer. Fountains of the financial
district spout. She was a unit in a bum space, she was a damaged
child. Dark brown houseboats beached at the point of low tide—
men atop their cabin roofs, idle, play a Dobro, a jaw’s harp, a
12 string guitar—only to float again when the sunset is reflected
in the water. I want the grey blue grain of western summer. A
cardboard box of wool sweaters on top of the bookcase to indicate
Home. A sequence of objects, silhouettes, which to him appears
to be a caravan of fellaheen, a circus, dromedaries pulling wagons
bearing tiger cages, tamed ostriches in toy hats, begins a slow
migration to the right vanishing point on the horizon line.

Revolving door. Earth science. Fountains of the financial district
spout soft water in a hard wind. How the heel rises and the ankle
bends to carry the body from one stair to the next. She was a unit
in a bum space, she was a damaged child. The fishermen’s cormorants
wear rings around their necks to keep them from swallowing,
to force them to surrender the catch. Dark brown houseboats
beached at the point of low tide—men atop their cabin roofs, idle,
play a Dobro, a jaw’s harp, a 12 string guitar—only to float again
when the sunset is reflected in the water. Silverfish, potato bugs.
What I want is the gray blue grain of western summer. The nurse,
by a subtle shift of weight, moves in front of the student in order
to more rapidly board the bus. A cardboard box of wool sweaters
on top of the bookcase to indicate Home. A day of rain in the
middle of June. A sequence of objects, silhouettes, which to him
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appears to be a caravan of fellaheen, a circus, dromedaries pulling
wagons bearing tiger cages, fringed surreys, tamed ostriches in toy
hats, begins a slow migration to the right vanishing point on the
horizon line. We ate them.

Revolving door. The garbage barge at the bridge. Earth science.
Resemblance. Fountains of the financial district spout soft water
in a hard wind. The bear flag in the plaza. How the heel rises and
the ankle bends to carry the body from one stair to the next. A
tenor sax is a toy. She was a unit in a bum space, she was a damaged
child, sitting in her rocker by the window. I’m unable to find
just the right straw hat. The fishermen’s cormorants wear rings
around their necks to keep them from swallowing, to force them
to surrender the catch. We drove through fields of artichokes. Dark
brown houseboats beached at the point of low tide—men atop
their cabin roofs, idle, play a Dobro, a jaw’s harp, a 12 string guitar—
only to float again when the sunset is reflected in the water
of Richardson Bay. Write this down in a green notebook. Silverfish,
potato bugs. A tenor sax is a weapon. What I want is the gray blue
grain of western summer. Mention sex. The nurse, by a subtle redistribution
of weight, shift of gravity’s center, moves in front of
the student of oriental porcelain in order to more rapidly board
the bus. Awake, but still in bed, I listen to cars pass, doors, birds,
children are day’s first voices. A cardboard box of wool sweaters
on top of the bookcase to indicate Home. Attention is all. A day
of rain in the middle of June. Modal rounders. A sequence of objects,
silhouettes, which to him appears to be a caravan of fellaheen,
a circus, dromedaries pulling wagons bearing tiger cages, fringed
surreys, tamed ostriches in toy hats, begins a slow migration to the
right vanishing point on the horizon line. The implications of power
within the ability to draw a single, vertical straight line. Look at
that room filled with fleshy babies. We ate them.

Revolving door. How will I know when I make a mistake. The
garbage barge at the bridge. The throb in the wrist. Earth science.
Their first goal was to separate the workers from their means of
production. He bears a resemblance. A drawing of a Balinese spirit
with its face in its stomach. Fountains of the financial district spout
soft water in a hard wind. In a far room of the apartment I can hear
music and a hammer. The bear flag in the black marble plaza. Rapid
transit. How the heel rises and the ankle bends to carry the body
from one stair to the next. The desire for coffee. A tenor sax is a
toy. Snow is remarkable to one not accustomed to it. She was a unit
in a bum space, she was a damaged child, sitting in her rocker by
the window. The formal beauty of a back porch. I’m unable to find
just the right straw hat. He hit the bricks, took a vacation, got rolled
up, popped, as they say. The fishermen’s cormorants wear rings
around their necks to keep them from swallowing, to force them
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to surrender their catch. She had only the slightest pubic hair. We
drove through fields of artichokes. Feet, do your stuff. Dark brown
houseboats beached at the point of low tide—men atop their cabin
roofs, idle, play a Dobro, a jaw’s harp, a 12 string guitar—only to
float again when the sunset is reflected in the water of Richardson
Bay.
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Steve McCaffery

ATTRITIONS

To write is to kill, that's all
Blanchot

essorer, autoriser, liquéfier, cancaner,
the burning ice which was of course
the body between paradox
inside a tent of skin
unwrapping organs with two eyes
they call (our) planets in orbit around
lost saturday's rotisseries
and we'll all be graduate students forever
in phonetic manners metaclosure
remembering parks forget
their golf course mandates in penumbra
the homeless
settle in as antimatter at the same time
a labyrinth of flint hits syntax
as a throat tongue and six teeth form
a hebrew letter meaning aids
intellect and capital in drag
the paper occupied by paint a "had to"
into focus drawing out to new communities
from vertigo
the prostitution of intensities
rigidity perceived in floating rags of rays still
unperceived perceived
in would have if itself at any price comes down to
the starving in the street a grammar of those poorest secondary skins
halts falteringly at hope
pelliculates in talking grass
the incandescent emphasis
on finger nails a bacon strip of lip
the hand a novel being written
rotten eggs forgetting
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Hannah Weiner

Amorous Perspective
I rushed through the door.
You had bitten a way for me. (1)

Man with the Newspaper (2)
1. Sat by the window
in his wing collar.

2. Now he is gone
3. He is gone
4. Slight dominance of red velvet curtains

Dangerous Acquaintances
Would you rather
I turned my ass
to you? (3)
Well, say so,
don't stand there
holding a mirror.

The Castle of the Pyrenees
Come to my summer house.
It's damp
floating over the sea,
but you can light a fire
in any French Horn.
Eagles bring you there. (4)

The False Mirror
In your blue eye
the sky
has clouds
in it. (5)

The Alphabet of Revelations (6)
A key
a leaf
a stemmed pipe
a stemmed glass

twisted wire
has torn canvas
unlocked



L = A = N = G = U = A = G = E

   --

maple dreams

the leaf also has a stem
the key also has a stem

Well, I laughed
I thought the clouds
were upside down.
They weren't.
You laughed.

Revolution! (7)

The Golden Legend
Magritte, damn
your stone loaves (8)
that float past
my hungry
window!

Notes
1. See your dentist every six months
for a regular check up

2. An American Paper for the Amer
ican People

3. Yes
4. Sundays and Holidays. Will not
run May 28, July 2, and Sept. 3

5. today and tomorrow. Precipitation
probability:
Tuesday 20%, Tuesday night and
Wednesday 30%

7.
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8. made from wheat and rye flour
rye meal, yeast, table salt,
vegetable shortening, malt,
caraway seeds, caramel, onion
powder, calcium propionate
and water.
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Lyn Hejinian

It is the writer's object
to supply the hollow green
and yellow life of the
human I

It rains with rains supplied
before I learned to type
along the sides who when
asked what we have in
common with nature replied opportunity
and size

Readers of the practical help
They then reside
And resistance is accurate it

rocks and rides the momentum
Words are emitted by the

rocks to the eye
Motes, parts, genders, sights collide
There are concavities
It is not imperfect to

have died
October 6, 1986

In the dark sky there
are constellations, all of them
erotic and they break open
the streets

The streets exceed the house
On occasion the body exceeds

the self
Everyday someone replaces someone and

someone's mother is sad so
as to exceed

The bed is a popular
enclosure from which to depart

Outside the stars are stunning
touching

It is a question of
scale

It is erotic when parts
exceed their scale

November 15, 1986
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Write worldwide with the muscular
power of uncertainty and approve
the world

Everything is subject to visibility
and the represented model is
wobbling

Living things in their redaction
decide to yodel

Thanks to a psychoacoustical transformation
they laugh

Ah! dark clipping shifts
Never alone in the chest

tone
The unit of anything which

will increase
An elation from weather is

anti anti feminist
We make the advance which

is sexual
One woman friend feeling embarrassed

at the nudists' beach
From embarrassment, hidden in an

embrace we invite it in
The least unit of shape,

oath, hover, farmhouse, many people's
walking with traffic passing, green

In the park, wanting to
see every painting and not
to miss the gorillas

Such is the romance of
the lack of improvement

It is obdurate but not
leisure

January 19, 1987
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Carla Harryman

NOT FRANCE

I can’t stuff myself anymore! (Arguments in the form of noble people and ventriloquists seep out of
mortar of the chateau at the time of Louis XIV)

Death as observed by victims.

Death as observed by victims.

A death observed by a victim, death’s victim. Something specific.

And So on.

Don’t stop now.

Be as exact as possible.

Number four.

Number four! Death as observed.

Number five: In a theater, a piece of body rubbed on an erection.

More.

More.

Number six: Dies.

Number Seven: The details, the details.

Number eight: Numbers take over the role of ventriloquists.

Number nine: A ventriloquist takes over the role of numbers: counting each hair as
pulls it out of hid head.

Number 10: Dies.

Number 11: More.

Number 12: Another ventriloquist rises from the role of numbers and duplicates all previous actions,
jerking the pecker of a nobleman every time he tear a hair out of hid own head.



L = A = N = G = U = A = G = E

--   

Number 13: A noblewoman announces the fall of the court of Louis XIV.

Number 15: Recount!

Number 16: Recount!

Number 17: essay on redevelopment: the country. A number rips through the shirt of a noblewoman,
who has announced the fall of the court from the stage. A ventriloquist grabs for the number which
scissors through the woman’s skirt and slinks into the woman’s asshole just as the ventriloquist misses
it. The ventriloquist. I s nit protected.

Number 18: More detail.

Number 19: the ventriloquist plunges his hand into her ass and pulls it out screaming, minus a finger.

Number 20: the woman is consumed alive by the number cutting through her from inside out.

Number 21: Announcement: death recounted by victims!

Number 22: as she dies, she is consumed by a heap of ventriloquists and numbers.

Number 23: her sister is assigned to the task of making an encyclopedic account of the day.

Number 24: the sister divides the day into days and the hours into days and the minutes into days and
the seconds into days and the semi seconds into days all of whom, once invented, judiciously enter her
into the logos, the loges, or the lodge named Sade. He comes later.

Number 25: the foul residue of the court of Louis XIV march with provisions counted and recounted
toothless, sewn shut, welted, and bored open to a gash in the middle of the condition that is NOT
FRANCE.
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