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1

Introduction

During a sonnet workshop that Ted Berrigan conducted at The Poetry Proj-
ect at St. Mark’s Church in New York City in February 1979, Ted noted 
that when he first began studying poetry independently he was drawn to 
Shakespeare’s sonnets for their wit, brevity, and in particular their diction. 
He recognized the possibility of a poetic model in those works, and this was 
significant in that he was initially drawn to Ezra Pound’s Cantos but didn’t 
feel he possessed the store of historical data necessary to fill such sprawling 
works. He followed these remarks by reading Shakespeare’s sonnet “XCIV” 
(“They that have the power to hurt and will do none”) which contains the 
lines “They are the lords and owners of their faces / Others but stewards of 
their excellence,” lines that Ted appropriated and altered three years later in 
his poem “In the Land of Pygmies & Giants”:

Anselm!  Edmund!
  Get me an ashtray!
No one in this house
In any way is any longer sick!
    And I am the Lord, and owner
        of their faces.
     They call me, Dad!

One (or two in this case) might have memories of these lines as simul-
taneous command and exhortation from the next room, which raises the 
curious question of what came first: the speaking or writing of the poem? 
And since Ted, as so often was the case in those days, was lying in bed 
awake, writing, reading, talking, and smoking while we played in the front 
room of our lower Manhattan railroad apartment, couldn’t the poem have 
been written and spoken at once: an example of a practical, domestic work-
ing method, of getting it in the ear and on the page while also getting the 
sorely needed ashtray? Given that Ted made use of lines that might have 



2 introduction

been spoken, sung, overheard, written, and read—by himself or, literally, 
anyone else—it’s not out of the question to think so, nor is it unusual to 
come across a high-end Elizabethan utterance mixed in rather easily with 
some affectionate and gently comic spoken diction of the late twentieth-
century variety. The necessity of segregating manners of speaking, be they 
high or low, simply did not exist for Ted, whose conception of what materi-
als might be necessary or amusing within a poem was unbridled (see the 
one-two combo of “The Complete Prelude,” a no-frills condensation of 
Wordsworth, and “Paul Blackburn,” a brief song-made-of-facts written to 
mark the imminence of that poet’s death, for a coincidental illustration of 
this point).

“In the Land of Pygmies & Giants” appears toward the beginning 
of A Certain Slant of Sunlight, the last book Ted completed before his 
relatively early death at the age of 48 in 1983. It is interesting to note that 
Shakespeare’s sonnets were still a drawing point for Ted some two decades 
after the composition of The Sonnets, the book that catapulted him to liter-
ary notoriety in the early 1960s and became, until recently, his best known 
work. The Sonnets and A Certain Slant of Sunlight make for an interesting 
comparison. While in The Sonnets Ted would simply take and/or cut up the 
works of friends (Joe Brainard, Ron Padgett, Dick Gallup—all of whom he 
met while living in Tulsa) or heroic figures (John Ashbery, Frank O’Hara, 
Rimbaud), in A Certain Slant of Sunlight friends were invited to write lines 
onto postcards, which Ted would then write around or through. Where 
The Sonnets is a numerically ordered sequence and, as he commented at a 
legendary reading of the entire book at 80 Langton Street in San Francisco 
in 1981, the book through the writing of which he became a poet, A Certain 
Slant of Sunlight was the last book Ted would work on before his death—
the culmination of his poetry. Its sequential aspect is hidden by titles, its 
erudition isn’t that of a young man’s breakthrough discoveries, and its merit 
is still under-discussed.

A Certain Slant of Sunlight is also the book that we have the most direct 
personal connection with, having been present for its writing, which mostly 
took place in 1982, and having both wittingly and unwittingly provided 
material for some of the poems (see “Treason of the Clerks” for example). 
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Since we were both still very young (10 and 8) and since Ted’s death would 
follow in about a year, this book has always been an important one for us 
to return to in order to ask the type of vital questions poetry is especially 
poised to answer: who was he, and, by extension, who were we? It’s still fas-
cinating to consider that kind of information available there, sometimes in 
the lines (“They call me, Dad!”) and sometimes in the spaces between them:

for I am a lot more

insane than

This Valley

n

The two decades of nonstop production that followed the writing of The 
Sonnets were marked by several major formal shifts and explorations. The 
heavy-duty cut-up and appropriation methods that Ted employed so boldly 
throughout The Sonnets were never given up per se, but were instead blended 
into the surfaces of his later works. For example, “Whitman in Black,” writ-
ten in the late 1970s, mixes a seemingly personal take on living in New York 
City with language appropriated from a pamphlet by Ross MacDonald on 
how to write crime novels, while “Last Poem,” despite its dramatic elegiac 
surface, is in fact collaged from a number of sources, including Ted’s own 
work, and is meant to work as a form that anyone might use.

After The Sonnets, Ted continued to experiment, using transliteration 
methods on poems by Pierre Reverdy in “The Secret Life of Ford Madox 
Ford,” engaging the odd title-and-text form of “Rusty Nails” that may have 
been borrowed from Kenneth Koch, and also working collaboratively with 
Padgett, Brainard, and artist George Schneeman in works that went into the 
book Bean Spasms. Around that time (specifically October 1965 to January 
1966) Ted worked on the poem “Tambourine Life.” “Tambourine Life” was 
originally written as a rigid left-justified column of words. The transfor-
mation of it into an “open field” layout marked a major stylistic turn. He 
broke the standard poetic line into smaller irregular units that conformed 
to his speech patterns as a New Englander, overlaid by Tulsa speech pat-
terns. Poet and friend Paul Blackburn seems an obvious influence on this 
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move, though possibly not to Ted, who preferred to cite Padgett’s poem 
“Tone Arm” as an influence. The open field style allowed for new kinds of 
movements in Ted’s works, including friends literally walking in and out, 
as well as a balancing of zanier moments with more intimate subject matter, 
such as attending to his young son David:

 34

Life is Never boring when you are Tarzan of the Apes
  e.g. You step out from behind a bush
      and you say
          “Yes, I am M’sieur Tarzan”

 35

Dick Gallup arrives at this point
and says
     “Life is Boring”

36

Jacques-Louis David is crying in his crib
    he is not bored
            Jane has given him a banana

Ted was in a continual process of pushing out and exploring, but also 
constantly returning to and reusing the knowledge of his experiments, redi-
recting them back towards a sense of his core person. He began to actively 
court sentimentality in poems during the late 1960s, intertwining senti-
mental and experimental gestures in his works from then onward. Poems 
such as “American Express,” “February Air,” and “Peace” began to appear:

What to do   
when the days’ heavy heart   

having risen, late
in the already darkening East   

& prepared at any moment, to sink   
into the West
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surprises suddenly,   
& settles, for a time,   

at a lovely place
where mellow light spreads   

evenly   
from face to face?

 (from “Peace”)

Ted was also continually interested in the list, both as a poetic form to be 
employed within a work (see “The Ten Greatest Books of All Time” at the 
end of “London Air”) or, more typically, as the main structure of the work 
itself (he often talked about poems as being, in effect, lists of lines). Ted’s 
“things to do” poems made it possible for him to engage the list-as-form, 
personalize it, and place it squarely in the present. The first few examples 
of such poems somewhat resemble actual lists (“Things to Do in New York 
City,” “10 Things I Do Every Day”), but Ted later applied the “things to do” 
compositional methodology to the open field form and wrote “Things to 
Do in Providence,” one of his best-known mid-period works.

“Things to Do in Providence” is the midpoint of our selection, followed 
by “Three Sonnets and a Coda for Tom Clark.” The moment of recogniz-
ing oneself as an adult in the eyes of one’s parent (after having become a 
parent oneself ) occurs in “Things to Do in Providence,” marking a shift 
into a more mature confidence. “Three Sonnets and a Coda for Tom Clark” 
represents a moment where the mechanics and process of The Sonnets are 
recycled and filled with “up-to-date” information, i.e. recent lines from 
Ted’s poems; the movement of the earlier sonnets is soundly re-created, but 
the weight of the lines has changed, also changing by extension the momen-
tum and mood of the poems.

In the early seventies, Ted began writing the poems that would become 
part of the sequence Easter Monday, though he would never see the com-
plete sequence published during his lifetime. As Ted put it during a reading 
at the Naropa Institute in 1976, “On Easter Sunday you rise from the grave, 
which is great. But on Easter Monday you have to go get a job and support 
yourself, which is not so great.” Ted had begun something of a second life: 
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he had left New York to take various teaching jobs around the country and 
in England, new friendships had arisen, and he had remarried. The poems 
in Easter Monday reflect these changes across a development of condensed 
poetic structures. Direct addresses to friends (friendship being one of Ted’s 
constant themes and a source of both material and inspiration), elegies, 
lists, meditations on color and light, and formal experiments dressed up 
as lyrical surfaces can all be found in the sequence—occasionally several 
at once—as well as a growing awareness of his own physical fragility: “It’s 
hard to fight, when your body is not with you. / & it’s equally hard not to” 
(from “Work Postures”). The transformation implied by the concept of a 
second life necessitates a questioning of Ted’s previous ideas as to how to 
conduct one’s life: “am I finally ill at ease with my own / Principle? Fortune 
be praised!” (from “Soviet Souvenir”). But also, by extension, a stark under-
standing of how to continue: “And the thing is, we don’t need / that much 
money” (from “Chicago Morning”).

In the late seventies Ted returned to New York City for what would 
be the final part of his life. He had a conscious awareness that he might 
not live much longer, a discomfort compounded by uneasy relations with 
old friends. At the same time, a generation of younger poets emerged for 
whom Ted was a valuable poetic elder, mentor, and friend. Some poets had 
migrated to New York on their own, some had followed him from England 
and Chicago to be a part of the New York poetry scene and the excite-
ment that comes with mixing into a denser population. His poems took 
on an intensely autobiographical aspect. “Cranston Near the City Line” 
is a return to some of his earliest memories, including an encounter with 
his grandfather and the recollection of a sense that his life would not be 
ordinary: “I never told anyone what I knew. Which was that it wasn’t / for 
anyone else what it was for me.” “In the 51st State” is both a meditation on 
his health predicament, with an allusion to the death of Tolstoy’s Anna 
Karenina, and an address to all four of his children:

Bon voyage, little ones.

Follow me down
Through the locks. There is no key.
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“Red Shift” reaches back to 1961 and the arrival of himself, Brainard, and 
Ron and Pat Padgett in New York City, and his examination of their trans-
formations leads to the stunning last line: “The world’s furious song flows 
through my costume.”

However, in a furiously impure life, as the last line of “Round About 
Oscar” informs us, “Absolute quality tells absolutely nothing.” This poem, 
a quirky merging of philosophical theses and sports headlines, has a rapidly 
changing pulse and collaged source structure that parallel the direction 
Ted took while making the postcard poems that led to A Certain Slant of 
Sunlight. The collaborative nature of the project, which involved individu-
ally composed cards sent out to the Alternative Press’s mailing list, plus the 
large number of postcards involved (five hundred) and their small size (4½ 
by 7 inches) gave Ted a refreshed approach to writing, resulting in about 
160 new poems, one hundred of which went into the book.

Ted wrote twenty-one pages of poetry in the few months that remained 
to him after he completed A Certain Slant of Sunlight. His last poem “This 
Will Be Her Shining Hour” is a dialogue around the occasion of Mom 
watching the Fred Astaire film “The Sky’s the Limit,” in one room while he 
writes the poem in another, cribbing lines from both the movie and their 
conversation. It’s likely that cigarette ashes were cascading down his beard.

n

This new Selected Poems, coming on the heels of the Collected Poems, 
offers a comprehensive and chronological look at Ted’s poetic work. So 
Going Around Cities provides an idiosyncratic take on Ted’s career (and 
was assembled by Ted himself ), but only includes poems up to 1979. The 
Selected Poems published by Penguin in 1994 is a shorter book focusing on 
Ted’s lyrical side, with a selection from The Sonnets placed at the end of the 
book. While our selection has been edited with consideration and inclusion 
of Ted’s most well known works, one of the tenets of our editing process was 
that this Selected needed to be the kind of book that could include a poem 
such as “To an Eggbeater”—a whimsical, quasi-surrealistic work written 
during Ted’s intensive exploration of the short form in the early 1970s.

Initially we divvied up the editing process with Alice according to Ted’s 
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three major sequences—one of us working on The Sonnets, one on A Certain 
Slant of Sunlight, and one working on the Easter Monday selection—which 
we then presented to each other for further consideration. We spent a lot 
of time altering each other’s lists: there are many possible outcomes for this 
kind of book. We kept as close to a chronological order as possible, with a 
few exceptions detailed in the notes section. The most deliberate variation 
we made was to put the poem “People of the Future” at the beginning, in 
imitation of Ted’s own choice for his book Nothing for You. Otherwise, a 
chronological order seemed the best way to tell the story of Ted’s work, to 
new and familiar readers alike.

Anselm Berrigan 
Edmund Berrigan 
April 2009
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People of the Future
People of the future
while you are reading these poems, remember
you didn’t write them,
I did.

Doubts
to David Bearden

Don’t call me “Berrigan”
Or “Edmund”
If ever you touch me
Rivers of annoyance undermine the arrangements

If you would own me
Spit
The broken eggshell of morning
A proper application
Of stately rhythms
Timing
Accessible to adepts
All
May pierce this piercing wind
Penetrate this light
To hide my shadow

But the recoil
Not death but to mount the throne
Mountains of twine and
Entangling moments

Which is why I send you my signal
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That is why I give you this six-gun and call you “Steve”
Have you taken the measure of the wind?
Can hands touch, and
Must we dispose of “the others”?

String of Pearls

 Lester Young! why are you playing that clarinet
you know you are Horn in my head? the middle page is
missing god damn it now how will I ever understand Nature
And New Painting? doo doot doo Where is Dick Gallup
his room is horrible it has books in it and paint peeling
a 1934 icebox living on the fifth floor it’s
ridiculous

 yes and it’s ridiculous to be sitting here
in New York City 28 years old wife sleeping and
Lester playing the wrong sound in 1936 in Kansas City (of
all places) sounding like Benny Goodman (of all people) but
a good sound, not a surprise, a voice, & where was Billie, he
hadn’t met her yet, I guess Gallup wasn’t born yet neither was
my wife Just me & that icebox I hadn’t read horn by John
Clellon Holmes yet, either

What is rhythm I wonder? Which was George & which Ira
 Gershwin? Why
don’t I do more? wanting only to be walking in the New
 York Autumn
warm from coffee I still can feel gurgling under my ribs
climbing the steps of the only major statement in New York City
(Louis Sullivan) thinking the poem I am going to write seeing
the fountains come on wishing I were he
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Words for Love
for Sandy

Winter crisp and the brittleness of snow
as like make me tired as not. I go my
myriad ways blundering, bombastic, dragged
by a self that can never be still, pushed
by my surging blood, my reasoning mind.

I am in love with poetry. Every way I turn
this, my weakness, smites me. A glass
of chocolate milk, head of lettuce, dark-
ness of clouds at one o’clock obsess me.
I weep for all of these or laugh.

By day I sleep, an obscurantist, lost
in dreams of lists, compiled by my self
for reassurance.  Jackson Pollock  René
Rilke  Benedict Arnold  I watch
my psyche, smile, dream wet dreams, and sigh.

At night, awake, high on poems, or pills
or simple awe that loveliness exists, my lists
flow differently. Of words bright red
and black, and blue.  Bosky.  Oubliette.  Dis-
severed. And O, alas

Time disturbs me. Always minute detail
fills me up. It is 12:10 in New York. In Houston
it is 2 p.m. It is time to steal books. It’s
time to go mad. It is the day of the apocalypse
the year of parrot fever! What am I saying?

Only this. My poems do contain
wilde beestes. I write for my Lady
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of the Lake. My god is immense, and lonely
but uncowed. I trust my sanity, and I am proud. If
I sometimes grow weary, and seem still, nevertheless

my heart still loves, will break.

For You
for James Schuyler

New York’s lovely weather hurts my forehead
here where clean snow is sitting, wetly
round my ears, as hand-in-glove and
head-to-head with Joe, I go reeling
up First Avenue to Klein’s. Christmas
is sexy there. We feel soft sweaters
and plump rumpled skirts we’d like to try.
It was gloomy being broke today, and baffled
in love: Love, why do you always take my heart away?
But then the soft snow came sweetly falling down
and head in the clouds, feet soaked in mush
I rushed hatless into the white and shining air,
glad to find release in heaven’s care.

Personal Poem #2

I wake up 11:30 back aching from soft bed Pat
gone to work Ron to class (I never heard a sound)
it’s my birthday. 27. I put on birthday
pants birthday shirt go to adam’s buy a Pepsi for
breakfast come home drink it take a pill
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I’m high!    
I do three Greek lessons to make

up for cutting class. I read birthday book
(from Joe) on Juan Gris real name: José
Vittoriano Gonzalez stop in the middle read
all my poems gloat a little over new ballad
quickly skip old sonnets imitations of Shakespeare.
Back to books. I read poems by Auden Spenser Stevens
Pound and Frank O’Hara. I hate books.   

I wonder
if Jan or Helen or Babe ever think about me. I
wonder if David Bearden still dislikes me. I wonder
if people talk about me secretly. I wonder if
I’m too old. I wonder if I’m fooling myself
about pills. I wonder what’s in the icebox.
I wonder if Ron or Pat bought any toilet paper
 this morning

Personal Poem #9

It’s 8:54 a.m. in Brooklyn it’s the 26th of July
and it’s probably 8:54 in Manhattan but I’m
in Brooklyn  I’m eating English muffins and drinking
Pepsi and I’m thinking of how Brooklyn is New
York City too  how odd  I usually think of it
as something all its own  like Bellows Falls  like
Little Chute  like Uijongbu  

  I never thought
on the Williamsburg Bridge I’d come so much to Brooklyn
just to see lawyers and cops who don’t even carry guns
taking my wife away and bringing her back
 No
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and I never thought Dick would be back at Gude’s
beard shaved off long hair cut and Carol reading
his books when we were playing cribbage and watching
the sun come up over the Navy Yard a-
cross the river
 I think I was thinking
when I was ahead I’d be somewhere like Perry street
erudite dazzling slim and badly-loved
contemplating my new book of poetry
to be printed in simple type on old brown paper
feminine marvelous and tough

n  n  n
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From The Sonnets

I

His piercing pince-nez. Some dim frieze
Hands point to a dim frieze, in the dark night.
In the book of his music the corners have straightened:
Which owe their presence to our sleeping hands.
The ox-blood from the hands which play
For fire for warmth for hands for growth
Is there room in the room that you room in?
Upon his structured tomb:
Still they mean something. For the dance
And the architecture.
Weave among incidents
May be portentous to him
We are the sleeping fragments of his sky,
Wind giving presence to fragments.

II

Dear Margie, hello. It is 5:15 a.m.
dear Berrigan. He died
Back to books. I read
It’s 8:30 p.m. in New York and I’ve been running around all day
old come-all-ye’s streel into the streets. Yes, it is now,
How Much Longer Shall I Be Able To Inhabit The Divine
and the day is bright gray turning green
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feminine marvelous and tough
watching the sun come up over the Navy Yard
to write scotch-tape body in a notebook
had 17 and ½ milligrams
Dear Margie, hello. It is 5:15 a.m.
fucked til 7 now she’s late to work and I’m
18 so why are my hands shaking I should know better

III

Stronger than alcohol, more great than song,
deep in whose reeds great elephants decay;
I, an island, sail, and my shores toss
on a fragrant evening, fraught with sadness
bristling hate.
It’s true, I weep too much. Dawns break
slow kisses on the eyelids of the sea,
what other men sometimes have thought they’ve seen.
And since then I’ve been bathing in the poem
lifting her shadowy flowers up for me,
and hurled by hurricanes to a birdless place
the waving flags, nor pass by prison ships
O let me burst, and I be lost at sea!
and fall on my knees then, womanly.
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Poem in the Traditional Manner

Whenever Richard Gallup is dissevered,
Fathers and teachers, and daemons down under the sea,
Audenesque Epithalamiums! She
Sends her driver home and she stays with me.

Match-Game etcetera! Bootleggers
Barrel-assing chevrolets grow bold. I summon
To myself sad silent thoughts,
Opulent, sinister, and cold.

Shall it be male or female in the tub?
And grawk go under, and grackle disappear,
And high upon the Brooklyn Bridge alone,
An ugly ogre masturbates by ear:

Of my darling, my darling, my pipe and my slippers,
Something there is is benzedrine in bed:
And so, so Asiatic, Richard Gallup
Goes home, and gets his gat, and plugs his dad.

From a Secret Journal

My babies parade waving their innocent flags
an unpublished philosopher, a man who must
column after column down colonnade of rust
in my paintings, for they are present
I am wary of the mulctings of the pink promenade,
went in the other direction to Tulsa,
glistering, bristling, cozening whatever disguises
S of Christmas John Wayne will clown with
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Dreams, aspirations of presence! Innocence gleaned,
annealed! The world in its mysteries are explained,
and the struggles of babies congeal. A hard core is formed.
“I wanted to be a cowboy.” Doughboy will do.
Romance of it all was overwhelming
daylight of itself dissolving and of course it rained.

Penn Station

On the green a white boy goes
And he walks. Three ciphers and a faint fakir
No  One  Two  Three  Four  Today
I thought about all those radio waves
Winds flip down the dark path of breath
Passage  the treasure  Gomangani  I
Forget  bring the green boy white ways
And the wind goes there
Keats was a baiter of bears
Who died of lust  (You lie!  You lie!)
As so we all must in the green jungle
Under a sky of burnt umber we bumble to
The mien florist’s to buy green nosegays
For the fey Saint’s parade  Today
We may read about all those radio waves
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XV

In Joe Brainard’s collage its white arrow
He is not in it, the hungry dead doctor.
Of Marilyn Monroe, her white teeth white-
I am truly horribly upset because Marilyn
and ate King Korn popcorn,” he wrote in his
of glass in Joe Brainard’s collage
Doctor, but they say “i love you”
and the sonnet is not dead.
takes the eyes away from the gray words,
Diary. The black heart beside the fifteen pieces
Monroe died, so I went to a matinee B-movie
washed by Joe’s throbbing hands. “Today
What is in it is sixteen ripped pictures
does not point to William Carlos Williams.

XXIII

On the 15th day of November in the year of the motorcar
Between Oologah and Pawnee
A hand is writing these lines
In a roomful of smoky man names burnished dull black
Southwest, lost doubloons rest, no comforts drift
On dream smoke down the sooted fog ravine
In a terrible Ozark storm the Tundra vine
Blood ran like muddy inspiration: Walks he in around anyway
The slight film has gone to gray-green children
And seeming wide night. Now night
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Is a big drink of waterbugs  Then were we so fragile
Honey scorched our lips
On the 15th day of November in the year of the motorcar
Between Oologah and Pawnee

XXVIII

to gentle, pleasant strains
just homely enough
to be beautiful
in the dark neighborhoods of my own sad youth
i fall in love.  once
seven thousand feet over one green schoolboy summer
i dug two hundred graves,
laughing, “Put away your books! Who shall speak of us
when we are gone? Let them wear scarves
in the once a day snow, crying in the kitchen
of my heart!” O my love, I will weep a less bitter truth,
till other times, making a minor repair,
a breath of cool rain in those streets
clinging together with slightly detached air.

XXX

Into the closed air of the slow
Now she guards her chalice in a temple of fear
Each tree stands alone in stillness
to gentle, pleasant strains
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Dear Marge, hello. It is 5:15 a.m.
Andy Butt was drunk in the Parthenon
Harum-scarum haze on the Pollock streets
This excitement to be all of night, Henry!
Ah, Bernie, to think of you alone, suffering
It is such a good thing to be in love with you
On the green a white boy goes
He’s braver than I, brother
Many things are current, and of these the least are
  not always children
On the 15th day of November in the year of the motorcar

XXXI

And then one morning to waken perfect-faced
To the big promise of emptiness
In a terrible Ozark storm
Pleasing John Greenleaf Whittier!
Speckled marble bangs against his soiled green feet
And each sleeping son is broke-backed and dumb
In fever and sleep processional
Voyages harass the graver
And grope underneath the most serious labor
Darius feared the boats. Meanwhile
John Greenleaf Whittier was writing. Meanwhile
Grandma thought wistfully of international sock fame
Down the John G. Whittier Railroad Road
In the morning sea mouth
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XXXVII

It is night. You are asleep. And beautiful tears
Have blossomed in my eyes. Guillaume Apollinaire is dead.
The big green day today is singing to itself
A vast orange library of dreams, dreams
Dressed in newspaper, wan as pale thighs
Making vast apple strides towards “The Poems.”
“The Poems” is not a dream. It is night. You
Are asleep. Vast orange libraries of dreams
Stir inside “The Poems.” On the dirt-covered ground
Crystal tears drench the ground. Vast orange dreams
Are unclenched. It is night. Songs have blossomed
In the pale crystal library of tears. You
Are asleep. A lovely light is singing to itself,
In “The Poems,” in my eyes, in the line, “Guillaume
  Apollinaire is dead.”

XXXVIII

Sleep half sleep half silence and with reasons
For you I starred in the movie
Made on the site
Of Benedict Arnold’s triumph, Ticonderoga, and
I shall increase from this
As I am a cowboy and you imaginary
Ripeness begins corrupting every tree
Each strong morning  A man signs a shovel
And so he digs  It hurts  and so
We get our feet wet in air  we love our lineage
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Ourselves  Music, salve, pills, kleenex, lunch
And the promise never to truckle  A man
Breaks his arm and so he sleeps  he digs
In sleep half silence and with reason

XLI

banging around in a cigarette   she isn’t “in love”
my dream a drink with Ira Hayes we discuss the code of
  the west
my hands make love to my body when my arms are around you
you never tell me your name
and I am forced to write “belly” when I mean “love”
Au revoir, scene!
I waken, read, write long letters and
wander restlessly when leaves are blowing
my dream a crumpled horn
in advance of the broken arm
she murmurs of signs to her fingers
weeps in the morning to waken so shackled with love
Not me. I like to beat people up.
My dream a white tree

XLVI
Lines For Lauren Owen

Harum-scarum haze on the Pollock streets
The fleet drifts in on an angry tidal wave
Drifts of Johann Strauss
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The withering weather of
Of polytonic breezes gathering in the gathering winds
Of a plush palace shimmering velvet red
In the trembling afternoon
A dark trance
The cherrywood romances of rainy cobblestones
Mysterious Billy Smith a fantastic trigger
Melodic signs of Arabic adventure
A boy first sought in Tucson Arizona
Or on the vast salt deserts of America
Where Snow White sleeps among the silent dwarfs

L

I like to beat people up
absence of passion, principles, love. She murmurs
What just popped into my eye was a fiend’s umbrella
and if you should come and pinch me now
as I go out for coffee
. . . as I was saying winter of 18 lumps
Days produce life locations to banish 7 up
Nomads, my babies, where are you? Life’s
My dream which is gunfire in my poem
Orange cavities of dreams stir inside “The Poems”
Whatever is going to happen is already happening
Some people prefer “the interior monologue”
I like to beat people up
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LII
for Richard White

It is a human universe: & I
is a correspondent  The innocence of childhood
is not genuine  it shines forth from the faces
The poem upon the page is as massive as Anne’s thighs
Belly to hot belly we have laid   

baffling combustions
are everywhere  graying the faces of virgins
aching to be fucked we  fondle their snatches
and O, I am afraid!  The poem upon the page
will not kneel  for everything comes to it
gratuitously  like Gertrude Stein to Radcliffe
Gus Cannon to say “I called myself Banjo Joe!”
O wet kisses, death on earth, lovely fucking in the poem
  upon the page,
you have kept up with the times, and I am glad!

LV

Grace to be born 
and live as variously 
as possible
Fr ank O’Har a

Grace to be born and live as variously as possible
White boats  green banks  black dust  atremble
Massive as Anne’s thighs upon the page
I rage in a blue shirt at a brown desk in a
Bright room sustained by a bellyful of pills
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“The Poems” is not a dream  for all things come to them
Gratuitously  In quick New York we imagine the blue Charles
Patsy awakens in heat and ready to squabble
No Poems she demands in a blanket command  belly
To hot belly we have laid  serenely white
Only my sweating pores are true in the empty night
Baffling combustions are everywhere!  we hunger and taste
And go to the movies  then run home drenched in flame
To the grace of the make-believe bed

LXV

Dreams, aspirations of presence! Innocence gleaned,
annealed! The world in its mysteries are explained,
and the struggles of babies congeal. A hard core is formed.
Today I thought about all those radio waves
He eats of the fruits of the great Speckle bird,
Pissing on the grass!
I too am reading the technical journals,
Rivers of annoyance undermine the arrangements
Someone said “Blake-blues” and someone else “pill-head”
Meaning bloodhounds.
Washed by Joe’s throbbing hands
She is introspection.
It is a Chinese signal.
There is no such thing as a breakdown
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LXX
after Arthur Rimbaud

Sweeter than sour apples flesh to boys
The brine of brackish water pierced my hulk
Cleansing me of rot-gut wine and puke
Sweeping away my anchor in its swell
And since then I’ve been bathing in the poem
Of the star-steeped milky flowing mystic sea
Devouring great sweeps of azure green and
Watching flotsam, dead men, float by me
Where, dyeing all the blue, the maddened flames
And stately rhythms of the sun, stronger
Than alcohol, more great than song,
Fermented the bright red bitterness of love
I’ve seen skies split with light, and night,
And surfs, currents, waterspouts; I know
What evening means, and doves, and I have seen
What other men sometimes have thought they’ve seen

LXXII
A Sonnet for Dick Gallup 
/ July 1963

The logic of grammar is not genuine  it shines forth
From The Boats  We fondle the snatches of virgins
  aching to be fucked
And O, I am afraid!  Our love has red in it  and
I become finicky as in an abstraction!
 ( . . . but lately
I’m always lethargic . . .   the last heavy sweetness
through the wine . . . )
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 Who dwells alone
 Except at night
( . . . basted the shackles the temporal music the spit)
  Southwest lost doubloons rest, no comforts drift on
dream smoke
 (my dream  the big earth)
On the green a white boy goes   to not
Forget  Released by night (which is not to imply
Clarity  The logic is not The Boats  and O, I am not alone

LXXIV

The academy 
of the future 
is opening its doors
John Ashbery

The academy of the future is opening its doors
my dream a crumpled horn
Under the blue sky the big earth is floating into “The Poems.”
“A fruitful vista, this, our South,” laughs Andrew to his Pa.
But his rough woe slithers o’er the land.
Ford Madox Ford is not a dream. The farm
was the family farm. On the real farm
I understood “The Poems.”
 Red-faced and romping in the wind, I, too,
am reading the technical journals. The only travelled sea
that I still dream of
is a cold black pond, where once
on a fragrant evening fraught with sadness
I launched a boat frail as a butterfly
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LXXVII

“dear chris

it is 3:17 a.m. in New York city, yes, it is
1962, it is the year of parrot fever. In
Brandenburg, and by the granite gates, the
old come-all-ye’s streel into the street. Yes, it is now,
the season of delight. I am writing to you to say that
I have gone mad. Now I am sowing the seeds which shall,
when ripe, master the day, and
portion out the night. Be watching for me when blood
flows down the streets. Pineapples are a sign
that I am coming. My darling, it is nearly time. Dress
the snowman in the Easter sonnet we made for him
when scissors were in style. For now, goodbye, and
all my love,    

The Snake.”

LXXXII

my dream a drink with Lonnie Johnson we discuss the code of
  the west
The red block dream of Hans Hofmann keeps going away and
  coming back to me
my dream a crumpled horn
my dream dear chris, hello. It is 5:15 a.m.
The academy of my dreams is opening its doors
Ford Madox Ford is not a dream.
The only travelled sea that I still dream of is a cold black pond
  where once on a fragrant evening fraught with sadness
  I launched a boat frail as a butterfly
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Southwest lost doubloons rest, no comforts drift on dream smoke
  down the sooted fog ravince
My dream a drink with Richard Gallup we discuss the code of
  the west
my dream a drink with Henry Miller
“The Poems” is not a dream.
Vast orange dreams wed to wakefulness: icy girls finger thighs
  bellies apples in my dream the big gunfire sequence for
  the Jay Kenneth Koch movie, Phooey!
My dream a drink with Ira Hayes we discuss the code of the west

LXXXVII

Beware of Benjamin Franklin, he is totally lacking in grace
This is called “Black Nausea” by seers. (They basted his caption
on top of the fat sheriff )  

These sonnets are a homage to
King Ubu.
Fasten your crimson garter around his servile heart
With which he pours forth interminably
The poem of these states  scanning the long selves of
the shore  and  “gift gift”
Great black rat packs were running amuck amidst the murk
of these states  Outside my room
These sonnets are a homage to myself
absence of passion, principles, love
The most elegant present I could get!  (This is called
“Black Nausea” by seers)
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LXXXVIII
A Final Sonnet 
for Chris

How strange to be gone in a minute  A man
Signs a shovel and so he digs  Everything
Turns into writing a name for a day   

Someone
is having a birthday and someone is getting
married and someone is telling a joke  my dream
a white tree  I dream of the code of the west
But this rough magic I here abjure  and
When I have required some heavenly music  which even now
I do  to work mine end upon their senses
That this aery charm is for  I’ll break
My staff  bury it certain fathoms in the earth
And deeper than did ever plummet sound
I’ll drown my book.
It is 5:15 a.m.
 Dear Chris, hello.

n  n  n
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THE SECRET LIFE OF FORD MADOX FORD

1. 
stop stop six

Livid sweet undies drawl
Elevate
So do we squeal sporty ritual

Once a great kiss sin tells
Dance is night

Later away training melodies dances rues
Latent traveler on light
Lays tense all day silky past far deportment
Says your songs tombs surely rail

You arrest my faculties, you person    knees descend
On her part
Like rain occurs missing the whole point so he tired

She would say her little ditty of soul yes
She would say that her circuitous panties descend their
   first voyage
Her rear less a dress

This I can’t defeat  This stone slays me
I go and do that to her
Her lap opens kisses its tune foils this hurt
Dance of energy
They did bounce her

Her rule was grand it twists like a boulevard
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2. 
reeling midnight

Impasses come, dear beasts
Who require these looney airs so long gone from you all
O all gone to one surly, rude, humiliated

Let’s shovel out a song and dance  all knew it
Let’s mosey past them fondled brutes

Shove a dream of it up our regular day devourings
I’ll fondle you on home and hang a kiss on yours
Shall we raise our dead hams
(Her tranquil nose is a noble dancing vine)

Don’t hurt it

Don’t hit it either
Saying what’s so damn sweet
I am on trains  they’re all choo-choos
Ack! The Vampire! Some debut!
Lower your dress dammit!

In this tent I’ll untrack or take down some undies

Anguish I’ll sink thru key naps  a defense
To be learned one essential day

Like seals I’m indifferent

Eat a potato she said you sober All-American
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3. 
fauna time

Liquor troops in deshabillé from blondes a lonely song
Laming a lean m’sieu like a vessel
This man hates his aunt so he licks her feet
Laughing at her brilliant comas of goo

When addict comforts real
One sunk leper’s more real

Lesions are early they fume on her
In her beastly sleep
Some Plague Heavens! plagues offer
Loathsome murder  kill her for me
Says a weak hero completely wrong his meat leaping around

Liquor is her price when she sashays  she gouged me a long
   time with fins
Like in the movies
One man lassoed her leg’s inner lotus
Laughing at the dumb blue aches so thick in her metal disc passage
Slipping her a harangue

She really has some rashes!
And her cheek hays me off!

Gruesome rash ate such sweet arms and legs;
Who gashed her liver?
Leprosy ate her mouth turning into her news
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4. 
on his own

I’m not saying
She’s a creep
A wreck
Loving you phew hooray its fini
The reef ’s an injun bum
Lewd
Keep on O playful
One cent exploding cigar
Count the ends toot the lonely ear

Open the door let me in
The orbs say no
Lets sashay up the scene
And strangle the beans
A sick kid passed on a prairie new meat

The sore oozes vomit up in the ear shut the drum
Shut the earache
Mah mumbles mope an’ dumplin
Unless she tells me “’s too dumb”
The jello ouch I love may shoot all the martinis

My main ruse is in the mope
When the pill before we bleat lets us glow

The song blurs soda pop yea boo fah!
Uncle Nakee’s dead again

We mash and detash geese and their mothers
Untie the russkies nookies from their loins
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Go boot them in the lung my turn
Sell out the taint Oologah the stinky-poo undies my cookie
  ain’t on time

Tear down your undies let me see some lunch

5. 
the dance of the broken bomb

It’s a cute tune possibly by Camus
The gentle Brigadoon stands here
He sends his years to her
To pass the two birds ta-ta you pass them
To be complete just kiss him and you swish through the air
  six seconds ago
To attempt your bra must come off poor Marie
Never “poor”
Enjoy each other
You’ll never walk alone you’ll pee indoors
I peed Saturday
You’re the best of them all  men are such beasts they want you
He’ll caress it from time to time
The best one is in the parlor you sew all night poor neighbor
  unhand her
The airplane arrives in the bedroom
The best one that you’ll ever make up the air out of
Needling someone singing come on dish
Need a rescue try my Grandma
Put her on your knee desire more than her ear
The cloak of the monkey enchanted your blouses I ask for your
  hand
Then you pee. I have been with the sparrows
Whose side are you on, the sparrows?
You dolt!
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6. 
owe

I’ll yell at these men who pass
Hunks of shoe pass in the winter
You’ll take a jaunt to Bali soon
May you part own a funny train
I love your legs the tops
Behind the pouring radio

One arm is Turhan Bey
The other one a soft knee a parrot
Orson came he loved my arms to show all of me

Don’t hang up
A lovely “B”
18 francs sound of desoxyn

The number of times I loved you

All pass in front of the bush of truth
The true
Kills the goo

Up and down keep it down lend me some acorns encore
Here we are day I’m on you a long long way after my years
You too have killed someone

It kills you on the page

So shut up we sure learn age

A degenerate
Degenerate kiss you clean men kill at the chance

The looney facile gay are de rigeur today   I know it
Smell a party
A chevrolet my motto
I pour the dessert on the rear of the widow
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I first poured some over the cold edge of the dice
C’est la vie you two-face

Three whores went forth
Don’t be sloppy and mess with me I’ll twist yr face you clod

Later I passed away
I never again played

In ambergris I occurred in the garden
I sewed a long core and made my time
I trotted off
My faces flouted the last glance at the “B” in the yard

7. 
putting away

We’ll mash your leman, plunk
Hey unclothe clinch soon den dance
You can kiss a pro seize your own degenerate now take some

Lick her prow Moan her foot all over
Your number is up turning and turning in the widening gyre
Same only more
The moon whops you head
Around come the tacky girls

Our dumb deaths flop inside our dainties
And our nose hurts
Lacunae oompah eye-tally
Hell, unpant
The roué soireé it lays you out (where?)

At home we play and grunt
And long for brunch
A long time gone ate and munched
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Inside the svelte maison Samson and his hairs was there
One egg, rare
A brown icky drummer came at me

He puked on chumps who moaned its all unfair
Ate the beast with currants
The whole neighborhood blew their tops sicked the ape at me
I’ll see you me rocket eight days passed away

Have fun in the lumber its long overdue
At home my tail grew
Lay slowly so  phooey  so sorry  Great!
Climb on flail about pretty soon I’m coming (laughing)

Meanwhile

In a marsh they found a ton of sweat
Listen they laugh
They turn you don’t say looks like her debut

They pass the rest dance in the mess Boom! they know It

8. 
we are jungles

I’m a hero form of an eyelid act like you hate it
My hair refuses the nose of the muses
I danced on my tummy on land and I won’t last, beat me!
Why? Well bless you, you impulsive ham, it’s Yuletide!

Apache blows undone me   I’ll wipe you up yestiddy
You are in these pants, you spin, you fuss, you scram
Now a lotus will appear, kill our deer
Ere I heave me in again!
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Eyes of bats this is where I blubber on your safety pin
This homelife sicks us like wives & lovers, they want to be
    riven by us
This is where I left without you You didn’t win

There are some words floating over these words like glue, to
    dissever your broken head my home
I address my disc if I’m here   Are you sick?  I am Goy
    I see  Do you?  (that’s the breaks)
The day that you came on is words  Smile  Even the
    shoeshine is fearsome to you

It’s through it’s true; but all is not nothing as you say.
    This covers me.

Rusty Nails

my name

Smiling with grace the mother, the spouse, leaned
across to the fourth of their after-the-theatre party,
who was a girl older than this boy, aged almost seven- 
teen, by perhaps two years.

the problem of evil

I led in my childhood and youth the gently bred existence
of my class and my kind.
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patriotism

An estimated two million wasps were loosed on an area
of four hundred and fifty miles inhabited by
eighty thousand people.

my best friend

That was about you in my story.

an orphan learns to count

The Police swooped down in a squad car.

malnutrition

By accident I met some rich homosexuals of the inter- 
national queer set who cruise around the world, bumping
into each other in queer joints from New York to Cairo.

cancer

For there was a heavy curtain over the window, and in the
center of the room, an electric light bulb, suspended from
the ceiling, was all wrapped in newspaper.

sunburn

Loading his gun with one of these buttons, he seated
himself on the bed beside his wife, and declared his
intention of shooting the witch cat.
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death by drowning

For, in respect to the latter branch of the supposition,
it should be considered that the most trifling variation
of the facts of the two cases might give rise to the most
important miscalculations, by diverting thoroughly the
two courses of events; very much as, in arithmetic, an
error which, in its own individuality, may be inappreciable, 
produces, at length, by dint of multiplication at all points 
of the process, a result enormously at variance with the truth.

death in the afternoon

She sighed in vain for the chaff and the wheat, not knowing
the one from the other.

massacred by the indians

Ain’ nothin’ new about that neither.

bad news

The man in bed — staring at me appraisingly — was enormous.

spring returns

We are drawn to shit because we are imperfect in our uses
of the good.

the penniless widow

He drew his wife’s attention to the pustule on the top
of my skull for I had removed my hat out of courtesy.
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the doors of perception

There were seven to choose from, all putty.

the terrors of puberty

She didn’t realize her belly was more provocative when
it had been run through with hatred.

a proverb

Meanwhile the papers were reporting masochists shooting
tacks, with rubber bands, at apes in zoos.

a message from the loved one

I was horrified.

symbolism

He must have pressed the wrong button, or several of them,
for when the door fretted open he found himself deep under- 
ground, with no heart to try again.

the modern crisis

“What’s this nasty piece of wood stuck in your boobs?”

the afterlife

“The Cherry Orchard.”

the world today

“Jungle Law,” the man agreed.
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deadly visible rays

They had many days now when they were very happy.

something’s happening here

Your historian will not attempt to list the sights he
pointed out in the multitudinous halls since no one will
ever forget them anyway.

eight squares

A good smell of hot coffee is coming out of the coffee-pot
on the table.

a gift

“You in the new winter
 stretch forth your hands”

i am a man of constant sorrow

“I know from my own experience that telepathy is a fact.”

A Personal Memoir of Tulsa, Oklahoma / 1955 – 60

There we were, on fire with being there, then
And so we put our pants on
And began to get undressed. You were there, then
And there where you were, we were. And I
Was there, too! We had no pants on.
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And I saw your penis there. It was right there, where
We were, and it was with us. We looked at it, there
And you said, “Why hello there, Oliver!” to me, there
Beside you, without any pants on, there where I
Could hear you saying, “Why hello there!”

Then Frank came in, and George, and Bill, and Cannonball, and Frank;
And Simon, Jonas, Jennie-Lou, and Bob; and gentle Millie-Jean;
And Hannibal the Alp; and they took off their hats and coats
And all began to puke. They puked on Cal, and on Billy, and
On Benjamin, Lucifer, Jezebel, Asthmador and Frank. Then they left.

Frank was much younger then, there, and he had hair
On his belly; he looked like a model-aeroplane; a dark, gloomy
Navel in its tail; and you were there, there
In his tail: you were there and
Hair was there, and air was there, there, up in the air, among
The hair. And you were saying, “Why, hello there!”

And your pants, when you finally put them on there
Had a hole in them, there, where your penis was, before it flew
Away from there to find itself. And the hole there was wide
And it was deep. It was dark there; and
Supersonic Aeroplanes were there. And they were whirring.

“Whirrr-whirrr-whirrr,” went the throbbing aeroplanes, as
They zoomed out at us from in there; for we were there, where
Your pants met the sea, and we were glad! I was there, and Jock
And Zack, and Brett; and we met your penis passing by. It said,
“Goodbye mild starlight of The Sign of Fawn,” as it rode
     into the galaxy named ‘Fangs.’
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TAMBOURINE LIFE
for Anne Kepler

1

fuck communism

it’s red white and blue

in the bathroom

(Tuli’s)

One dollar, you Mother!

Make all your friends

stop!

(now there’s an idea)

 artforum
 723½ North Cienega Blvd
 Los Angeles, California

Back to the wall

 (it’s all in California)
 Thanks to Jack

I mean it’s all right here
  it’s morning
  and I’m looking  over the wall
  at Mr. Pierre Loti  and his nameless dog
  they work well  together
  on paper  i.e. this here

chasing a tiger across white expansiveness
    that is not lacking in significance

(what is?)
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the russian revolution

circa 1967

2

  The apples are red again in Chandler’s valley
redder for what happened there

 never did know what it was
never did care

 The End
 on a pillow

 naturally
 a doormat lust steam a hiss Guilty!

I see some handwriting on the wall

 of the Williamsburg Bridge

 intersection

 New York Post  ten cents

 tip the newsboy
 over
 a million
  laughs
 that’s the party line

 yes

 he’s working on the paper:

 Mr. Horatio Alger

 (he has a lovely talent)

 thank you
 here’s your change
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3

 I’m touched
 here, take this penny
 there is no need for the past
 the sun is out
 it’s night
 I mean
 it is night
 and I love you better
 since
 this seizure / of my eyeballs

 .
 Take off those Fug panties!
 Go ahead
 it’s a big world
 The big guys do it

 to annie
 (between Oologah & Pawnee)
 Guillaume Apollinaire

4

 The bodies of my days
 open up
in the garden
 of
 my memory,
 America

 .
 I have had the courage to look backward
it was like polio
 I shot my mouth off
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 .
 i need money
 that money
 that at least
 at last
 means less
 than a Band-aid
 or a toadstool

 .
 ouch!

 that Band-aid has an ouch! in it

Who notices a toadstool in the street?
 Everyone
 who has on
 a Band-aid
 That toadstool has a Band-aid on it

5

 (to Brett deBary)
“He doesn’t know how to take a vacation”
 Dick
 doesn’t know how to take a vacation
 either

 That is not to infer
 that Dick is a toad
 under his Band-aid
 far from it

 a toad is a cold-blooded fellow
 Dick is warm and full of blood
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 When you leave, Dick
 turn the refrigerator
 to vacation please

6

Now I’m going to read 3 cereal poems:
 corn flakes
 oatmeal
 ry-krisp
 thank you
 they were composed
 excuse me
 I mean not composed
 using the John-Cage-Animal-Cracker

 Method of Composition
 (this seems to be mushrooming into a
 major work
 of high
 seriousness)

.
 I’d fight for that!
(I didn’t have to.)

 7
True Love
 there is only one way
 to describe
 “True Love”
 does anyone know
 that one way?
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  .
       Mr. Nelson Algren
                   1958 West Evergreen
                   Chicago, Illinois

  .
In Chicago, Illinois, you
  are really at home
    whether you like it or not, baby,
 and, whether you like it
 or not
 You Are My Friend
 so don’t pees me off!

8

 Come into my house
 tonight
 Dick
and I will show you
 this new work
 “House at Night”
 It & this page, there not here, are not the same
 except in a
 manner of
 speaking
 it is not
 “A Portrait of Jean-Marie”
 tho it cd be
it is also not
“A Portrait of Barbara Harris”
whom I don’t know
though I like her plenty
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 she’s a lot like me
 (my own name is
 “Mr. Brigadoon”)

9

 I am constantly being caught up
 in my own commotion
 it is now a slow commotion
 The radio is turning me on

10

Commotion over, clothes in hand I wait
 in Mr. Ron Padgett’s furlined
 bridge-jacket

 who shivers now
 in Paris, Oklahoma
 between Galveston &
 Mobile a word
 incidentally
 invented
 cross that out
 coined
 by Mr. Marcel Duchamp

 to describe a
 lady finger

11

it’s too cold in here / but not for me
in my present balloon state / to write this love song

 “Cold rosy dawn in New York City”

 hovering over the radio
 de-dum
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12

I woke up this morning
it was night
you were on my mind lady brett
looking for a home
for the boll weevil
 nothing like that in New York City
 it’s all in Oklahoma
 where you-all
 can learn to talk like me

 if “you-all” is Mr.
 Ron Padgett, “The
 American Express”

13

He’s a good friend of mine
although he fears he is unable to love
 people
 who have politesse
 whatever that may be
thanks anyway, Frank
you’re not without con brio
n’es ca’ fe?
 (thanks, Ed)

14

I quote
from “The Code of the West”

a work
by Mr. Ed Sanders
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whose “Poem From Jail”
I highly recommend

On second thought
I quote instead

This work
by Mr. Marcel Duchamp

which
oddly enough

I also give high recommendation

15

the code of the west

 1.  Sob when you read “Black Beauty.”
 2.  The true test of a man is a bunt.
 3.  Dare to do your duty.
 4.  Press the tip of the tongue on the gums
  behind the upper teeth as for t, and expel
  the breath with vibrations of the vocal cords.
 5.  He went to the windows of those who slept
  and over each pain like a fairy wept.
 6.  Halt!
 7.  Loosen your snood.
 8.  Close your eyes and doze.
 9.  Jove! Jove! This shepherd’s passion
  is much upon my fashion!
 10.  Drill.
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16
 you know
 once people paid no attention to me

Mayakovsky
 in the garden of my memory
& now
 passion’s flower
 wilts
 constantly
 because
 my lady love is a Holy Roller!

 her body is a sponge
 it has no mud

 Tonight’s heat
 will dry that mud
 and it will fall into dust

 I’m ready for it

 the body I mean
 not the dust

 however if you are in the dust
 kindly hop into this tub of black water please

now hand me that quail
lean me against the belly of a woman
 (you are that woman)

17

knock on the door of her house
 knock-knock
the sun is out
river flowing in a window
a geranium trembling automobile
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droning
across the screen
 Turn back to look
 you don’t see
 the door open
 you are standing there
 I mean
 I am sitting here
 between the door
 to a world full of others
 like yourselves
 and the droning solitude of this here Los Angeles
 Freeway 

 .
 How to get off?

18

 Hi, Bears!

do you believe in magic?

 good!

 because I am here
 to make a monkey out of you
The best way
to make yrself a monkey
is to jump down
(spin around)
pick a bale of cotton
 if you don’t understand
 that
 you will never understand
 your country’s history
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 1000 volumes a year
 ooze from the minds
 of dead monkeys
 and yet
 we are still too dull
 to understand
 them
 or that

 Kiss me! it is not at all unpleasant
 to be kissed by a monkey
 if you are a monkey
 I am not a monkey
 I do not have a monkey on my back

 I am not a monkey’s uncle

 turn page

19

Only a monkey would read this

 the encyclopedia of flies
 over 250 flies
 photographed
 in living color

These 250 flies were tied “up”
 executed
by hand
 Not my hand

 The Little Sisters

20

 There are no flies on me, New York City

 oh
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21

 There are, however,
 two sorts of landscapes here

 the interior
 and
 the exterior

 as well as the other
 which we will not go into here

22

One song I have always liked
 is
 “Hope you Happy Monkey”

 that’s the truth

 by Ruth Krauss

23

There you are
There I go
 past The Majestic Men’s Clothes
 slightly disheveled
 is a nice phrase
 it has impact
 like the three pricks
 Alice gave
 Joe Gould
 in 1933
 mother
 that’s Alice’s idea of Wonderland
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24

She happens to be a sex expert, among other things
if you are squeamish I’d better not tell you
what other things . . . 
 “How did Red China get the ‘O’ bomb?”
 no one knows
 No one will ever know

because no one
 is a tautology

 let’s have no truck
 with tautologies

25

 This poem
 has no truck

although it does provide
a sort of Reader’s Digest
of Oriental sex practices

 under the sheets

 Who threw the panties into
 Mother’s tea
 is a good example of one
 of the many unanswered questions
 life provides

Where did the beautiful
British secret agent
 lose his nightie
 is another
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 it was not a majestic nightie
 nor was it a man’s nightie
 unless of course
 the Beautiful British
 secret agent
 was a female impersonator
Perhaps that was his secret
 There has always been a
 quick turnover
 among British secret agents
 Look!  there goes one now

26

I am here today a gentleman
 with time on my hands
 you are in my heart
 during
 The Four Seasons
which are
 1. springtime

 2. bedtime

 and so on

27

 There is a revolution going on in my skin
I have the gift of young skin
 no pimples
 which is why I am here today

I would like to introduce myself
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 However
 it will be better
 between us
if I don’t cheat

 The victory is not always to the sweet

so keep on the ball, buddy, i.e.
 I mean “the button”

28

 come alive
 Meet Me At The Smoke Ring
 (Get Your Piles Out of Vietnam
 Let’s Love One Another)
 (Equality for Homosexuals)
 yes
 suck
 Stand Up For Dikes

Commemorating The Visit
 of Pope Paul X We Won’t Go
 to nyc
 1965 I’m for Legalized
 Abortion

 no man is good three times

29

Life certainly is marvelous
When you’re in love
 isn’t it?

 Consequently, it is important
 to be in love
 most all the time
 but not all of the time



64

When you are in love
all of the time
 you get bored because
 life
 when it’s always the same
 is boring
 isn’t it?
 that’s a strange theory

30

 it’s a theory of strange

 I am in love
 right now. I am in love with
 ( fill in name of person in room)

see me about this later, ( )

I am not in love with Mr. Walter Steck

 He was or
 was not
 recently elected
 to the assembly
Just for the record I found Mr. Walter Steck
 recently

 at five o’clock in the afternoon
 on García Lorca’s birthday
 lying in the gutter
 on his button shame

31

 O ship of states
 Sail on, O allegorical poem



65

32

Branching out
shooting all night
he grounded
himself

on the button

33

 so here
 you stand
 hitting upon things
 you hadn’t thought upon
 when you get into the pictures
 you wake up
 inside an oval
 portrait
 I mean a woman
 A beautiful reminder sitting on a line

 It could be a steamship line or even a ferry line

34

Life is Never boring when you are Tarzan of the Apes
 e.g.  You step out from behind a bush
 and you say
 “Yes, I am M’sieur Tarzan”

35

Dick Gallup arrives at this point
and says
 “Life is Boring”
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36

Jacques-Louis David is crying in his crib
 he is not bored
 Jane has given him a banana

37

Dick reads those lines
they bore him
 but I laugh plenty

38

 David is sobbing bitterly
 in the jungle

“Shut up
or I’ll kill you,” etc.

 He doesn’t want to

39

 He wants the white
 tempera
 paint

 with which I am painting out the words
 in this here comic book

 “Tarzan of the Apes”

so that I can “fill in the words”

40

 “The Words” is a good book
 it is the autobiography of Mr. Jean-Paul Sartre
 from age zero to ten
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 In it
 he tells what a little shit he was.

“I’m going doo-doo” says Jacques-Louis David
 we have words
 and he falls into sleep

41

 Life is long
it’s sure been a long Times
crossword puzzle
 since I last
 was here
 That Spring of ’65
 that was
 That was my best year

 that was also a good year for

 Dancers
 Buildings and
 People in the Street

in the cell block
a boy
invented
 the mahogany cage
 before he rested
 The climate became a song

 Crowds disperse my
 purpose
 my great calm
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Dim lights
turn me down
 the radio parts
 the curly hair
 me on the floor
 saying

42

 “Go now
 and get me a vast Band-aid”

43

I’m sitting here thinking that these words that I have been
 borrowing from Mr. James “The Rock” Proust & son
 should stretch to the end of at least one
 period in my life.

 They did.

44

“What I really like is new girls to fuck.”

 that’s a good line

 it was said by Dick Gallup
 who let it drop there
 that to be explained later

 in the backroom
 of The Peace Eye
 that’s all I know
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45

Cow a is not Cow b
 Dick
 Count Korzybski said that
 that Polish cocksucker
 is what a drunk called him
 He didn’t mean Korzybski
 though
 He’d never heard of Him
 I don’t know what he meant
 I was drunk
 He was speaking Polish
 He didn’t dig Counts
That’s a fact

46

According to fact
 William Burroughs
 studied under
 that Polish cocksucker
 in Chicago
I’ve always admired Count Korzybski
and, in fact, I’ve always admired William Burroughs
 Hi Bill!
 I do not, however, admire fact Magazine
 because it costs too much money
 and probably for other reasons
 too vague to be present

47

dot dot dot
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48
Listen
 Is there a Pseudotsuga Menziesii
 in your house?

 if so, there is
 nothing to worry about
 it would be hard to find
 a house
 in America
 where Pseudotsuga Menziesii isn’t
 all over the goddam place

 it has a lovely talent

49

 cross something out here

50

 Imagine yourself
 driving on a super highway
 with your friend
 Mr. Bob Harris

besides being a genius
he is also a perennial
problem child
 who mooches off his friends
 sleeps with any available women
 ignores his children
 and smokes ceaselessly   

like yourself
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 you may have to stop often
 to relieve yourself
 because your friend
 suffers
 from a terrible disease previously unmentioned
 but not in this poem
 nor by anyone whom you have ever known
 in this vale of tears

51

back on the freeway the cars pass
 over your eyes ears nose and throat and hairs
 no interviews no photographs
 no autographs

 in this dream
which is so realistic
 you can almost hear my voice
 at your ear

 which is on the level of your back, 
 dear

52

Fish and Cheep Pet Shoppe
The Pioneer
Block Drug Manhattan
Fox’s Corner
Martha’s
 are all places I have never visited
 though I keep meaning to
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53

 Italy is a boot in the atlas

 The snowball centuries rolling
 collect only the tiny footprints of
 hens
the burning bush attracts
 the hen
 One comes to take one’s
 place in the sun, only
 to smother inside the
 hide of a hen

54

come in!
 Hello Lee Mr. Lee Crabtree
 of The Fugs
 just came in

55

Rhetoric
is what we make
out of our quarrels
with others
 out of
 our quarrels with ourselves
 we make poetry
 Yes, that is true,
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56

 In my house, every cloud
 has a silver lining

 there is only one cloud in my house

Inside that cloud is a joke

 it is not an inside joke

57

on every mirror
in my house
 is a big kiss

 placed there by Mr. Joe Brainard

 .
 it’s very exciting
 not to be asleep now

 .
58

If Joe Brainard were here now
he’d be excited
 about giving me those kisses

that’s a lie
 clickety-clack William Saroyan

59

 What we do in life
 in New York City
 in 1965
 we get the money
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60

 get the money!
 that was Damon Runyon’s favorite expression

the heat is coming on
like gangbusters
 (A. Partridge
 History of American Climate)

 I guess that means
 it’s time to burst,
 eh,
 M’sieur Cloud?

61

Speaking of Picasso, he once sd
 that for him
 true friendship cannot exist
 without the possibility of
 sex

 That is true

 I have many men friends
 I would like to fuck

 However, I am unable to do so
 because I am not a homosexual

fortunately
this makes my life complex
rather than simple
 and vice versa
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Dream on O impudent virgin
 Guillaume Apollinaire
 you too are aware of the duality of nature and of
the spirit
 and you too prefer the visible
 to the invisible

 I salute You!
 (Salutes)

63

the true Guillaume
is a great deal more interesting
than many of those people
whose misfortune it is
not to be so true

64

 the logic of that is
 lost
 but may be recovered
 in the theory of Mr. A. N. Whitehead to the effect
that a human being
 may possess two kinds of perception/that
 as it were
 work from opposite ends.
 (breathing)
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65

So, in conclusion, may I say
that this is what life is like here
 you drink some coffee, you get some sleep
 everything is up in the air

especially us, who are me

66

Now
in the middle of this
someone I love is dead

 and I don’t even know
 “how”

 I thought she belonged to me

How she filled my life when I felt empty!

How she fills me now!

67

games of cribbage
 with Dick
 filled this afternoon
 do you
 understand that?
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68

What  
excitement!  

crossing Saint Mark’s Place
 face cold in air
 tonight
 when
 that girlish someone waving
 from a bicycle
 turned me back on.

69

What moves me most, I guess  
of a sunlit morning

 is being alone  
with everyone I love

 crossing 6th and 1st
 at ice-cold 6 a.m.

 from where I come home
 with two French donuts, Pepsi and
 the New York Times.

70

 Joy is what I like,
 That, and love.

Oct. 1965–Jan. 1968
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Living with Chris
for Christina Gallup

It’s not exciting to have a bar of soap
in your right breast pocket
it’s not boring either
it’s just what’s happening in America, in 1965

If there is no Peace in the world
it’s because there is no Peace
in the minds of men. You’d be surprised, however
at how much difference
a really good cup of coffee & a few pills can make
in your day

I would like to get hold of
the owner’s manual
for a 1965 model “dream”
(Catalogue number CA-77)

I am far from the unluckiest woman in the world

I am far from a woman

An elephant is tramping in my heart

Alka-Seltzer  Palmolive  Pepsodent  Fab
Chemical New York

There is nothing worse than elephant love

Still, there is some Peace in the world. It is
night. You are asleep. So I must be at peace

The barometer at 29.58 and wandering

But who are you?

For god’s sake, is there anyone out there listening?

If so, Peace.
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Bean Spasms
to George Schneeman

New York’s lovely weather
 hurts my forehead

 in praise of thee
 the? white dead
 whose eyes know:

 what are they
 of the tiny cloud my brain:
The City’s tough red buttons:
 O Mars, red, angry planet, candy

 bar, with sky on top,
 “why, it’s young Leander hurrying to his death”
 what? what time is it in New York in these here alps
 City of lovely tender hate
 and beauty making beautiful
 old rhymes?

 I ran away from you
when you needed something strong
 then I leand against the toilet bowl (ack)
 Malcolm X
 I love my brain
 it all mine now is
 saved not knowing
 that &
 that (happily)
 being that:
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 “wee kill our selves to propagate our kinde”
 John Donne
 yes, that’s true
 the hair on yr nuts & my
 big blood-filled cock are a part in that
 too

part 2

 Mister Robert Dylan doesn’t feel well today
 That’s bad
 This picture doesn’t show that
 It’s not bad, too

 it’s very ritzy in fact

 here I stand I can’t stand
 to be thing
 I don’t use atop
 the empire state
 building
 & so sauntered out that door
That reminds me of the time
I wrote that long piece about a gangster name of “Jr.”
O Harry James! had eyes to wander but lacked tongue to praise
 so later peed under his art

 paused only to lay a sneeze
 on Jack Dempsey
 asleep with his favorite Horse

 That reminds me of I buzz
 on & off Miró pop
 in & out a Castro convertible
 minute by minute  generosity!
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 Yes now that the seasons totter in their walk
 I do a lot of wondering about Life in praise of ladies dead of
& Time plaza(s), Bryant Park by the Public eye of brow
Library, Smith Bros. black boxes, Times
 Square
 Pirogi Houses
 with long skinny rivers thru them
 they lead the weary away
 off! hey!
 I’m no sailor
 off a ship
 at sea i’m here
 & “The living is easy”
It’s “high time”
 & I’m in shapes
 of shadow, they
 certainly can warm, can’t they?

 Have you ever seen one? no!
 of those long skinny Rivers
 So well hung, in New York City
 no! in fact
 I’m the Wonderer
& as yr train goes by forgive me, René! ‘just oncet’
 I woke up in Heaven
 He woke, and wondered more; how many angels
 on this train huh? snore

 for there she lay
 on sheets that mock lust done that 7 times
 been caught
 and brought back
 to a peach nobody.
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 To Continue:
 Ron Padgett & Ted Berrigan
 hates yr brain
 my dears
 amidst the many other little buzzes
 & like, Today, as Ron Padgett might say
 is
 “A tub of vodka”
 “in the morning”
 she might reply
and that keeps it up
 past icy poles
 where angels beg fr doom then zip
 ping in-and-out, joining the army
 wondering about Life
 by the Public Library of
 Life
 No Greater Thrill!
 (I wonder)

Now that the earth is changing I wonder what time it’s getting to be
 sitting on this New York Times Square
 that actually very ritzy, Lauren it’s made of yellow wood or
 I don’t know something maybe
 This man was my it’s been fluffed up
 friend
 He had a sense for the
 vast doesn’t he?

 Awake my Angel! give thyself
 to the lovely hours Don’t cheat
 The victory is not always to the sweet.
 I mean that.
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Now this picture is pretty good here
Though it once got demerits from the lunatic Arthur Cravan
He wasn’t feeling good that day
Maybe because he had nothing on
 paint-wise I mean

 part 3

 I wrote that
 about what is
 this empty room without a heart
 now in three parts
 a white flower
 came home wet & drunk 2 Pepsis
 and smashed my fist thru her window
 in the nude
 As the hand zips you see
 Old Masters, you can see
 well hung in New York they grow fast here
 Conflicting, yet purposeful
 yet with outcry vain!

 part 4

 Praising, that’s it!
you string a sonnet around yr fat gut
 and falling on your knees
 you invent the shoe
 for a horse. It brings you luck
 while sleeping
 “You have it seems a workshop nature”
Have you “Good Lord!”
 Some folks is wood
seen them? Ron Padgett wd say
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 amidst the many other little buzzes
 past the neon on & off
 night & day steak sandwich
 Have you ever tried one Anne? sure!
 “I wonder what time ‘its’?”
 as I sit on this new Doctor
no I only look at buildings they’re in
as you and he, I mean he & you & I buzz past
 in yellow ties  I call that gold

the hotel buckingham
 (facade) is black, and taller than last time
is looming over lunch  naked  high time  poem  & I, equal in
 perfection & desire
 is looming two eyes over coffee-cup (white) nature
 and man: both hell on poetry.
 Art is art and life is
 “A monograph on Infidelity”
 Oh. Forgive me stench of sandwich
 O pneumonia in American Poetry

 Do we have time? well look at Burroughs
 7 times been caught and brought back to Mars
 & eaten.
“Art is art & Life
is home,” Fairfield Porter said that
 turning himself in
 Tonight arrives again in red
some go on  even in Colorado on the run
 the forests shake
 meaning:
 coffee the cheerfulness of this poor
 fellow is terrible, hidden in
 the fringes of the eyelids
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 blue mysteries’ (i’m the sky)
 The sky is bleeding now
 onto 57th Street
 of the 20th Century &
 horn & hardart’s
Right Here. That’s part 5

 I’m not some sailor off a ship at sea
I’m the wanderer (age 4)
 & now everyone is dead
 sinking bewildered of hand, of foot, of lip
 nude, thinking
laughter burnished brighter than hate
 goodbye.
 André Breton said that
 what a shit!
Now he’s gone!
 up bubbles all his amorous breath
 & Monograph on Infidelity entitled
 The Living Dream
I never again played
 I dreamt that December 27th, 1965
 all in the blazon of sweet beauty’s breast

 I mean “a rose” Do you understand that?
 Do you?
The rock&roll songs of this earth
commingling absolute joy and
incontrovertible joy of intelligence
 certainly can warm
 can’t they? yes!
 and they do.
 Keeping eternal whisperings around
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 (Mr. Macadams writes in
 the nude: no that’s not
(we want to take the underground me that: then zips in &
 revolution to Harvard!) out the boring taxis, re-
 fusing to join the army
 and yet this girl has asleep “on the springs”
 so much grace of red generosity)
 I wonder!
 Were all their praises simply prophecies
 of this
 the time! no greater thrill
 my friends

 But I quickly forget them, those other times, for what are they
 but parts in the silver lining of the tiny cloud my brain
drifting up into smoke the city’s tough blue top:

 I think a picture always
 leads you gently to someone else
 Don’t you? like when you ask to leave the room
 & go to the moon.

Many Happy Returns
to Dick Gallup

 It’s a great pleasure to
 wake “up ”  

mid-afternoon 

 2 o’clock

 and if thy stomach think not

 no matter . . .   
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 because
 the living  

“it’s easy”

 you splash the face &
 back of the neck
 swig Pepsi

 & drape the bent frame in something
 “blue for going out”

. . .
 you might smoke a little pot, even
 or take a pill  

or two pills

.
 (the pleasures of prosperity
 tho they are only bonuses  

really
 and neither necessary nor not)

.
 & then:
 POOF!

. . .
Puerto-Rican girls are terrific!

 you have to smile but you don’t
 touch, you haven’t eaten
 yet, & you’re too young
 to die . . . 

.
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No, I’m only kidding!
 Who on earth would kill
 for love? (Who wouldn’t?)

.
 Joanne & Jack
 will feed you
 today
because
 Anne & Lewis are
 “on the wing” as  

but not like  
always . . . 

. .
Michael is driving a hard bargain
 himself
 to San Francisco . . . 

.
 &
 Pete & Linda
 & Katie and George,
 Emilio, Elio and Paul
 have gone to Maine . . . 

. . .
Everyone, it seems, is somewhere else.
 None are lost, tho. At least,
 we aren’t!
 (gem’s spa: corner of 2nd Avenue &
 Saint Mark’s Place)

.
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I’m right here
sunlight opening up the sidewalk,
opening up today’s first black&white,
& I’m about to be
born again thinking of you

Things to Do in New York City
for Peter Schjeldahl

 Wake up high up
   frame bent & turned on
 Moving slowly
   & by the numbers
 light cigarette
 Dress in basic black
   & reading a lovely old man’s book:

  by the waters of manhattan

 change

 flashback

 play cribbage on the Williamsburg Bridge
 watching the boats sail by
 the sun, like a monument,
 move slowly up the sky
 above the bloody rush:

break yr legs & break yr heart
kiss the girls & make them cry
loving the gods & seeing them die
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  celebrate your own
 & everyone else’s birth:

 Make friends forever
 & go away

10 Things I Do Every Day

wake up
smoke pot
see the cat
love my wife
think of Frank

eat lunch
make noises
sing songs
go out
dig the streets

go home for dinner
read the Post
make pee-pee
two kids
grin

read books
see my friends
get pissed-off
have a Pepsi
disappear
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Resolution

The ground is white with snow.
It’s morning, of New Year’s Eve, 1968, & clean
City air is alive with snow, its quiet
Driving. I am 33. Good Wishes, brothers, everywhere

& Don’t You Tread On Me.

American Express

Cold rosy dawn in New York City  
not for me

in Ron’s furlined Jim Bridger  
(coat)

that I borrowed two years ago  
had cleaned

but never returned, Thank god!  
On 6th Street

Lunch poems burn  
a hole is in my pocket

two donuts one paper bag  
in hand

hair is in my face and in my head is  
“cold rosy dawn in New York City”

I woke up this morning  
it was night

you were on my mind  
on the radio

And also there was a letter  
and it’s to you

if “you” is Ron Padgett,  
American express
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shivering now in Paris  
Oklahoma

two years before  
buying a new coat for the long trip

back to New York City  
that I’m wearing now

It is cold in here  
for two

looking for the boll weevil  
(looking for a home), one with pimples

one blonde, from Berkeley  
who says, “Help!” and

“Hey, does Bobby Dylan come around here?”  
“No, man,” I say,

“Too cold!”  
& they walk off, trembling,  

(as I do in L.A.)
so many tough guys, faggots, & dope addicts!  

though I assure them
“Nothing like that in New York City!”  

It’s all in California!
(the state state)  

that shouldn’t be confused with  
The balloon state

that I’m in now  
hovering over the radio  

following the breakfast of champions
& picking my curious way  

from left to right  
across my own white

 expansiveness
 manhattan!
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 listen
 The mist of May  

is on the gloaming
& all the clouds   

are halted, still   
fleecey

 & filled
 with holes.
 They are alight with borrowed warmth,  

just like me.

February Air
for Donna Dennis

 Can’t cut it (night)

 in New York City

 it’s alive

inside my tooth

 on St. Mark’s Place

 where exposed nerve

 jangles
 .
that light
isn’t on
 for me

 that’s it
 though you are
 right here.
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 .
 It’s red river
 time
 on tv

and
Andy’s brillo box is on
the icebox is on High
 too over St. Nazaire, the
 Commando is poised

 that means tonight’s raid
 is “on”

 The Monkey
 at the typewriter
 is turned on

 (but the tooth hurts)
 You’ d Better Move On. . . . 

You’d Better Move On

Anti-War Poem

It’s New Year’s Eve, of 1968, & a time
for Resolution.

I don’t like Engelbert Humperdink.

I love the Incredible String Band.

The War goes on  
& war is Shit.

I’ll sing you a December song.
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It’s 5 below zero in Iowa City tonight.

This year I found a warm room
That I could go to  

be alone in
& never have to fight.

I didn’t live in it.

I thought a lot about dying
But I said Fuck it.

Dial-A-Poem

Inside
The homosexual sleeps
long past day break
We won’t see him
awake  

 this time around.

Poem

of morning, Iowa City, blue
gray & green out the window . . . 
A mountain, blotchy pink & white
is rising, breathing, smoke

Now, lumbering, an Elephant, on
crutches, is sailing; down
Capitol, down Court, across
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Madison & down College, cold
 clear air
 pouring in

 Now those crutches
are being tossed aside; the
Elephant is beginning to rise
into the warm regulated air
 of another altitude

That air is you, your breathing

Thanks for it, & thanks a lot
for Pasternak: The Poems of Yurii Zhivago
& Mayakovsky: Poems.
 They were great.

 Now it’s me.

London Air
to Bob Creeley

1.

 My heart Your heart

 That’s the American Way

 & so,

 fuck or walk!
 It’s the American Way

* *
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Messy Red Heart (American)

 Put on
 black shirt, tight
 brown cords & bright
 blue socks

 Under slush-proof boots!

 Is that cow-hide?

 I don’t know Yes it is that
 It is That.

 Take a good look, that is I
 mean
 have a good look

 light up (a Senior Service)

 &

 turning around

 The turning point is turning around.

*

 Now, that may seem wasteful to you
 but not to me being American

 That’s the American bent

 (sprinting with a limp)

*
 It beginning having reached part 3.
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 Part 3.

Into the Second Act in American Life:

 cf. F. Scott Fitzgerald
 “There are no
 I go in & Second Acts in
 sit down American Life.”
 at this desk

 and write

 d o g s e e s g o d

 in the mirror

 c/o Jim Dine
 60 Chester Square
 London SW One

* *

 It’s 5 units sunlight, 5 units
 Cincinnati
 One plus Zero
 equals One

 That’s it you

 Now you’re talking!

 & so, let me read to you this list
 of the ten greatest books of all time:

 Here they are
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the ten greatest books of all time

 1. Now in June    by  Lao-Tree

 2. Sore Foot     by  Larry Fagin

 3. Sleep & Dreams  by   Gay Luce & Julius Segal

 4. Rape       by  Marcus van Heller

 5. Out of The Dead City by  Chip Delaney

 6. Moth      by  James M. Cain

 7. Letters for Origin (Proofs)  by   Charles Olson

 8. Classics Revisited   by  Kenneth Rexroth

 9. Pleasures of a Chinese Courtesan  by  Jonathan Payne

 10. Letters to Georgian Friends   by  Boris Pasternak

 10. Horse Under Water    by  Len Deighton

 10. Camp Concentration   by  Tom Disch

 &

 breathing easier now

 10.  The Quotations of Chairman Mao.
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Peace

What to do  
when the days’ heavy heart  

having risen, late
in the already darkening East  

& prepared at any moment, to sink   
into the West

surprises suddenly,  
& settles, for a time,  

at a lovely place
where mellow light spreads  

evenly  
from face to face?

The days’ usual aggressive  
contrary beat  

now softly dropped
into a regular pace  

the head riding gently its personal place
where pistons feel like legs  

on feelings met like lace.  
Why,

take a walk, then,  
across this town. It’s a pleasure

to meet one certain person you’ve been counting on  
to take your measure

who will smile, & love you, sweetly, at your leisure.  
And if

she turns your head around  
like any other man,  

go home
and make yourself a sandwich  

of toasted bread, & ham  
with butter
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lots of it  
& have a diet cola,  

& sit down
& write this,  

because you can.

Today in Ann Arbor
for Jayne Nodland

 Today I woke up
 bright & early

 Then I went back to sleep

 I had a nice dream
 which left me weak
 so
 I woke up again
 dull, but still early.

 I drank some coke
 & took a pill

 It made me feel ill, but

 optimistic. So,

 I went to the Michigan Union for cigarettes.

*

I cashed a check today — 

 but that was later. Now
 I bought cigarettes, &
 The Detroit Free Press.
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 I decided to eat some vanilla wafers
 & drink coffee
 at my desk

*

 There was no cream for
 the coffee. & the mail
 wasn’t out yet.

 It pissed me off.

 I drank some coffee, black
 & it was horrible.

*

 Life is horrible, &

 I am stupid.

 I think . . . . . . . . . . nothing.

Then I think, more coffee . . . 
 upstairs!

 Jackie’s face
 picks me up.

 She says,  “there’s cream
 upstairs”

 Up more stairs via the elevator:

 cream talk amiably to Bert
 Hornbach

*
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 Come downstairs
 &
 the mail has
 come!
 Lots
 of mail! I feel pretty good.

 Together with my mail back in office.

 Sitting.

*

 Johnny Stanton says:  “Ted,

 you are a myth in my heart.”

 He is a myth in my heart!

 So, we are both myths!

*

Warmed by this, & coffee,

 I go on. American Express
 says:

 “You owe us $1,906. Please

 Pay now.”

 I say, sure!

 (“Now” means “later”)

*
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Somebody else sends a postcard (Bill).

 He says,
 “I am advertising your presence
 at yale, so please come!”

 I say to Bill,

 “Have Faith, old

 brother! I’ll be there
 when you need me.”

 In fact, I say that to everyone.

 That is the truth,

 & so,

*

 I open a beautiful letter

 from you. When we are both dead,

 that letter
 will be Part Two
 of this poem.

*

 But now we are both alive

 & terrific!
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Ann Arbor Song

I won’t be at this boring poetry reading
 again!
I’ll never have to hear
 so many boring poems again!
& I’m sure I’ll never read them again:
In fact, I haven’t read them yet!

Anne won’t call me here again,
To tell me that Jack is dead.
I’m glad you did, Anne, though
It made me be rude to friends.
I won’t cry for Jack here again.

& Larry & Joan won’t visit me here
 again.
Joan won’t cook us beautiful dinners,
 orange & green & yellow & brown
 here again.
& Thom Gunn & Carol & Don & I won’t get high
 with Larry & Joan here again
Though we may do so somewhere else again.

Harris & John & Merrill won’t read
 in my class, again.
Maybe there’ll never be such a class
 again:
I think there probably will, though
& I know Allen will follow me round the world
 with his terrible singing voice:
But it will never make us laugh here again.

You Can’t Go Home Again is a terrific book:
I doubt if I’ll ever read that again.
(I read it first in Tulsa, in 1958)
& I’ll never go there again.
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Where does one go from here? Because
I’ll go somewhere again. I’ll come somewhere again, too,
& You’ll be there, & together we can have a good time.
Meanwhile, you’ll find me right here, when you
 come through, again.

People Who Died

Pat Dugan . . . . . . . . my grandfather . . . . . . . . throat cancer . . . . . . . . 1947.
Ed Berrigan . . . . . . . . my dad . . . . . . . . heart attack . . . . . . . . 1958.
Dickie Budlong . . . . . . . . my best friend Brucie’s big brother, when we were
 five to eight . . . . . . . . killed in Korea, 1953.
Red O’Sullivan . . . . . . . . hockey star & cross-country runner
 who sat at my lunch table
 in High School . . . . . . car crash . . . . . . 1954.
Jimmy “Wah” Tiernan . . . . . . . . my friend, in High School,
 Football & Hockey All-State . . . . . . car crash . . . . 1959.
Cisco Houston . . . . . . . . died of cancer . . . . . . . . 1961.
Freddy Herko, dancer . . . . jumped out of a Greenwich Village window in 1963.
Anne Kepler . . . . my girl . . . . killed by smoke-poisoning while playing
 the flute at the Yonkers Children’s Hospital
 during a fire set by a 16 year old arsonist . . . . 1965.
Frank . . . . . . Frank O’Hara . . . . . . hit by a car on Fire Island, 1966.
Woody Guthrie . . . . . . dead of Huntington’s Chorea in 1968.
Neal . . . . . . Neal Cassady . . . . . . died of exposure, sleeping all night
 in the rain by the RR tracks of Mexico . . . . 1969.
Franny Winston . . . . . . . . just a girl . . . . totalled her car on the Detroit–Ann
 Arbor Freeway, returning from the dentist . . . . Sept. 1969.
Jack . . . . . . Jack Kerouac . . . . . . died of drink & angry sicknesses . . . . in 1969.

My friends whose deaths have slowed my heart stay with me now.
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Telegram
to Jack Kerouac

Bye-Bye Jack.
See you soon.

In the Wheel

The pregnant waitress

asks

 “Would you like

some more coffee?”

Surprised out of the question

I wait seconds “Yes,

I think I would!” I hand her

 my empty cup, &

“thank you!” she says. My pleasure.

30

The fucking enemy shows up
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 interstices
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 bent
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Heroin
for Jim Carroll

(2) photographs of Anne 

 80 years old 

 lovely, as always 

 a child

 under an old fashion 

 duress

 A Bibliography of Works
 by Jack Kerouac

 A white suit
 and a black dress
 w/high-necked 
 mini-skirt

 strolling

 two by two

 across  a  brown  paper  bag

 above The Relation Ship

Warm white thighs & floating bend gia pronto

 my heart is filled with light

 al curry

 this
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Life
that is
one, tho
the Lamps
be many & proud & there’s a breeze sort of
 lightly moving the top

 of yr head

 & I’m going
 way over
 the white
 skyline

 & I’ll do
 what I want to

 & you can’t keep me here

 No-how.

& the streets are theirs now

 & the tempo’s

 & the space

March 17th, 1970

Someone who loves me calls me

 & I just sit, listening

Someone who likes me wires me,

 to do something. I’ll do it
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Tomorrow.

Someone who wants to do me harm

 is after me

& finds me.

I need to kill someone

 And that’s what it’s all about.

 Right Now.

Wind

Every day when the sun comes up

The angels emerge from the rivers

Drily happy & all wet. Easy going

But hard to keep my place. Easy

On the avenue underneath my face.

Difficult alone trying to get true.

Difficult inside alone with you.

The rivers’ blackness flowing just sits

Orange & reds blaze up inside the sky

I sit here & I’ve been thinking this

Red, blue, yellow, green, & white.
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Lady

Nancy, Jimmy, Larry, Frank, & Berdie
George & Bill  

Dagwood Bumstead  
Donna, Joe, & Phil

Making shapes this place  
so rightly ours  

to fill
as we wish,  

& Andy’s flowers too, do.

*

 I’ve been sitting, looking
thinking sounds of pictures  

names  
of you

*

 of how I smile now

 &

 Let It Be.

*

& now I think to add 
 “steel teeth”
 “sucking cigarette”
 “A photograph of Bad.”

 Everything you are gone slightly mad.

 America.



114

Things to Do in Providence

 Crash

 Take Valium Sleep

 Dream &,

 forget it.

 *

Wake up new & strange

 displaced

 at home.

 Read The Providence Evening Bulletin

 No one you knew

 got married
 had children
 got divorced
 died
 got born

 tho many familiar names flicker &
 disappear.

 *

 Sit

 watch TV

 draw blanks

 swallow
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 pepsi
 meatballs
 . . .
 give yourself the needle:

 “Shit! There’s gotta be something
 to do
 here!”

 *

journey to  Seven young men on horses, leaving Texas.
  shiloh: They’ve got to do what’s right! So, after
 a long trip, they’ll fight for the South in the War.
 No war in Texas, but they’ve heard about it, & they want
 to fight for their country. Have some adventures & make
 their folks proud! Two hours later all are dead;
 one by one they died, stupidly, & they never did find out
 why! There were no niggers in South Texas! Only
    the leader,
 with one arm shot off, survives to head back for Texas:
 all his friends behind him, dead. What will happen?

 *

Watching him, I cry big tears. His friends
were beautiful, with boyish American good manners,

cowboys!

 *

 Telephone New York: “hello!”

 “Hello! I’m drunk! &
 I have no clothes on!”
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 “My goodness,” I say.
 “See you tomorrow.”

 *

Wide awake all night reading: The Life of Turner
 (“He first saw the light in Maiden Lane”)
 A. C. Becker: Wholesale Jewels
 Catalogue 1912
 The Book of Marvels, 1934:
 The year I was born.

 No mention of my birth in here. Hmmm.

 Saturday The Rabbi Stayed Home

 (that way he got to solve the murder)

 life on the Moon by life Magazine.

 *

My mother wakes up, 4 a.m.: Someone to talk with!

 Over coffee we chat, two grownups
 I have two children, I’m an adult now, too.
 Now we are two people talking who have known each other
 a long time,
 Like Edwin & Rudy. Our talk is a great pleasure: my mother
 a spunky woman. Her name was Peggy Dugan when she was young.
 Now, 61 years old, she blushes to tell me I was conceived
 before the wedding! “I’ve always been embarrassed about telling you
 til now,” she says. “I didn’t know what you might think!”
 “I think it’s really sweet,” I say. “It means I’m really
 a love child.” She too was conceived before her mother’s wedding,
 I know. We talk, daylight comes, & the Providence Morning Journal.
 My mother leaves for work. I’m still here.
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 *

 Put out the cat
 Take in the clothes
 off of the line

 Take a walk,
 buy cigarettes

 *

 two teen-agers whistle
 as I walk up

 They say: “Only your hairdresser
 knows for sure!”

 Then they say,

 “ulp!”

 because I am closer to them.
 They see I am not hippie kid, frail like Mick Jagger,
 but some horrible 35 year old big guy!

 The neighborhood I live in is mine!

 “How’d you like a broken head, kid?”
 I say fiercely.

 (but I am laughing & they are not one bit scared.)

 So, I go home.

 * * * *
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Alice Clifford waits me. Soon she’ll die
at the Greenwood Nursing Home; my mother’s
mother, 79 years & 7 months old.
 But first, a nap, til my mother comes home
 from work, with the car.

 *

 The heart stops briefly when someone dies,
 a quick pain as you hear the news, & someone passes
 from your outside life to inside. Slowly the heart adjusts
 to its new weight, & slowly everything continues, sanely.

 *

Living’s a pleasure:
 I’d like to take the whole trip

 despite the possible indignities of growing old,
 moving, to die in poverty, among strangers:
 that can’t be helped.

 *

So, everything, now
 is just all right. I’m with you.

 No more last night.

 *

 Friday’s great

 10 o’clock morning sun is shining!

 I can hear today’s key sounds fading softly

 & almost see opening sleep’s epic novels.

 * * * *



119

Three Sonnets and a Coda for Tom Clark

1.

In The Early Morning Rain
To my family & friends  “Hello”
And money. With something inside us we float up
On this electric chair each breath nearer the last
Now is spinning
Seven thousand feet over/The American Midwest
Gus walked up under the arc light as far as the first person
the part that goes over the fence last
And down into a green forest ravine near to “her”
Winds in the stratosphere
 Apologise to the malcontents
Downstairs. The black bag & the wise man may be found
 in the brain-room.
what sky out there Take it away
 & it’s off
one foot
 is expressing itself as continuum
the other, sock

2.

Tomorrow. I need to kill
Blank mind part Confusions of the cloth
White snow whirls everywhere. Across the fields
in the sky the
 Soft, loose
stars swarm. Nature makes my teeth “to hurt”
shivering now on 32nd Street in my face & in my head
does Bobby Dylan ever come around here? listen
it’s alive where exposed nerve jangles
& I looming over Jap’s American flag
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In Public, In Private The Sky Pilot In No Man’s Land
The World Number 14 is tipsy as pinballs on the ocean
We are bored through . . . through . . . with our professionalism
Outside her
Windows

3.

I’m amazed to be here
A man who can do the average thing
 when everybody else is
going crazy Lord I wonder just exactly what can happen
my heart is filled (filling) with light
& there’s a breeze & I’m going
 way over
the white skyline do what I want to
Fuck it.
 Tied up wit
Tie with red roses The war of the Roses, &
War is shit. White man, tomorrow you die!
Tomorrow means now. “You kidding me?” now.
Light up you will be great
It’s a complication. Thanksgiving, 1970, Fall.

 coda:

Being a new day my heart
is confirmed in its pure Buddhahood
activity under the clear blue sky
The front is hiding the rear (not)
which means we have (not) “protected ourselves”
by forgetting all we were dealt
I love all the nuts I’ve been in bed (with)
hope to go everywhere in good time
like, Africa: it would be tremendous (or not)
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to drink up rivers. Be seeing you
to ride the river (with) heads riding gently
its personal place feet doing their stuff up in the air
Where someone (J.) dies, so that we can be rude to friends
While you find me right here coming through again.

Something Amazing Just Happened
for Jim Carroll, on his birthday

A lovely body gracefully is nodding
Out of a blue Buffalo  

Monday morning  
curls

softly rising color the air  
it’s yellow

above the black plane  
beneath a red tensor

I’ve been dreaming. The telephone kept ringing & ringing
Clear & direct, purposeful yet pleasant, still taking pleasure
in bringing the good news, a young man in horn-rims’ voice  

is speaking
while I listen. Mr. Berrigan, he says, & without waiting for an answer
 goes on,
I’m happy to be able to inform you that your request for a Guggenheim
 Foundation Grant
Has been favorably received by the committee, & approved. When
 would you like to leave?

Uh, not just yet, I said, uh, what exactly did I say with regards to leaving,
 in my application . . . I’m a little hazy at the moment.
Yes. Your project, as outlined in your application for a grant for the
 purpose
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of giving Jim Carroll the best possible birthday present you could get
 him, through our Foundation, actually left the project, that is,
 how the monies
would be spent, up to us. You indicated, wisely, I think, that we knew
 more about what kind of project we would approve than you did,
 so we should
make one up for you, since all you wanted was money, to buy Jim a
 birthday gift.

Aha! I said. So, what’s up?

We have arranged for you and Jim to spend a year in London, in a flat
 off of King’s Row.
You will receive 250 pounds each a month expenses, all travel expenses
 paid, & a clothing allowance of 25 pounds each per month.
 During the year,
At your leisure, you might send us from time to time copies of your
 London works. By year’s end I’m sure you each will have enough
 new poems for two books,
Which we would then publish in a deluxe boxed hardcover edition, for
 the rights to which we shall be prepared to pay a considerable
 sum, as is your due.
We feel that this inspired project will most surely result in The first major
 boxed set of works since Tom Sawyer & Huckleberry Finn!
 Innocents Abroad
in reverse, so to speak! We know your poems, yours & Jim’s, will tell it
 like it is, & that is what we are desperate to know! So, when
 would you like to leave?
Immediately, I shouted! & Jim! I called, Jim! Happy Birthday! Wake up!
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Seriousness

A natural bent, no doubt

To an Eggbeater

You are very interesting

 because

you are a talking

 eggbeater

and that is interesting.

*
Peter Rabbit came in

under the covers & sd

“Where’s the money?”
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 slack
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L’oeil
Picasso would be very
 intellectual
if he were a fish.

*
Ezra Pound:   A Witness

The Light

I cannot reach it.

Tell It Like It Is

Bad Teeth
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Laments

 So long, Jimi,

 Janis, so long.

 You both are great.

 We love you.

But, O, my babies,

 you did it wrong.

Shaking Hands
for David Berrigan

This city night

 you walk in

no virgin think of me

as I think of you

Things to Do on Speed

mind clicks into gear
& fingers clatter over the keyboard
as intricate insights stream
 out of your head:

 this goes on for ten hours:
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 then, take a break: clean
 all desk drawers, arrange all
 pens & pencils in precise parallel patterns;
 stack all books with exactitude in one pile
 to coincide perfectly with the right angle
 of the desk’s corner.

Whistle thru ten more hours of
arcane insights:

 drink a quart of ice-cold pepsi:
 clean the ice-box:
 pass out for ten solid hours

 interesting dreams:

 2.

Finish papers, wax floors, lose weight, write songs, sing songs, have
conference, sculpt, wake up & think more clearly. Clear up asthma.

treat your obesity, avoid mild depression, decongest, cure your
 narcolepsy,
treat your hyper-kinetic brain-damaged children. Open the
 Pandora’s Box of amphetamine abuse.

 3.

Stretch the emotional sine curve; follow euphoric peaks with descents
 into troughs
that are unbearable wells of despair & depression. Become a ravaged
 scarecrow.

Cock your emaciated body in
twisted postures grind your caved-in jaw

 scratch your torn & pock-marked skin,
 keep talking, endlessly.
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 4.

Jump off a roof on the lower East Side

 or

 Write a 453 page unintelligible book

 5.

Dismantle 12 radios

 string beads interminably

 empty your purse

 sit curled in a chair
 & draw intricate designs
 in the corner of an envelope

 6.

 “I felt it rush almost instantly into
 my head like a short circuit. My body
 began to pulsate, & grew tiny antennae
 all quivering in anticipation. I began
 to receive telepathic communication from
 the people around me. I felt elated.”

 7.

get pissed off.

 Feel your tongue begin to shred,
 lips to crack, the inside of the mouth
 become eaten out. Itch all over. See
 your fingernails flake off, hair & teeth
 fall out.
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 Buy a Rolls-Royce

 Become chief of the Mafia

 Consider anti-matter.

 8.

Notice that tiny bugs are crawling over your whole body
around, between and over your many new pimples.

 Cut away pieces of bad flesh.

 Discuss mother’s promiscuity

 Sense the presence of danger at the movies

 Reveal

 get tough

 turn queer

 9.

In the Winter, switch to heroin, so you won’t catch pneumonia.

In the Spring, go back to speed.

Landscape with Figures (Southampton)

There’s a strange lady in my front yard
She’s wearing blue slacks & a white car-coat
& “C’mon!” she’s snarling at a little boy
He isn’t old enough to snarl, so he’s whining
On the string as first she & then he disappear
Into (or is it behind) the Rivers’ garage.
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 That’s 11 a.m.
In the country. “Everything is really golden,”
Alice, in bed, says. I look, & out the window, see
Three shades of green; & the sky, not so high,
So blue & white. “You’re right, it really is!”

Ophelia

 ripped
 out of her mind

 a marvelous construction

 thinking

 no place; & you
 not once properly handled

 Ophelia

 &

 you can’t handle yourself
 feeling
 no inclination
 toward that
 solitude,
 love
 by yourself

 Ophelia

 & feeling free you drift

 far more beautifully
 than we
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 As one now understands

He never did see you

 you moving so while talking flashed
 & failed
 to let you go

 Ophelia

Frank O’Hara

Winter in the country, Southampton, pale horse
as the soot rises, then settles, over the pictures
The birds that were singing this morning have shut up
I thought I saw a couple, kissing, but Larry said no
It’s a strange bird. He should know. & I think now
“Grandmother divided by monkey equals outer space.” Ron
put me in that picture. In another picture, a good-
looking poet is thinking it over; nevertheless, he will
never speak of that it. But, his face is open, his eyes
are clear, and, leaning lightly on an elbow, fist below
his ear, he will never be less than perfectly frank,
listening, completely interested in whatever there may
be to hear. Attentive to me alone here. Between friends,
nothing would seem stranger to me than true intimacy.
What seems genuine, truly real, is thinking of you, how
that makes me feel. You are dead. And you’ll never
write again about the country, that’s true.
But the people in the sky really love
to have dinner & to take a walk with you.
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Crystal

Be awake mornings. See light spread across the lawn
(snow) as the sky refuses to be any color, today
I like this boat-ride I’m being taken for, although
It never leaves the shore, this boat. Its fires burn
Like a pair of lovely legs. It’s a garage that grew up
Sometimes I can’t talk, my mouth too full of words, but
I have hands & other parts, to talk lots! Light the fire
Babble for you. I dream a green undersea man
Has been assigned to me, to keep me company, to smirk
At me when I am being foolish. A not unpleasant dream.
My secret doors open as the mail arrives. Fresh air
Pours in, around, before they close again. The winds are rushing
Up off of the ocean, up Little Plains Road. Catch the Wind
In my head, a quiet song. And, “Everything belongs to me
Because I am poor.” Waiting in sexy silence, someone
Turns over in bed, & waiting is just a way of being with
Now a tiny fire flares out front the fireplace. Chesterfield
King lights up! Wood is crackling inside
Elephants’ rush & roar. Refrigerator’s gentle drone
Imagined footsteps moving towards my door. Sounds in dreams
In bed. You are all there is inside my head.

Chinese Nightingale

We are involved in a transpersonified state
Revolution, which is turning yourself around
I am asleep next to “The Hulk.” “The Hulk” often sleeps
While I am awake & vice versa. Life is less than ideal
For a monkey in love with a nymphomaniac! God is fired!
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Do I need the moon to remain free? To explode softly
In a halo of moon rays? Do I need to be
On my human feet, straight, talking, free
Will sleep cure the deaf-mute’s heartbreak? Am I
In my own way, America? Rolling downhill, & away?
The door to the river is closed, my heart is breaking
Loose from sheer inertia. All I do is bumble. No
Matter. We live together in the jungle.

Wrong Train

Here comes the man! He’s talking a lot
I’m sitting, by myself. I’ve got
A ticket to ride. Outside is, “Out to Lunch.”
It’s no great pleasure, being on the make.
Well, who is? Or, well everyone is, tho.
“I’m laying there, & some guy comes up
& hits me with a billyclub!” A fat guy
Says. Shut up. & like that we cross a river
Into the Afterlife. Everything goes on as before
But never does any single experience make total use
Of you. You are always slightly ahead,
Slightly behind. It merely baffles, it doesn’t hurt.
It’s total pain & it breaks your heart
In a less than interesting way. Every day
Is payday. Never enough pay. A déjà-vu
That lasts. It’s no big thing, anyway.
A lukewarm greasy hamburger, ice-cold pepsi
 that hurts your teeth.
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Wishes

Now I wish I were asleep, to see my dreams taking place

I wish I were more awake

I wish a sweet rush of tears to my eyes

Wish a nose like an eagle

I wish blue sky in the afternoon

Bigger windows, & a panorama — light, buildings & people in street air

Wish my teeth were white and sparkled

Wish my legs were not where they are — where they are

I wish the days warmly cool & clothes I like to be inside of

Wish I were walking around in Chelsea (NY) & it was 5:15 a.m., the

 sun coming up, alone, you asleep at home

I wish red rage came easier

I wish death, but not just now

I wish I were driving alone across America in a gold Cadillac

 toward California, & my best friend

I wish I were in love, & you here

I Used to Be but Now I Am

I used to be inexorable,
But now I am elusive.

I used to be the future of America,
But now I am America.

I used to be part of the problem,
But now I am the problem.
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I used to be part of the solution, if not all of it,
But now I am not that person.

I used to be intense, & useful,
But now I am heavy, & boring.

I used to be sentimental about myself, & therefore ruthless,
But now I am, I think, a sympathetic person, although
 easily amused.

I used to be a believer,
But now, alas, I believe.

The Complete Prelude
for Clark Coolidge & for My Mother

 1.

Upon the river, point me out my course
That blows from the green fields and from the clouds
And from the sky: be nothing better
Than a wandering cloud
Come fast upon me
Such as were not made for me.
I cannot miss my way. I breathe again
That burthen of my own natural self
The heavy weight of many a weary day;
Coming from a house
Shall be my harbour; promises of human life
Are mine in prospect;
Now I am free, enfranchis’d and at large.
The earth is all before me, with a heart
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 2.

And the result was elevating thoughts
Among new objects simplified, arranged
And out of what had been, what was, the place
“O’er the blue firmament a radiant white,”
Was thronged with impregnations, like those wilds
That into music touch the passing wind;
Had been inspired, and walk’d about in dreams,
And, in Eclipse, my meditations turn’d
And unencroached upon, now, seemed brighter far,
Though fallen from bliss, a solitary, full of caverns, rocks
And audible seclusions: here also found an element
 that pleased her
Tried her strength; made it live. Here
Neither guilt, nor vice, nor misery forced upon my sight
Could overthrow my trust in Courage, Tenderness, & Grace.
In the tender scenes I most did take my delight.

 3.

Thus strangely did I war against myself
What then remained in such Eclipse? What night?
The wizard instantaneously dissolves
Through all the habitations of past years
And those to come, and hence an emptiness;
& shall continue evermore to make
& shall perform to exalt and to refine
Inspired, celestial presence ever pure
From all the sources of her former strength.
Then I said: “and these were mine,
Not a deaf echo, merely, of thought,
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But living sounds. Yea, even the visible universe was scann’d
And as by the simple waving of a wand
With something of a kindred spirit, fell
Beneath the domination of a taste, its animation & its deeper sway.”

Paul Blackburn

dying now, or already dead

hello. It’s only Ted, interrupting

in case I hadn’t said, as clearly

as I’d have it said, Paul,

I hear you, do. Crossing Park Avenue

South; 4:14 a.m.; going West at

23rd; September 1st, 1971.

New Personal Poem
to Michael Lally

You had your own reasons for getting
In your own way. You didn’t want to be
Clear to yourself. You knew a hell
Of a lot more than you were willing
 to let yourself know. I felt
Natural love for you on the spot. R-E-S-P-E-C-T. Right.
Beautiful. I don’t use the word lightly. I
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Protested with whatever love (honesty) (& frontal nudity)
A yes basically reserved Irish Catholic American Providence Rhode
 Island New Englander is able to manage. You
Are sophisticated, not uncomplicated, not
Naive, and Not simple. An Entertainer, & I am, too.
Frank O’Hara respected love, so do you, & so do we.
He was himself & I was me. And when we came together
Each ourselves in Iowa, all the way
That was love, & it still is, love, today. Can you see me
In what I say? Because as well I see you know
In what you have to say, I did love Frank, as I do
You, “in the right way.”
That’s just talk, not Logos,
 a getting down to cases:
I take it as simple particulars that
 we wear our feelings on our faces.

n  n  n
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From Easter Monday

Chicago Morning
to Philip Guston

Under a red face, black velvet shyness
Milking an emaciated gaffer. God lies down
Here. Rattling of a shot, heard
From the first row. The president of the United States
And the Director of the FBI stand over
a dead mule. “Yes, it is nice to hear the fountain
With the green trees around it, as well as
People who need me.” Quote Lovers of speech unquote. It’s
 a nice thought
& typical of a rat. And, it is far more elaborate
Than expected. And the thing is, we don’t need
 that much money.
Sunday morning; blues, blacks, red & yellow wander
In the soup. Gray in the windows’ frames. The angular
Explosion in the hips. A huge camel rests
 in a massive hand
Casts clouds a smoggish white out & up over the Loop, while
Two factories (bricks) & a fortress of an oven (kiln)
Rise, barely visible inside a grey metallic gust.
 “The Fop’s Tunic.”
She gets down, off of the table, breaking a few more plates.
Natives paint their insides crystal white here (rooms)
Outside is more bricks, off-white. Europe at Night.
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The End

Despair farms a curse, slackness
In the sleep of animals, with mangled limbs
Dogs, frogs, game elephants, while
There’s your new life, blasted with milk.
It’s the last day of summer, it’s the first
Day of fall: soot sits on Chicago like
A fat head’s hat. The quick abound. Turn
To the left; turn to the right. On Bear’s Head
Two Malted Milk balls. “Through not taking himself
Quietly enough he strained his insides.” He
Encourages criticism, but he never forgives it.
You who are the class in the sky, receive him
Into where you dwell. May he rest long and well.
God help him, he invented us, that is, a future
Open living beneath his spell. One goes not where
One came from. One sitting says, “I stand corrected.”

Newtown

Sunday morning: here we live jostling & tricky
blues, blacks, reds & yellows all are gray
in each window: the urbanites have muscles
in their butts & backs; shy, rough, compassionate
& good natured, “they have sex in their pockets”
To women in love with my flesh I speak.
All the Irish major statements & half the best
Low-slung stone. Upstairs is sleep. Downstairs
is heat. She seems exceedingly thin and transparent
Two suspicious characters in my head. They park & then
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Start, the same way you get out of bed. The pansy is
Grouchy. The Ideal Family awaits distribution on
The Planet. Another sensation tugged at his heart
Which he could not yet identify,
half  Rumanian  deathbed  diamond
Wildly singing in the mountains with cancer of the spine.

Soviet Souvenir

What strikes the eye hurts, what one hears is a lie.
The river is flowing again between its banks.
Grant one more summer, O you Gods! that once I did not ask
The windows through which the bells toll are like doors

Because she is direct in her actions and in her feelings
Under the puns of the troop, there are frescoes
On the rudder, which you set against a bracelet’s fire, and
Which goes toward you with each beat.

I find myself there; am I finally ill at ease with my own
Principle? Fortune be praised! Immense density, not divinely,
 bathes us
I hear walking in my legs
The savage eyes into wood look for the head they can live in

It’s my window, even now, around me, full of darkness, dumb,
 so great!
My heart willingly again beginning crying out; and at the same time
 anxious, love, to contain.
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Old-fashioned Air
for Lee Crabtree

I’m living in Battersea, July,
1973, not sleeping, reading
Jet noise throbs building fading
Into baby talking, no, “speechifying”
“Ah wob chuk sh ’guh!” Glee.
There’s a famous Power Station I can’t see
Up the street. Across there is
Battersea Park
I walked across this morning toward
A truly gorgeous radiant flush;
Sun; fumes of the Battersea
Power Station; London air;
I walked down long avenues of trees
That leant not ungracefully
Over the concrete walk. Wet green lawn
Opened spaciously
Out on either side of me. I saw
A great flock of geese taking their morning walk
Unhurriedly.
I didn’t hurry either, Lee.
I stopped & watched them walk back up toward
& down into their lake,
Smoked a Senior Service on a bench
As they swam past me in a long dumb graceful cluttered line,
Then, taking my time, I found my way
Out of that park;
A Gate that was locked. I jumped the fence.
From there I picked up the London Times, came home,
Anselm awake in his bed, Alice
Sleeping in mine: I changed
A diaper, read a small poem I’d had
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In mind, then thought to write this line:
“Now is Monday morning so, that’s a garbage truck I hear,
 not bells”
And we are back where we started from, Lee, you
 & me, alive & well!

L.G.T.T.H.

Queen Victoria dove headfirst into the swimming pool, which was filled
 with blue milk.
I used to be baboons, but now I am person.
I used to be secretary to an eminent brain surgeon, but now I am quite
 ordinary. Oops! I’ve spilled the beans!
I wish mountains could be more appealing to the eye.
I wash sometimes. Meanwhile
Two-ton Tony Galento began to rub beef gravy over his entire body.
I wish you were more here.
I used to be Millicent, but now I am Franny.
I used to be a bowl of black China tea, but now I am walking back
 to the green fields of the People’s Republic.
Herman Melville is elbowing his way through the stringbeans toward us.
Oscar Levant handed the blue pill to Oscar Wilde during the fish course.
 Then he slapped him.
I used to be blue, but now I am pretty. I wish broken bad person.
I wish not to see you tonight.
I wish to exchange this chemistry set for a goldfish please.
I used to be a little fairy, but now I am President of The United States.
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Peking

These are the very rich garments of the poor
Tousling gradations of rainbow, song & soothing tricks
With a crooked margin there & there is here: we
Are the waiting fragments of his sky, bouncing
 a red rubber ball in the veins.

Do you have a will? And one existing so forgets all
Desuetude desultory having to move again, take power from snow,
Evening out not more mild than beastly kind, into a symbol.
I hate that. I think the couple to be smiles over glasses, and

Questions not to find you, the which they have. O Marriage
Talking as you is like talking for a computer, needing to be
Abacus, adding machine, me. Up from the cave’s belly, down
 from the airy populace
That lace my soul, a few tears from the last the sole surviving
 Texas Ranger,

Freed, freely merge with your air, dance. Blue are its snowflakes
Besprinkled blue lights on his eyes, & flakes. For her

I’d gladly let the snake wait under my back, and think, to walk,
And pass our long love’s day. Landscape rushing away.

From A List of the Delusions of the Insane,
What They Are Afraid Of

That they are starving.

That their blood has turned to water.

That they give off a bad smell.
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Being poor.

That they are in hell.

That they are the tools of another power.

That they have stolen something.

That they have committed an unpardonable sin.

Being unfit to live.

That evil chemicals have entered the air.

Being ill with a mysterious disease.

That they will not recover.

That their children are burning.

Chicago English Afternoon

He never listened while friends talked
Less original than penetrating, very often
Illuminating  He worked steadily to the even
Current of sound  sunlit oblongs  bramble  transfer
White South  nothing is gained by assurance as
To what is insecure  beer in bed, & an unused point
Beside me on the bench  time of, major energy product
Over Bellevue Road that silence said
To mean an angel is passing overhead  my baby
Throws my shoes out the door  & one cannot go back
Except in time  “Yes, but he is exultant; the ice
Meant something else to him”  highly reduced
For the sake of maintaining scale  Goodbye To All That
“I have only one work, & I hardly know what it is.”
It was silence that stopped him working, silence in which
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 he might look up
& see terror waiting in their eyes for his attention.
“Ladies & Gentlemen, you will depart the aircraft
At the Terminal Area to your Right. Thank you for flying United.”

Sister Moon

Where do the words come from? (come in?)

Where did that silt?   How much lives?

A rock is next to the bee.

The window is never totally thought through.

So

“Silver” is used to stand for something nothing

really ever quite is. Let it stand against.

Or in other words what next?

 There’s time enough
A lot of unalloyed nouns. for a list to occur
 between the lines.

Weather, as all strata in a possible day.

Sleet against window glass. A cigarette starts sounding.

You can see how “a depth” makes “west” and “south” agree.

A philosophy: “I guess yes.”

milks & honeys, stuns, salutes, flashes . . . 

 now & again, “a glimpse”
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An Orange Clock

Sash the faces of lust
Beast. And get your salutation
An Electric Train wreck in the eye
Everything good is from the Indian. A curtain.
The word reminds me of Abydos and spinach.
I am not a pygmy soothed
By light that breathes like a hand
Sober dog, O expert caresses
In the twisted chamber, for you the silent men, &
Flowers, so as to weave the inhabitants
This small immobile yellow coat persona:
And you must receive songs in its name, O
Library of rapid boons
Irrespective of merit. & now I do not know his name.
Sash the faces of lush
Beast. & Get Your Salutation.

Easter Monday

“Antlers have grown out the top of my shaggy head.”

“And his conclusions to be unaccompanied by any opinions. . . . ”

“You can’t have two insides having an affair.”

“Why not then spiritualize one’s midday food with a little liquor?”

“The question seems prosecutorial.” “The house is lost

In the room.” “Loyalty is hard to explain.”

“Hard fight gets no reward.” “A woman has a spirit of her own.”

“A man’s spirit is built upon experience & rage.” — Max Jacob.

In the air, in the house, in the night, bear with me
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“I always chat to the golden partner.”

“I’m working out the structures of men that don’t exist yet.”

“A gladness as remote from ecstasy as it is from fear.”

“To go on telling the story.”

“Give not that which is holy to dog.”

So Going Around Cities
to Doug & Jan Oliver

“I order you to operate. I was not made to suffer.”
Probing for old wills, and friendships, for to free
to New York City, to be in History, New York City being
History at that time. “And I traded my nights
for Intensity; & I barter my right to Gold; & I’d traded
my eyes much earlier, when I was circa say seven years old
for ears to hear Who was speaking, & just exactly who
was being told . . . .” & I’m glad
 I hear your words so clearly
 & I would not have done it
 differently
 & I’m amused at such simplicity, even so,
inside each & every door. And now I’m with you, instantly,
& I’ll see you tomorrow night, and I see you constantly, hopefully
though one or the other of us is often, to the body-mind’s own self
more or less out of sight! Taking walks down any street, High
Street, Main Street, walk past my doors! Newtown; Nymph Rd
 (on the Mesa); Waveland
Meeting House Lane, in old Southampton; or BelleVue Road
 in England, etcetera
Other roads; Manhattan; see them there where open or shut up behind
 “I’ve traded sweet times for answers . . .”
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“They don’t serve me anymore.” They still serve me on the floor.
 Or,
as now, as floor. Now we look out the windows, go in &
 out the doors. The Door.
(That front door which was but & then at that time My door).
 I closed it
On the wooing of Helen. “And so we left schools for her.” For
She is not one bit fiction; & she is easy to see;
 & she leaves me small room
For contradiction. And she is not alone; & she is not one bit
 lonely in the large high room, &
invention is just vanity, which is plain. She
is the heart’s own body, the body’s own mind in itself
 self-contained.
& she talks like you; & she has created truly not single-handedly
Our tragic thing, America. And though I would be I am not afraid
 of her, & you also not. You, yourself, I,
Me, myself, me. And no, we certainly have not pulled down
 our vanity: but
We wear it lightly here,  

 here where I traded evenly,  
& even gladly

health, for sanity; here  
where we live day-by-day  

on the same spot.
My English friends, whom I love & miss, we talk to ourselves here,
 & we two
rarely fail to remember, although we write seldom, & so must seem
 gone forever.
In the stained sky over this morning the clouds seem about to burst.
 What is being remembering
Is how we are, together. Like you we are always bothered, except
 by the worst; & we are living
 as with you we also were
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fired, only, mostly, by changes in the weather. For Oh dear hearts,
When precious baby blows her fuse/it’s just our way
 of keeping amused.
That we offer of & as excuse. Here’s to you. All the very best.
 What’s your pleasure? Cheers.

Boulder

 Up a hill, short
 of breath, then
 breathing
 Up stairs, & down, & up, & down again

 to

 noise

 Your warm powerful Helloes
 friends
 still slightly breathless

 in
 a three-way street
 hug

 Outside
 & we can move
 & we move

 Inside
 to Starbursts of noise!

 The human voice is how.

*
 Lewis’s, boyish, & clear; & Allen’s, which persists,
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& His, & Hers, & all of them Thems,      
& then

 Anne’s, once again, (and as I am) “Ted!”

 Then

O, Lady!, O, See, among all things which exist

O this!, this breathing, we.

Carrying a Torch

What thoughts I have of where I’ll be, & when, & doing what
Belong to a ghost world, by no means my first,
And may or may not be entertaining; for example
 living in a state of innocence in Kansas.
They hardly compare to when, passing through the air,
 it thinks about the air.

Just as, now, you are standing here
Expecting me to remember something
When years of trying the opposite of something
Leave that vision unfulfilled.

Mostly I have to go on checking the windows will but don’t break
 while you get on with taking your own sweet time.
It’s like coming awake thirsty & hungry, mid-way in dreams
 you have to have;
It stops or changes if you don’t get up
& it changes, by stopping, if you do.

You do. Because you’re carrying a torch. A sudden circular bath
 of symbols
Assails the structure. Better turn on the overhead light.
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Work Postures

The rain comes and falls.
A host of assorted artillery come up out of the lake.
The man who knows everything is a fool.
In front of him is his head. Behind him, men.

Few listeners get close. And
“Love must turn to power or it die.”
This is a terrible present.
“Is this any way to run a Railroad?”

Flashing back 7 years I hear, “you will never go
any place for the second time again.”
It’s hard to fight, when your body is not with you.
& it’s equally hard not to.

There is the dread that mind & body are One.
The cruelty of fear & misery works here.

Excursion & Visitation

The rains come & Fall.
Good grief, it’s Le Jongleur de Dieu!
A gun wheels out of an overcoat.
It’s I will fight. But I won’t rule.

So, pay, and leave. So, when the light turned green,
She went. “I’ve gone
to get everything.” A Voice — 

“to reappear in careers?” Un-uh.

These are the days of naming things?
Watch my feet, not my answers.
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Oh, good grief, it’s Le Jongleur de Dieu!
He’s the godson of the ghost-dancers!

On Earth we call The Sea of Tranquility “The North Atlantic.”
And a voice once locked in the ground now speaks in me.

Whitman in Black

For my sins I live in the city of New York
Whitman’s city lived in in Melville’s senses, urban inferno
Where love can stay for only a minute
Then has to go, to get some work done
Here the detective and the small-time criminal are one
& tho the cases get solved the machine continues to run
Big Town will wear you down
But it’s only here you can turn around 360 degrees
And everything is clear from here at the center
To every point along the circle of horizon
Here you can see for miles & miles & miles
Be born again daily, die nightly for a change of style
Hear clearly here; see with affection; bleakly cultivate compassion
Whitman’s walk unchanged after its fashion

Southwest

We think by feeling and so we ride together
The child who has fallen in love with maps & charts,
The last, the sole surviving Texas Ranger, cajoling
Scheming, scolding, the cleverest of them all. What is there to know?
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Questions. The very rich garments of the poor.
The very rack & crucifix of weather, winter’s wild silence
In red weather. A too resilient mind. The snake
Waiting under each back. Not to forget to mention the chief thing:

Underneath a new old sign, a far too resilient mind;
And the heavy not which you were bringing back alone,
Cycling across an Africa of green & white, but to be a part
Of the treetops & the blueness, with a bark that will not bite.

The fields breathe sweet, as one of you sleeps while the other is fuming
 with rage.
Is he too ill for pills? Am I gonna ride that little black train
 one year from tonight?

From the House Journal

 1.

I belong here, I was born
To breathe in dust
I came to you
I cannot remember anything of then
 up there among the lettuce plots

I cough a lot, so I stay awake
I cannot possibly think of you
I get a cinder in my eye because
I hate the revolutionary vision of

“I have a terrible age,” & I part
I have no kindness left
I do have the lame dog with me & the cloud
I kiss your cup, but I know so much.
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I must have leisure for leisure bears
I to you and you to me the endless oceans of

 2.

Now it next to my flesh, & I don’t mean dust
I am sober and industrious
I see you standing in clear light
I see a life of civil happiness
I see now tigers by the sea,
 the withering weathers of
I stagger out of bed
I stumble over furniture I fall into a gloomy hammock
I’m having a real day of it
I’m not sure there’s a cure

You are so serious, as if you are someone
Yet a tragic instance may be immanent
Yes it’s sickening that yes it’s true, and
Yes it’s disgusting that yes if it’s necessary, I’ll do it.

My Tibetan Rose

A new old song continues. He worked into the plane
A slight instability, to lessen his chances
Of succumbing to drowsiness, over the green sea.
Above his head clanged. And there were no dreams in this
 lack of sleep.
Your lover will be guilty of murder & you will turn her in.
Sometimes I’d like to take off these oak leaves and feel
 like an ordinary man.
You get older the more you remember. And one lives, alone,
 for pure courtship, as
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To move is to love, & the scrutiny of things is merely syllogistic.
Postmortems on old corpses are no fun.
I have so much to do I’m going to bed.
I’ll live on the side of a mountain, at 14,000 feet,
In a tough black yak-hide tent, turn blue, force down
Hot arak & yak butter, & wait for this coma to subside.
Come along with me, my Tibetan Rose!

n  n  n
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By Now

I’m a piece of local architecture
built only because it had to be.

In the 51st State
for Kate

The life I have led
being an easy one
has made suicide
impossible, no?

Everything arrived
in fairly good time;
women, rolls, medicine
crime — poor health

like health
has been an inspiration.

When all else fails I read the magazines.

Criticism like a trombone used as a gate
satisfies some hinges, but not me.
I like artists who rub their trumpets with maps
to clean them, the trumpets or the maps.

I personally took
33 years to discover
that blowing your nose is necessary sometimes
even tho it is terrifying. (not aesthetic).

I’d still rather brindle.
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I wasn’t born in this town
but my son, not the one born in Chicago,
not the one born in England, not
the one born in New England, in fact, my daughter
was. She looks like her brother by another mother
and like my brother, too.

Her forehead shines like the sun
above freckles and I had mine
and I have more left.

I read only the books you find in libraries or drugstores
or at Marion’s. Harris loans me Paul Pines’
to break into poetry briefly.

Au revoir.   
(I wouldn’t translate that

as “Goodbye” if I were you.)

A woman rolls under the wheels in a book.
Here they are the wheels, so I hear.

Bon voyage, little ones.

Follow me down
Through the locks. There is no key.

Red Shift

Here I am at 8:08 p.m. indefinable ample rhythmic frame
The air is biting, February, fierce arabesques
 on the way to tree in winter streetscape
I drink some American poison liquid air which bubbles
 and smoke to have character and to lean
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In. The streets look for Allen, Frank, or me, Allen
 is a movie, Frank disappearing in the air, it’s
Heavy with that lightness, heavy on me, I heave
 through it, them, as
The Calvados is being sipped on Long Island now
 twenty years almost ago, and the man smoking
Is looking at the smilingly attentive woman, & telling.
Who would have thought that I’d be here, nothing
 wrapped up, nothing buried, everything
Love, children, hundreds of them, money, marriage-
 ethics, a politics of grace,
Up in the air, swirling, burning even or still, now
 more than ever before?
Not that practically a boy, serious in corduroy car coat
 eyes penetrating the winter twilight at 6th
& Bowery in 1961. Not that pretty girl, nineteen, who was
 going to have to go, careening into middle-age so,
To burn, & to burn more fiercely than even she could imagine
 so to go. Not that painter who from very first meeting
I would never & never will leave alone until we both vanish
 into the thin air we signed up for & so demanded
To breathe & who will never leave me, not for sex, nor politics
 nor even for stupid permanent estrangement which is
Only our human lot & means nothing. No, not him.
There’s a song, “California Dreaming”, but no, I won’t do that.
I am 43. When will I die? I will never die, I will live
To be 110, & I will never go away, & you will never escape from me
 who am always & only a ghost, despite this frame, Spirit
Who lives only to nag.
I’m only pronouns, & I am all of them, & I didn’t ask for this
 You did
I came into your life to change it & it did so & now nothing
 will ever change
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That, and that’s that.
Alone & crowded, unhappy fate, nevertheless
 I slip softly into the air
The world’s furious song flows through my costume.

Around the Fire

What I’m trying to say is that if an experience is
proposed to me — I don’t have any particular interest
in it — Any more than anything else. I’m interested in
anything. Like I could walk out the door right now and go some-
where else. I don’t have any center in that sense. If you’ll look
in my palm you’ll see that my heart and my head line are
the same and if you’ll look in your palm you’ll see that it’s
different. My heart and my head feel exactly the same. Me,
I like to lay around of a Sunday and drink beer. I don’t feel
a necessity for being a mature person in this world. I mean
all the grown-ups in this world, they’re just playing house, all
poets know that. How does your head feel? How I feel is
what I think. I look at you today, & I expect you to look
the same tomorrow. If you’re having a nervous breakdown, I’m
not going to be looking at you like you’re going to die, because
I don’t think you are. If you’re a woman you put yourself
somewhere near the beginning and then there’s this other place
you put yourself in terms of everybody. “The great cosmetic strange-
ness of the normal deep person.” Okay. Those were those people — and
I kept telling myself, I have to be here, because I don’t have
a country. How tight is the string? And what is on this particular
segment of it? And the photographer, being black, and the writer,
me, being white, fell out at this point. And he didn’t want to
look at it — I mean it’s nothing, just some drunk Indians riding



161

Jersey milk cows — but I wanted to see it, I mean it was right
in front of my eyes and I wanted therefore to look at it.
And death is not any great thing, it’s there or it’s not. I mean
God is the progenitor of religious impetuosity in the human beast.
And Davy Crockett is right on that — I mean he’s gonna shoot a bear,
but he’s not gonna shoot a train, because the train is gonna run
right over him. You can’t shoot the train. And I always thought
there was another way to do that. And it is necessary to do that
and we bear witness that it is necessary to do it. The only distinction
between men and women is five million shits.

Cranston Near the City Line

One clear glass slipper; a slender blue single-rose vase;
one chipped glass Scottie; an eggshell teacup & saucer, tiny,
fragile, but with sturdy handle; a gazelle? the lightest pink flowers
on the teacup, a gold circle, a line really on the saucer; gold
line curving down the handle; glass doors on the cabinet which sat
on the floor & was not too much taller than I; lace doilies? on
the shelves; me serious on the floor, no brother, shiny floor or
shining floor between the flat maroon rug & the glass doors of
 the cabinet:

I never told anyone what I knew. Which was that it wasn’t
for anyone else what it was for me.

The piano was black. My eyes were brown. I had rosy
cheeks, every sonofabitch in the world said. I never saw them.

My father came cutting around the corner of the A&P
& diagonally across the lot in a beeline toward our front sidewalk
& the front porch (& the downstairs door); and I could see him, his
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long legs, quick steps, nervous, purposeful, coming & passing, combing
his hair, one two three quick wrist flicks that meant “worrying” &
 “quickly!”

There were lilacs in the back yard, & dandelions in the lot.
There was a fence.

Pat Dugan used to swing through that lot, on Saturdays, not too tall,
in his brown suit or blue one, white shirt, no tie, soft brown men’s
slippers on his feet, & Grampa! I’d yell & run to meet him &
“Hi! Grampa,” I’d say & he’d swing my arm and be singing his funny
 song:

 *
“She told me that she loved me, but

 that was yesterday. She told me

that she loved me, & then

 she went away!”

 *
I didn’t know it must have been a sad song, for somebody!
He was so jaunty, light in his eyes and laugh lines around
them, it was his happy song, happy with me, it was 1942 or 4,
and he was 53.

Coda : Song

When having something to do
but not yet being at it
because I’m alone, because of you
I lay down the book, & pick up the house
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& move it around until it is
where it is what it is I am doing
that is the something I had to do
because I’m no longer alone, because of you.

Postcard from the Sky

You in love with her

read my poems and wonder

what she sees in you.

Last Poem

Before I began life this time
I took a crash course in Counter-Intelligence
Once here I signed in, see name below, and added
Some words remembered from an earlier time,
“The intention of the organism is to survive.”
My earliest, & happiest, memories pre-date WWII,
They involve a glass slipper & a helpless blue rose
In a slender blue single-rose vase: Mine
Was a story without a plot. The days of my years
Folded into one another, an easy fit, in which
I made money & spent it, learned to dance & forgot, gave
Blood, regained my poise, & verbalized myself a place
In Society. 101 St. Mark’s Place, apt. 12A, NYC 10009
New York. Friends appeared & disappeared, or wigged out,
Or stayed; inspiring strangers sadly died; everyone
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I ever knew aged tremendously, except me. I remained
Somewhere between 2 and 9 years old. But frequent
Reification of my own experiences delivered to me
Several new vocabularies, I loved that almost most of all.
I once had the honor of meeting Beckett & I dug him.
The pills kept me going, until now. Love, & work,
Were my great happinesses, that other people die the source
Of my great, terrible, & inarticulate one grief. In my time
I grew tall & huge of flame, obviously possessed
Of a disconnected head, I had a perfect heart. The end
Came quickly & completely without pain, one quiet night as I
Was sitting, writing, next to you in bed, words chosen randomly
From a tired brain, it, like them, suitable, & fitting.
Let none regret my end who called me friend.

Small Role Felicity
for Tom Clark

Anselm is sleeping; Edmund is feverish, &
Chatting; Alice doing the Times Crossword Puzzle:
I, having bathed, am pinned, nude, to the bed
Between Green Hills of Africa &
The Pro Football Mystique. Steam is hissing
In the pipes, cold air blowing across my legs . . . 
Tobacco smoke is rising up my nose, as Significance
Crackles & leaps about inside my nightly no-mind.
Already it’s past two, of a night like any other:
O, Old Glory, atop the Empire State, a building, &
Between the Hudson & the East rivers, O, purple, & O, murky black,
If only . . . but O, finally, you, O, Leonardo, you at last arose
Bent, and racked with fit after fit of coughing, & Cursing!
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Terrible curses! No Joke! What will happen? Who
be served? Whose call go unanswered? And
Who can 44 down, “Pretender to
The Crown of Georgia?” be . . . 
(Boris Pasternak?)

44th Birthday Evening, at Harris’s

Nine stories high Second Avenue
On the roof there’s a party
All the friends are there watching
By the light of the moon the blazing sun
Go down over the side of the planet
To light up the underside of Earth
There are long bent telescopes for the friends
To watch this through. The friends are all in shadow.
I can see them from my bed inside my head.
44 years I’ve loved these dreams today.
17 years since I wrote for the first time a poem
On my birthday, why did I wait so long?  

my land a good land
its highways go to many good places where
many good people were found: a home land, whose song comes up
from the throat of a hummingbird & it ends
where the sun goes to across the skies of blue.
I live there with you.
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Look Fred, You’re a Doctor, My Problem  
Is Something Like This:

In the Summer between 5th & 6th grade
We moved from Cranston near the City Line
down into the heart of South Providence, or, from
an urban suburb to the White Irish working-class
inner-city. It was 1946. From that
time on, in grade-school, no, that year was
anonymous except spasmodically, but from the
next year on, Jr-High School, on into & thru
High School, at various jobs, thru one
semester at Catholic Providence College, then
3 years in the Army, Korea, and return
to College in Tulsa, Oklahoma (1957) right
up to about 1960, no matter where I
was, in what situation, with the exception of
on the football playground, in card games, and at
home, reading, I didn’t
know the language and I didn’t know
the rules; and naturally I didn’t
know what it was I didn’t know, nor,
therefore, what was it I did know, be-
cause I did know something. In the
army I began to learn about knowing
the rules, and so about myself and rules.
Back in College, while easing
into knowing the rules & what to do with that,
I evidently had begun hearing the language. In
1960, & from then on, I got hit by that special
useful sense that one could, easily, anytime or where,
pick up, & so “know” the language and the rules. It
all had to do with Surface, and it didn’t have
to be shallow.  
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I took that self to New York City, into
poetry, to Art News, into Readings, thru marriage, into
teaching and then into not teaching, and in and out of
small-time crime. Now, there’s a new, further
place, whose name I didn’t quite catch, and, there-
fore, whose language & rules I can barely discern as
up ahead, let alone “what” they might be. It’s
1979. I’m 44.

Part of My History
for Lewis Warsh 

Will “Reclining Figure, One Arm” 
Soon become or is she already Mrs.
Ted Berrigan? “Take one dexamyl
Every morning, son,” my dead father
told me over the phone, and, “Be
A good boy. It’s called a ‘Life Style.’”
What you don’t know will hurt somebody else.
Cast in 1934, 5 ft. 14 in. in height,
The figure has three fingers missing
On the left hand (as did Mordecai, “three-
fingers,” Brown, which didn’t keep him
Out of Cooperstown!). Body well-preserved,
Chubby, flesh-colored, sweetly
Draped. Both ends are broken here & there,
But the surface is well preserved. I took
Another puff on my Chesterfield King, and,
As she walked around in my room, saw orange
& blue raise themselves ere she walked.
They were my mind. And then, I saw cupcakes,
pink & flushed pink, floating about
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in the air, aglow in their own poise.
Cold air stabbed into my heart, as, suddenly,
In serious drag, I felt my body getting
Colder & colder, & felt, rather than saw,
My fez, hovering above my head, like a typical set
of Berrigan-thoughts, imprisoned in lacquer, European-
style, tailor-made. I could see I was sitting
at a table in a Hoboken Truck-Stop. When the smoke
Cleared I saw a red telephone on the table by my
Left hand. A heart-stimulant shot into my heart
From out the immediate darkness to my right. I picked up
The telephone, & that was all that kept me alive.

The Morning Line

Every man-jack boot-brain slack-jaw son of a chump
surely the result of fuzzy thinking
parceled in his “noise of thousands”
is a poem to shove somewhere

 The man on First Avenue

 with a large suitcase knows that

 He’s leaving town

asleep there, already back.
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After Peire Vidal, & Myself
for Shelley

Oh you, the sprightliest & most puggish, the brightest star
Of all my lively loves, all Ladies, & to whom once I gave up
My heart entire, thenceforth yours to keep forever
Locked up in your own heart’s tiniest room, my best hope, or
To throw away, carelessly, at your leisure, should that prove
Yr best pleasure, Who is that dumpy matron, decked out in worn & faded
Shabby army fatigues which pooch out both before & behind, now screeching
Out my small name in a dingy Public Library on the lower East Side? & now
Scoring me painfully in philistine Commedia dell’arte farce, low summer fare
Across a pedestrian Ferry’s stretch of water in some meshugganah Snug Harbor
And once more, even, fiercely pecking at me in the cold drab Parish Hall of
Manhattan’s Landmark Episcopal Church, where a once Avant-garde now Grade 

School
Poetry Project continues to dwell, St. Mark’s Church in-the-Bouwerie, whose
Stones hold in tight grip one wooden leg & all of Peter Stuyvesant’s bones?
Who is that midget-witch who preens & prances as she flaunts her lost wares,
Otherwise hidden beneath some ancient boy’s flannel-shirt, its tail out & 

flapping, / & who
Is shrieking even now these mean words :  

“Hey Ted!” “Hey, you Fat God!”
& calling me, “Fickle!” “Fickle!”
 & she points a long boney finger
at me, & croons, gleefully.
 “Limbo!” “That’s where you really live!”

& She is claiming to be you 

 as she whispers, viciously,      
“Alone, &

In Pain, in Limbo, is where you live  in your little cloud-9 home  Ted!
Pitiful!”
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 She has a small purse, & removing it from one of her shopping bags
She brings out from inside that small purse, my withered heart; & lifting it
high into the air over her head with her two hands, she turns it upside down
unzips its fasteners, & shakes it out over the plywood floor, happily. “Empty,”
she cries loudly, “just like I always knew it would be!” “Empty!” “Empty” “Empty!”

I watch her, and think,  
That’s not really you, up there, is it,

 Rose? Rochelle? Shelley?  
O, don’t be sad, little Rose! It’s still

Your ribbon I wear, your favor tied to the grip of my lance, when I
 ride out to give battle,   

these golden days.

Round About Oscar
for Steve Carey

Reality is the totality of all things possessing Actuality

Existence, or Essence. Ergo, nowhere one goes

Will one ever be away enough

From wherever one was. The tracks lead uphill.

Power sits heavily for us on those we’ve grown up with.

 However,

Uphill tracks usually offer good views, after a while,

While the answer to what’s new is, often, an

Indictment of an intolerable situation.
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hogs size disturbs sycamores. bruins

devour maple leafs. steel curtain falls on houston.

cowboy duo rides rams into sunset. Quality tells.

Absolute quality tells absolutely nothing.

Thin Breast Doom

That’s really beautiful! 
‘thin breast doom.’ How’ d 
ya ever think of that?
Philip Whalen

I have these great dreams, like
Sailing up on a lift, & then riding a bicycle
Down through a flaming basket. I have the dream at night
& the sailing in the dream is exactly what
I would be doing the next day. “Fuck, I’m never
Going to make my way.” Right. But it’s a beautiful feeling
To outdo your own misjudgements in the air.

That’s what happens to people who died.

It slows things down instead of making them hectic
& frantic. “I’m not going to be careful anymore.”
I can see all my people flow by so slowly. But
I’m still addicted to consciousness, tho I’ve probably
Only been conscious once in the last six years. But
I am conscious, that’s for sure. Plus, Purity.
Purity means that you have something up
Your sleeve besides a right or a left arm. My
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Arms are shot but my something is not. Because
It’s something I learned when I was in a state.

I may have been in a state, but it was my state,
I even gave it a name: New York. Most people are in other
York, they aren’t even in Old York yet, let alone York.

If your new light is intact, your vision is in the tunnel
& your decay has got to keep moving when it’s near the abyss
(move your head). The world sucks, & everything is fucked up
But just do your best within without and you try to get along
Because in impure light things are coming apart because
You have something to move toward and you are in a state:

 Don’t get rich
 Don’t understand through the heart
 Don’t strain your music with verbal skill
 but when you hear certain counterpoint
 Don’t try to fool the fist that’s tightening
 right beneath your heart
 Don’t lay back, look pretty, & strike a pose
 Don’t be a fool; be Showbiz naturally, &

 Give everyone a chance to regroup. Use your bag of tricks.
 Generosity is easy, that doesn’t mean it’s bad. But

Don’t show up all substance & polish unless you can stop, look,
 listen, & then take off
Taking at least one image away. Everyone has a right to be
 judged by their best.
Be dumb enough to actually like it. Don’t worry about Nuclear
 War. You won’t get killed.
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Memories Are Made of This

Mistress isn’t used much in poetry these days.

Comrade isn’t used much in poetry these days.

Moxie isn’t used much in poetry these days.

The Spring Monsoons isn’t used much in poetry these days,

 which is a shame.

Doubloons isn’t used much in poetry these days.

I’m not blue, I’m just feeling a little bit lonesome for some

 love again, isn’t used much in poetry these days.

O Ghost Who walks, Boom-lay, Boom-lay, Boomly, Boom! isn’t used

 much in poetry these days.

&, I will gather stars, out of the blue, for you, isn’t used much

 in poetry these days.

Now, “I’ve got a guy” isn’t used much in poetry these days

And, “Tweet-tweet!” isn’t used much in poetry these days, at least

 not at all in its code meaning, which was, “Eat my Birdie!”

Me & Brother Bill Went Hunting isn’t used much in poetry

 these days,

& Uijongbu sure isn’t used much in poetry these days (sigh!).

Oh well, Mary McGinnis isn’t used much in poetry these days,

 just like, & I have to say it,

“Brigadoon” isn’t used much in poetry these days.

n  n  n
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From A Certain Slant Of Sunlight

Poem

Yea, though I walk

through the Valley of

the Shadow of Death, I

Shall fear no evil
 — 

for I am a lot more

insane than

This Valley.

*
You’ll do good if you play it like you’re

  not getting paid.

But you’ll do it better if the motherfuckers pay you.

(Motto of  the whores
& poets guild — trans.
from The Palatine Anth-
ology by Alice Notley &
Ted Berrigan. 20 Feb 82)
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A Certain Slant of Sunlight

In Africa the wine is cheap, and it is
on St. Mark’s Place too, beneath a white moon.
I’ll go there tomorrow, dark bulk hooded
against what is hurled down at me in my no hat
which is weather: the tall pretty girl in the print dress
under the fur collar of her cloth coat will be standing
by the wire fence where the wild flowers grow not too tall
her eyes will be deep brown and her hair styled 1941 American
 will be too; but
I’ll be shattered by then
But now I’m not and can also picture white clouds
impossibly high in blue sky over small boy heartbroken
to be dressed in black knickers, black coat, white shirt,
 buster-brown collar, flowing black bow-tie
her hand lightly fallen on his shoulder, faded sunlight falling
across the picture, mother & son, 33 & 7, First Communion Day, 1941  — 

I’ll go out for a drink with one of my demons tonight
they are dry in Colorado 1980 spring snow.

Blue Galahad
for Jim Carroll

Beauty, I wasn’t born
High enough for you: Truth
I served; her knight: Love
In a Cold Climate.
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The Einstein Intersection

This distinguished boat
Now for oblivion, at sea, a
Sweet & horrid joke in dubious taste,
That once, a Super-Ego of strength, did both haunt
Your dreams and also save you much bother, brought
You to The American Shore; Out of The Dead City carried you,
Free, Awake, in Fever and in Sleep, to the
City of A Thousand Suns where, there, in the innocent heart’s
Cry & the Mechanized Roar of one’s very own this, The 20th
 Century, one’s
Own betrayed momentary, fragmented Beauty got
Forgotten, one Snowy Evening, Near a Woods, because
The Horse Knows the Way; because of, “The Hat on the Bed,” and
Because of having “Entered the Labyrinth, finding No Exit.”, is
That self-same ship, the “U.S.S. Nature” by name, that D. H. Lawrence
 wrote one of his very best poems about;
the ship of death. (a/k/a the cat came back)!

People Who Change Their Names

Abraham & Sarah.

Naomi — (“Call me not Naomi,
 call me Mara; for The Almighty
 hath dealt very bitterly with me.”)

Simon, who shall be called Peter.

St. Paul (formerly Saul).

Joseph of Arimathea.
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Cain.

Libby Notley (“when I was six I found out my
 real name was Alice”);

Francis Russell O’Hara; Didi Susan Dubleyew;
Ron Padgett; Dick Gallup;

steve carey:

Kenneth Koch (formerly Jay Kenneth Koch):

Jackson Pollock; “Rene” Rilke; William Carlos
Williams;  

my mother, Peg;  
Guillaume Apollinaire;

“Joe” Liebling: John Kerouac: Joe Howard
Brainard: “Babe Ruth”:

Tom Clark; Anselm Hollo; Clark Coolidge;

 George & Katie Schneeman.

Samuel R. “Chip” Delany.

In the Land of Pygmies & Giants

Anselm! Edmund!

 Get me an ashtray!

No one in this house

In any way is any longer sick!

 And I am the Lord, and owner

 of their faces.

 They call me, Dad!
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Angst

I had angst.

4 Metaphysical Poems

“Get a job at the railroad”

“Loan me a few bucks”

“I gotta buy some pills”

“So I can understand John Ashbery.”

“Poets Tribute to Philip Guston”

I hear walking in my legs
Aborigines in the pipes
I am the man your father was
Innocence bleats at my last
Black breaths — and tho I was considered a royal
 pain in the ass by
Shakespeare’s father, the high alderman,
All the deadly virtuous plague my death!
I could care less?
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Blue Herring

fiction appears) for I and only one per-
son’s eyes. In my more iconoclastic
moments I stifle the impulse to send
such poems, which I do come across
them, back to their authors, taking
same authors to task for presuming
too much and asking them to send
their poem right on to the faceless
As if you hands were innocent
and the lobsters in your groin
And the heart of the scarecrow opens like snow
And something in the branches makes the pigeons
 spread their wings
You reach into the branches and grab the red herrings — 

 the
Fountain of Youth is uncharted
You are its overflowing outline
You can only laugh.

O Captain, My Commander, I Think

I like First Avenue
when the time of the fearful trip is come
& the Lady is for burning, as the day’s begun
to duck  

behind the Levy-Cohen Housing Project
whose sand-pond can be seen still, through binoculars,
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by the First Tyrant-Mistress of The Near West;
sky falls; & night; & me, too, yr star:
When the lilacs come I’ll flip
til thrice I hear your call, darkling thrush.

Ode

Spring banged me up a bit

 & bruised & ruddy &

 devastatingly attractive

 I made

 2 a. m. Phone call to Bill Brown

 ‘How long is your foot?’

 ‘Oh about 12 inches.’

 ‘Well stick it up your Ass.’

 *

 “and Day rang from pool to hilltop

 like a bell.”

Sunny, Light Winds

those exhausting dreams
of angry identification, a dog
like ego, Snowflakes as kisses — the
ability to forget is a sign of a
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 happy mind — at least,
Philip thinks it is, & he’s happy,
 sometimes.
But I don’t want no cornbread &
 molasses!
Never. I don’t want to live in the un-
 tidy
moment! Forget it. I don’t want no
 lover
who always wants to be the boss!
Want! Want! Want! — it’s all right, I’m
Just having a little fun, Mother.
unhappy love affairs,
are only for madmen

What a Dump
or, 
Easter

for Katie Schneeman

a metal fragrant white
 Capitol of beantown
sans dome; rubber & metal pieces
 of Kentucky; chicken-bones &
Light Cavaliers; jeans; tops; balls; caps;

“Now I have to have life
 after dreams”

“& now I’m running running
 running
down the King’s Highway”
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 “& now I am Lily, Rosemary, & the Jack
 of Hearts;
One-eyed Jill; Pietro Gigli; 2 cats:
Howard; & Katie, my heart; & mine”

“Mine is melancholy”

“Mine is ½ gristle, ½ dust”

“Mine is Luke Skywalker, & his parts:
the Wookie part; the Landro part; the Han dynasty;
C-3PO”

“Mine is this ‘Squeeze-box’;
the Good; the Beautiful; the True; & Bucky Dent.
He just has to have a chance to be in The Hall of Fame!”

All pleased rise
Cleansed
Pure
In perfect order go.

My Life & Love
for Phil Whalen

 “Do you
 think I’ll
 ever see
 him again?

 “Beauty
 whose action is
 no stronger than a
 flower?
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 “I think I’m about to be
 surpassed again.

“Do you think we’d better go to
 California?”

“Naw. Don’t be silly. Send him a round
 cheese or something. A can
 of peaches.”

Anselm

it is a well-lit afternoon

across the incredible static of time-space-language

reading a book

“to be born again”

between bouts

through two layers of glass

I call your name.

In the mirror

Anselm’s dreams

the dimensions of the world

the performance of the world

my beauties

smoke

writing
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Treason of the Clerks

They set you up. Took yr stuff. Gave
 it to me.
I made a Little Monster with it.
He’s the enemy of a Wookie.
He turns grass black and puts it
 on him so
You can’t see certain parts of his body.
(The Bad parts.) I can’t talk to you.

Dinner at George & Katie Schneeman’s

She was pretty swacked by the time she
Put the spaghetti & meatballs into the orgy pasta
 bowl — There was mixed salt & pepper in the
“Tittie-tweak” pasta bowl — We drank some dago red
 from glazed girlie demi-tasse cups — after
which we engaged in heterosexual intercourse, mutual
 masturbation, fellatio, & cunnilingus. For
dessert we stared at a cupboard full of art critic
 friends, sgraffitoed into underglazes on vases. We did
have a very nice time.

Pandora’s Box, an Ode

. . . was 30 when we met. I was
21. & yet he gave me the impression
he was vitally interested in what I
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was doing & what was inside me! One
was Tremendous Power over all friends.
Power to make them do whatever. Wed. Bed.
Dig the streets. Two is speeding and pills
to beef up on on top of speeding ills. Three,
assumptions. Four, flattery. Five, highly
articulate streets, & when he saw me I was witty.
I was good poetry. Love was all I was. As
the case is, he had or was a charm
of his own. I had the unmistakable signature
of a mean spirit. Very close to breaking in.
I was like Allen Ginsberg’s face, Jack’s face,
eye to eye on me. Face of Allen. Face of Kerouac.
It was all in California. Now,
all of my kingdoms are here.

Transition of Nothing Noted as Fascinating

The Chinese ate their roots; it
made them puke. We don’t know til
we see our own. You are irre-
sistible. It makes me blush. How you
see yourself is my politics. O Turkey,
Resonance in me that didn’t even want to know
what it was, still there, don’t ever make jokes
about reality in Berkeley, they don’t
understand either one there.
Donald Allen, Donald Keene, Wm. “Ted” deBary,
it’s hard to respect oneself,
but I would like to be free.
China Night. Cry of cuckoo. Chinese moon.
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Mutiny!

The Admirals brushed
the dandruff off their
epaulets and steamed
on the H. M. S. Hesper
toward Argentina. I
like doggies on their “little
feet”, don’t you, I said, but
they kept rolling over, be-
neath the tracer bullets and
the Antarctic moon, beneath the
daunting missiles and the Prince
in his helicopter, they were
steaming toward interesting places,
to meet interesting people, and
kill them. They were at sea,
and it was also beneath them.

Upside Down

You don’t have to be Marie Curie
or even Simone de Beauvoir already
to write your memoirs, you know? after
all, we all have a polymorphous perverse
first person singular, don’t we? . . . . 
If you don’t want to see & hear, don’t feel
like it, say . . . maybe wd rather worry, or
sulk. . . . Still you do have to remember, there’s
no way to put blinders on one’s insides, you
know . . . or do you? Sure you can.
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Paris, Frances

I tried to put the coffee back together
For I knew I would not be able to raise the fine
Lady who sits wrapped in her amber shawl
Mrs. of everything that’s mine right now, an interior
Noon smokes in its streets, as useless as
Mein host’s London Fog, and black umbrella, & these pills
Is it Easter? Did we go? All around the purple heather?
Go fly! my dears. Go fly! I’m in the weather.

Windshield

There is no windshield.

Stars & Stripes Forever
for Dick Jerome

How terrible a life is
And you’re crazy all the time
Because the words don’t fit
The heart isn’t breakable
And it has a lot of dirt on it
The white stuff doesn’t clean it & it can’t
 be written on
Black doesn’t go anywhere
Except away & there isn’t any
Just a body very wet & chemistry
which can explode like salt & snow
& does so, often.
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I Heard Brew Moore Say, One Day
for Allen Ginsberg

Go in Manhattan,
Suffer Death’s dream Armies in battle!
Wake me up naked:
Solomon’s Temple The Pyramids & Sphinx sent me here!

The tent flapped happily spacious & didn’t fall down — 

Mts. rising over the white lake 6 a.m. — mist drifting
 between water & sky — 

Middle-aged & huge of frame, Martian, dim, nevertheless I
 flew from bunk
into shoe of brown & sock of blue, up into shining morning
 light, by suns,

landed, & walked outside me, & the bomb’d dropped
all over the Lower East Side! What new element
Now borne in Nature?, I cried. If I had heart attack now
Am I ready to face my mother? What do? Whither go?
How choose now?, I cried. And, Go in Manhattan, Brew Moore
 replied.

In Your Fucking Utopias

 Let the heart of the young
 exile the heart of the old: Let the heart of the old
 Stand exiled from the heart of the young: Let
 other people die: Let Death be inaugurated.
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 Let there be Plenty Money. & Let the
 Darktown Strutters pay their way in
To The Gandy-Dancers Ball. But Woe unto you, O
 Ye Lawyers, because I’ll be there, and
 I’ll be there.

Tough Cookies

You took a wrong turn in
1938. Don’t worry about it.

The sun shines brightest when
the others are sleeping.

There is a Briss in your
immediate future.

Take heart. Shakespeare was
probably an asshole too.

Your life is rare and precious
& it has no mud. Stay with it.

You have strange friends, but
they are going to be strangers.

Everything is Maya, but
you will never know it.

Your gaiety is not cowardice,
but it may be hepatitis.
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Skeats and the Industrial Revolution
(Dick Jerome, ¾ View)
 ink on paper

God: perhaps, ‘The being worshipped. To
whom sacrifice is offered. Not allied to
‘good’, (which is an adjective, not a
‘being.’ Godwit: a bird, or, more recently,
a ‘twittering-machine’; (from the Anglo-Saxon,
God-wiht: just possibly meaning, ‘worthy creature.’
Viz. Isle of Wight — Isle of Creatures. See, also,
Song, folk; Childe Ballad # 478: “I’ve been
a creature for a thousand years.” . . . . )

Natchez
for Rosina Kuhn

I stand by the window
In the top I bought to please you

As green rain falls across Chinatown
You are blissed out, wired, & taping,
 15 blocks uptown

When I am alone in the wet & the wind
Flutes of rain hire me

Boogie-Men drop in to inspire me
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Let No Willful Fate Misunderstand

When I see Birches, I think
of my father, and I can see him.
He had a pair of black shoes & a pair of
 brown shoes,
bought when he was young and prosperous.
“And he polished those shoes, too, Man!”
“Earth’s the right place for Love,”
he used to say. “It’s no help,
but it’s better than nothing.”
We are flesh of our flesh,
O, blood of my blood; and we,
We have a Night Tie all our own; & all
day & all night it is dreaming, unaware
that for all its blood, Time is the Sand-
paper; that The Rock can be broken; that
Distance is like Treason. Something
There is that doesn’t love a wall: I
am that Something.

To Sing the Song, That Is Fantastic

Christmas in July, or
Now in November in
 Montreal
Where the schools are closed,
& the cinnamon girls
 Sing in the sunshine
Just like Yellowman:
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The soldiers shoot the old woman
 down
They shoot the girl-child on
 the ground: we
Steal & sell the M-16s, use
The money to buy the weed
The sky is blue & the Erie is
 Clean;
Come to us with your M-16:
Soldier, sailor, Policeman, Chief,
Your day is here & you have come
 to Grief.
Sing the songs, & smoke the weed;
The children play & the wind is green.

Interstices

“Above his head 
changed”

And then one morning to waken perfect-faced
Before my life began
cold rosy dawn in New York City
call me Berrigan

Every day when the sun comes up
I live in the city of New York
Green tide behind; pink against blue
Here I am at 8:08 p.m. indefinable ample rhythmic frame
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not asleep, I belong here, I was born, I’m amazed to be here
It is a human universe: & I interrupts yr privacy
Last night’s congenial velvet sky left behind . . . kings . . . panties
My body heavy with poverty (starch) missing you mind clicks
 into gear

November. New York’s lovely weather hurts my forehead
On the 15th day of November in the year of the motorcar
But, “old gods work” so  sleeping & waking  someone I
 love calls me
into the clear

Give Them Back, Who Never Were

I am lonesome after mine own kind — the
hussy Irish barmaid; the Yankee drunk who was once
a horsecart Dr.’s son, & who still is, for that matter;
The shining Catholic schoolboy face, in serious glasses,
with proper trim of hair, bent over a text by Peire Vidal,
& already you can see a rakish quality of intellect there;
Geraldine Weicker, who played Nurse in my heart’s in
the highlands, on pills, & who eventually married whom? The
fat kid from Oregon, who grew up to be our only real poet;
& the jaunty Jamaica, Queens, stick-figure, ex US Navy, former
French Negro poet, to whom Frank O’Hara once wrote an Ode,
or meant to, before everything died, Fire Island, New
York, Summer, 1966.
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Via Air

Honey,  
I wish you were here.  

I wrote some poems about it.
And though it goes,  

and it’s going,  
it will never leave us.

n  n  n
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Robert (Lowell)

Like the philosopher Thales
who thought all things water
and fell into a well . . . trying to
find a car key . . . (“it can’t be here . . . “)
We rest from all discussion,
drinking, smoking, pills . . .   

want nothing
but to be old, do nothing, type & think. . . . 

 But in new December’s air
I could not sleep, I could not write my name

 — 

Luck, we’ve had it; our character’s gone public — 

We could have done worse. I hope we did.

Villonnette

 Oh, Mrs. Gabriele Picabia-Buffet,
 why did they want so badly to be
 like us, those wonderful jack-offs of yesterday?
And where have they gone? Where are they now? those jack-offs
 of yesterday?

Don Quixote & Sancho Panza

It is 1934. Edmund
Wilson is going to Russia
Next year. There’s a brunette
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Dwarf asleep in his bed. Scarlatina.
Bedbugs. Dear Henry Allen Moe:
 Can you wire me a $100 loan, to Paris?
I have learned everything I can here.
253 lbs later, it is May, 1983.
Did Henry Allen Moe get burned?
Tomorrow I will need $50, Summer Camp
for Sonny, & supper. I can hear
my own voice on the telephone: hello, Ed?
(Edward Halsey Foster) Hi, Ed. Got any dollars?
Today I am 48 years, 5 months and 16 days old,
In perfect health. May Day.

This Will Be Her Shining Hour

*
“This movie has Fred Astaire and Robert Ryan in it!

*
“He got off the train!

*
“I have a feeling this is an unknown movie.”

*
(laughs) Q: “What the hell is going on?”
 A: (laughing) “Dialogue.

*
“This movie has no plot.

*
“Fred Astaire was on this train with a whole lot
of soldiers, going to Japan. And then, he got off
the train!



197

*
“Robert Ryan keeps saying, ‘Let’s kill Japs,’ &
Fred Astaire keeps saying, ‘Fuck that.’

*
“He fell in love with her!

*
 Q: “Who?”
 A: “Joan Leslie. She’s a photographer. There
 keeps being a whole lot of stuff by Johnny
 Mercer.”

*
 Q: “Joan Leslie is just my type. Is she?”
 A: “Un-uh. Fred Astaire is nobody’s type, either.

*
(laughing) “He changed all the lyrics.”

*
 Q: “To what?”
 A: (sings)
 “This will be my shining hour
 drinking rum & bacardi
 like the face of Mischa Auer
 on the Beauty Shop marquee.”

*
(laughs)
 “You have to watch it.

*
“You have no right to get anything out of my
evening!”

*
 Q:  “Give me the Book Review section, will
 you?”
 A: “Sure. You’ll love it.”
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*
“I haven’t written anything for years. I’m going
to move away.

*
“Oh God, she’s gorgeous:
(for a little ugly person).”

*
“I can’t tell which is Waldo.”

“Pretty good line, huh?

 ‘I can’t tell which is Waldo.’

*
 Q: “Did you write that down?”
 A: “No.”

*
(laughs)
 “You? Working?”
 (laughs again)

*
(laughs)   

“This is my wife. She follows me around.”

*
 Q: “Where are they?”
 A: “They’re in some giant building. Fred Astaire
 is yelling, ‘Help, save me!!’

*
“I think this movie is some Homage to Balanchine
. . . . . . . It’s out of the question.

*
“Man, instead of cracking an egg on that woman’s
hand, they’re putting diamonds on it.
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*
“I think my life is really awful.

*
“Oh God, write all this down.
“Oh, what a great song!”

*
“This is my night at the canteen. . . . ”

*
“It’s nice work if you can. . . . ”

*
“Oh, great. . . . ”

*
“She’s dancing.

*
“They’re in New York City!”
“Of course they are.”
“Just like us.

*
“Oh God, he’s so great!

*
“Oh, he just got taken down from the table.
He did a snake dance.”  

 (It was a Johnny Mercer snake dance.)

*
It’s 4 a.m.

*
(laughs)
“Wordsworth put it pretty well.”

*
“He hasn’t done too much in this one.
“Now he’s going to do it. . . . 
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*
“It’s all so wartime.

*
“It’s so wartime no one gets to do much of anything.

*
“It’s all so unfair.

*
“Are you having fun?

*
“You are too! (sigh)

*
“That’s Robert Ryan. You should come see him. He’s
being in a musical.

*
“Oh God, he looks so great!”

*
“He looks too much like my father.

*
“It has Averill Harriman in it.”
“Doesn’t everything?”

*
“Have you ever said to her how your life would be
incomplete without her?”

*
Setting: Beekman Place. The usual Penthouse. It’s
 almost summer.

*
Hmmmmm.

*
“I haven’t seen a movie in ten years.”
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*
“Oh God, I’m seeing double.”

*
“You’re the one he’ll never forget.”

*
“Will you keep it on while I get in bed?”

*
“What?”

*
“Will you keep it on while I get in bed?”

*
“Sure.”

*
“Their lives are as fragile as The Glass Menagerie.”

*
 Saturday Night on TV

*
“Oh, she dances, Ted. . . . and it’s so great!!
“She’s not supposed to be able to dance!

*
“You’re making a big mistake,
writing a poem,
and not watching this.”

*
“Shut up. I’m getting the last lines.”
“You are not.”
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Chronology

1934 Born on November 15 in Providence, Rhode Island, to Margaret 
Dugan Berrigan and Edmund Joseph Berrigan, the oldest of four 
children, with Rick, Kathy, and Johnny to follow. His father, Ed, 
was chief maintenance engineer at the Ward Baking Company Plant, 
and his mother, Peggy, was a bookkeeper and cashier in the public 
schools lunch program.

1952 Graduated from La Salle Academy.

1953 Attended Providence College. In Ted’s own words he was educated in 
the “Catholic school system, first by the Sisters of Mercy, then at La 
Salle Academy with the Christian Brothers, and for one year under 
the Dominicans at Providence College.”

1954 Joined the army, spending sixteen months in Korea, stationed at 
Uijongbu, between 1954 and 1955.

1955 Was transferred to Tulsa, having attained the rank of sergeant (SP3) 
and having received a good conduct medal. Began studies at the 
University of Tulsa on the GI Bill.

1957 Discharged from active duty and placed in the reserves.

1958 Ted’s father, Ed Berrigan, died.

1958 – 59 Taught eighth grade at Madalene School in Tulsa.

1959 Met Ron Padgett, Dick Gallup, and Joe Brainard. (Already knew 
David Bearden, Pat Mitchell, Marge Kepler, and others.) A Lily for 
My Love was published in Providence. “The guys in the neighborhood 
bar had chipped in and paid for the printing” (Ron Padgett, Ted: 
A Personal Memoir of Ted Berrigan [Great Barrington, Mass.: The 
Figures, 1993]). Received a BA in Literature from the University of 
Tulsa.

1960 – 61 Wrote a postcard to Frank O’Hara, beginning their association. 
Moved to New York in the same time period as Pat Mitchell, 
Brainard, Gallup, and Padgett. Met O’Hara.
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1962 Finished his master’s thesis, “The Problem of How to Live as Dealt 
with in Four Plays by George Bernard Shaw.” Upon receiving his MA 
from the University of Tulsa, he returned it with the note, “I am the 
master of no art.” Met Kenneth Koch during Koch’s office hours at 
Columbia. Took one semester of classical Greek at Columbia; earned 
money writing papers for Columbia students. Met and married 
Sandra Alper in New Orleans over the course of a weekend, traumatic 
difficulties ensuing with Sandy’s family. Began writing The Sonnets.

1963 Finished The Sonnets in July. David Berrigan born. Began editing “C” 
(A Journal of Poetry), published by Lorenz and Ellen Gude, which 
would run for thirteen issues and two comic strip issues and feature 
many senior New York School poets as well as Ted’s contemporaries. 
“C” further spawned “C” Books in 1964, published by the Gudes 
during the ’60s, producing a total of eleven booklets in mimeo 
format by new writers (and continuing into the ’70s under Ted’s sole 
proprietorship). Most of the art in “C” was by Joe Brainard, with the 
occasional cover by Andy Warhol. This was and would be a period 
of intense friendship and collaboration with Padgett and Gallup, as 
well as one of artistic collaboration with Brainard. But by 1963 Ted 
knew Johnny Stanton, Joe Ceravolo, Tom Veitch, Jim Brodey, Harry 
Fainlight, Tony Towle, Lorenzo Thomas, and other writers of his 
generation. At the same time Ed Sanders was editing and publishing 
his journal, Fuck You / A Magazine of the Arts, and Sanders and 
Ted “spent a lot of time together.” The social aspect of Ted’s life had 
become all-encompassing and nonparochial and would remain that 
way for the rest of his life. As he said in the 1973 “Interview with 
Ruth Gruber” (Talking in Tranquility: Interviews with Ted Berrigan 
[Bolinas and Oakland: Avenue B and O Books, 1991]), a dual 
interview with Ted and George Oppen: “I like to know all the groups, 
because that way is the most fun, and the most interesting.”

1964 The first edition of The Sonnets published under the “C” imprint. 
Gave first reading in New York at Le Metro Café with Allen 
Ginsberg, Paul Blackburn, Frank O’Hara, and Michael Goldberg 
in the audience. Began writing reviews for the magazine Kulchur. 
Received a Poets Foundation grant. Probably met or by now had met 
John Ashbery, whose work he published in “C” and who, though 
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living in France, returned to New York from time to time for 
readings. In 1964 Ashbery gave an electrifying reading of his long 
poem “The Skaters,” an occasion that Ted referred to throughout 
his life. Around this time worked on long unpublished prose work, 
Looking for Chris, not all of which survives.

1965 Intensive period of writing for Art News lasting through 1966, 
though Ted’s art writing would continue sporadically until his death. 
Attended and read at Berkeley Poetry Conference. Met Ed Dorn, 
Gary Snyder, Philip Whalen, Michael McClure, Lew Welch, and 
Robert Duncan there. Kate Berrigan born.

1966 Death of Frank O’Hara. Served on the advisory board of the Poetry 
Project. Taught the first writing workshop offered at the Project 
and continued to serve as a teacher off and on until 1979. This was 
his first poetry teaching post, though that same year he began an 
intermittent but ongoing participation in the Writers in the Schools 
Poetry Program. By or around this time had met George Schneeman, 
Anne Waldman, Lewis Warsh, Tom Clark, Bernadette Mayer, Peter 
Schjeldahl, Lewis MacAdams, John Godfrey, Donna Dennis, Larry 
Fagin, Aram Saroyan, Clark Coolidge, Bill Berkson, John Giorno.

1967 The Sonnets published by Grove Press. Bean Spasms, a collaborative 
book with Ron Padgett and Joe Brainard, published by Kulchur Press. 
Ted interviewed Jack Kerouac (with Aram Saroyan and Duncan 
MacNaughton) for the Paris Review (interview first published in vol. 
11, no. 43 [Summer 1968]). Received a Poets Foundation grant and a 
National Anthology of Literature Award for “An Interview with John 
Cage,” which was a fabricated interview using Cageian methods.

1968 Left New York to take a writer-in-residence position at the University 
of Iowa, the Writers’ Workshop, from fall 1968 through spring 1969. 
Met Anselm Hollo, Gordon Brotherston, Merrill Gilfillan, and 
others.

1969 Separated from Sandy Alper Berrigan. Many Happy Returns 
published by Corinth Press. Met Alice Notley. Taught fall semester 
at the University of Michigan in Ann Arbor (Lecturer in English and 
American Literature, nineteenth and twentieth centuries). Friendship 
with Donald Hall.



206 chronology

1970 Guillaume Apollinaire Ist Tot. Und Anderes, a selection of Ted’s work 
with German translations by Rolf-Dieter Brinkmann, published 
in Germany by März Verlag. In the Early Morning Rain published 
by Cape Goliard Press in England. Taught at Yale University in the 
spring as Teaching Fellow at Bramford College. Replaced Jack Clarke 
at the University of Buffalo that summer, where Ted’s classes included 
the mythology course originally established by Charles Olson.

1970 – 71 Transitional period of moving from place to place with Alice Notley. 
Lived in Southampton, Long Island (in Larry Rivers’s garage), New 
York, Providence, and Bolinas. Bolinas at this time included in 
its community Lewis MacAdams, Joanne Kyger, Don Allen, Phil 
Whalen, Tom Clark, Robert Creeley, Bobbie Louise Hawkins, Bill 
Berkson, et al.

1972 Married Alice Notley. Moved to Chicago and taught at Northeastern 
Illinois University, following Ed Dorn as Poet in Residence, from 
winter 1972 until spring 1973. Anselm Berrigan born. Met Bob 
Rosenthal, Rochelle Kraut, Hank Kanabus, Art Lange, and many 
others, some of whom subsequently moved to New York. Began 
working on Easter Monday.

1973 Moved to England and taught at the University of Essex (replacing 
Robert Lowell) from fall 1973 until spring 1974. Friends included 
Gordon Brotherston, Douglas Oliver, Pierre Joris, Tom Pickard, 
Wendy Mulford, John James, Allen Fisher, Dick Miller, Simon 
Pettet, Helena Hughes, and Marion Farrier. Several of these people 
subsequently moved to New York as well, part of Ted’s “job” 
seemingly being to conduct young people toward the New York 
poetry world. Had work published in the Norton Anthology of 
Modern Poetry. With Gordon Brotherston worked on translations 
of poems by Heine, Leopardi, Gautier, Apollinaire, Cabral de Melo 
Neto, and Neruda.

1974 Edmund Berrigan born. Moved back to Chicago and taught at 
Northeastern Illinois University from fall 1974 until spring 1975.

1975 That summer taught for the first time at Naropa University (then 
College), beginning an association that continued until his death.
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1976 Moved back to New York, ill with hepatitis. Health poor from now 
on. Red Wagon published by the Yellow Press. Extensive association 
with Harris Schiff, Steve Carey, Tom Carey, and Eileen Myles began.

1977 Received a CAPS grant. Nothing for You published by United Artists. 
Clear the Range published by Adventures in Poetry.

1978 Train Ride published by Vehicle Editions. Worked with Peter 
Orlovsky on the editing and typing of Orlovsky’s Clean Asshole 
Poems & Smiling Vegetable Songs: Poems 1957 – 1977, published by 
City Lights Books that year.

1979 Received an NEA grant. Yo-Yo’s with Money, a transcription of a 
live sportscast recorded collaboratively by Ted and Harris Schiff at a 
baseball game at Yankee Stadium, published by United Artists Books.

1980 Taught spring and summer terms at the Naropa Institute in 
Boulder, Colorado. So Going Around Cities: Selected Poems 1958 – 

1979 published by Blue Wind Press. Taught at the Stevens Institute 
of Technology (Distinguished Visiting Professor of Literature) in 
Hoboken, New Jersey, during the fall of 1980, at the behest of new 
friend Ed Foster. Ted’s mother, Peggy Berrigan, became ill with lung 
cancer.

1981 In a Blue River published by Little Light Books. In May conducted 
influential and notorious four-day residency at 80 Langton Street, San 
Francisco, which included a reading of new work, a confrontational 
evening with the Language Poets, a panel discussion of Ted’s work, 
and a full-length reading of The Sonnets. Throughout the year wrote 
prose commentaries and reviews for the Poetry Project Newsletter 
(edited by Greg Masters).

1982 The Morning Line published by Am Here Books/Immediate Editions. 
The Sonnets reissued by United Artists with six additional sonnets. 
Became Writer in Residence at CCNY in the spring. Peggy Berrigan 
died in July. Throughout this year worked on A Certain Slant of 
Sunlight.

1983 Writing last poems. Becoming increasingly ill but continuing to 
function as much as possible. Conducted lengthy but unsuccessful 
interview with James Schuyler. Died on July 4 of complications 
from cirrhosis of the liver, which was most probably caused by the 
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hepatitis C virus. Buried at Calverton National Cemetery on Long 
Island, a military cemetery.

1988 A Certain Slant of Sunlight published by O Books.

1991 Talking in Tranquility: Interviews with Ted Berrigan, edited by 
Stephen Ratcliffe and Leslie Scalapino, published by Avenue B and O 
Books.

1994 Selected Poems of Ted Berrigan, edited by Aram Saroyan, published by 
Penguin.

1997 On the Level Everyday: Selected Talks on Poetry and the Art of Living, 
edited by Joel Lewis, published by Talisman House Publishers.

1998 Great Stories of the Chair published by Situations.

2000 The Sonnets reissued by Penguin with six additional sonnets.

2005 The Collected Poems of Ted Berrigan, published by University of 
California Press.

2007 River under the House, poems translated by Ted Berrigan and Gordon 
Brotherston, published by Rumor Books.
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Notes

Alice Notley

These notes are largely concerned with aspects of chronology and dating of the 
poems. For other information, the reader is referred to The Collected Poems of 
Ted Berrigan (University of California Press, 2005) and The Sonnets (New York: 
Penguin, 2000).

People of the Future

The poems in this volume are in a general chronological order, to the extent that 
the chronology is known, grouped by year and place of composition, with an 
occasional known violation of chronology (usually not very great) to make for 
a better read from poem to poem. The placement of this poem is the one really 
egregious violation, since the poem was written in the late 1970s and is the pref-
ace poem to the book Nothing for You (New York: United Artists, 1977). The 
poem is a response to the second stanza of Ron Padgett’s poem “Tone Arm”: “You 
people of the future/ How I hate you/ You are alive and I’m not/ I don’t care 
whether you read my poetry or not.” We, the editors, simply thought it would 
make a terrific lead-in to the book.

Doubts

Like “String of Pearls” (see below) this poem was written in New York in the 
early 1960s prior to The Sonnets and contains lines and phrases subsequently used 
in The Sonnets. Also, like “String of Pearls,” it wasn’t published until it appeared 
in Nothing for You in 1977.

String of Pearls

See note for “Doubts.”

Words for Love

“Words for Love” and “For You” were written in New York in the early 1960s 
prior to The Sonnets, but first published in Many Happy Returns (New York: 
Corinth Books, 1969).
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For You

See note for “Words for Love.”

Personal Poem #2

Written in New York prior to The Sonnets but included in The Sonnets as  “LXXVI,” 
this poem was also published, with certain changes, under the title “Personal 
Poem #2” in Many Happy Returns. In manuscript it’s dated “15 November 1961.”

Personal Poem #9

Written in New York prior to The Sonnets but included in The Sonnets as 
“ XXXVI” (after Frank O’Hara), this poem was also published, with changes, 
under the title “Personal Poem #9” in Many Happy Returns. In manuscript it’s 
dated “28 July 62.”

From The Sonnets

The Sonnets were written in New York between November 1962 and July 1963, but 
some whole poems, and many lines and phrases, were written earlier. Ted’s trans-
lation of Rimbaud’s “Le Bateau Ivre,” used throughout, also dates from before the 
sequence’s inception. However, the conception of the sequence, its methodology, 
and by extension its philosophy and scale, seem to have to come to Ted in one 
evening, that of November 20, 1962. That evening, as he recorded in a journal, he 
composed the first five of the sonnets (we have selected the first three of those) us-
ing lines from a previously written group of poems. He says he wrote “by ear, and 
automatically” (see journal excerpts in Shiny, 9/10, 1999). There seem to be two 
relevant time periods in the actual composition of the sequence: the November–
December 1962 period and a period during the spring and early summer of 1963.

Unless otherwise noted the following sonnets were first published in the “C” 
Press edition (New York: Lorenz and Ellen Gude, 1964), and then, unchanged, 
in the Grove Press edition (New York, 1967). The dates are taken from a type-
script of The Sonnets (in Alice Notley’s possession) probably itself dating from 
1963, with annotations dating from September 1982.

I

Written November 20, 1962.
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II

November 20, 1962.

III

November 20, 1962.

Poem in the Tr aditional Manner

November 1961.

From a Secret Journal

This sonnet made from lines from a “secret journal” by Joe Brainard was probably 
written in 1962, before the first six sonnets.

Penn Station

April 1963, but referring to the St. Patrick’s Day parade.

XV

Written at the end of April or the beginning of May 1963.

XXIII

Written May 12, 1963. “The 15th day of November” is Ted’s birthday.

XXVIII

Remained unpublished until the Penguin edition of The Sonnets (New York, 
2000).

XXX

No date recorded.

XXXI

No date recorded.
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XXXVII

May 23, 1963.

XXXVIII

May 24, 1963.

XLI

June 1, 1963.

XLVI

No date recorded.

L

June 2, 1963.

LII

June 6, 1963.

LV

June 8, 1963.

LXV

June 19, 1963.

LXX

June 21, 1963.

LXXII

June 23, 1963.

LXXIV

June 24, 1963.
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LXXVII

In Ted’s typescript this sonnet is dated February 1962, but Ted later crossed out 
“1962” and wrote in “1961?” First published in the United Artists edition of The 
Sonnets (New York, 1982).

LXXXII

June 28, 1963.

LXXXVII

July 1, 1963.

LXXXVIII

July 7, 1963.
[End of poems from The Sonnets.]

The Secret Life of Ford Madox Ford

A manuscript copy of the sequence has the annotation “1963 or 4.” “Fauna 
Time,” numbered “3” in the sequence, exists also as a separate poem with the date 
“22 Aug 63.”

Rusty Nails

Belonging conceptually to a group of works resembling “The Secret Life of Ford 
Madox Ford” (sequences written with a marked aleatory zest), it was probably 
written a little later in the 1960s than “The Secret Life of Ford Madox Ford.” First 
published in In the Early Morning Rain (London: Cape Golliard, 1970).

A Personal Memoir of Tulsa, Oklahoma / 1955–60

First published in Bean Spasms (New York: Kulchur Press, 1967), it was subse-
quently published again in Many Happy Returns.

Tambourine Life

First published in Many Happy Returns, it is dated at the end: “Oct. 1965–Jan. 
1966.”
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Living with Chris

First published separately as a mimeo edition by Boke Press (New York, 1968) 
and then subsequently in Many Happy Returns.

Bean Spasms

Dated 1966, it was first published in Bean Spasms and then subsequently in Many 
Happy Returns.

Many Happy Returns

First published as a broadside by Angel Hair (New York, 1967) and then subse-
quently in the eponymous book.

Things to Do in New York City

First published in Many Happy Returns.

10 Things I Do Every Day

Published in a silkscreen edition in 1967. First published in book form in Many 
Happy Returns.

Resolution

Written in 1968 and first published in Many Happy Returns.

American Express

First published in In the Early Morning Rain, this poem, like “February Air,” was 
written simultaneously with some of the poems in Many Happy Returns.

February Air

See note for “American Express.”

Anti-War Poem

Dated 1968 in the body of the poem, this was written in Iowa City and first pub-
lished in In the Early Morning Rain.
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Dial-A-Poem

Written in Iowa City in 1968 or ’69 and first published in In the Early Morning 
Rain.

Poem (of morning, Iowa City)

Written in 1968 or ’69 and first published in In the Early Morning Rain.

London Air

Written in the summer of 1969 and first published in Nothing for You.

Peace

Written in Ann Arbor in the fall of 1969 and first published as a broadside by 
the Alternative Press (Detroit) that year and then subsequently in In the Early 
Morning Rain.

Today in Ann Arbor

Ann Arbor, fall 1969, but first published in Red Wagon (Chicago: The Yellow 
Press, 1976). I would like to note here that the year of publication for Red Wagon 
is erroneous in the Chronology in The Collected Poems of Ted Berrigan. The cor-
rect year of publication is 1976, not 1975.

Ann Arbor Song

Ann Arbor, fall 1969, first published in In the Early Morning Rain.

People Who Died

Ann Arbor, fall 1969, first published in In the Early Morning Rain.

Telegr am

Ann Arbor, fall 1969, first published in In the Early Morning Rain.

In the Wheel

Ann Arbor, fall 1969, but first published in Red Wagon.
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30

This poem and the next two were first published in In the Early Morning Rain.

interstices

See note for “30.”

bent

See note for “30.”

Heroin

Written in New York in the spring of 1970 and first published in In the Early 
Morning Rain.

March 17th, 1970

First published in In the Early Morning Rain.

Wind

Written in the spring of 1970 and first published in Red Wagon.

Lady

Written in the spring of 1970 and first published in Red Wagon.

Things to Do in Providence

Written in the spring of 1970 and first published in Red Wagon.

Three Sonnets and a Coda for Tom Clark

Written in the summer of 1970 in New York and first published in Red Wagon.

Something Amazing Just Happened

Written in the summer of 1970 in Buffalo and first published in Red Wagon.
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Seriousness

This poem, like most of the immediately subsequent short poems, was written 
circa 1969–1973 but first published in In a Blue River (New York: Little Light 
Books, 1981).

To an Eggbeater

Written in December of 1969 in San Francisco. See note for “Seriousness.”

Peter R abbit came in . . .

Written in December of 1969 in San Francisco. See note for “Seriousness.”

slack

See note for “Seriousness,” though I think this one may have been written in 
New York in the mid- to late 1970s.

L’oeil

Written in the summer of 1969 in London or Paris. See note for “Seriousness.”

Ezr a Pound: . . .

Written in the early 1970s. See note for “Seriousness.”

The Light

Written in Chicago in the early 1970s. See note for “Seriousness.”

Tell It Like It Is

Written in Chicago circa 1972. See note for “Seriousness.”

Laments

Written in the summer of 1970. This poem was first published in So Going Around 
Cities: New & Selected Poems, 1958–1979 (Berkeley: Blue Wind Press, 1980).

Shaking Hands

Written in Chicago in the early 1970s. See note for “Seriousness.”
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Things to Do on Speed

Written in Buffalo in the summer of 1970 and first published in Red Wagon.

Landscape with Figures (Southampton)

Written in Southampton in the fall of 1970. First published as a postcard by The 
Alternative Press (Detroit, 1975) and then in Red Wagon.

Ophelia

Written in Southampton in 1970 or 1971. First published in Red Wagon.

Fr ank O’Har a

This poem and the three subsequent ones were written in Southampton in 1970–
71. They were originally part of a sequence titled “Southampton Winter,” but the 
sequence was disbanded and the poems were published as individual entities in 
Red Wagon. This particular poem has a last line borrowed from a translation by 
Ted of Cocteau’s “La Mort de Guillaume Apollinaire,” made in March 1970 in 
New York.

Crystal

See note for “Frank O’Hara.”

Chinese Nightingale

See note for “Frank O’Hara.”

Wrong Tr ain

See note for “Frank O’Hara.”

Wishes

Written in Southampton in 1971. First published in Red Wagon.

I Used to Be but Now I Am

First published in A Feeling for Leaving (New York: Frontward Books, 1975), a 
flat, stapled, mimeographed book which contains a portion of what became Eas-
ter Monday.
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The Complete Prelude

Written in California in 1971, I think in Bolinas. First published in Red Wagon.

Paul Blackburn

Dated “September 1st, 1971” in the body of the poem. First published in Nothing 
for You.

New Personal Poem

Written in Wivenhoe (Essex, England) in 1973 or ’74, this poem was under 
consideration for Easter Monday but finally wasn’t included. First published in 
Nothing for You.

From Easter Monday

Easter Monday was written between 1972 and 1977, while Ted was living in Chi-
cago, London, Wivenhoe, and New York. Subsequent to 1977 there was a lot 
of tinkering with the selection and order of the sequence. We honor the final 
sequence in Ted’s manuscript folder.

Chicago Morning

Dated “Jan. 1972.” First published in A Feeling for Leaving.

The End

Written in Chicago in 1972. First published in A Feeling for Leaving.

Newtow n

Written in Chicago in 1972. First published in A Feeling for Leaving.

Soviet Souvenir

Written in Wivenhoe in 1973 or ’74. First published in A Feeling for Leaving.

Old-fashioned Air

Written in Battersea, London, in the summer of 1973. First published in A Feel-
ing for Leaving.
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L.G.T.T.H.

Written in Wivenhoe in 1973 or ’74. First published in A Feeling for Leaving.

Peking

Written in Wivenhoe in 1973 or ’74. First published in A Feeling for Leaving.

From A List of the Delusions of the Insane, What They Are 
Afr aid Of

Written in Wivenhoe in 1973 or ’74. First published in Red Wagon.

Chicago English Afternoon

Written in Wivenhoe in 1973 or ’74. First published in A Feeling for Leaving.

Sister Moon

Written in Wivenhoe in 1973 or ’74. First published in A Feeling for Leaving.

An Or ange Clock

Written in Wivenhoe in 1973 or ’74. First published in A Feeling for Leaving.

Easter Monday

Dated “Fri May 3rd, 1974” in the Easter Monday manuscript. First published in 
A Feeling for Leaving.

So Going Around Cities

Written in 1974 or ’75 in Chicago and first published in A Feeling for Leaving.

Boulder

Written in Boulder, Colorado, in the summer of 1975 and first published in Red 
Wagon.

Carrying a Torch

Written in New York circa 1976 and first published in the chapbook Carrying a 
Torch (New York: Clown War 22, 1980).
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Work Postures

Written in New York in 1976 or ’77 and first published in Carrying a Torch.

Excursion & Visitation

Written in New York in 1976 or ’77 and first published in Carrying a Torch.

Whitman in Black

Written in New York in 1976 or ’77. First published in So Going Around Cities.

Southwest

Written in New York in 1976 or ’77 and first published in Carrying a Torch.

From the House Journal

Written in New York and dated “3 Aug 77” in the manuscript. First published in 
Carrying a Torch.

My Tibetan Rose

Written in New York and dated “1 Sept. 77” in the manuscript. First published 
in Carrying a Torch.
[End of poems from Easter Monday.]

By Now

Written in New York in the late 1970s. First published in In a Blue River.

In the 51st State

Written in New York in the late 1970s. First published in So Going Around Cities.

Red Shift

Written in New York in the late 1970s. First published in So Going Around Cities.

Around the Fire

Written in Boulder in 1978. First published in So Going Around Cities.
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Cr anston Near the City Line

Written in New York in the late 1970s. First published in So Going Around Cities.

Coda : Song

Written in New York in the late 1970s. First published in So Going Around Cities.

Postcard from the Sky

Written in New York in the late 1970s. First published in So Going Around Cities.

Last Poem

Written in New York, January 13, 1979. First published in So Going Around Cities.

Small Role Felicity

Written in New York in 1979 or ’80. First published in So Going Around Cities.

44th Birthday Evening, at Harris’s

Written in New York in November 1978. First published in The Morning Line 
(Santa Barbara: Am Here Books/Immediate Editions, 1982).

Look Fred, You’re a Doctor, My Problem Is Something Like 
This:

Written in New York in 1979. First published in The Collected Poems of Ted 
Berrigan.

Part of My History

Written in New York in the early 1980s. First published in The Morning Line.

The Morning Line

Written in New York in the early 1980s. First published in The Morning Line.

After Peire Vidal, & Myself

Written in New York in the early 1980s. First published in The Morning Line.



Notes to pages 170–175 223

Round About Oscar

Written September 17, 1980, in New York. First published in The Collected Poems 
of Ted Berrigan.

Thin Breast Doom

Written in New York in February 1980. First published in The Collected Poems 
of Ted Berrigan.

Memories Are Made of This

Written March 25, 1980. First published in The Collected Poems of Ted Berrigan.

From A Certain Slant of Sunlight

The poems in this book, first published in 1988 by O Books, Oakland, were large-
ly written in New York in 1982 on postcards provided by The Alternative Press 
and then distributed to their mailing list in 1983. Thus the first publication of a 
poem was often in one copy of a postcard mailed out as part of a packet of assort-
ed items by various people. The bulk of this selection was first published in book 
form in the O Books publication, but a handful were kept as outtakes and first 
appeared in The Collected Poems of Ted Berrigan. We are following the order of A 
Certain Slant of Sunlight, which tends to be chronological, and have inserted the 
outtakes we selected into roughly chronological positions. The following dates, 
when exact, are taken from a photocopy of the original manuscript.

Poem (Yea, though I walk . . . )

Written in early 1982.

You’ll do good if you play it like you’re . . .

Dated in the body of the poem “20 Feb 82.”

A Certain Slant of Sunlight

This poem, as stated, was written in Boulder in 1980.

Blue Galahad

Written in early 1982.
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The Einstein Intersection

Dated “14 Feb 82.”

People Who Change Their Names

Dated “28 Feb 82.”

In the Land of Pygmies & Giants

Dated “24 Feb 82.”

Angst

This was written earlier than the rest of the series, possibly in the early 1970s.

4 Metaphysical Poems

Written “17 Feb 82.” First published in The Collected Poems of Ted Berrigan.

“Poets Tribute to Philip Guston”

Dated “1 Apr 82.”

Blue Herring

Dated “7 Mar 82.”

O Captain, My Commander, I Think

Dated “29 Mar 82.”

Ode

Dated “2 Apr 82.”

Sunny, Light Winds

Dated “1 Apr 82.”

What a Dump or, Easter

Dated “April 21, 1982.” (Written for Katie Schneeman’s birthday.)
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My Life & Love

Written in 1982.

Anselm

I’m not sure when this was written—probably earlier than the conception of the 
sequence. First published in The Collected Poems of Ted Berrigan.

Treason of the Clerks

Dated “March 29, 1982.” First published in The Collected Poems of Ted Berrigan.

Dinner at George & K atie Schneeman’s

Written in the spring or summer of 1982.

Pandor a’s Box, an Ode

Dated “18 May 82.”

Tr ansition of Nothing Noted as Fascinating

Written in the spring or summer of 1982.

Mutiny!

Dated “22 June 82.”

Upside Dow n

Dated “7 May 82.” First published in The Collected Poems of Ted Berrigan.

Paris, Fr ances

Written in the spring of 1982.

Windshield

Dated “1 Sept 82.”

Stars & Stripes Forever

Dated “26 Aug 82.”
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I Heard Brew Moore Say, One Day

Dated “5 Aug 82.”

In Your Fucking Utopias

Dated “22 Aug 82.”

Tough Cookies

Written in the second half of 1982.

Skeats and the Industrial Revolution

Written in the second half of 1982.

Natchez

Dated “1 Sept 82.”

Let No Willful Fate Misunderstand

Dated “18 Oct 82.”

To Sing the Song, That Is Fantastic

Dated “5 Nov 82.”

Interstices

Written in the second half of 1982.

Give Them Back, Who Never Were

Dated “3 Dec 82.”

Via Air

Dated “25 Feb 82.”
[End of poems from A Certain Slant of Sunlight.]

Robert (Lowell)

Written in New York, dated in notebook “18 Dec 82.”
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Villonnette

Written in New York, “March 29, 1983.”

Don Quixote & Sancho Panza

Written in New York, “May 1, 1983.”

This Will Be Her Shining Hour

Written in New York on May 15, 1983. Ted died on July 4, 1983.
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Index of Titles and First Lines

Titles appear in roman type. First lines appear in italics.

(2) photographs of Anne 110
4 Metaphysical Poems 78
10 Things I Do Every Day 90
30 107
44th Birthday Evening, at Harris’s 165

A Certain Slant of Sunlight 175
A lovely body gracefully is nodding 121
a metal fragrant white 181
A natural bent, no doubt 123
A new old song continues. He worked into the plane 155
A Personal Memoir of Tulsa, Oklahoma / 1955–60 46
Abraham & Sarah. 176
After Peire Vidal, & Myself 169
American Express 91
An Orange Clock 147
And then one morning to waken perfect-faced (Interstices) 192
And then one morning to waken perfect-faced (Sonnet XXXI) 23
Angst 178
Ann Arbor Song 105
Anselm 183
Anselm! Edmund! 177
Anselm is sleeping; Edmund is feverish, & 164
Anti-War Poem 94
“Antlers have grown out the top of my shaggy head.” 147
Around the Fire 160

Bad Teeth 125
banging around in a cigarette she isn’t “ in love” 25



230 index of titles and first lines

Be awake mornings. See light spread across the lawn 132
Bean Spasms 79
Beauty, I wasn’t born 175
Before I began life this time 163
bent 109
bent 109
Beware of Benjamin Franklin, he is totally lacking in grace 32
Blue Galahad 175
Blue Herring 179
Boulder 150
By Now 157
Bye-Bye Jack. 107

Can’t cut it (night) 93
Carrying a Torch 151
Chicago English Afternoon 145
Chicago Morning 139
Chinese Nightingale 132
Christmas in July, or 191
Coda : Song 162
Cold rosy dawn in New York City 91
Cranston Near the City Line 161
Crash 114
Crystal 132

“Dear Chris 31
Dear Margie, hello. It is 5:15 a.m. 17
Despair farms a curse, slackness 140
Dial-A-Poem 95
Dinner at George & Katie Schneeman’s 184
“Do you 182
Don Quixote & Sancho Panza 195
Don’t call me “Berrigan” 11
Doubts 11
Dreams, aspirations of presence! Innocence gleaned, 28
dying now, or already dead 137



index of titles and first lines 231

Easter Monday 147
Every day when the sun comes up 112
Every man-jack boot-brain slack-jaw son of a chump 168
Excursion & Visitation 152
Ezra Pound: A Witness 125
Ezra Pound: A Witness 125

Fauna Time. See The Secret Life of Ford Madox Ford 36
February Air 93
fiction appears) for I and only one per- 179
For my sins I live in the city of New York 153
For You 14
Frank O’Hara 131
From A List of the Delusions of the Insane, What They Are Afraid Of 144
From a Secret Journal 19
From the House Journal 154
Fuck Communism 48

“Get a job at the railroad” 178
Give Them Back, Who Never Were 193
Go in Manhattan, 188
God: perhaps, ‘The being worshipped. To 190
Grace to be born and live as variously as possible 27

Harum-scarum haze on the Pollock streets 25
He never listened while friends talked 145
Here comes the man! He’s talking a lot 133
Here I am at 8:08 p.m. indefinable ample rhythmic frame 158
Heroin 110
His piercing pince-nez. Some dim frieze 17
Honey, 194
How strange to be gone in a minute A man 33
How terrible a life is 187

I am lonesome after mine own kind—the 193
I belong here, I was born 154



232 index of titles and first lines

I cannot reach it. 125
I had angst. 178
I have these great dreams, like 171
I hear walking in my legs 178
I Heard Brew Moore Say, One Day 188
I like First Avenue 179
I like to beat people up 26
“I order you to operate. I was not made to suffer.” 148
I stand by the window 190
I tried to put the coffee back together 187
I Used to Be but Now I Am 134
I used to be inexorable, 134
I wake up 11:30 back aching from soft bed Pat 14
I won’t be at this boring poetry reading 105
I’ ll yell at these men who pass 39
I’m a hero form of an eyelid act like you hate it 41
I’m a piece of local architecture 157
I’m living in Battersea, July, 142
I’m not saying 37
Impasses come, dear beasts 35
In Africa the wine is cheap, and it is 175
In Joe Brainard’s collage its white arrow 21
In the 51st State 157
In The Early Morning Rain 119
In the Land of Pygmies & Giants 177
In the Summer between 5th & 6th grade 166
In the Wheel 107
In Your Fucking Utopias 188
Inside 95
interstices 108
interstices 108
Interstices 192
Into the closed air of the slow 22
It is 1934. Edmund 195
It is a human universe: & I 27
it is a well-lit afternoon 183
It is night. You are asleep. And beautiful tears 24



index of titles and first lines 233

It’s 8:54 a.m. in Brooklyn it’s the 26th of July 15
It’s a cute tune possibly by Camus 38
It’s a great pleasure to 86
It’s New Year’s Eve, of 1968, & a time 94
It’s not exciting to have a bar of soap 78

L.G.T.T.H 143
Lady 113
Laments 126
Landscape with Figures (Southampton) 129
Last Poem 163
Lester Young! why are you playing that clarinet 12
Let No Willful Fate Misunderstand 191
Let the heart of the young 188
Like the philosopher Thales 195
Liquor troops in deshabillé from blondes a lonely song 36
Livid sweet undies drawl 34
Living with Chris 78
L’oeil 125
London Air 96
Look Fred, You’re a Doctor, My Problem Is Something Like This: 166

Many Happy Returns 86
March 17th, 1970 111
Memories Are Made of This 173
mind clicks into gear 126
Mistress isn’t used much in poetry these days. 173
Mutiny! 186
My babies parade waving their innocent flags 19
my dream a drink with Lonnie Johnson we discuss the code of 31
My heart Your heart 96
My Life & Love 182
My Name 42
My Tibetan Rose 155

Nancy, Jimmy, Larry, Frank, & Berdie 113
Natchez 190



234 index of titles and first lines

New Personal Poem 137
New York’s lovely weather 14
New York’s lovely weather hurts my forehead 79
Newtown 140
Nine stories high Second Avenue 165
Now I wish I were asleep, to see my dreams taking place 134

O Captain, My Commander, I Think 179
Ode 180
of morning, Iowa City, blue 95
Oh, Mrs. Gabriele Picabia-Buffet, 195
Oh you, the sprightliest & most puggish, the brightest star 169
Old-fashioned Air 142
On His Own. See The Secret Life of Ford Madox Ford 37
On the 15th day of November in the year of the motorcar 21
On the green a white boy goes 20
One clear glass slipper; a slender blue single-rose vase; 161
Ophelia 130
Owe. See The Secret Life of Ford Madox Ford 39

Pandora’s Box, an Ode 184
Paris, Frances 187
Part of My History 167
Pat Dugan . . . my grandfather . . . throat cancer . . . 1947. 106
Paul Blackburn 137
Peace 100
Peking 144
Penn Station 20
People of the Future 11
People of the future 11
People Who Change Their Names 176
People Who Died 106
Personal Poem #2 14
Personal Poem #9 15
Peter Rabbit came in 123
Peter Rabbit came in 123
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Picasso would be very 125
Poem (of morning, Iowa City, blue) 95
Poem (Yea, though I walk) 174
Poem in the Traditional Manner 19
“Poets Tribute to Philip Guston” 178
Postcard from the Sky 163
Putting Away. See The Secret Life of Ford Madox Ford 40

Queen Victoria dove headfirst into the swimming pool, which was filled 143

Reality is the totality of all things possessing Actuality 170
Red Shift 158
Reeling Midnight. See The Secret Life of Ford Madox Ford 35
Resolution 91
ripped 130
Robert (Lowell) 195
Round About Oscar 170
Rusty Nails 42

Sash the faces of lust 147
Seriousness 123
Shaking Hands 126
She was pretty swacked by the time she 184
Sister Moon 146
Skeats and the Industrial Revolution 190
slack 124
slack 124
Sleep half sleep half silence and with reasons 24
Small Role Felicity 164
Smiling with grace the mother, the spouse, leaned 42
So Going Around Cities 148
So long, Jimi, 126
Someone who loves me calls me 111
Something Amazing Just Happened 121
Sonnet I 17
Sonnet II 17



236 index of titles and first lines

Sonnet III 18
Sonnet XV 21
Sonnet XXIII 21
Sonnet XXVIII 22
Sonnet XXX 22
Sonnet XXXI 23
Sonnet XXXVII 24
Sonnet XXXVIII 24
Sonnet XLI 25
Sonnet XLVI 25
Sonnet L 26
Sonnet LII 27
Sonnet LV 27
Sonnet LXV 28
Sonnet LXX 29
Sonnet LXXII 29
Sonnet LXXIV 30
Sonnet LXXVII 31
Sonnet LXXXII 31
Sonnet LXXXVII 32
Sonnet LXXXVIII 33
Southwest 153
Soviet Souvenir 141
Spring banged me up a bit 180
Stars & Stripes Forever 187
Stop Stop Six. See The Secret Life of Ford Madox Ford 34
String of Pearls 12
Stronger than alcohol, more great than song, 18
Sunday morning: here we live jostling & tricky 140
Sunny, Light Winds 180
Sweeter than sour apples flesh to boys 29

Tambourine Life 48
Telegram 107
Tell It Like It Is 125
That they are starving. 144
The academy of the future is opening its doors 30
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The Admirals brushed 186
The Chinese ate their roots; it 185
The Complete Prelude 135
The Dance of the Broken Bomb. See The Secret Life of Ford Madox Ford 38
The Einstein Intersection 176
The End 140
The fucking enemy shows up 107
The ground is white with snow. 91
The life I have led 157
The Light 125
The logic of grammar is not genuine it shines forth 29
The Morning Line 168
The pregnant waitress 107
The rain comes and falls. 152
The rains come & Fall. 152
The Secret Life of Ford Madox Ford: Stop Stop Six; Reeling Midnight; Fauna Time; On 

His Own; The Dance of the Broken Bomb; Owe; Putting Away; We Are Jungles 34
The Ten Greatest Books of All Time. See London Air 99
There is no windshield. 187
There we were, on fire with being there, then 46
There’s a strange lady in my front yard 129
These are the very rich garments of the poor 144
They set you up. Took yr stuff. Gave 184
Thin Breast Doom 171
Things to Do in New York City 89
Things to Do in Providence 114
Things to Do on Speed 126
This city night 126
This distinguished boat 176
“This movie has Fred Astaire and Robert Ryan in it! 196
This Will Be Her Shining Hour 196
those exhausting dreams 180
Three Sonnets and a Coda for Tom Clark 119
To an Eggbeater 123
to gentle, pleasant strains 22
To Sing the Song, That Is Fantastic 191
Today I woke up 101
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Today in Ann Arbor 101
Tough Cookies 189
Transition of Nothing Noted as Fascinating 185
Treason of the Clerks 184

Under a red face, black velvet shyness 139
Up a hill, short 150
Upon the river, point me out my course 135
Upside Down 186

Via Air 194
Villonnette 195

wake up 90
Wake up high up 89
. . . was 30 when we met. I was 184
We are involved in a transpersonified state 132
We Are Jungles. See The Secret Life of Ford Madox Ford 41
We think by feeling and so we ride together 153
We’ ll mash your leman, plunk 40
What a Dump / or, / Easter 181
What I’m trying to say is that if an experience is 160
What strikes the eye hurts, what one hears is a lie. 141
What thoughts I have of where I’ ll be, & when, & doing what 151
What to do 100
When having something to do 162
When I see Birches, I think 191
Whenever Richard Gallup is dissevered, 19
Where do the words come from? (come in?) 146
Whitman in Black 153
Will “Reclining Figure, One Arm” 167
Wind 112
Windshield 187
Winter crisp and the brittleness of snow 13
Winter in the country, Southampton, pale horse 131
Wishes 134
Words for Love 13
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Work Postures 152
Wrong Train 133

Yea, though I walk 174
You are very interesting 123
You don’t have to be Marie Curie 186
You had your own reasons for getting 137
You in love with her 163
You took a wrong turn in 189
You’ll do good if you play it like you’re 174
You’ ll do good if you play it like you’re 174
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