


een Rainbow Song

Hung up on

my hearing

and deep in whose
playbook

~ one too many

~ nights and never

- ablackout

Doing the best

I can, only a man

it hurts me too
Blues in the Night
Verlaine Blues
sitting here thinking
a blues for Anne

(all nerves)

and mine

the most dirty
unhurried
afternoon jags

A freshly penned
lyric for sinking

to autumnal
Atlantean shade

- I'wishus more luck
: - I wishmy little
~tiger lily sheltered




in a clear crystal
box (being carried)
Green pearl-handled
mallets edging

the annunciation
toward a new burn

The chamber of maiden
thought is metered

Big fields

villagers, stars

on the back-lot blues
It’s the smoke spot
I'shade softest

acurve so tight

it’s really blind

The chamber gives

way to the word
in this case (mine)




Tomorrow Night

Peter’s mind is branded

outlandish genius
an emollient golden gas

that shrooms to save its life

O high wasted

over the hill
round ‘ '

meth hymng

storm blue
felled
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down the stair
unawares was underwriting
everything
the numbers
and the fix
- thatlittle spot
on Sunset

... nothingness
I gotuslocked in

and was sort of asked

b to leave
y hammered very true
in my suit

and stood in the street
silent as a star fallen
dead of exposure A




spended Sentence

Have we addressed my Scottish
accent in the middle of Baltimore?
That’s nicely played

fast-forward to the flashback
thatwad of cash

drawn right on th

soldiers’ bodies
1g (a brise marine)
h smoke




sworn paths -

Idrink Patrén e
for the prettiest little
morning-after bottles

pencil in the track money

memorized permonth
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sensation
ﬁ;rAnselm Hollo

Helsinki in good or¢

PO 3

/ideo arcades

3 'l slation,

b Take out “North”

 Put BLANK |
... haunting horror . .. escaj

&
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Float the next
Etruscan gold split
part of the sky
Ilike. The ants are red
and black in one body
They carry and lock off

the garnets as seeming
gifts to us




n

on Strings of Blue

for Bill Berkson

underground,
i .  “Morelight, please”
: 1 oo Bill Berkson e e
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will read from
John Wieners
in my wooden
house across
the street (brown
with golden couch)
his sounding out .
The Cut, “Not a wom
past, unloved, not
one eye filled

was addressed.”

His voice held

the cleanest

copy one

could find,
We scraped
sf(llables off
the same records,
It’s that old
feeling and
Pve gotit bad,
Straight starlight
embarrassing
the big (night)
sky, cool air
unveiled by Bjj

___-.............umummllllllIlllllllllll|||||“"““ml“““““““nm“““““



Thrones

For Phillis Wheatley: Abook of verse uncovered in cornerstones of a Moorish castle, pur-
pleand gold, depicting souls in various stages of release, the pitch, anger and arc of the po-
ems an unrhymed mirror to the long Atlantic.

For Jayne Cortez: Anintertribal grand entry of poets in cedar bark jackets, split skirts and
whalebones pinning them closed, a voice in praise and suspension of the drum.

For Amiri Baraka: The Pisan Cantos decoder ring dipped in black hills gold slipped onto
the finger of Donyale Luna who is Cleopatra reborn sleeping soundly in bed.

For Bob Kaufma: A clamp for the mind, docking in a Persian house of ill repute, a striped
gabardine diar

‘the American prison system picked open with an amethyst knife.

For HemyD ndow open on the fog of New York, a studio with desk lamp and a

shadow of his wntmg self pomtmg back at certain habits, taking off his coat to sit, spilling
alittle coffee, with all of eternity waiting enthralled.

For Bob Thompson: An all expense paid trip back to Rome on a riverboat tied with roses,

its ballroom filled with golden ghouls and hugely debutant postures collapsed, the walls
are wet w1thorgan music.

‘\,'.

For Alice Coltrane: A custom isolation booth the exact size of Stravinsky’s last silhouette,
he stares out, he taps from behind the green glass.

For Stephen

,f: as: Your favorite Eric Dolphy faded to a room of golden tasseled light, a

couch of friends’ faces smeared in a gleaming silver crown.
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Twin mystics




to the waxen moon
blood drops

larger than vials
we scraped the

sea monsters off
the maps and




~ rocksheld by taut st

QRS
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alinoleum cut of a gash

clean the spit valve

(not often)
Kit caught his bus
Emeryville

before a train to Portland
tell
I cut the sm



The Vision

My typewriters to be melted and cast

as a bell. Twin water snakes strangled

]
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imprinted on the iris, emblazoned crown y

in full dissolve.

To melt your barroom portrait or perfectly toned bust

G i
o -
= LA

tilted into bronze

beside
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Medallion

for Michael McClure

How well I know tf

~ longhelc
in our room

. ford
~ descentingr
 Asyndicate
| is stran
W face-out §
~ allstars
~ allcharge
 tounfold out fre
~ torecognition
~ Aspiralcuttot
reading

"2l ; ‘I | |



no future

The door swung
till the rootsripped

11111
- wdlllll
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to end, all lies
shot back
to the start

the most elusive

R

shot frozen, bloodied
one of one
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where I could see down

upon a man’s skull
I built my own circuitry/sounds

and flow insisted

upon my OwWn armory

a hall of humans
those poets

I stop tore
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