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Alfred North Whitehead
another edition, of everything & everybody.


This pretty little publication with coloured 

account of letters, wanting a caution against 

the muses’ welcome to the high & mightie. 

Fine initials throughout secured a pension 

of three hundred pounds lost to the aid 

of a penman despised by any ministry. In 

his applauded tragedy to which are added

cursory remarks, a few discourses rebacked 

in the same reading of all persons, thereby

of public view. The true distances of

regions, towns, mountains, diligent 

observations, ancient records, chronicles 

wherein a full relation of  the paradox 

that the inhabitants in temporall things 

are the happiest people. The author 

died from journals, logbooks, a personal 

narrative more deeply distressing, 

more painfully interesting. The humble

address unbound their plants, beasts, birds,

collected & translated from authentick 

authors. Maps, old calf, giving it

to the world, their religion, laws, customs,

art of war, language, or memoirs

of the captain who sold him, prefixed

to some natural curiosities inlaid with

cicadas, their sound increasing as traffic 

noise fades, walking into the bush. What 

of what we are yet to observe 

is already remembered. Cicadas 

everywhere about you, with not one 

to be seen


and it takes time to hear 

the deep-toned, persistent clicking 

beneath the shrill. 

      Unseen wings 

whistle over the canopy. The leaves are 

full of holes, but nothing’s eating them. Cobwebs 

link almost everything, but there are no spiders. 

On too many surfaces for comfort, ‘dappled

light’.

I cannot take root

here, the shallow creek rippling gently 

over sandstone.  To focus

is to avert the gaze—is it a black fungus 

or a dead one in green moss 

running up a tree-trunk, where too 

a small & delicate fern runs 

for its life. I see no 

other creatures and feel them 

all over my skin. So what 

I lean on is

the vanity of arts & sciences, fountains 

of the generations, growths, conservations, 

life, death, transmutation etc in his 

triumphal chariot of antimony. The first

tincture, root & spirit of metals

& minerals, how the same are conceived, 

brought forth, changed, augmented or 

perfected in art. This portion lately 

exposed to sight & sale or a manifest 

declaration of the sanguine, which 

whosoever understands need not read 

any other book. Transplendent gold 

& leafy scrolls entwined with great


vigour & vivacity wrought the day-

dawning light, or a short manuduction 

to the celestial ruby. The most  abject, 

most elevated hypocrisies in the original 

printed wrapper. Real life must not be 

confounded with the reprint. A collection 

of voyages by buccaniers, a clean, just 

and modest  vindication to that which 

is foreign, interspersed with anecdotes 

and their salaries, don & donna in their 

dress. A description of the soundings 

on a complaint exhibited for neglect  

of duty, breach of order, the time

quiet in this quiet area given 

to shadows, yes, but more to 

a kind of dark tonality in undergrowth 

where any cluster of events 

can provoke the unexpected.

   Ferns curled 

in new life are curled in death also. 

How unperceived do I imagine 

I walk the path. An unhurried 

white-throated bird alights 

branch after branch. All

likelihoods coming to something, a clearing 

perhaps, where the leaf canopy opens, 

the cloud canopy opens, the blue 

sky closes in on the porous 

corridor the bush makes, impenetrable 

without violence, 

and the track 

forks, without other sign but

a presumed movement of 

feathers, beyond white spider 

nests in the sedge as a light

rain filters down, pacing 

the network of ground-roots

checking for the means

& the manner preached

at who desire resolution, national

humiliation & repentance. Out of 

the newfound world, singular 

virtues of herbes, trees, oiles, 

stones, and the benefit of snow. 

Black woodcuts on the city of 

angels, their dominions, havens, 

fashions, feasts & solemnities. 

A speech never intended to be 

spoken of whippings, scourgings, 

beatings, chainings, burning the hand,

cutting off ears & the pleasant

historie of the conquest, delectable

to reade, but with too much the air 

of philosophy & an estimate of 

the money drawn. A vignette of 

slaves, the tears of the footguards 

never before figured. Proofs on India 

paper in her mother tongue, 

touching the body, blood, her answers 

compiled from the present conjuncture. 

That there shall be such a kingdom, 

of theoretical proficiency without hindrance

to necessary occasions. A guide

for the principles of geometry

in a prefigured & dark wooded 

green with sparse ground cover 

timed by the words uttered.

Athwart

the track, will that depression be a stream

in winter, without cicadas whose racket 

renders the bird unheard

To say nothing lives here, on this 

barren patch under a leafy dome

above a dry dish of soil would not 

be correct, tho no doubt a legend 

or two could attach to it, where 

“no birds sing” etc, here

which lies this way to the sun 

whose trees block what light to 

who walks here.

   Less a place 

than a body of unfathomable events 

that relate, meet, repel, adjust, 

all that, where even the dead stay upright, 

the vertical a mere jutting out  from 

earth’s core, inclined toward sky, rain, 

breath, hunger. Once ‘out of 

the woods’, do I give thanks, as a white 

flash of kingfisher alerts you to

mechanicks, mensuration, and the 

decoration of arches triumphant. Another 

refraction of the sun, variation of 

the needle, of old red lace, the taylor 

& his boy, and the vengeance of heaven. 

At his execution, predictions are briefly 

shown with what sorrowful events 

keep the body in health, something 

the quack astrologer tossed 

in a blanket. A characteristic in blue 

ink, of unspeakable sweetnesse, in hope 

of soothing sorrows in the lady’s

airs amidst books & flowers, of which 

disease he is one of its first  victims. 

A vertuous language of water 

works, of fire works, all the technics 

acted by the children of the revells, 

a theatre of political flying insects and 

profit  arising thereof. The amazing 

beauty & dignity of unheard shadow 

and substance, boats laden with armies 

for the speedy apprehension of his 

opinion. Blood for blood methodized 

in dying speeches, of incurable 

& tempestuous winds 

to the highest pitch

measuring the cloudy distance between 

what moves and what 

brings me back to mind. Rain 

drips off the pink  flower 

of the passionfruit, off rotting black

coprosma berries.

The path 

stops dead at an open view of 

a small valley. Looking for words, 

they’re graved into the wooden seat 

there: bone, east, pain, blood, panik, skin, 

suck, pass, want, broken, time—

almost 

anything you need, with phone numbers, 

in a grove of tree ferns, ground covered 

with their sheddings that will leach 

finally, into a soil where actually 

little else will grow.

There’s no way out 

of the noise but for the high shriek 

of the kingfisher. Hast ‘ou ever 

seen the rain bounce off leaf 

as off wave, blindingly? So how

have you measured up, in the slanting 

light of the tree trunks’ 

dusty wounds

of trade & a treacherous friend.

An experimental history of secrets

thrown out of a box by a ballad

monger. Rough paths of logic couched

as a bundle of comforting truths

from celebrated masters of deception,

drinking in remembrance of 

the dead. A warning of the day, 

running the pages till the consummation 

of all things. For publishing

he was sentenced to lose his ears,

by discourse constantly pillaged,

the only book that ever took him

out of bed in the time of the late 

wars. A sketchbook of washing. 

The brief on drunkennesse, luxury, 

excess, & the colossal stature

of the public library at the sign

of the flying horse, rare as the first 

hanging. Pious aspirations & 

other sanctified privileges

in search of an accurate map

extracted out his own part, drawn

into English poesy. Annotations of

pernicious errors of an ill ledde life

with other exquisite remains

at the entrance, all fantails & flickering

leaf. Can mind be emptied 

at park’s edge, stepping over 

the ‘barrier’, to be found in overlapping 

parallel worlds in each of which 

the empty bird-nest beyond the path 

inevitably appears.

        Who walks, walks 

the nowhere of one place to another, 

road giving way to track, tree-roots 

opening to the air, one’s pace & gait  irregular 

below bright white cumulus.

A tui rasps 

beyond the line or circle of sight 

and a voice “Are you a tree man? 

I see you’re making observations”. 

Well, I do make them up, as berries 

go red to black 

on the hawthorn 

and the path dips down

     & the temperature 

with it, to a darkening tunnel with helicopter 

overhead, & into a grove of more sticks 

than trees, looking to the far side 

of a river, banked with rows of graves

and their unsung stories

concerning the impossibility of being 

true to the sun, regulating all sorts of 

movements. Delicately coloured coal mines, 

the headlines cut by a former binder, 

& silver coins re-examined independently 

of the signature. Explaining difficult terms 

for increasing our national wealth, 

the gentle reader shall see the beginninge 

of all contention. Crying for exemplarie 

justice, a comelinesse in drawing neere 

to the table, and advice to improvement 

of defects in the person. Reasons for 

foreign wars, public sins & breaches 

of the covenant in ungracious times 

with fraud enough and force. Death’s 

doings, civil & military, printed from 

a perfect copy. Routing the princes 

with a test of true godlinesse, straunge 

distillations in sondry furnaces 

& vessels. Out of certain propositions 

a pacquet of animadversions spread 

to pervert the people when the small 

pox raged over the town. Putrifaction 

in a booke of remedies, the members 

being rubbed in the morning. 

Nocturnal representations

detailing the one concrescence from all that 

conditioned indetermination, you there,

the bush closing behind you

as you walk, the cicadas gone silent

which you do not understand, while strips

of hanging bark take you back, 

unjustifiably, to straps that had been 

laid about you.

A leaf hangs, half-alive, 

on a strand of spider-web, a spinning 

plumb-line pointing in & out the same, noises

from unseen origins, a siren say, of 

only imaginable panic, the uncountable names 

of this world we say, with no possible 

extension of the vocabulary to tell us 

what this is beyond its grammar.

I am 

probably the creepiest thing in here 

this afternoon, my back colder than 

my chest until turning the corner, my shadow 

getting into the next sunny patch before 

I do. Going ‘back’ home is a going 

towards, and the intricate tracery of 

dried leaf-skeleton is white against the black 

book cover, black on the white page, looking past

the noble opposites to another

phrensie, & the world well lost. With 

 machines the royal benevolence effects 

the house of fiction, a taste for that 

dreadful spectacle. The philosophy 

of earthquakes, their cause & purpose. 

Of barbarous proceedings on the grounds 

for hopes & expectations, for avoiding 

diversitie of opinions, of tender desire, 

coin & coinage. The use, matter, forms 

of pearls, diamonds, enlarging their 

yearly estates with penalties inflicted 

upon rogues, improving the police 

and the suppression of beggary. An enquiry 

into the electricity of bodies, emblems 

of love, ethnick tales, divine inspiration 

or diabolical possession, a new dictionary 

of love and a sure guide to hell. An erotic 

fairy story, handled in detail by 

the bearers of walking sticks & umbrellas. 

The devil’s funeral sermon preached

 in cantos for the delight  of swordsmen 

adorned with elegant  engravings. 

A looking glass for the pithy 

design of the most ancient culture 

of flowers, the solitary gard’ner 

laying out the higher ranks

of these ingressive values, the pink-flowered 

manuka standing at entrance to the park—how

do you get to love this world, singing 

as the tui in the kanuka tops, there! 

and another! fleeting moment of a life-span, 

grief & rage trotted out for the specular

interest of who watches, as I do 

hoping as the silver tree-fern to shed

old growth.

But today this barren bowl feels 

different, birdsong around, not 

in it, windless, cloudy, each thing 

in a place, in a clarity that will not 

be uttered, in a canopy that will not 

be completed 

with thought fettered 

to the contingent soil, leaf, trunk, 

body, air, & the pulse of one’s own 

blood in the heart  of this niggardly 

plenitude, or a huge interlocking knot 

of supplejack—‘always have a few coins 

in yr pocket’ he sd—and the tui launches 

into a tone row of rasps, squeaks, croaks 

impossible to notate or read pure notes

of ‘joy’, of song, of the elaboration

of a picturesque physiognomy of

popular prejudice, descended from short

doctrines & the imputation of future

miseries, contests, dissentions, these last

combustions amplified by the patriarchy,

choicely mounted. Tinged by a deep

moral cast, in a stile sufficiently florid

for private use, or invention by way

of dreame not long before death.

Laid open & interwoven with marveylles,

a lytyll embelysshed with musical

notations, uttering proofs which by

the injuries of time are lost upon

hard places. That war be just, honourable 

& necessary, we are yet come to that 

extremity. For their fidelity, the marks 

of beauty when they traveyle by such

diseases, painfully collected. Compendious

duties toward brute creation. How to 

keep it sound, quaint, and well worth 

the exercise of cunning portraiture,

uncommon instruments, & bones broke.

What mould are we made of, speaking 

& writing, with a history of a wound

as a translation, 

together with

an entrance, with all the flowers white—

arum lilies, manuka, last of the hawthorn 

in pure & gross selection, unsure if 

those are tui’s quietest notes or the kanuka

tops scraping gently against each other. 

Having, with new glasses, to look at the ground 

more than usual, there seem more twigs, leaves 

in the creek than water, & above, broken 

branches fallen to ‘land’ on other branches 

& beyond, seeing into any distance, random 

colonnades and a silver fern that has crashed 

across the path. 

 If I am not yet grounded 

I am always headed there, alert 

to the next fall, the tui on a small branch 

in high wind compensating for the necessary 

shifts in balance. You couldn’t 

live here. The place, that is, would kill

you.

But it’s easier to be empty-headed here 

than anywhere I know but for the sea-edge, 

while following these vines, in an intricacy of 

becoming that thought will not unravel. 

The exit? Neither that nor entrances 

figure here, the voice no more

a singular event than

the divining rod, mechanical birds, perpetual 

motion, automaton flute player, cups 

& balls, German puddings, quicksilver, 

sleight of hand in a perfect platform 

of the great scarlet line of proportion 

& still thy verse has charms for preventing

 abuses. Forty eight kingdomes, twenty one 

republicks, ten absolute principalities, two 

hundred islands against frivolous conceits 

of the unparalleled imposter, his 

employments, his jealousy, his damaged 

breviary. Of the variable state & alteration 

of lovers, an ingenious method of 

representation for the more speedy 

raising of moneys, furnishing armes against 

the court of conscience & the fiery temper 

of the public at tryals of well-affected 

citizens. Rising problems in arithmetic, 

cosmography, horologiography, 

navigation, musick, opticks, chymystry 

& the double horizontal dyal. Dissection 

of a pestilential body belonging 

to the first receptacle, transmission 

unknown without corrosives

a little before being executed 

for the sake of 

walking thru bush to cover

what kind of ground 

before opening the book, or

scanning the leaves

above me, hoping

to see the words at last

hanging from the trees.

If I follow the creek

the path crisscrossing it

coming to a small mangrove

swamp and a sharp division

between clear water

and a thousand little black

stalks pricking the air out

of the mud—



even this distracts

like a rowdy child unable

to adjust to being in this

quiet place where even the slightest

puff of wind turns attention

to the possibility of words. You

could, as the bench has it, rest

and be thankful, where new words 

are cut into the wood, which is

all that’s served up on

the plate as a pocket companion of 

airs, and a handsome author 

calculated to save pricktsong

 in red & black, sound & large. 

According to the gamut the bride 

shaved well, the presentation 

copy worth turning over. The whole 

revelation intercepted by the fleet 

of prudential maxims, plausible 

hints not to lower the terms of art 

and all species received into the 

magazines. Wounded in the fatal 

loss of their pay, for mediums of

 gunnery whereby the wind 

allowance is exactly known. Scale 

questions for the true figure of 

rough leaves, new news from 

bedlam whipt & stript. Rudiments 

of genteel behaviour giving both

hands in a minuet. From grosse 

imperfections the name appears. 

To have written nothing, from 

registers, the studious lover annexed. 

Purifying fire in omens, apparitions, 

knockings, oracles, his last testament 

for vegetability concealed by 

the objectification of the self 

for another. Some birds you hear for years 

& cannot name. Today 

I am unusually calm, & words 

I never use, ‘states of 

consciousness’, come to mind, ahead 

of the startled starling, racketing thru 

the undergrowth.

      Cool vignettes 

by the track, hemmed with 

Queen Anne’s lace, and misread 

on the step, ‘Han Shan’, & I 

love it, that they live in this sentence 

just as they do ‘in the world’.

Along

the gully, I cannot see the leaves 

for the sunlight firing 

off them, 

      kingfisher calling its curt 

tattoo, there’s no collision now 

of leaf on leaf. All my years I have

wanted a stillness—and here 

I am adrift, looking for words to 

hang on to—‘for dear life’—footsteps 

too loud on the purple flower-

stained path, wanting

the sick man’s glasse, the surrender 

of breath, the calender of destiny, 

the mirror of prediction, sold with 

a delicate letter of consequence. 

Impartial articles among the ruins. 

An uproar of songs against the hand

of speech, lively effigies on stout

paper of how they have been violated.

A receipt for ink containing the alphabet,

the editor sacrificed for the advantages 

of reading & writing. The poet’s proposal 

found in his desk after his decease, 

a broken echo in scribbling thruout

conversation as it censures, paragraph

by paragraph, the stitch’d books and 

single sheets, the wicked contrivance

for adulterating the hellish causes of

wonderful things, of counterfeiting gold, 

of beautifying women, of pneumatic 

experiments, an earnest mind forgetting 

my infirmitie. A cry from the desert, balanced 

by enigmatical devices in old proverbial

rhythmes. Such erudition could quote

a hundred false glosses proving 

the saving star amidst the celestial 

margins for the mournful operation

whereby I leave the hungry sparrows behind 

as they, the birds, do not enter, but

stay at the edges where the culture will feed them. 

‘No two are alike’ either, tho the patterns 

are endlessly exemplified in their doings. 

What would ‘familiarity’ mean, here in 

the flux, the kohekohe as marker 

yet I’ve not watched it for a full year 

as I have the hawthorn at the house. 

Endurance of a sort, of the yellow fungus 

live on a dead trunk that in its

turn is yet to fall.

 

     Or that

silver tree fern’s long stem is cenotaph,

continually re-written record of the branches 

that have dropped away.

      Or the gully beyond, 

its dark lines & light textures, a hollow 

graph of teeming life that is 

thy quiet, thy almost

immobility of bush.

          Or here, 

the canopy so thick nothing grows

beneath.

  Or there, the path a corridor

with arched ceiling, a filter

of the light digested into epigrammes 

& the distribution of prizes. Bedeckt 

with varieties & verities interleaved 

with manifold transactions, pretended 

to the practice of day & night. 

Border surrounding an abstract of 

choice images in his winding sheet. 

Poetical raptures composed in the midst 

of adversity lived in banishment, 

not a word to be lost. Dispersed 

lamentations of this acute reasoner, 

the Sunne on a plane the beames 

can never shine upon. Our most dread 

conspiracie,  eloquent in gorgeous 

descriptions & thrilling jestures, every 

leaf genuine, the dying bird rehearsed. 

A prospect of songs against melancholy 

with the usual pleadings. An 

exhortation to stirre up dreame 

diversion, the field,  manuscript & 

orator, a great lustre in a sky showing 

that a standing army is inconsistent 

with free government. Or 

the projector at his last shift, 

his gilded pacifics converted 

from their own records

attached to the beginning

of their endings.

    All steps irregular, 

each word not quite fitting, & it’s not 

personal. These trips have pen, paper 

& an eye with lives of their own

so what can you claim of what 

is written down.

   Could I come, not 

to write, not to unfurl tropes 

on parasitic ferns that are somehow 

pre-given, have already ensured

our arrival. 

       I can tell you

there is no object of desire to be

found here—only, if 

I could not get out, death 

in a few days. Speaking

and writing are not the same

and the tree has no ‘behalf’

on which to act.

  And the way out 

is merely an imagined exit, the mystery

resides without respite in the white 

convolvulus in the hedge

and an open letter on self murder, 

a motion for burning the volume 

senses the law as a bottomless pit. 

The physician acted for propagation 

of avarice, pride, hypocrisie, crueltie. 

The silver tongued cyphers are still 

sung in memory of insurrections 

by the author of the relapse. A new 

species of companion, adorned 

with irregular forms of grammar, 

to be redde in blank, rigidly 

suppressed for their mode of 

thinking. The blazon of spirited 

cuts in compound interest, tables 

of reduction in political arithmetick

 by the laws of this realm. High 

duties of the whole art & mystery

 of trade & traffick to prevent 

employing all our poor. Upon 

the four last things, a poem 

against robbers on the road. 

What else is remarkable, 

worthye of memorye, & good

for the cost of the binding. 

You act for uniformity, 

touching the original bodies

where talk stops in the face

of a pair of discarded dirt-encrusted 

spectacles on the bench,

    
    where peripheral vision

barely operates beyond the frames,

where

it’s less what I came here to find

than simply to be alone in a place

apart,

where the unseen webs touch

face & hands with the delicate touch

that fear has,

where tiny seedpods

shower upon me as I walk,

         where the usual

noises—tui, wax-eye, kingfisher, morepork, 

cicadas—rave, and I am none the wiser

for listening,

where I could die,

as my father got out of the house

to do it,

    where the word-filled book 

is still a pattern

of empty lines,

  where on the way out

the spectacles are still there to be seen

according to the alphabet. Pens 

of the office of the eie 

& the eare, the mind maye 

reap delight in a true 

forme or method 
in these profane

& enormous times.

In a speech

without doors, the garden of

curious flowers beautified with strange 

& pleasant histories, springs

 
 rivers



with some hermeneutical

paradise

   written long since.

the passions of the mind


in answer to a printed book 

in its pure 
natural 

dialect

 A private person

in fertile resignation 

to the way of 

the world 

in a number of works
