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A NoTE oN LARRY EIGNER’S POEMS

First let it be said that Eigner is never careless. If he seems arbitrary it must be understood that
he is deliberately arbitrary. Whether from the special circumstances of his life or not, he sees
the world from an unusual angle. Often in his poems he is noting the disconnected passage of
objects as scen from a moving car. He notes these caprices of the unintegrated world—a world
unthinkingly modified by sclf-absorbed human activities—with the precision of an innocent but
intelligent mirror. In a room, at a window—it is always, not what you would sce, or I, but a
view narrower and wider—more aware of some humble details, more aware of greater spaces
also. It is a world where anything may happen, since, deprived of a certain wise-guy logic
most of us acquire, Eigner does not let preconceptions close in his horizons. In his best poems
he shares with us this wide-open field of vision i which disparate objects activate themselves,
move apart or closer to each other, or at great distances from each other reveal to us an essen-
tial connection of which they remain unconscious. He gives to the humblest pebble the same
attention—and so the same value, by implication—as to, let’s say, a man. Instinctively our pride
cries out against this—until perhaps pride breaks and we look again, and see there is no contempt
for man in this attention given to a pebble, only the sense that both are strange, unknowable,
unpredictable,

Reading Eigner the reader has to keep his imagination at work and leap from line to
line as fast as the seagulls sweep across the squarc of sky in a window, joining a lonely chimney
to a cloud by the line of their flight. Seagulls fly in and out of many of his poems. The land-
scapes are mainly suburban, there is that sense of the scattered and sporadic one has at the edge
of cities, where bits of old fence and field still hang about undecidedly, wondering if the coun-
try won't still come back after all. )

There are some lines of Henry James' (in The Bostonians) that several years ago I
copied into a notebook under the heading, ‘Quality of Eigner’s Poems’; perhaps that was not pre-
cise, but these words do continue to express for me the atrmosphere of a great many of the poems:

*. . . and wandered to the windows at the back, where there was a view of the
water; Miss Chancellor having the good fortune to dwell on that side of Charles
Street toward which, in the rear, the afternoon sun slants redly, from an horizon
indented at empty intervals with wooden spires, the masts of lonely boats, the
chimneys of dirty “works”, over a brackish expanse of anomalous character . . .”

The sea, the great life-giving unchangeable ocean, is nearby always but not often seen
full and clear. It is usually back of other things, other people’s things, streets, houses, telephone
poles, other people’s needs and decisions—for Eigner c;m't_get at the 'real’ sea unless through
the agency of others. Yet how much more present it 1s to hn_n_thau to them, as force, as space,
as the unconscious. e has to do a lot of guesswork about living, as most people know it; and
he never for an instant pretends to definitive knowledge of anything but what he sees.

When T was asked to select from the mss. of this book what I thought the flower of it,
I begin tentatively putting aside those poems which I (liu} not understand. After a while that
came to seem stupid. If one l_)ue_f.:()mcs_ familiar Yvuh Elg_ner S \_V()rk_ it becomes apparent, as 1 began
by saying, with what care and intention he writes; am.l, again, that more than almost any poet
[ can think of, he demands a suppleness, an imaginative agility, a willingness and ability to leap
with him from image to image; so that I disdain to judge (as I would with another kind of
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ven whniie

the sun traveled
s of nights
repeating thousands of nig
resolved many lives




Romans,

the women with Plumbed names are
im:lginury here
(26) pure

in their natural surmumlings

and the shoulderg of men

or the Greek dust
in the street

to contrast
with pools

while few things are Very real

plainly

such as this is

(

7)

The Studio

Who wants to be m()f‘(;c )
famed than Shakespea
little boy was

‘ter into
darting, from the ﬁllF;i:£r1111(t(l
alla seagull SCrea

the alley, a

at the bakcry: OVC; -
which a dancing sh

out the window

1 ]nlm‘kct
)f thc n(_‘l‘;_"]])()] lng ﬁ 1
i“ h‘()nl‘ ( ¥ S




THE HEBREW BUR[AL-GROUNI) NEAR ALCOTT’S
the well fit men
still clinging to the old

(28) older than Brook Farm
yet nearly strange

in spite of the

polyglot
the cemetery is

green
marble with red bricks

set the mouldeq curb
the weighted light roaq

the dead become eternal

(29)

THE WEATHER

ings’'she .'ili(l lhc
)l l” (h(' crazy lhlni_’h .h(, S
C d > e
crocuses are ()])(,”l“g_’

i ruit rots in the
while the fruit rots
ice-box

there’s a fly in here
She was cooking, p
I ) " Q l(b ) -
e -opriate for
; » appropri:
sponge ()U‘L”hl. [(,) be apj
the griddle




Glass
I forgot, ang lost a Part of myself,

I Témember, and Passes away
(30)

A nation, o lotus
Cream, jce, the

tremendoyg gulf, o Capacity,

Waste
the field of Vision
with the eyes shut

The life she missed, under her e
almost imposi

yes
ing itse]f upon her

Everything needed
appeal
the signg of themselyeg
(lisintcrcstcd
net of the city
their torp Status
like cloth Planes

by the wind

Wup yoy don’t see
the sma bird

ich are stil] there
Wwhere the radiop now jg

s

directioy
taking thejy part

combined
Standard of life

dccisivc
1S

gent Somewhere

ack of the neck

The nursery rf)ombC'lgt
Outside the wild beas

Hirke but that dichotomy

is far off d
. oy spread,
shrink, they
" sepers shrir fsappear.
Nho said that sleef ‘ .y disapj
\l\ s ;)lllél(l out, though they
they spre:

icappear
disapf
em to
rant th
ould we
Who w

brains )
they sleep hard, th}c o el
are switchboards, the

mean something

°njo
exactly, for them to enjoy

1€ 1 l t v l 1S ()[ll 4 4 womarn
'] 5 I . e
lh'l ”]I() VS this
4 1 <
> deat ’

nte I 3 1N g } T
S €1 h DO

1116 arms f h(,r

1 ) )

— i 5 out
fqm'inq lhmgs (0]
1 :

-fore
it wasn't thought be

and smokcl »
; nd matchstic
s wsoline

-ass
f-’:l“
rass :
gl"lss Lln(] ge
russian
the ru rain

= ]) pe T NO!
1 cut o1
She came u w1 [ 1 1 1 h( 1 S




gerip p
Wind

his ideas ar

on the porch

as if now he
in or off

¢ playful and
hanging

couldn’t move

charges as
there’s nothing else
the stick-gun
and

far as possible
Hands on

a h;u'ponn,
almost droppcd toas
mount a solider ball b:lt,—qui(:k
he puts it aside
it looks like,
in an nu[~0-thc-wny cort

tream

slash the suspending rope

1er of
side, over the raj]
5o low how przlrlic:llly
impml):ll)lc, he’s half

touching it from the hold
his arms, gingerly jt seems

time
as may be

he’s slow

his experience js few

(32)

BRINK

the less I
take for granted

01 ‘orward
the world going {

I am getting
no younger

an illusion of this
no, a

death

announced . I
Sometimes a squil

affectionate (1_ogs
nosing in spring
off the corners

cars, carts
on final levels
stretched up

l v’ 1 th
I](] the 0\'(.1.}](‘(\(] C
a

in all weather
like windows

Whales
conduct a feast 4 surface
near the cold used ¢
awave like floes s

the broken-off scr:
smells

the huge climate

o a lively day




keen
light, imperceptible turn

coffin of Justice

among bottles and fruit

the beach 1 he

ar not quite
the next road

dancing
Pavement of thye;
horns bicy('lcs
on handsg

uds, things
papers

because the Street-light shineg
steady

and the leavyes fall
like a few stars
throughout the night
and the tree

in the wind
which doesn’t nee

$ Moving thejy bones

d light

the cold wind Lethe

the strong wind they sleep
the objects of 5 dream
growing

letting thejy
hands, such ag lhcy have, down
lhcy are unconscioyg of
the sun

A response

the muffied treeg

B

Later it snows
that is, after the
leaves and the sun

Considerable time
variety of paths

space, thickens
through the same space,
and piles up

‘be fog
what was maybc lloh
. o erralt

when the sea sme

and came back
as it comes back
now

the tides

the sun Sl”””.‘"g "
the moon }1:1\'111,, !
different sides

the world
hardening

the trees po.n:hc o
white under s
the fading, loose




Days

outside
the walls
Just like when she was little
the cricket sang, but the
sky was remote
(33) this summer

s with

28 aneou
kes, matches simult
smokes,
the hcn~y:mls ol
and the wa]ls ofte
the bed 4 shi
Yet more of

idea
solescent
N not very wide
P 10 sail again
a ring, (lissolving in the w

change

”.ll 1 at oneg “. ne ”](,
’ ] C

[h( Cc€

aves

room
rndow
phone by the wind
to do anything
she tossed from side 1o side, there was
nothing under her, there Was nothing
under her, tq feel, ghe had gone too fyy away
bed,and quiet night

across the country
e o inning
voyages } near the beginning
somewhere ne:
somewhe
our face S
. e ront of yo > increas
- 1 10ses in fror “the vague i
The clouds went over, the trees grey ”;L "“l']']' clouds thicken, the vag
= Ay > (' N D
out when
covered, differeny from weeds softly off carth in the
non-violent sun
I)ml'\cn)

gives you a silence
Wires stay on
. carrying megss

ints
> blue po
hough widest :lr(;\-[h(y i]lﬁ'(']r
thou . aking 1L
of the ultimate reach, ta 0
-ever you g
ides wherever )
to the side: . Touds
) ges imer-thin clov
of no content, by steady below which the han tible ways
el A reep :
the birds 4 t beach their imperce]
1€ birds roog
she haq moved , moment theilics at the o
the 18¢h floor
the room g]] fixed
up the stairs
to the roof the
8rating

old heat

in thought, as before 1 of a bed
) ed of a b g
looki 1p again, without ne o be hens
ooking up again,

S "(1 t
v e o 053 use
]irki”q- \'h('l( []’(
or thin §

fallen asleep




PLEIN

and
Bechuanalan

. s 10y a
Don V\’.lynol

i : cats
’ rie y with the ¢
ou're friendly : o
')IIS I am, more often than y
h I can be friendly too
| | 35 .
out in the winq ( ) is is friendship, not because
- e this is rll(,l.ll( $ ik
we need each o] :
. | | > are together
(37) What is , l)urslmg color? Sy
The edge in he room
and it was wi]q from
place to place

s ras a farce :
The village idiot \\ﬂ]‘ 4 timeless fool d
: s veovle the : the win
BRe e I)U)]')l the middle of the
T >
: is tone
Lear, keeping his tor
o man
close to the sun I wonder h(;‘.vt y
have faked tha 11 be here
11 be
/ou
haywagons and lon’t know how long you
different sounds I don
to come
to the same thing

ive forever
ou look like you'll live f
)V
touch

to be lost

out of the Auvergnc
country, for EXample

singing ¢, kee

not dying the lonely
- sights raised

you shoulq have
and remembe

P the shack

cut an eye
red how that was

We can ]oge so litt]e




(36)

THESE CHILDREN

ARE GETTING RESTLESS

My foot hurts, the skin
elsewhere

Pcople have a 1

r’37)
abit of thejy aches ang pains
themselves

people,

around here
are l)emming tw

I'and my brother ins
and we ste

P on the starter
underpzlss

and l)ypuss that

there are pains it is no use
I can’t sleep it off

the flood
the beach s
hurts, my
toes plain in the

the chair | my flat

humid wind, my
shoes are comfortahle

The Sweep of Dark
far off

the cat stopped
cold

. » mind
v ack of the 1
ieces in back
I)l(_((‘»\

and dogs ?

€veén at summer

the high voices of gulls . sky closed
when they disappear the sky

or profile of an evelid

the asleep cheek, nose

(there

wind blowing

2 > ~ ‘C
to a horizontal tre
outdoors
away i
suddenly, and d“]‘(-'n[
Asomc other mon

thinking 1t }i]
then not at the

over the scene, before 1 its houses
the street up the hill and 1ts

o ite ecause
i i mite ])
iS n()[hl) 5 1n

a paper
like a shelf
n

most a Wire
\t side




like a man’s wings

unknown, the minute still

and g barre] tippcd

there with no si

‘ ] ght of wis
€mptiness of ¢ a

ought
itself

and canteq out

the noise of barrels rollin
unlike the sea
the wing is

g

all one way

—sick

like the

¢ whole day
We realize i crazy
and the hcudlonq cries

(I always heay what

the Irregulay times are

and for g]) t
3 1 .
Cars pass

at the

the god in the air

of the gutter

(38)

Peabody Sq.

Dragged

still

the tall bodies sinister
with their arms back
open chassis

ballfans or
floogie
the well-made trucks

harsh in variety

I saw the way the gull. sln‘rv_d
with his brain
I being the one to sit out
in the car and r(';ul_ .
a dog and old lady in a fur
‘ engine
panels going all over (hc‘])]:n‘((
the trees were like the Indians

with a 1 )\ln(l (ll(.(l\ DC € .L. Lv DE C [h( n
N ] C >, o TOoOoIm 1Nl ] 'l]][] o |

(the horse for a weathercock
» etables
speed, atop the stables

still further out of the way



the dogs echoing
Straight mountain

Spasms of sandpaper
the cat folded on the room front

from downhill

and in the midd

le of the square
the roaq becom

¢ a walled land

the birds leavi

ng before
shock of the

monument

fast fainting the colors of the air

desolation of gold

gulls rear to the dead
sky

against the turne

d cloud
under in (h

€ wind

Past the widh of street

my businegg being to (aste the dust

tree and

€ dry goods
In the ston

ed glass

and the men with f

aces
down on the walk

(39)

The Cat’s Ears
radar whiskers
turned around
following sound
but stand still
¥ ?
$0 you think you'll GO there
| | i ind
another thing coming I
hat I've got now might really be go
I with what I've
it just hangs around

yawn in his limbs,




(40)

the ragged lines of
Popeye the

ﬁshwoman’s kin
while Titian’
on a wall

g of the worlq
S Europa lies

the trees are wild Sometimeg
the clouds are safe

it is a leaky day

but what does safety mean?

(41)

Birthday

5 iastic it
Every-body was supposed to be venthusl 1S
was a big hall with lots of corners

; ating t se
though 4-square simply, stating the ca
simply, and letting it go at that

: in bed ,
and the girl who looked disgusting, almost in b

or was she disgusted, was .
polite, as might be under such

circumstances
she said, you're not in the way

I had thought I was, with .

e »ssion,
: anent small expres:

her perman il

eyes, the wheelchairs had to

- time
keep on the go, and we were all 30 or 45,

always went by, Till all the |
eyes were turnec

the true surprise, a man as a

hectic native . . doing

a strip-tease

od”” in black
down to a “censored” in bl

letters, and many ' )
were doubled, as well, by age

i up
and bits of mistletoe wcrer Sll(:lrlslg I
by the idea man with no fing
who had only time for that

as it turned out .
b being volatile

c ot
which was about as far as we g



(Jouple of Year

Nowu(l:lys they call it a disaster

snow hilling the glass
a spectacle
(12)

landscape
topography, stuck
on the storm window Pane,

In masses like

little hills
held out at

a short distance

or the long~f;1lling
shallow anq cr.

like bulting sh

agey bears
or

an anima] fight
on all sides

the billboards de

serted
which makes the

deade

(it is always

—then 2 day after
the snowha]] legs and battles
the fast sun

late slowing ip Spokes to fa]]

and there ig gas for f

Iying eges
under a]] ¢

\is

S

sifted

acked pieces of ice

ning wing cry

a children’s world

A SICCP

air is mild, not quite

areness, the sky o
AL burning its way
the clouds are nothing

the rain
it is mild
is tremendous 1t 1
dispersing figures
the ocean day
break the gulls
anage : view
manage the v

: ‘ricane
a year ago here was a hurt

to stay in one place
at evening

to move about
the morning pass

ir shaking
the gnomes stop their ::1
and convert into flower:

o laugh
some, visible
dissipating seeds
> ines as
to find more ending
ates others
one state ('(mlcmp]‘atcs qurds death
and we have gone in tow:

leaving, up, the ’
filled birds to the sea

a tree or circle




A gone
The w
clouds

all winter anq summer
(14)

orld under the sky

a snow
descends and occupies the ground
stars, filled

air
with abstracted wings

on crystalline lines

and time

between the
a broken hingc,
the garage

stars
by

a flagpole

mainstreet
five catg yokked

the world
can’t holq, really
too many absolutes

but T am shattered

and anothey time lost

while the sea
slams

the wind
or lags

an old woman's shoe
fl;x])ping

on the beach




{

';)‘tf

77474
7
r'"'/
2,
")

s

y

v,
i










Borodin

The steppes of asia last
night about here

in the spring

bloom and they said

it is Music. (rhythm that
Crosses lines

Passing on
another time

€ast, to

join the sun

or rather the light on
towards

€xamine
extrinsics

oL 3 e i ‘h
the fringes involve dividing eac
other, true, even the

lmﬁnishing flowers

bent so

and the land cut
itself




Step-wise

The sea dances the hcavy lights
below the wall; a distant

crash sinking, matched changes of color
(16)

strain and confusion, out of which the storms
after this hour, hunting for Sewage and spells
garages and the hack yards

where the arrowheads might sif¢ behind the

are bred up

woods

humm('ring wings
hutch (ke
boat lifting he

the

tween houses
there is the scree
leave the rocks o
crumb in the (lr()])loss afternoon
of Win(‘-('C”ZlI'S, accents
of ancient yeasts and that wire
slant of sky filling our eyes

blind, to run back
the beaten snatches of qy

or violent cold

ning of loam, to
ut, pitiful agh

st through the

rain
echo

Th('_y hunt clams Tp a lul]
at the sewer outflow we dribble our own banks
(lwarﬁng tin
and blockeq sand whist]e
qunking
pebbles floate

S, gouge

d in the night like ghosts
I)ird-spcrk](rd, The walj re
the barren grains of g
the mud levels endle

ins
and, bare

ness of shadow
ssly stilled

awnings endowed serene
Then later

O return apq
pop balls on the €mpty brick
and mortar, (the dirt stirg ;

nest overheaq in the drain
as the sunset, in full, Passes downp

L ——

aArrows o the
split jaws

Ways

. ike her
. sthing i
in the ad was somebody some =

' ind
» yacuum, W
S0 to turn away would be vact -.
g | | is time, in the picture
Indoors, the sun not, this time,
N flat on the page
like a nice language

itting 1 e trees
the birds sitting in th S
ithervane an Indian ¢
o F - :
" 20 years

so many dials

gl
and so much rest!

: ing
ine in nothing .
the gulls flopping figure

: wy Cry . S
while they )[0 continue

t] r S ves i []1(.‘ llir
S i sleeves 11NtO
br'”l(‘h(‘.‘ ])ll[“”f_‘ slee
1C pé

moving

ve i nt l()y
tatic or something, over €O
€cstatic S

ands
. i my hanc
¥ > -ture, 1Y
t & : > of the pPic
he front ((]}_‘(

straight off

nt
mome

( the backed-up

broken

an age
trains of an ag

ers,
: 1e fing gk
rain on tl a similarity




(18)

The Slmnge Land

Resting earth T fee]

the different wind blowing

the branches | could see
with the barest le:

1ves
the stars

and woods move

and some weight comes down

the SCparate trunks
cast tunnels lying plain
below the heads
whose shnpcs stretch and
Spring by the air.
corners rajl
old houses

towards the
shadows, the

the busses of pe
in the nig
continue

rfection
ht deriving people
and some mou

nt up
at stops from muddy e

ntanglements
off buildings with empty windows

where the sun will arm itself
tomorrow momcnmrily

the usefu] drawers agape

while tonight the
round some

re might he an owl
newly done hack yard

Anyhow.

at is death
Life is a farce, so what is d

(49 not even the funeral
) or much later, stones
and weed

the dust in the road

and cold snows

5 his
I have become used to t](‘ .
my shoes hve been the ¢

1 S L’l VA
~ sky, or vesterc )]:l
I ()rn(‘nl])(‘r(‘(] th‘( 5]1\0\(;1( (anS[ ()‘ ”lC‘ I C€
(0]
1 P )](]
il) lh,‘ Zl(lCl”n()()l] 1t was C

light, made

1 the
the next hour, d}mq'envin(’ﬁ
fire blew and the :)ccdcd
roared in, putting on, §]

Again,the
sun gone down

full

. ich are
erown in the shoes, whic

> Sky changes ) 'kOf
the sky ch i ways T did not thin

notice o
and others remembere




Minute
A WEEKDAY
the foundation waits

(will rise)
between morning and

old, looking at them
afternoon

naturally we remember
(51) ,
way back from
% e B
for a 2nd 1oad of dirt /5138 fr ()1111.[37
(50) $ ife
the trucks move
eyelessness, uncovered

is that way .
or this is the life
windows, the outdoors ; ints
toothless their continual ])mlnhm'ul(‘
! . he ms
the garage emphatically to
1 ) ) =% TV aVv
open like a graye every day
: . - you
or a child perhaps 0 good for y
1mne
faces play, haye played and the bad thing
‘ ) may be the same
i as regards an
the quaking stone as regards any
one
andered oyer from the next lot, their
a near way

they have w
bikes

slowed the gulls

(a surprise, the difference of time

soon the walls will have
real
even on the

been who“y
hot nights

though they were not always the same




The Shock

i t
The Movie of I
. sirehy
Man misplaced  deptl
in the sea we cannot
(53) go back through
men were connected with
I look up and sce the
scarcely
(7'3
able to move while
my legs

animals
plane

ich is,
and that death, W]']vl(‘lll 1 od o
ultimately modernizec 9
- -
: » watet league
| soned, the g
- now pois
iffer »ird light
a different weird lig §
. T among
‘ 1usic 1 1e tower ar
I cry my world full of the head and music in tl e
s » i the beautiful and oppre:
in the twisted path,

. S ed. shell o
not by distance but fish .m(} weed, she"“ romantic
the wind in my face blind sight, IhL] r‘ ,

: o
solitude oc¢
5 risible

the eyes tossed back, fitted vis
locked oars
passing, coming singly to every one

what is “aboard”

violate, the
beasts lh<-y wrecked,

weed suck o
”[ [h(‘ SP;]SII]Y creatur
and the world sti]] spread
and in more and more ways, but back
gradual, as needed, faster

vine in its multitude
and unfelt

= < "€l (:h N
(,\'lSP( ration ar (l rea hir.‘u‘c .

l mn th ]ungl(, (h(
anc ] & > S 'S
C *C ction

- o arrators o to
while from huro]_)]c“lh:)dn destroyers, again,
as in childhood, dés
escaped, as in ¢
the dead braing

face the blast

and the fall, where, for a time

grand
(sin)
the great matter at the epq of my soul .
) pride
the dog (l(t('i(ling to bark up my feet
and all the trees, with the wind
dragging its roots
blown to bits, €yes that are stopped
the love of life ang death




(>7)

WHO KNOws JUST WHEN THIS WILL END

Space a meeting, so
when the wind blows
in the chimney

the bed creaks

and keeps cre;
the wind flies
the clouds passing
over land, the roof

iking, while

nevertheless,
we put it there,
stirring perh

impcnc(r:lblc, as if
it, still,
aps, over our heads

where we know,
the size of different roomg
projecting, dixrouming the clocks
we needed, the shades hung

by the air, while the wind s
out in the dark walls

sails

(35)

. ange€
Night for a chang

. . se
Outside the window the hou
was bare, like ours maybe oad
nextdoor) then all up lhcll 1f1c
within we were half naked,
sides naked
a different matter  bloom
may they never wrinkle or
and crash

i 1 iocht
the upper dimension lig

a white rain from evening
clouds

. 'e gathering
. esrsties’s oathering
perhaps the second of invisibility's §

to go nowhere
g let pass

If it increases, tomorrow the ground
may be wet and stick

I will not forget the flowers

in the fields which

still Tead one to

another walls

ike autumn
though June has been like

a schoolboy sprawls in the

strange bed above iddle of the room
the fixture, and in the midc

let alone the sun

the sky isn’t to be

seen childhood the corners
simple enough, spreads on

. g wave
while the holly bushes wat dance
in the breeze or the tulips dz
moments s the
s o U2 rd as
against the yard ¢ -ough
("ﬁ:t has been edging throug




(56)

Gathering N

Only the outdoors

oon

and from inside the building

the lights

come on the streets

tragedy for damage

others you see
in the living rooms

cut the night as the stars
closer apart

and what may be in the

ir
is a different ordcring

as before,

minds

the causes of their positions

so, somewhere, are the
to be restful

and the freely-progre

they accompany with the

clocks they have

ssing cats
ir eyes

They inevitably go to the bad too

but the trees end off at the sky

and it would be
to pass, even
our own goal
till dawn shuts them out

and we k(‘cp more
way, our yard

a good thing

behind this

l)r()ught

the wind like an ocean _
but sometimes the sun stills i
and the surface is solid

5y 73 .« as in a dream

why shouldn’t life pass as in a (11[ o destites
or a dream itself, there are difte ¢

or different dreams reality

at one with a dream

the naked sea
stinking
is fresh

in time,

wind

inst the
(o shut your eyes against




(%8)

Age

The street was a_hall

Lairs in the mountain chain
the weather shifted over
and replaced

the lions or goats climb the ridge

windows admit sun

the earth is still plain

under the feet on the ground floor
clouds enter, moving

at a distance, the great doors
lead in and out to the sk
the little paths across the earth

A woman at the corner sells fruit

Do not put fish on
but low in the
with the hunt

after you have eaten

the ceiling
walls

(59)

init i al
The time finitessima

hills are monuments enough s
and the grass, then trees and flow

but the skyscraper is necessary
even before it is built

the clouds are radioactive

and the sky-god becomes
the earth

father and mother

ourselves surrounded in blue
lit by the sun

I take the counter in my hands

we will die 1o
in time, and in space liv

turning faces soon




Memorial Day,
What's gonna happen
a baby rises
(60)
on every pitch

slowly
(coming out

oh murder she
every second
bathtub

(and the world’s running

cars

especially here

the oil] floods

to frighten him
and dispel the fright

there is nothing to Jo

but

leave supper in the raw

it’s a double-header

Place just right

. »_imagine
when I came to the last milestone—imag
stone—it said

1620

America has died out
on its endless highways

€Xperience piled up
fast
T o e
here we have the life of Faur
for one man

every

which way, the mirror )

and the world, clockwise . . .
for with that there’s an opposite
for relief for a spell

and the roads become WldCr.
or lead us over the 2nd stories

h
a child’s body, sn}ome‘(c(‘ss
and squirming from its €>

llllll(l S T l not LllOWlIlg
lrﬂple and o
g N

Speeded, the mounted odg?
all the slums grown factories

¢ T ye
g WOOdS Of beCI‘, COgnaC
10” "ld

and there was the usual crowd
all sorts of builds, different

looking like all the world

and you couldn’t imagine - ’
y = the multiple spac€

endless e
as others were out of sight

—



and there was an 0](1~[ype ship

If you weep, I think that
others might cry ) .
though it is no matter The rain

Is more fruitful

“medieval”as some had it to the earth breaking

h(':wy with birds

and leaves we could

not hold I

you push

and the fog
sh:ul()wing tides

(62)
possibly with ratholes, the

universe might be profound

€very man’s yessel (again ) his home

filling the

island, farther
dampering it down
until the wet congeals
€verywhere in the great
arches

ont

i - sl even
for which our sight
becomes too thin, weed il o
sand and stone, and the tolerant su
the sea, the sun

arching beyond
("'(‘”’lhing there is |
here and the birds’ scream

hlmgcr or puff
to the silencing light

and the eyes open
again, at the
blind rain

in fear and removal

you cough and it is
not the same




All Intents

the stars pulling various ways

once a man is born he has to die >, the
the birds went up o

position of the moon

to settle on trees

(64)

(63)

S the earth is never still in one s!)o!
or perhaps it 1s, 1t 18
(part way

it is round

and we are always here

.rhaps not
though every second perhaj
= /

but here we are, we are




(65)

For Sleep

I depend on the stars
and the places of night

This is what it is
intent space, and
the speed which is light, growing

past any shape

the half-door or the door
slightly open

this is what happens when 1 move
(or I see motion, all of it

I'm in it

the world depopulated
those configurations of spirits

scattered and gone
so to disappear
the side of this road

nothing
I want room

(66 )

back to it

The good things go by so softly
lemselves it is our strengths
that run wild

The good and the strong, dissipant,
an ob- jective joy

. sky

IS empty there are clouds

there must be sound

there

orizons are n()[]lln{:
3G 11 me 1€ 18
t' rain SO times

n(‘g] lgl I)]C

out on the sky ) )
the other direction
growing until it is nothing

there are mirages and numberless deserts
inside the other house

lines, broken curbs

travel and distance
Proportion themselves

We must he animate, and walk

turn,

abruptly

the lines are irregular

not




) ) after all the singi faces, you
I am a machine for walking ‘ e singing faces, you

with your mouths out of sight
who can walk

(68) as 1 respond
is here are your purposes you have kept
the fly is childhood | )
(67) complicated in your hearts
. . each day - sVir7 wras >
she sits and hears the wind s l‘md the sky was blue
coming the sea was a waste

looking and you have come back again and again

out with the years you were able to

come from a great distance
The girl
is no marble Today my brothers were here;
Now at night there is you
myself under the sheets

But T grow old 0
because 1 was too much a chilc




: as it is, each
cruel and dark, the city . : : .
one is doing his part
of all men, close g his |
i dolls rageed on the steps
the window, the gg
streets remain empty
(69)
corner around which to blast

€ven the switch is hidden
it’s just as well

or focus, the earth basements 163 Just ¢
e Tiis the indians had their tents )
) ‘ and a few plugs or cigars
a great garage ceiling circle children
the room lights up read; .

€ading about it
blocked like the heavy sign
paint, interior trees

the hot nights slept on cement
our specialty is the home
a various momentum

the sewer curbs
the old office windows

shack the powerhouse
weeds

the station grown with vine

dog’s tongue, causeway
cat angle, hardware
retrieving the lost park

store box with the generations
of color girls

how things have always been eaten

infinity to wires
the work, inconceivable




(70)

Passages

sunlight drawing from shadow, up and down the street
the dream of joy is only lightning

in the finale, beginnings so far from the end,

the short millions of poles, clouds on the sea,

the sea of human things the

leaves of men in the pure wind
of the seasons falling and swaying
over the world land

and the pitch of the open night, the lightning seeming to rend

and twist, the shadow to close in
above the flower the world cries out

time is obliterate and man turns
the false dream, missing details

that man who was deafened

we go to bed. The airs are dim
aside . marchings of men
and after this the boulevards

the grounding of arms

toys, and the blinding gulls

$0 what if mankind dies?

the birds
the croak and whistle
has no future, either

S0 what?
$0 what?

the future arrives

Fhe end of a stick
In my crotch

toward the speed of light




In a dall place
Mostly naked a businesslike —
calm and disconsolate
. the victim, giraffe, wandering
(72) the devious land
less and less conscious

Finally the days and nights, they are able t
come up ' 0

but even so it is str
L even so 1t 1s strong, though unsavage, slow
with minute poison, they stab
punily, stick after stick
until it falls, :1!1‘(';{(!)/
dead, the brain eaten

they are hungry

time is of the essence,
for the whole town

2,000 1bs

n('\‘(‘r.lhvh-ss it is the priest makes the
first cut, the trial, such a
battled creature
to be brought low, so
mysteriously

by a rough calculation

it is good
meat

BOXES

The universe is a machine; opvert it
we are machines But the mind can ¢« L
(73 the past built up by the mind
3 . :
) immediate

1 ing
how long can it keep moving

no longer
en masse

or is the window glass, or 15
the air there?

. 'hat 1s it? the
Memory or what? What is it? tl
image before we were born

the absolute, scattered into the

cogs
the crazy parts
machine

i s o sphere
in the 18th century the gnhl -“[’1} 1
was barbed a future of brigh
factories of the spectrum N
helmets of intelligences

vast as it later turned out
in Poe, etc.
and Verne. complete
his sub '
the human provinces

i -ay of the stars
in the spray of the stars .
and soverelgntie

state of the mind .
infancy
in books

turn in itself

the govcnmrs




(74)

Cantelli

In the shock of flames
the roaring cremation
I saw the other people
orchestra
pit
the fine wire
broadcast the
barely existent aisle
with heads of luggage and
tickets , die out
with no thought
or the easter hymn

What happened the forward glance
in this moment do what is there
his strength just as you wanted
beyond the 32nd quiver
of said bar

how life flashes
and one time
it has no place

look at the sun

the instrument

suddenly for the field
grasshoppers

for other investigation

I suddenly might walk
and might see

the barrel opening horn
one side

even a clearing of ground

yet no cows lying with milk
in a little while

or a smashed hood
under the weeds

(75)

Millionen

millions, one by one
MILLIONS, a long life

caterpillars’
centuplets a
life
distant
brothers

and I played chess out on the island

with a machine
woman

by whom I was licked
19 times in twenty




Before setting, the sun on my eyes
the grass at my feet, so silent
the wind blowing, the distance, waning
space

it will be dark and silent
in a nomad country

dank, air

sound to the river
gullies

1 walk to see
stars when the sky
takes off into nothing

the fields
turn, waving
forever

occluded, a slow jet
enters, fields are cool

at a distance

the steady lights

halt where the wolves wake up
and cry

and the bulls were shot

THE WAY THEY DIED

the accidents
(77)

almost the diseases

;m(} men their old bellies
retired and so fragile

the family turned away
or, on the spot

to enter another place
pPrepare us
contiguous, whether
(the times and ideas
—and the moments

change

(and others you never heard about




(78)

o o BLNCE:
how would you like to go back

to the stone age? students
farm hands and collectives

her story was told with dry eyes

but they said: we wouldn’t, though what could we do
what can we do

we couldn’t go back

immigration, from Africa, ha,
to Georgia? wherever

“the beautiful isle

the days grow old
when you say goodbye

(79)

Old Man

:)wo big pigeons on the new roof
elow which he grew corn

ten years back, one year -



Mirror

A man and a woman and two big cars
A growing baby, That is Mamma’s, that it daddy’s
[t is summer. a one-car garage

What will they do in the winter
they got shoes
Well, T'll tell you, They’ll play cards
and trade one in

and a fireplace between the house and garage
one in the basement and one upstairs

another baby
in a few summers, as they say
3 cars

( 5‘0)

Queue

puddle long
In between shadow

?lnd that disorganized gestalt, dead?
fHat

crossing streets

F spent the day drinking
Just as if I was
down the beach

T'he sun ducking in and out
as I understood it

no fish grained skin

water

disappearance like mirrors
a spherical world

!Pnkc the leaves fall
darkness
in grassy fruit

juice

above through

the trees

or a traffic island

motion elbows

or SV\'CCI)ng gl‘Olll]d

unywzly




(81)

STOA

there is doing and seeing, variety
and sometimes you even stop

and closet your eyes there are birds here
and dark smells which don’t lift

meaningless sound, but both unattached
and continuing in itself
whatever might your thoughts be

whatever it reminds you of

sunlight and darkness, trees
the wind roaring there are leaves in autumn
smoke blowing one way and another

and the folded snow is sharp
dirty when it melts
in green brown
the black
days

(82)

HE

MUST HAVE GOT UP EARLY

The dog’s imaginations
are greater,than mine
my fingers are nothing

I.c;mnot see the pads
his snout is again

a thumb , index
for the legs

not

wholly close and the tail
coming in different planes
or none, rather with

the hairs at his sides

he is not doing anything



Keep me still, for I do not want to dream

ev .
.. . : every day afterwards I sat at the table with her
1 live in this house, walls being plastered and said the same thin
all my life. the apple tree still standing %
my life built, the minutes keeping on 8 no, I don’t need any help
(83) the walls cross, standing around (81) T can get the food by myself
a distinct company T -
projection, the clothes wave (V)VI;SI gc‘:él;thxlmgry for food
briefly, touch beyond eyes '
I never
dreamed that moment
weed the garden , at mome
the light burns away the street on my bir}
: ) ) 1day s :
the peaceful corn salt in the empty night, I Wisl); blhe bz;]:lc;a cakcf 1
among chickens, sparrows and dogs, cou o one for her

the pigeons limping easily on the roof,

the cat sticking his limbs through the sewer
his claws agape, naked

pondering

he goes to sleep and wakes up

he plays dead, hanging . .
rain melts

and hail fans on the wind

the thistles, when they get old

nearly everything gets in
and then we close up

the flowers are hidden lately



Mothers
Very careful the
children over their shoulders
(85)
(as if stifling
after all

close up

afraid or blind
facing the back

up and down steps

and in and out always

shirts

as if they were always pregnant

I envy your clean knees

(86)

X

Their bible is a dictionary
nominalist

desert of words
for there is a time and a place

and the simile of religion
vanishes in the streets

I pass the church 7 o'clock, she said
the bus
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