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Noah Eli Gordon

A fragment pinned by Basho to a tree
at the edge of the known world

Think of thedistance
You have to walk from a city
To no longer be walking from that city



Noah Eli Gordon

| Started with Portraiture

Because | wanted
The subject

To beabsent

To be someone
Looking elsewhere
Really to be

The elsewhere

But being

No good

With eyes

| turned

The body

Of my attention

Toward landscapes
This was how

| would become
A musician



Noah Eli Gordon

To the Last Students of Kenneth Koch

The earth stretches forever

It's a fact you can test

By walking for years continually
Until your shadow grows younger
Than theframe from which it hangs
Kenneth would have preferred
More clarity there of course

A grain of salt understands

The ocean perfectly

After it jumps in

What did Valéry say

No what didn't Valéry say



Rebecca Farivar

from Movies | Never Wrrote

A family lives in an old farmhouse in a somewhat rural area of Massachusetts. They have three
young daughters. The father is a poet and the mother is an artist who makes and sells pottery. In
the old farmhouse, they are able to do both activities dradfetd to support three daughters,

which is why they moved there. A forest abuts the house. The daughters are convinced the house
is haunted by the ghost of a ship captain who died at sea. They found love letters under a
floorboard in the attic from thehip captain to a woman who lived in the house. He must be

haunting the house |l ooking for the woman, who
At night they hear whistling on the stalirs. T
fish in the hallway. The parents insist itods

locks himself in his office to write. The mother hikes out to her pottery wheel in the woods. The
daughters are left alone. They tear up more floorbaattie attic to find any other evidence that

the house must be haunted. They do find things like old trinkets from past owners, but nothing
definitive. The parents are growing increasin
They feel likehe daughters are trying to get them to leave the house, but the parents need to live
there. They forbid any more talk of the haunt
they go to the library in town to find more clues that the house mhestitied. While they are

away, the parents are in their respective places. The father starts to hear whistling in the house. He
goes to explore. The mother smells fish in the forest. She ignores it. She has wet pottery she needs
to take to her kiln. She muthe pottery in the kiln, lights it, and walks away. The father is walking
through the house, following the sound of the whistling until he turns a corner and there is a ghost

of the ship captain standing in front of him. The father is confused atfistaid, because the

captain seems harmless. Then the captain lunges at him, strikes him with supernatural force. The
force is so strong it causes a wind through the forest, where the kiln is ablaze. A spark from the kiln
is blown into the forest. Adibegins. The last scene is the daughters walking up to the house with
their definitive evidence of the haunting and they see the entire forest on fire, the brightness of the
fire contrasted with the gray of the sky.



Rebecca Farivar

from Movies INever Wrote

A young woman | ives in Houston, TX, wherd e she
job and depressed with | ife. Sheds worked at
promotion because she ebsmesn dte clreasvsearan yMBva.ntSha
even work there, but because she doesndt have
program. In the online program, she has to take her tests with a live, remote proctor from a

proctor center in Indialn India, there is a young man who comes from aoftédmily, but he

wants to prove he can support himself, so he works at the proctor center. The young man is the
womands proctor one evening. They hfmdeachan i ns
ot her. Thereds a montage of all the kooky pro
one she is looking for. The man breaks procaorter protocol and looks up her address in the

system. He sends her a letter and in it includes allaig to contact him. She receives the letter

and contacts him. They connect. The woman, having never left Houston, knows nothing of Indian
culture and tries to learn about it, but her attempts are shallow (e.g takes a yoga cfass, reads

Pray, Loveet.). When her family finds out about the man, they convince her he must be using

her to get a Green Card some day. She confronts him about this and it deeply offends him. He
says he never wants to tal k wit hHadoféfromaagkai n. T
and gets a nice severance package. She feels freed and lost and figures, why not go to India? She
buys a ticket to India but she goes to the wrong part of India from where he lives. At first, she sees

t hat sheds f aesltogust,go baak home, put shenimimediaetyilodes her passport.
This means she candt | eave for weeks until it
country by land to find the man in his town. She finally gets there and he is arsedtto

They spend time together. She learns about his family and culture. She sees her mistakes. She
stays in India. ltds a comedy. |l magine Lena D



Rebecca Farivar

from Movies | Never Wrrote

The worl d has b eorlmedEaghsstenadoy A& tdenagd girlves suavived;cher

family is dead. She hikes through debris searching for others. Cut to present day. There is no
scorched Earth scenario. It is aygarold girl writing the screenplay of a scorched Earth scenario.

She stays in her room imagining the movie and trying to write. She is lonely and writing the
screenplay with dreams that it will really become a movie and she can leave her life. Cut to her
fantasy of being a cel ebr atrg the ygungest somingefor Hol | vy
Best Original Screenplay, and everyone is sho
did you write such a power f ul movie at such a
writing. After weeks, the girl in tn@vie finds a group of teenagers like her. Only teenagers have
survived and they dondt know why. They dondt
forage for food, make weapons and shelter. Cut back to present day. The girl writing the

screenplaysi at school eating lunch alone. Sheds not
ways be worse. At home, her parents are depressed, unsatisfied with their life choices, and
generally living a bored existence. They offer no inspiration or warmth, tiheyigne not bad

people. Thatods the thing about her | ife; itds
somet hing more. Cut to her fantasy back at th
announce the winner for Best Original Screenplay t 6s her . She i s overj o)

outpouring with love and admiration. She gives a stirring acceptance speech. Cut back to the
screenplay. The girl in the movie emerges as the leader of the group. She is putting together the
mystery of what happet and why only teenagers survived. Someone with bad intentions also
emerges from the group. The group divides into two factions and they must fight each other. Cut
to present day. She refuses to leave her room, caught up in her two fantasies, quteatiek scri
one the dream of the script saving her. Her
Sheds always been a good girl. Sheds not tr
life she has when the life in her head is so mucérbétte last scene is her laying on her bed,
staring at the ceiling, audio of both the script and the Oscars overlapping, showing she is lost in her
head. It is geared toward young adults in the vein @¥é/everending Stara kidlike movie

that is &0 quite sad.

p
y i



Rebecca Farivar

from Movies | Never Wrrote

A woman leaves her family to live in a redwood forest by herself. This happened long ago. She has
one daughter and every summer the fathher brin
summer there. Theyodove done this for years, bu
father sitting in the car while the daughter stands at the head of a trail, waiting for the mother to
appear. The father is angry because the mother.iSteg@laughter is starting to realize how

unusual this arrangement is. Then the mother appears from the woods. They hike to her house
together. The mother is a writer and a baker and jewelry maker, a general eccentric who is happy

in her house in the wood§he daughter is starting to process that her mother left her and she

doesndt understand why. Sheds angry. The moth
daughter any more. As her daughterds becoming
is a critical juncture in their relationship.

explore the town on her own, meets a group of friends and has a crush on one boy in particular.
Something happens with the friends and the boy thatheutiatighter in danger and then the

mother must come to her rescue, thus forcing a serious conversation about their relationship and
how the daughter needs her mother. The daughter needs to know why the mother left and the
mother explains. The summer endthwvthe daughter leaving as usual but with a new

understanding of her mother. There is a distance that will always be between them and that will

|l i kely continue to grow, but they know each o
coming tahe woods each summer. It is a bittersweet ending.



Rebecca Farivar

from Movies | Never Wrrote

A young man lives in San Antonio, TX where he grew up. He drives one of the Riverwalk boat
tours, but r eal |-ypcdmedas. He trieg ouhjakestdwingthie boat tosrd batn d
the tourists never get hinagne df hemestaurantd lkeasses. At | o v
night, he does-finute sets at various comedy clubs in San Antonio. He lives with his parents. He

feels Ii ke heds going nowhere. Heds drinking
and he gets piekl up by a fancy Texas socialite who invites him back to her place. He decides to
go because, owhy not?d6 but it turns out she o

thousands of dollars to hunt endangered animals. He gets lost on the siteamthbagth a
tiger and an ostrich and other such animals until he finds his way out. This is a wake up call for

hi m. He curbs his drinking, asks out the wait
invited to host for a week at a local cdynelub and George Lopez is the headliner. George

Lopez sees his act and after the week tells h
move out to L.A. if heds serious about comedy
hislfesuports this decision except for George Lop
so he moves out to L.A. The movie ends with h
He i s at a new place, | iter dbklighgtdemisiclh. f i gur ati v



Daniel Y. Harris and J. MulcaHging
from Licentiam

9.9

cobbled face, more scar than pore, a head floating in the
shadows, lithely gyrating to an imaginary tune, some old
junkanoo ceremonial, salt candles burn darkly,
indigenouschanting chancing ghostgyw did we get
here, urban refugeestuck like characters in a video
game, unable to breach the limits of our reality, left to
fight it out among ourselvgmstdisaster scenes idling in
western redime, pornwares, doxxdrip moleand
sweapulque, raramuri balance interests


https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Mole_(sauce)

Daniel Y. Harris and J. MulcaHging
from Licentiam
10.3

adjunct naturally to complimentary schizophrenia, rare
fecundation, mimesis, for Euphrasie Nalpas, native to
Smyrna, cocks izmir, affected, nervous, irritable, caped
neuralgia with glospharyngeal nerve, decums adoles
with two immaculates, stammering/ese bouts, jerks
deprem,walls off pockets of pulmenfecty somnamb
ulista with voltaggelta, wawbit lepticfinger stilnoct,and
dosetrigger spinning in the puppet asylum, one of the
reamed turrets, undos waxes pelt, zapping the skull



Daniel Y. Haris and J. MulcahyKing
from Licentiam
10.6

the secret was this, I couldno6ét in good
the radiation site and its proximity to the water table and

risk, expendDryococelus, hermit of Australis, dormant

thinker, stone people attend volcanic rock, ladling water

to steam, adding herbs, billowing hands as hallucinations

shimmer iridescent, callous hanging sack, a smell

commonly associated with war criminal confession

ancient ceremoniaip skelete elles, castinew redactors will

point and stab

consdc



Daniel Y. Harris and J. MulcaHging
from Licentiam

10.8

public sites, colorectal or balletic near miss hails panatela,
staged rape, staged cum face, staged smile, video tutorial
on gag/l/centiamthe controlled space in which one can act
freely, and so freedom of any sort practiced therein is, by
virtue of itsrery language, curtailed before it has even begun,
new despondencies one must then, in dlitasted effort to
regain autonomy, dare to vandalise language, freedoms, the
captivity fences,¥&lue mediation brush, and backwash



Daniel Y. Harris and. MulcahyKing
from Licentiam

10.9

brz came with a warning, sterilization at close range sap in

formation, with other dociles ameliorate lashings, a fresh

poultice will help the yearning, proximity is key, fold the

cloth six times to get a tight soak, Il am my
poultice is unning low, felch whelp, stun the fetis, pour

the pulped meat into bag and dilute with water, chill until

congealed scurryfunging at, and moithering about, sapping

bark fawning peon, preening femdom, dried, starchy

hove



Jenna Cardinale
Ceremony

On the river

floor, we might find
blocks of concrete beside
heavy, cleaned bones.

The water appears
still.

Or has a glass
temper.

A black bag. A zippered
eyelid.

A cough
chorus.

Such squinting.



Jenna Cardinale
New Plans for Consumption

In the ovetbright
grocery store, | still sneak
grapes on New Year 0s.

Other female figures
are positioned in
dramatic situations in
the produce section.

Near the cloudy tanks

and the lifesupport sounds

of their filters, men do not speak
as they chop angackage

the mermaid.

All of the ice cream
is vanilla.

There is so much
meat.



Jenna Cardinale
Upscale Latin Saturdays

From what do we forin
carve out a monument

to memorialize that feeling
when this body pressed

up against

that body. Rode
thatpulse. All night.

Can we build it
from hearts racing.
Under hot, strobing light.



Jenna Cardinale
Wedre all Dancing

Fast hands. An embroidery
machine. Every whirring
sounds out oOher. o

Unlike the peacocks calling

ohel p!o6 from inside
the zoostartling us

on the trails nearby.

One is a production.
The other another
product.

Gold thread.
Green feathers.

Fabric full
of air. The puff
of furred cheeks.



Jenna Cardinale

| Forgot that it Was a Party
Hand over your
condolences forld

seasons.

What appears in the parking
lot of the shopping

center you frequent.

Hold over your head

a record player, a recording
of imitation eagles.

So many birds are usually quiet.

Take a long walk
over iced corners.

The gat hedrammg doesnot

Cabbages rise up
in this weather.

The glass grasp
is hawkwide.



Jenna Cardinale
Spectatords Shoes

Capturing bodies in
motion.

Suspended in
movement.

Motion in
a static moment.

A blue floor
polished enough
to dive into.



Jeff Bagato
Joyof Doggerland

Not every wizard
can foretell the fate
of land:
the water rises, the sky
rises

The last swamp
lies in the setting sun;
fishing lanes
and camp gates
find their way to
the sea

The northern floats
of doom doomed
to repeat tts watery
way of forgettirig
lost iron, lost
reeds, lost dragoiis
until they rise
again in
neighboring man



Jeff Bagato
The Dimming of the Haruspex

Who were these magicians
parsing sheep liver
and making Greek
their own?

The wine, the olives,
the cuisine marking
a region for millennia;
a life of ease,
passing days by the Sea
can life be togood
to survive?

What monuments can preserve
a language lost to time?
Going and gone
dead words erase
history, phrase by phrase,
letter by letter

Taking out a tower, the sun
reclaims its silent earth;
it feeds, it destroys, it maintains
nothing; burning
with invigble fire
the discs of hope, their memories,
once goleset jewels of thought

To wake in absence, to walk
in silencaithat remains
all to be seen



Jeff Bagato
Standing Stone

an old marker
faded and obscure
cannot help the blind
even when
the language hastn
yet become
senseless



Jeff Bagato
Electromagnetic Pulse

A game of chase
played through copper pyres,
ribbons
or roads
for electric heat

A pulse, a ledp
a silicon bridge to power,
this mineral
brain could burst,
could crack, or mdit
all its knowing
gone

Letters
stamped on clay chits,
like tickets or calling cards;
numbers knotted
in cotton stmg;
rock runes, petroglypfis

these words die
when the last beast
rises out of man;
whenthe jungle draws
back its children; when
a neuron shorts its circuit,
good now only
for a song never

ending



Jeff Bagato
Efface the New Caesar

Sand filled
the library and pushed
aside its scrolls;

the grains etch their own

histories on the wooden
shelves and benches,

polishing these new
words with an
il literateds art

No centurion reads
here now, nor
walks the grids of his
grand pension

The varalism of dust
reclaims all
malaprops of man
now absent of meaning
as the desert mind



Jeff Bagato
Cold Fortress

l.

static,

crushed bit$
anothemtrmeme ends

.

electric

illumination cracks
into darkening earth

1.

dust,

silicon decay

what memory remains?



Caroline Noble Whitbeck

from 101 Endlime Recipes

Hope springs restive, the rest springy, meaning
to the teethSeethe
the quinoa tilit cedes its
threads its semenlike its start again. Start

again, palm the wet, flensed
peach, your poor
portion. Your potsherd
apologetics

on which to practice
certain measures, say cardiac
massage. An
asterix: a

serving
suggestion.



Caroline NoblaNhitbeck

from 101 EndTime Recipes

He came the first time to serve, He will return to be served.
The question of service is itself a Question
Of course
Of right, Or left,

the rite, the Left, the write
What you see, write in a bo@hly leave

mute
in the interlude
what those seven
portend
leave only

the sound, thousands,
din of chairs thundered across the
banquetds
parquet
fia lesson in
following
direptions.



Caroline Noble Whitbeck

from 101 Endlime Recipes

The cleft in the sheetke.
Cream in a lunatic quiff. Persistent
quiver in the gellid, set

custard. The clinamen.

the fruit that your soul longed for has gone from you



Caroline Noble Whitbeck

from 101End-Time Recipes

The deictic
finger
falls upon the fortunate falls
apart in the pot meat from bone mere
minutes
in
hunger a cur to throw to

ague
as was augured in
the original in choliambics
expect

eagles in the
acroterion angels
in the crags.



Caroline Noble Whitbeck

from 101 EndTime Recipes

Let all
underfoot be
as a wet divot

Overturn

This litter of pits frilled picks slim plastic
swords
The passed
The impress

of grease the carcasses of
parsley the horse pale
as chlorophyll.



HannahRodabaugh

London Zoo, 1864
Mirror within a Mirror

| am looking at

Photographer Frank Haes' picture of
A man in a top hat

Looking at a

Quaggathat is

Staring at the viewer.

My intent looking at

Frank's intent looking at

The man's intent looking at

The animal's blearyeyed grief.

As if there is

Some knowledge in this
Looking.

Is there?

L An extinct species of zebra



Hannah Rodabaugh

London Zoo, 1864
Less or More

When | look into the quagga's
face now | see
boredom and jaded, foreign
expression
splayed open.
What did a
stereoscopic viewer see
in 18647

The quagga was
only a machine capable
of organism in
a cramped
enclosure?
Or this
animal is
every impulse
too manj like

a woman?
An
animal body is only
too little
or
too much

for the everyday  stereoscopic
viewer.



Hannah Rodabaugh

London Zoo, 1864
Quagga as Human Potential

It was 1864 and everyone trembled. There was a

Quagga at the London Zoo behind a flimsy fence as

If the quagga had no exit strategy beyond it. People visited it

In its sharpcomered enclosure. People weighed in using 18 century diction

About the halktriped, halfoan body. They punted oubese and thousof diction

While wearing top hats like coats of mail. They gave speeches. Mated groups

Of bitter enemies in order to attack nations. They were themselves ennationed.
Everybody lived full lives in 1864. Everybody's promise was opening.

The quagga was only  fountain displaying promise for many men in

Top hats. With waiting inéntion, they listened.



Karl Schroeder
Constraining Gaze

the activity feed has disappeared

how many are there flowers

if it doesndt pan out
the words are not dead

what am | supposed to want



Karl Schroeder
Resistant Starch

| spilled my oatmealays
ago. | didndt spi
this morning | e
sweeping lines into this
earmarked sleépt rips its
seamaithe rairiill mean
to fill me i
who can say this

di sorder i sn
capital, 1isn
looking over | your shouler

ot
0

>
(@]
3
5
o
—

oat me al

creation

isndt the rule of thirds,
the seconddés first morning

alondiuntucked as a shadow

| must | apologize for

my linearity

this afternoon

has been raining

al | mor ning | | &dm not
wearing the shirt | thought

| wagiwho can sdythis tends

to happeiiinto the air ofaw
potential, to speak

at all seems vulgar | a hangnail



Karl Schroeder
Blanket Approach

people keep telling me

this is redlthe wind is

at their backlifen

mouth, eyes: widias if

I hadndt heard that one

we speak of the bad

only(astrmager 0s

processiofion its

edgdiits mechanids

eternal rain shadow)

exerted when there isnodt
enougfiican | adopf

whose hands wrung

outfia rigid nod

accompanies this

one can only stand
agodibe readi(and
whose regrefican exist
but never

prefer to sit)

(ali st of things that canodt
be saidjthis is nothing

tofilisten: hear and

categorize: keep. |

c a imodly understafe

that this is so is no

exceptiof but most people

dondt kmow how to
who am | to say they

should



Karl Schroeder
Blanket Statement

| feel the point
of contact wither  like aslug  across
the page of my face
it unfolds into
the annals of
aone true list
it ds enoufgnbwthad
| will want to have been
(the winnowing
transient corollafy
some congestive form

of contact) the ligature tightensto
di stil Intob
an indisputablism
sometimes
youdre thanthusometdi mes youdr e
the shirt

am | right or am | right
folks



Karl Schroeder

know what he’s talking about (the machine of God

i all—couldn 't breathe—called everyone—in the hushed

mity—where it goes—together—I can speak to that—

pits

he also does something—I am told the
‘here 1t rains—the fridge kicks on—s
for what they aren’t

¢ moments
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Thomas Osatchoff
| Always Wonder

Going to the other bank,

are we to be commended for our tries? lll like that otter

going to the other bank while wedre dusting o
You ever eat wild sockeye salmon maple nuggets? Thinking blunder, do you ever wonder

without your hawk eye if salmon can swim backwards? Upstream is getting to be a bit

of a gold dust dream. Colder compared to what it once was. Rank, were we ever wise?

Humans are far ms. ltds not a new omakea but ami
thunden
just think of thisré 1 t . Farms. The har m. Family? Living U
Eating

what? Little radioactive bits: these salmon maple nuggets are so good. They have maple syrup and
an alder wood smoke taste causwveyything to hurry up. Causing
all of it to rise.



Thomas Osatchoff
GHOSTVOLCANO

What color is a ghost? A ghost is black and white. Ironic,
because this is our everything we share and see tonic
but not what makes us be so how do we roast &#ghost
Make a ghost into a volcano. If you want to, fiolla
because we |ike to say thereds
What size & color is change? A huge rouge? Red rover
red rovefiwe call our ghosts over . . . the mountain.

Row row row your boat; the bear went dlre fountain.

Mt. Fuiji is beautiful at the bottom and the top.

Does that mean we should accept our ghosts?

There's so many, yes. It was a privilege to visit Japan
before the radiation etc and now we can swim

over as salmon to a place like Lago ditafsti Guatemala.
Our collective conscience is a host with no color.

got

o



Thomas Osatchoff
Where is Van Gogh

Did you see him go?

He went to Jupiter. He's there protesting the future use of lasers in the military etc.
Beyond class, you see how he is helping us see how nature paints weather.Why?
Because while you have just came back fromtheMilan furniture fair, which is always great,
| have just come over to your new place so we can paint on the couch.

We decorate yauplace just like that. Take down at least one wrong

wall. We drill.We glue.We hang.We sand. Next,

we let your bird out of its cage.Why? Because

in this new lan@iwhat sound does the letter X make?

Then nineteen minutes ago he was Mairi in Berlin. Then everything happened very fast. Eighteen
minutes ago he was a light and at the same time you saw yourself a light in which the actual light
source was a slender rectangle of rainbow

projected on a wattrough glass.



Tony Mancus
from Roadside Traction

It's not hard to imagine the Delaware
line broken, full of white powder
corruption, tax loop

holes and the colors

they fail together

All our thoughts progressing in one
direction towards a terminal,
then what lifts off

some tube
if metal, the break faculty defaults.
Il n its throat a melodic memory, thatds hard

and filled with us

Crinkling up like plastic: taters, chips,
baggage left

to last the rest of our lives

cets rolled into the swerve

the roadsign letters

make

O senseless.



Tony Mancus
from Roadside Traction

| want to be
touching every part
of your body.

To simultaneously
be inside
and surrounding you.

My dreams, my dreams
my dear are still

like the sky right now:
a nobodyneedgo-know blue

stitched in gray
thread so thin
it only believes
in itself

then someone says

all of the houses stacked
on the roadside are what
we're driving toward.

Now work, dream. Work.



Tony Mancus

from Roadside Traction

The exits are just numbers and nobody turning into signs.

My vision a flurry of how to war and songs to call or cast this out
It's just a strange sentence we agree upon.

The story as it accumulates is one neither one, not any one of us

not any of us knows how to end



Tony Mancus
from Roadside Traction

| once fell in love with a needle on a page.
It was caught singing there in stitches,
the paper lined andlank.

But my love is plastic and | never know what it wants.

The word. Acting as a pause.
Or blood what simply
keeps us alive

and you know what they say about songs is the same
about mirrors. We are morons, we are all

giving someone the business
and this is not altruism.

Just as the atmosphere
is not something you would want

strapped to your mouth, neither is
your |l oved onesd
compounded interest.



Tony Mancus
from Roadside Traction

Reality is December/the shimmer
in the rearview when you're screaming
along with a song at the top of your lungs

Then you measure out the drugs
and put them in your face

In ways you can know only what you don't
know about yourself about others

Speeding through a darkened landscape
knocking on your head
|l i ke 1tds a piece of wood

The knot in there
is hard
to work out



D. E. Steward
Freeze Framed

A long year in the hills between Rajand the Yellow Sea, off the Sekdaksong Pyongyang
Road, as ancient a road as there iw/hese

A long fire season on Josephine Lookout in the San Gabriels that burned on its stilts when the Big
Tujunga Fire came over the top

A conversation with two savvy Sicilian womerPriaga de Giraldoafé along the arcades in
Evorawho had never heard of Elena Ferrante

With Syriac and her other languages, Cleopatra also knew Hebrew and Aramaic
With Ceasar she probably spoke Greek

His leapyear reform of the solar calendar and his plans to create public libraries in Roher were
ideas

The leapyear solution came to her from Sosigenes, her court astronomer
Libraries of course were always the Alexandrian way

That tingling feeling entering libraries as they open, the awareness that most is not only knowable
but absolutelygproachable there and then

l'tds all there
Grasp things as they are
OAugust and the dry breeze [/ stirring the |e

Il ndia is full of birds, no one kills them and
manhoosinauspicious

Clamshells guflayed open, dropped from on high onto concrete, stone and asphalt
Original writing proceeds in the dark, hathing to lean on
But within all literate awareness comes that ancient, ochereous gleam

It was Walter Benjaminds idea for a book of ¢
or altered and even melded

Obviously he knew Georg Christoph ¢ ht e n b e rSgde/sicherd . 17 9 9,



Benjaminds i dea Cwa ® r NVotebdeksamd ig anticipatian oftBorges to
come

Benjamin might have written in such manner more extensively himself had he not died at forty
eight in Portbou expecting be strongirmed back to the Germans in the morning

In the hours before dawn on September 26, 1940 his mysterious suicide was a vivid incident of, in
his terms Stillstellung

Events fostering broken continuities

Intertextuality

Sontag saidthati Benj ami nds | ater writing his sentence
progress into one another and del i nefame an ob
baroquedé manner of writing and insight

OFascinated by uoohstelation, hi®doal in latér evorkes was & use mtertexts

to reveal aspects of the past that cannot, and should not, be understood within greater, monolithic
constructs of hi st Wikpedaentry forBenmmisdn Octother Blgal ( The
Full flush in his Arcades project, tRassageWerk

Intertext, intertext

As seminal as the universal airinesgdd/ibre

It is 2016, enough of writing more Dick and Jane went up the hill to fetch a pail of water

As post and lintel architectureatterof-factly does the job, and has since before the Assyrians, just
so functions conventional expository writing

Then Architecture has changed and fluoresced since the Sydney Opera House, 1973
Something has opened

From an enduring age sfuareelp logic and reason into one of other

With control and sophistication of material and engineering allowing structures of flaring curves,
full-light open spaces, and color marshaled as never before, extreme cantilevering (the IGA in

Boston and newuildings everywhere)

There are massive banks of topological savvy arrayed now abetting building design with computer
projection by the numbers



Where things were done on trial and error, myth, seniority, hunches and faith, now there is
empirical data

Molecular genetics, astronomy, even archeology responds
And change in that degree goes as well for writing

Proceed syndetically and writing becomes sequential and copulative since syndesis moves by
cumulative assemblage and coherence, by prolifeaaiibassociation

Especially now with electronic text manipulation
And scrolling

Scrolling down, scrolling through, scrolling up, scanning rapidly and then correcting throughout the
text instantly

Instant recall, search functions, instantaneous infiomsarches, parallel files, graphics, photo
uploads

|l t os al l on the screen

The carbon paper, onionskin, typewriter erasure, mimeograph machine past nearly as
unimaginable as scratch pens, inkwells and ledgers

So we go

Always the draw, tpu 1 | , 0t he curve of the | ane [/ / the
Merwin)

Into intertextuality



Derek Pollard

Among Such Noise

Listenyou,whohaveforgottenthe skyis blue,
whohavegrownashairy

asbeasts.

This is, perhaps,

theverylastlovein theworld

todawnlikeac o n s u mftushi ve 6 s

fiViadimir Mayakovskyy T tBackbone=| ut e 6

Fridaynight,the vox populigoing

All Loverboy your legbrushingagainst
Mine, Navesinkcrowdingnto abooth

At the Emeraldinn, crackedupholstery
Krylon green sameasthe Randalb Island
PitchthatfirstsawPeléarrivel to the
United States

Evenhere,theg y reaginsryeven
Here, thatfirstnudge apprenticegerfectly

Q:

Art thouasilkdworm?Dostthou
Spinthy ownshroudout of thyself?

A:

Ad a n dvgdiirg
Seepingthreeto
A bedafter
SakeBar Hagi
The Gateswhat
Songwhatgiddy
Februaryp Mo $tars
ThanThere Are
InHe a vemed
Anthem,comee 6 v e r
Sdibrightly



| am, like, sogoingto, youknow, like

The joy of that /ikethe washof subway
Soundswvaveringibovewinter,LesHallesjust
Before,andthenjustafter, NightsandWeek
Endsaplaceof origin,of cascade

The lock into which the key fits is shaped
Like a person in profile | eaning

The pages of a book

One quick smile &

Then three whacks to the chil dods
Unexpected
As the dropped ice cream running r@@iek across

The cobbled sidewalk above

Why are we

Frightened by accident? By sudden joy?

The child quickened to tears, footstepslimg

The earth all too close & dizzying

Our

Leaving unthought, upon us already

It /seasy

Our protestations &

odber

ass



Our tears

Taste of strawberry, stinging skin

Waitiwait

& gone

Rose rivering the cobbles
Bounding each footstep as we step ob6er what

Joy, oursanchisit h at Aat the dwidt Spsead

Of color speeding him from his discarded

Place on line

Easy? Of course it is

Slip
The |l ock, glide the step, turn ebery attentio
Upward to the sounding and to the spill

Beneath oneds feet

Unexpectedlgee

Giveusaline from Drydenthen

One two
Threefour

Fivesixsevereight



Schlemielschlimazel

Hasenpfeffer
Incorporated

Or did youmeanKenDryden becaus&enny

Wasa brick wallin net,anda standup guyoff

The ice,couldstopa puckwith histeeth,andoften

Did, andthenwouldstandaround of drinksfor

The sameguyswhoweretryingto takehishead

Off, Bowmanbehindthe bench,St.Louismerely
Anotherof Mo n t riceddvesbsidgesawild

And unexpectedbreakthroughhatcameat

The worldfrom anunlikelydirection,ConcordiaSalus
ThreadedequallythroughSongsrom a Roan

And eachroom revolvingthe hallwaythe hallway

Of theHotel Chelseagpursthet y p e wdecatlee r 0 s
The decadeof songuntil everystavas emptiedand

La barre grandas a barcharthe breathhaslet slip
Away

Woodwind,tympanithefull orchestré s
Swaytheboyin the clouddadto be both Robin

MastersaandHiggins tygeranddandelion
Roseandcrucifixion

Q:

Art thou asilkdworm?

A:

At McSorley is talvayDark or light?
Lightor dark?Summer fall, winter,springthe
Bar heavyasabison,andasworn

The centuryold thrill abananalip
Kickedalongthe avenue# Alphabet

Cityto thetuneof 7The RiverKwai
MarchAlec Guinnessle Cuffreading7he
WastelLand the magneti¢apepulledtauta
Crossthe Jerseyshore Highlandsto Howell
Howellto Highlands



When wecometo oneanother|ove we
Are thelinenvoicef cloud,thelit
Tle boyandthelittle girl lost

And found
We arethevigon of the visionof
Paradisdalmsthetoreadorfor
Gettinghis sword the absurdtearfulness
Of theldod o dwandtodtalkdaboudit
Responsasthe creditsroll or the play
Goersstand somecalmandcontentedsome
With theviolenceof Sapphacometo
Thec | iedgéanhdhelponeanotherin
To their coatsheforelettinggothethe
At rtlerdls

We are SteicherandWife Claraon Their
Honeymoon,Lake George/New York andthetoo
Fastwinterhour atthe Met westoodbe

Forethe glas®f it, startledutterly

We area b s i greemygafeandthetar
Paperroof beneaththe thunderstormthat
Mischievougoy thatovertakes$ierbie
Flowersstrollingthroughthe doublebasspart
On dWalk ontheWild S'i dteejciéled
Fluff atthe centerof acreamsicle

We arean idiot wind blowingfrom

The GrandCouleeDamto the Mardi Gras

The cruekst,ugliestthingyoucoulde 6 e r
Think to say

We arenoneof thesethingsalone
Spillinginto ColumbusCircleandthenon
Intothepark,s p r ipangggrioutdoes

Eventhe queeresof Benettonads,while
T e h r daungbtergiftthe newyearwith

Perfectpitch,itssonswith goldentongues
Abi aldQasimMu ammadibn AAbd Allah

Ibn AAbd aldMu alibibn Hashimat the
HammersmithPalaisl919,Morrissey



At FoxwooddResort28 March 2009
GarcialLorcad guendesitthefire grate

Playingwiththe cataleptismokebedding
Downall aroundthe Steamboalinn

You know, like, totallythatthinghe justsaid,but, like, more of it

Accordingto Renato
Poggiolithisunion

Of artisticand
Politicalradicaldasted

Until the 1880s
W henowhatmight

Be calledthe

Divorceof the
Twoavandgarde§took

Place,Urthona,whose
Lawisthe

Plinth of singularity
The Lion and

Ox asone
Exuberanceexuberances

Beautythesun
A greenjujube

Lyingatopthe
Viscidmosaioof

Themoviet heat er 0 s
Floor, The Sun

Perhapgshegreatest
Achievemenbf modern

Mural painting symmetrically
Structuredit occupied

The enormoudront
Spaceof Oslo

Uni v e assemhipalb s
Dominatingthroughsize

Unmitigatedrontality,and
Powerof imagery

Yet, thesunisthe sun,theresidenceof image
Asstudium,partition castigatiorso,syllables



Takelettersandtransformtheminto unified sounds
That organizéhemselvesto words

Camea Lucidain the yearof the miracle
JimCraigasGabriel
Warwick DavisasWillow

Christplayedby all sixof The Three Stooges

Donald,the exclamatiompointisyou

In awetsuiin LesVacanceslem

Hulot, therecordp | a yh@ricanes

The hurricaneof voicethatmachinédwashes
Our epoctd averlylongOscarspeech

You know, like, whenthatone guy,like, the one from thatmovie,saidthatthinghe said,andit
wasJike, waytoo long, or like whenfootballplayersalwayshank God wheneveriike, anything
happenghats good

Becausavhenyou
Wonderwherel
Havegottento
You knowto
Go downto
Thetenniscourt
Wherel too
Am lingeringhopefully
Theo c e alowd s
Songthe song
Of mourningwhich
Followsusfrom
EdenRockto
StJeanwhich
Crumplesthe waxed
Paperafterwe
Havefinishedthe
CroqueédMonsieurand
Liftsitinto
The channelof



Air in which
Eachbird is
Only e drewveling

For | haveseerthe hedbird also,
| havepausedo hearhim nearathandinflatinghisthroatandjoyfullysinging

In the weesmallhoursof the morning
When the wholewideworldis fastasleep
You lie awakeandthink aboutthe girl
And never everthink of countingsheep

When yourlonelyhearthaslearneditslesson
Y o ulie kersif only she wouldcall

In the weesmallhoursof the morning

T h athedime youmissher most

And whilel p a u iscandeto methatwhathe reallysangor wasnot thereonly,
Nor for hismatenor himselfonly, nor all sentbackby the echoes,
But subtle clandestine awaybeyond

When the sunis highin the afternoonsky
You canalwaydind somethingo do

But from duské tdawh,asthe clocktickson
Somethindhappengo you

When yourlonelyhearthaslearneditslesson
Y o ulie kersif only shewouldcall

In theweesmallhoursof themorning

T h athedirae youmissher mostof all

OutsidethewindowwhereLarry Eigner
Looksout onto Swampscothe flowersare
Flamingthe budsproducting

We arear
Rivedto spring,notagainfor wehaven e 6 e r
Left, andto returnis somethingvecan
Neverdo

Mc S o rispacked s
Full, gladlyw e thot e



E 6 abfeto hear
Ourselveshink among

Suchnoise amongsuch
Wondrouscontumely

War is Over (If
You WantIt) & we

Do, andsoit is
In our heartsatleast

Andino t h bearts 0
Too, despitee 0 @aat y

And ed einstancehat
Shewsghe contrary

Eatingbaconafterweepingver
Babehesitatindor e 0 #heslightest
Beatoverthe voiceof G. GordonLiddy
Sellinganythingbuyinganything

Or processingnythingasa career

Wantingto sellanythingooughtor processed
Or buyinganythingsoldor processedyr
Processingnythingsold,bought,or processed
Or repairinganythingsold,boughtor
Processedjouknow,asa career

It is
Time westoprememberinglohnWaynefrom
The ShootistHondo, The GreenBeretsand
Pictureinsteadhefinal scendrom 7he
QuietMan,Duke andMaureenO0 Ha r a
The sumof C a g egdation_oVE =
LEAVING SPACEAROUND LOVED ONE, BarryFitz
Geralddancingwiththe ShanvVanVochtat

The gateof FaeryMaryL a v oHadpspi ne s s 6
The happines®f liberation

To
This wemustjiggerthe sameuncanny
Arithmeticbehindthe synchronized
Waterskiingn the Go G o &ideo



ForoVv a c a twhevethe bizycleis

The startof herandall agramophone
Wantsisto be properlyplayed;jtsthrue
Wonderonlyfeltwhene v e r yquid¢ti n &
When weknowwhata gramophonavantss
The silenceof thedead

Dond hatchethe chickenyet
We needit for our Tuesday

Alectryomancyscatterthegrain
Justsg here,andhere tear

The cornerof the sackike this
And thenbendthe cornerback

Yes,justlike that now, slowly
Acrosstheyard leavethe hens

Forthe cock the chickswill follow
Closeupon, thoselittle pecks.each

Onefrom Songofthe Earth,each
One anunfailingprophecy

Thou hearesthe Nightingaléeginthe Songof Spring

The Lark sittingupon his earthybed:justasthe morn
Appearsjistenssilent;thenspringingrom the wavingCorndfield! Loud
He leadsthe Choir of Day!trill, trill, trill, trill
Mountinguponthewingsof lightinto the GreatExpanse
Reechoinggainsthelovelyblue & shiningheavenhShell
His little throatlabourswith inspiration;everyfeather

On throat& breas®& wingsvibratesviththe effluenceDivine
All Naturelistenssilentto him & theawfulSun
Standsstilluponthe Mountainlookingon thislittle Bird
With eyesof softhumility,& wonderlove& awe

Edith andArchieatthe piano, 7he Jeffersongill yearsaway

Q:

Dostthou
Spinthy ownshroudout of thyself?



A:

Man haswooed
Theworldand
Won theworld

And hasfallen
Weary,andnot

| think, for
A time, but

With aweariness
Thatwill not

End until the
Lastautumn,when

The starsshall
Be blownaway
Like witheredeaves

The backgroundgainstvhich
We read© MCMLXXIII already

Hurried to anunsteadylack
The videocassettedjangle

Lastof thelaughtrackgiving
Way to the laughterof children

FissuredvallattheGar dend s
Edge

Ar c ardvenard
Grace



Mark DuCharme

from Counter Fluencies
45

You i s noO+ushafircglorunder
Neither are they

Which is imperfect presence

On sl eepds dark vowel s

In oceans where trumpets hide
& You are blanketed in salt
Forests where extinguished
Bees laugh & sway

When you find the weight

Of beesd dar k |
Tremble until h
Makes you stammer

Write poems in imperfect smoke
Which disappear in dark becoming



Mark DuCharme

from Counter Fluencies
66

Every part of daylight makes

Us sing. The peakgeam.

Light shine on bus

Windows. The inwardness

Of night at bay. The day

Is moving

Away in | ightds
Dark laughter. Sung in lost
Forms, the gleam

Moving past

In all that midnight ends. In

The travesty of thinking without form
Which daylight readily

Supplies

While midnight bends & slips
Awayi

& Sungis lost

I n eyesd nights

scattered.



Mark DuCharme

from Counter Fluencies

94

These colors under the wind

Where heat blankets the streets

& Crows on tops of buildings scream
Enter us & make us sing

Like that woman walking away

There is a yesterday she candt i magine
A present tensed in a jar

Replete with idioms & signage

A mote of dust for the scantily tanned

Offshoots brimmed with turbulence

|l s not the news of the day wedd wavered
Stiff with the twistd cemote brightness

Until sex loosens the tongue

Or its surrogates in flaunted robes

Wishing for a midnight skim

Or whatever el se theydd wandered in



Mark DuCharme

from Counter Fluencies

99

Gray & bright
Screen clutter
Limits

The tender

We scratch
& The wind
Is new

With aging hipsters
Sauntering
When we walk out

The building
Are we
There

Before time
Slips
Out amid

Car s o
Violent
Reflections



D. B.Ruderman

Copying the Animals
00 my animals, 6 replie
o0chatter onmdlsténeltiststirefreshingn d | et
for me to hear you chattering: where there is chattering the world
l'ies before me 1|ike
i Nietzsche

today it seems is spoken out / brokenness a way
that seems to have no opposite

for after all what is Ohio /rifot a flashing yellow light
rain for days on end

and birds that echo Nietzscheds her mit / cl ut
with their clutching little talons

perhaps they still believe / in apocalypse / still think
there is another yet to come

but the dayt seems is spoken out / with its languid hands
and quavering regards

we all believe in providence when thereds mon
but being has a way

of being opposite / the green sign that corroborates
the staggered line of trees

the being of todayrstched back into a century of blame
and this new one is exhausted

by rain or recoréetting heat and drought / or maybe from some ordinary cause
either way theredos I|ittle else to do

but to get into your car and drive / or if your congressperson
isintent upon apocalypse

then listen to the birds that still believe / and notice how their motion
takes them perilously out

stupefied across a yellow field

[ Audi o of 0Copying the Animal sé6 available at wordforwol



D. B.Ruderman

Wrong Etymology

when it seemed to me that we were breaking up
| read philosophy all day

words like branches of a tree
seen through a skylight | can no longer afford

can you love someone and make a choice to leave
IS it ever acceptable to cut
the bodyo cut
one thing from another

after all
there is life and blood

perhaps because | am poisoned by pageyhaps because the poem can use the field

as a metaphor for one thing and then andtbeddaly | was speaking / crying and
speakinjsuddenly she wasounded / | was thene who wounded her /
wound hefipurposely | was speaking / | was not crying on purpose

when the book came in the mail it was only separate pages
like useless and lifeless leaves on a tree

2.
| read philosophy all day

what Iread connected with everything / except
what | needed to know / except
how to cut and suffer / suffer and cut

oa failure i n his capacity for

is it ever better to incorporate
loss / watering the money tree / swallowing
language/ econommgetaphors for one
intimate moment and then another

after all
there is blood and life

perhaps because my kids are growirigpupr haps because |1 dm surr ol
feelings | must not thifisuddenly | was quiet / quiet and crfiisigddenly we welia



New York / | was with my mother / she is not my mditaegrily both womewalked
/ these feelings we must not think

what | share with my books is the neefilltap the world with language
an insatiable need not to know

[ Audi o of 0 Wrawailaple & woydforwvbraigfo/vél31/Ruderman2.htmil]



Gustave Morin
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Mark Young

Homage tadDuchamp

L.H.0.0.0.




Mark Young

Burlap Carapace
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Mark Young

The Mask of Dimitrios




Mark Young

The Warriorsodo Heads
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Robert Keith

Merciful and gracious

It smothered his flesh and sought the bon~s
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Robert Keith

ATRATHLNNA DARY
OUTDOOR EDUCH | CENTRE
nip

80X c180 CAMPEELL RIVER, B.G;

HOW YOU CAN BE THE AUTHOR OF THIS BOOK

After you have read this book, imagine yourself as the author. You are fully
justified in claiming this feeling. Once you have read the whole book and have it fully
in/your possession, you have all the knowledge the authors put into it. Fully accept
yourself as the author of what you know as a result of your life, of which reading
this book is a part.

Imagine now that you are your own three million year old healer.

350 YOUR HAND 7
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