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ABSTRACT
NO]%SF ON INSUFFICIENT IAUGHTER
Rorn Davizi Silverstein N

The first secﬁion of this thesis is comprised of poems in free - f

verse, The title, Poems For a Swollen Agé, is meant to convey the

excesses which fior&;;;ate modern s’ociety. In order to portray these
inflated tendencies, attitudes and desires, Sectlon One contains two
types ‘of free verse p.Oems, which f;Jr ‘me, are, when contrasted to one

"another, emblematic of the excesses which the title seeks to suggest.‘ !
I am referring to the "‘Anti-poem" (which is flat and understated) and
the "deep iqﬁge poem" (which 1s hyperbolic and assoclative In 1ts! |
imges). I believe these two diverse typ&g of poetry serve to expr‘ess,‘ _
thé "swolienness“ which I am\inundated witl';‘-—one with a whisper, the

other with a scream.

The second sectlon, entitled The Angelo/Blaank Letters, with no

r'espon's"e from Blaank, is comprised of a serles of nineteen (19) letters,
wrjitten\ over the pe‘é.od of.one year's time—. The letters themselves are
‘an atteémpt by Ramon Angelo., the guth:::rl of the letters, to comnunicaf;e
witf}i the ﬂot;her’néss"——-f’r'cgm which he has becore so alienated. In Ramon

Angelo's mind, Cormelius Blaank repz‘eSenés that’ otherness. The

letters then, serve as a chronlcle of the jouwrney into light by the
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The following thesis is divided into two very distinct sections.

In the first: section, entitled Poems For A Swollen Age, there are thirty
d |

- {30) poems, a_ll written in the free verse formit. The second sectifn,

entitled The Angelo/Blaank Leiters, with no response from Blaank, con;‘ i

sists of a serles of nineteen (19) letilers, covering the period of pne
’ ' . . -

year's time, - : s ) -

-

Although the first -section of the thesis is written entirely in
{ree ' verse, there'ls, however, another division within this group of |,
poems which should be described at this point. The first subdivision

consists of "deep image" poems, a phrase coined by Robert Xelly‘in the

194's, to describe what Robert Bly was doing through his Fiftles Press,

ngmely, his translations of the Spanish poets: Lorca, Jiménez, .Vallejo

and otf)ers.l In .the 196Q's, when Robert Bly began to publish his own

" poetry, tﬁis notion of the deep image came to be associated primarily

with him, and those l’jj(e/;j whoSe esthetic was more closely aligned

_ with Europeans—-Spanish s—6&tman, and Scandinavian--than with anything

. { ;
North American. ' , SR

i

Tﬁe déep Iinage, then, concerns itself with a central image (or

"leap") as Robert’Bly says in his book, leaping Poetr;'!.2 This leap
should exist at the center of the poem and sprout from the unconscious

mind, u::liting the known world, i{.e., the poem's cortent, with the

unknown world, i.e., the poem's language, By the act, on the poet's

part, of ¢reative fusion.’ ‘ .

-
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‘The second type of poem which 1s to be found in Section One of '

‘ ‘the tﬁesis,-is cémnonly rﬁéﬁed to as the "Anti—poem.‘#*'l'his is a term

which originated with the modem Chilean poet Nicanor Par'r$3 What is

anft;ipoet,r’y? It is what we get when the the{ng we're talking about 1is not R

' _definable we get descr'iption. Antipoetry is flat, understated, and

relwxed; 'antﬁpqetr'y “returns poetry," as Parra says, "to its r'oof,s"';
antipoetry is honest, unadorned, mly‘rical?nonwnbolist; 1n antipoetry
o '
what you see 1s what you see; antipoetry is chiseled, solld. Anti-
poetry dispenses with stock poetical devices; instead, it offers dark
humor', disjointed logic, flatness of tone énd directness of statement.
.1 sincerely hope these brief distinctions will, to somé degree at
least, énable the . reade f:..'o differentiate between the 'deep image" poems
and the "Anti—poems" »gi:ained in the following manuscript.

With regard to Section Two of thq thesis, The Angelo/Blaank

letters, with no, response from Blaank, I would like to make a few pre-

I‘ator'y' remarks. The letters are wrl'itten tc an imaginary, though f‘b:ed,
personaility, Cormelius Blaank, by a persona, adopted‘ by me at times,
Ramon Angelo. . The letters themselves are an attempt to clarif‘y‘cer'tain
profundities: the letters serve as a format for th;e askin}; of questions,
and at the same time, as a place ’f‘o;' Ramon Angelo to make confession. It
1s, in fact, as if Ramon Angelo is in a confessional, unaware that the
priest is not actually'on the other side of the booth. Ramon Angelo 1s
being led to the light by the way of the déepest dark, for he knows that
only by moving toward what Comelius Blaank represents; can he final]g}
and properly behead his 9_@ demons. | | ) .

As r'ega'rds ‘th.e title Jf‘(_)r' Section Tv;ro, ", . .with no respénse fr'om

Blaark." It must be wunderstood and accepted that Ramon hr@elo sincerely

b . .. ,

&
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believes he will receive an answer toc his letters ; the I‘acé that the
x ! .

+

title suggests otherwise, 1s no reflection an Ramon's confidence in
© this matter, for it was I who gave\th‘e title to these letters, and

then, enty -after they had been written, not before. : -
L 'y
. .
| R 7\ -

]‘Rober't Kelly, "Notes on the Poetry of Deep Image," Trobar,
1), pp. 1016, ' -

2Robert Bly, leaping Poetry, An Idea With Poems and Translations é j
(quten: Beacon Press, 1972), pp. 1-b. K

‘

- 3Nicandr Parra, Poems and Antipoems, New Directions Books (3rd
ed.), edited by Miller Willfams, 1966.

-
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N ...one foot in front of the other
. ’ " we are put to sleep like stray dogs ' -
\ green pennies ovep-our eyes, oo
a collection of boats toward gpother .
sea. :
James Inskeep coe \
: o Fram, "Senility," 1979. -
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The Song of the Hummingbird

there is a half-dead poem

g lodged in my he —
it lies moaning for\days, seeking mericy,
barely audlble and pathetic; —

I do not respond. : ) //?

this poem is not half-dead through rgtrogression;
rather, %,1s half-alive through my abstinence,

through my neglect

of its lonely desire. ‘ N

..
what I am doing here,

is chly an exercise; ~
s0 I may sleep through the night
without having to

turn on the lights and reassure it,
coddle it, 1ie to 1it,

tell it that even half-dead poems are okay by me.

Y

this poem -
is a ringing in ny ears,
a humingbird,
e ,
filled with buckshot, R ‘
its wings still beating in mid-air. .
‘ - |
| \ & -
- i 1y -
d > .
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) , Miguel Angel Asturilas
' An God's cage ' \

) thousands of parakeets sing

with the ﬁ&ility of monks / :

who are fasting to obtain their poal

< o in God's cage . Y
serpents breed bigger and stronger
than was ever thought possible
- before man leamed to conjecture

in God's cage
~ the mystic Swedenborg
shares his lodgings with Pandora, .
who 1is conversant with transformation;
. "but nei:chei' orie knows the reputation of the other

' in God's cage ‘

progre‘ss is measured 4

by leaps backward .
. away f’rom the holy events ‘ . . '
‘ whic%are sneered at by the soul -

in Ged's cage

the only thing which is discussed _

1s the absurd, impossible notion ~

that the bars of the cage are an illusion.
1ri God' s cage e

« - all is well w T '

————eereat e AT o s bt e

. the difference between reality and
s K _ dreams 1s purely artificial.

.
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Ave Maria, .
flight turns into genulne [ t and I
+ want td take the Virgin Mary In my arms

and tell her things
that harem women only dream of. : (

...this dance, tha'c was begun centuﬁes ago, o 4
will finally come'to an end. I dream of nothing else,
my patience turns dragons into l‘ij;t,le boys.

I need to make love to the Virgin Mary,

so I can be purged, so the thorns on my soul will shrivel
and she, she wlll be at home in my arms, her eyes will be
as large as pregnant sapphires.... ‘ .

.the Gods are Jealous.of my desii‘e the clouds part
f‘or my sake alone, while the Gods watch in awe,
shuffling cards and making bets on she future of

dom cone,

Ave Maria, I see the Virgin Mary smiling ) ‘ 4 : )

but I will not look back
to watch myself turning into stone;
for where 1 am going

" only the Mother of Christ can follow.... v
. ..the birds in flight at last, ) ’
and I am moving with them ,

toward the limits of human imaglnation, .
where.two lines converge on each r R
and form a single point Bch athe N

i
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, A Spasm of Miracles S
. 3
"My 1lips have had thelr own history: ‘

v [ ) [y o o
palace: of two skins, conclave of moans g t -
My lips have never gone hungry,
they were sustailfied during necessary fasts > -~
by a picture of gulls in flight ‘

fﬁ, Tips have had their own history ) ~
which [ cafnnot proclaim brief or singular .
l}déh havj.ng(guilt t}ne ark of speech . .. o

Women were asked into thils history,

hist:,ory being a verb of which I am proud,” * ’
and women being an element of which histories are fond;

the history of my lips
was like an apple
in search of two snakes

.

¢
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A White Sailfish

&

‘hanging there sideways.

The night around hgr
seemed holy

so 1 entered
like an inspired

The instant arrived -

= and moved in

like the nails.into his waiting flesh;
all things :!.nevitébly reach this point,Q
after invention, decay.

Daybreak wears a solled fa,cé\,
brulsed and disfigured with weeping;
Her wings beat their crazy soliloquy,
up ad into, unconscious flight...

After 411,

Death is a friendly fellow;

no pretense, no false starts;
only darkness -

carved ihto the filercest obelisk.

-

After all, \

we can always remember what we stood for
when we crawled, )
and how silly the stars looked

0
e

-1 -




/ o ~
. .
f
’
”
v -
-
A
P
’ w
.
-
. L
" -
)
L
"
-
’
. > N
'
. . »
>
*,
.
a 'A
P
B
- -
.
P
. ‘,y
% ~
. 1 .
., . .
s
L
-~
e .
»
.
N ' *
.
N
- .
. hd .
" ™ LD
. e
- .
. ]
. ’ h o . o

I3

B
.o
“
o
x
@ v
K]
.

.

. the mowntain and its dream remain,. .

* the silence 1s only our knowing
afove the' crest of spacé or time, ,
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She said, "no man will ever write a poem for me." ',

I sald, "sometimes the giving of a poem is .an insult in linguistic
disguise, for-all poens are fiot happy poems “and Jnany. poems have b
known to steal, 1lie or ch@t their way into the bosam of same kind
woman, leaving her scarred forever (or at least Infected, in some .
wndiscernable way)." " : o

-

She sald,."no maﬁll ever write a D for me" but tonight I have
§ ”
buried that lie these wo
| . -
P - 6 l -
2
" .
< L Y @
X \ ) ’
L ' ) 'l
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I follow your arrival,
heavy footed and cold,
in the city of soiled mirrors. .

My hands ache fram their stretching.
My fingertips bleed frowning faces.

The night is holldw ' 4
without your hysterical tendencies toward disgrace,

byt still I am not yours.

The back of the tortolse is the only place for me now.
The bees are heading home

1like the cars at daybreak after fgstiné,“

¢

4

Hollow 1s the night
and us in 1it; - .
starving misers at the mercy of turtles and bees.

‘I am stretching towards you, my last stretch, st
.1 am ;;inging the final note fram the last song of Aesop.

.

Now 'that;»;gve are together, however briefly,
the crack in the soiled mirror .
makes me remember, that I have stretched this far

only to see my own hands disappear, .- {@,
that you are reading from Aesop about my 1ife and laughing
like the cars at daybreak after fasting -
* ki \}
.
. » .
o ) anm lu -
‘ N = 2
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my body aches bright blue circles

- where the knife enters, o . .
for 1 am alore in this pain— ‘

" but however deep the.lknife enters,

" I do not blee 1
but continue to)ache v
further info the abyss of your &kin, . .
surngunded by the ivory circles
of your arched back, '
like a halo 1lluminating my need

¢

if a thousand men came riding toward you ‘
++ on rare birds,

all carryiné mirrors ‘

with my face reflecting paradise,

would you weep with me then,

would you succumb? ‘

he 1s chained to the inside wall of this circle, : A -

your name is the shortest and only prayer he can spesk...
On the other side of paradise \ »

will you change places withr him my love?

<
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“» .
rest
[N ' ? ’
"her hands ~ l . ot 3
© like those of the idols o \
are thin men , . .
hanging inside my chest;
she, ® ,
she 1s singing about handsome men .
and leaning/leaning, -
while I am grawing large inside myself; ..
I was told tHat the day remembers nothing .
, after a night like this, .
though her eyes Y
are in this immeasurable night
everywhere at mce . r -
r -
) -
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My eyes
were like two bumble beés
the night I

‘pierced the living veil I

swallowed the deepest gulp of pride I

stood composed and snarled I
made ‘t}‘g soxhds of death I

moved Q}g/rmmtains clockwisg I

' saw her standing there I

had two drops of blood left .
in my entire body, 1

. stung once withreach.. >

My éyes

" 1ike two bumble bees

will be a sign

to those who are stronger
than the black and yellow
behinds

of tiny creatures.

oo g
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I am all eyes tmi@mt,, . o

not one inch of tongue

not one thin slice of bone.
I.am all eyes tonight, T e

two oval, vacuum eyes '
for she 1s coming:

dressed in a concealed fever of blinding fur.

T am all eyed tonight, h

nothing gets ¥n but sundown ’ /
and her image . B i
moving quickly

across the pain R .

dressed in snowflakes. ,

t

I am all eyes tonight,
not one inch of tongue s *

,‘not one’thin slice of bone;

I am all eyes tonight-. )
for shé is caming. | ‘

H&.l ' o ' /
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R » I want to see. you o ,rj
covered )
wi€h silver dollars

white "‘patches
! of youthful flesh :

' peering out
between, the dates and mottos. \

. ‘ I want to see you
vered - - ]
with silver dollars -
¢ . begzing/begging L
and afraid to move one thick inch
your nipples hard § ) J’
beneath Queen Elizabeth's ¢cheeks,

’

- I want tﬁsee' you

- covered : -y
N\ K ' with silver dollars. .
some heads
some tails.
| and those who wa‘t‘:ch
- . wishing they had thought of this, ,?

. ° sy - * last time they threw a perny in a pond

- _ R ) children sometimes do.

\rd

-

1

-y




love? L,
,no, she did not want this really;
: -she did not want

L two spTe:%‘Ld ends of the same rainbow, .
e she wanted a shadew of this,
a dead brother of the truth;
‘ . she wanted sanecne else 8 photographs

--but love? .. v
no, she did not want this really; -’
what she wanted was to introduce theatre and subterfuge
into the 1iving cells of the heart,
to mark the forest path .
' o with new and confusing signs h l:',.“

- —bub lciye? /l
P , e
: no, -

.she didynot want this really

LU T Y
N
4
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<
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Love is that state in which
we see things most decidedly
A ~ as they are not. t

- * Nietzsche
b '

It is a thousand droning messengers o
like the swarm which surrowrds a pregnant bee.

It'is white .
to the point of
not white at all.

Ity is heat given back to itself

through many nights 4
of intemal bleeding. , :

It 1s the woman I desire
living
. in the cranium
of a demented priest

IX]

who haunts me,
even now, ‘
while the seagulls - : I
search for food. "
~
< /"
; \ -
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You
are no longer welcome
in ny heart.

- The tickets have been given

to beggars,

the aorta is closed

for the duration.

I spit black seeds
and cough up the dialect of strangers;
how mighty is the hand of Thanatos:

Your passion was stronger
than the pull g
of a thousand chinese kite,
but now the beggars dancé
.around the callous

at the center of my chest,
and black seeds take root

in the ensuing dark:
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Taruba's Lament

I put decapitated angels at the foot of your coffin,

and I threw earth, stones, tears on you, . ' /
so that you won"t ‘leave, so that you won't leave. e
Jaime Sabines,

. Invisibly and already corrupt
N you came seething into Tarumba's abyss,
and he sheltered you from moming until night,
when creatures 1like yourself
- becore invisible again,
ysses like his become even larger.

Tarumba’™ fist was the hammer;
you'd shriek with laughter and hide the bandalds— .
love was the name by which you called thls ceremony.

Tarumba would have supplied you with the earth itself,
and you would have taken it
and -so0ld 1t to the first peddler you met,
but fortunately, for the rest of mankind,
who are not as generous as Tarumba,
the man with the swollen heart,
Tarumba did not offer you the earth itself.
. Why then does Tarumba call this a-lament,
-~ if your absence can ally be taken as a sign
that' God 1s honestly on Tarumba's slde?
Why does Tarumba call this a lament,
if* your passing can only be a grieat relief to him?
Because my corrupt one, in Tarumba's abyss,
into which you came invisibly seething,
there is now a large hole,

b
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a space created especlally for you,

when you'd seek shelter fram morning until night;

a large indentation In the side of hls abyss,

which Tarurba finds embarrassingly hard to explaln -

and which reminds him far too often of your past presence.

So then, that 1s why Tarumba has written this lament,
even though he is rejoicing in your absence,

he laments the fact that he is ecstatic sbout it,

which is Tarumba's way of showing his paradoxical attitude
toward all things. o
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Wornwood and Alabaster: A Love Song

don't crowd me, I was bom to this

1life of love, this

iove of woman, soft, fragile, naked and
thoroughly dishonest woman

all of my intemal organs thirst after women; .
my pancreas dreams only of the feminine pancreas, .
my spleen, likewise, desires only contact :

with another spleen of the opposite sex; .

don't push me aside,

1 am explaining as best I can, how it is

to have been borm to this;

my veins and arterles expand and contract

in accordance with the physical proximity of certain worren
my lungs ache when I see women walk (as only women can),

my fingerprints throb;

for women have that which men 1like me were born to desire ™
and desire totally;

they possess not simply a mystery, but rather,

they contain the mystery itself, they contain the void

of which the bible speaks, which was wilthout Tqgm,

until women came Into being wrapped around it ,

for mpn llke me to perpetually be in search of‘—— n

my bones manufacture not only red blood cells, but censor§ also,
which I dlrect outward to the entire female pOpulation,
and then I walt, as I was bom to do,

for my censors to retum wiwin tow.
¢

But I am insatiable,
evenn when I have eriJoyed a woman to the fullest extent possible,
there is always that gnawing sense of actually having gained ” ’
very little,

for how does a womarn transmit’the wid,

how does she share the mystery she contains,

and 1s she capable of doing so at all?

I won't go over 1t agaln. It's a simple mgbter;

simple, because 1've wrestled with it for years,

at g&rst of course, it was quite complex, irritating, fruitless—
but: when I discovered to what I had been born;

/

-+
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that my intemal orfans were goilng to one day start a fast
which would eventually transform me from ome who searches,
yearns and desires, into that infamous, and up until now,
mythical third entity, who would finally unite man and womn

into ane common belng, .
my life became an easy thing. -

and yet I continue to yearn for a woman in the middle of the night,
and when I see myself naked, I am reminded’of thelr softness

and speclal curves, by which I was bom to tze driven mad,

and to believe in a belng, above/beyond, both man or woman,

who can, and someday will, do all I have 'set ‘out to do

and failed-- ' , '

don't shout at me; ' .

I am a man with a mission, I was bom to this, -
my spleen, pancreas, my lungs velns, arteries

and all my other interpal organs,

are at the camand of something higher-- »

" but right now, I am consumed with the yearning for a woman,

soft, fragile, naked and thoroughly dishonest woman,
any daxm one at all,

M
[
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.'Long before: the abject stillness, ' .
‘for this was before the opposite of stiJJness- .

long before the clear lake biecame ﬁ'ozen, o .
« for this was before the naming of water, . "

long, before the mercury sang its song, o
for this was before the temperature had a chance to r'ise br fall;-

long before the immense com,
far this was before the necessity of com,

long be fore the wild zebra, - ’ ‘
for ‘this was before the lmowledge of either black or white;

long before the centipedes cr'awled
for this was before the earth was- hard

. long befo k\easthe gentleness of loverd,
+ for this w before ‘the . ;f‘i.r‘st occurrence of purring,

all of this came a.f‘t:er, .
bei‘ore I loved yi!m .

[N

Wb
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s If you never assume rtance,
you never lose it,

Lao Tzu.

We wer-e(s\wollen men, '
ankles highly inflamed, >
wlth an unnatural sense of importance;

we were mad as hatters, as they say, .

estranged from the moment of birth o
onward and outward e T

to and toward

the (perhaps merry) dance of death; .

we were bought and sold at rock bottom prices

and sang our songs in highly organized falsetto
to safeguard ourselves from any minor or serious injury;

we were not the men we thotght we were, nor the women;

we were not digant for, stardom or starvation, .
though we managed to get a dose of each -

at rock bottam prices;

we were giveﬁ to outbursts of an infinite variety

ahd sat back walting for the affects to please or dlsplease us
accordingly; ' -

we applauded, speculated, gave out and gave in;

we had an (almost merry) splendid time; .

we took and taxr;pered with every available form-of amusement

and now we are naked and crying in the wildemess; v
we were men anly by nomenclature

in the vernacular of a once pregnant heaven

1
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tl‘em are pedple ®
’Who don't resemble thelr own bodies,
Wwrose shadows emerge at denight . -
for, that is all there 18 of them; T, .
beings ) : c wm e ’
whose sgle preoccupation is with abstinence,
for they carry the kingdom of absence, : \
even in their bones; - ' o oo v
beings ' '
who spiral inward, “
away from any holy others .
and away from any extermal filament, A - ‘\
which may have done them good; . ’ ‘ \';
beings ' / 1

%ho are perpetually vexed with an absence of hcertitude
like those turtles, '3
whose abllity to outmmn the Prigglt bird

is not possible * ‘

even in their lexicon; T~

beings ‘ - C -
whose feet are so strangely formed, .‘ ) -

: that 1n their passage through 1life,”
they leave no footprints;
to these belngs, .
these undane ones, 1 ~ ~/
these human priuates 3 ‘
’bo them I sing my song of woe; -
I, who msenble my own body /

“n
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do not assault me so lightly my friend

for the sky passes slowly

much too slowly ' .
for the abrupt angels to take notlce

of such accursed vyerblage;

and I shall not \relax with corporeal beip@ much longer

I shall not ®tand guard again,

I shall make Wo Turther pitches;
the salesman in me Mas died - »
his words robbed him of his strength
their innuendos made him see thirgs
not of this world "
thelr nuances were like an erratic series of mlancholy toceatas;
and now even my yes's and my ¥e's have fled
in opposite directions
searching for the primordial Mother
to whom things can retum
without payment
without supplication
without féeigned affection;

imagine it my friend,

the words have finally take vengeance against me

they have all deserted me

‘and now the sky passes slowly

much too slowly

for the abrupt angels to take notice

of your accursed verblage; ' ,

’vecrbiage that makes me weep and sing. ‘ ) ’

o
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Concerning Pope Urban III, Who Had The Birds in The Vatican
Gardens Killed, Because They Disturbed Him

Pope Urban acknowledged today
that two hundred birds
had "mysteriously died" in the Vatican Gardens.

Speaking in a somber tone’,
the Pope then speculated « /
as to what may have been the reasen
behind the tragedy:
"Perhaps it was a prank by some rebelliocus children,
have been d4mown to do all sorts of vulgar
things to lizards, frogs, birds and the like.
I remember when I was a child, witnessing the shoo’ting of some
pigeons with B-B guns and sling shots,
by boys whose parents rarely went to church.
I told no one what I had seen,
but I remenmber feeling disgusted
and sought comfort in the words of Christ,
shall inherit the earth...
Perhaps 1t was a child's prank,
or perhaps 1t was a political protest,
Lo~ ‘velled in symbolic meaning; a sort of indirect blasphemy
against the Church itself;
I am having Cardinal Benutti investigate this possibility."
Pope Urban went on to say
that he has prayed for the souls of these birds
and that he is confident that they are singing for Christ himself,
at this very moment, somewhere In Paradise.

Vatican sources all agree,

it has been very qulet in the Gardens

since the travesty occurred; g '

and as a protest to those responsible, ¢

and a tribute to the birds themselves,

Pope Urban has ordered that not a single bird be r-eplaced.
"The silence will be a constant reminder of this dark day,"

- Pope Urban sald, "and the serenity which preévails

will serve to reinforce our feelings of loss
_in the years to come.” T

Children

...and the meek
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Report

-

g ‘ a man has broken into my apartment
put a gun to my head - -
8 making me write tﬁs poem:
tell them, he is saying,

that a man has to take matters into his" own hands,

especially when everyone else's hands are full;

* tell them,
that a man is

L

t only :;man, simply and forewer,

‘,at the top of his lungs,

someone in a position of authority,
to break down the door
which he has locked behind him,
and find me ‘
dead, at this, my final rough draft,
k dead, 1n the middle of someone else's poem,
Pt dead, with my hands full of electricity,
I ‘ stretched between the murderer's eyeball
" and the victim's plea,
: stretched between what has happened
&\ and what 1s about to happen:

tell them,
tell them tha.t a man has a right
\ LI %o have hils message repeated,
, even:1 1f 1t's only once... (S

I tell him, under the circumstances,
I'm typing as fast as I can,
that I'm trylng to say it with'a 1little finesse:

Just tell them, that a man has to walk the tightmpe 5
at least once during his }i¥etime, *

and that 1f you don't- look down,

you won't know if there's really anet at all... !

I now -they will find me here, .

\ , at the keys of my faithless typewriter,

] - bleeding and alone, consumed, by another man's rage
my hards too full, to have sigxaled for help,

fram this,. the 3lst floor of my apartment bullding,
where a man has entered, put a to my head,

and forced me to write this ‘poem B

-~
o
\ ' T :

-

is part beast, part bastard, parb pitech...
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. Poem For Famers

magic 1s a phenomenmn ' .
which I am not familiar with

a formula

which has eluded my ancestors and me

for centurles,

N much to our continued chagrin;
3 we y or the power to ereate i),lusicns s
ay fox this and no other ‘

dispensation
to seed the clouds with nothing but a deep br-eath
and a f‘urmwed look. ]

there are c¢hildren 1n Spain
who go to bed wondering
Af they.will have any food for breakfast, ‘
while here, right here,
a man, °
* whose ancestors knew nothing about magic, -
walts for a’'sign,
prays for his dispensation - .

. and hasn't eaten a thing in years, NS
’ v ) ° ‘r
.S
s
. .
8
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I take my crooked finger,
this one; '
and point {t at the sky,

‘there, up there,

full of irridescent plgeons—
and tell the pigeons (
I am coming home,

See, everything 1s -a circle
which the plgeons fly through,
fhey can sleep through a lecture

. on Einstein's theories,
they are perfectly aware.

But my crooked finger
which I point at them

-means nothing--

nor iy cratory °
nor my vast desire——- ,
The pigeons own the sky; -
I am only an invader,

and the pigeoris pay no attention to us,

until we have died

- and fly past them,

singing.
/
£

v oL . -
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- eruel man,

"

cruel man,

two birds in each fist , -
cruel woman,

four a.uigators in each 11e,
and the love between them,
which tooplace, every night
like a cock fight in Hell,

cruel man,

two tears in each kiss,
cruel woman,

four sneers in each laugh;
and the love between them;.
which took place

‘

- unrehearsed, ) » 7

which kilils them both equally, -
in each bite, each tear, each sigh, each instant,

cruey, man, '

two drops of sputum in each thank you B 4
cruel woman, J

four drops of blood in each your welcome;

and the love between them,

vhich took place, ’ )

ok wnholy ground, Lo ‘ .
to no dne's surprise
except theirs,

cruel man, > N
cruel woman,
six angels tried to separate you

and falled; .

whgtamlto do? ‘ -

cruel woman,

and the love between them,
which takes plicqy

only God knows why. \

—35.¢ ,' L - ) \‘
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and the other birds flew fram us;

, O always, never to find the never
. of so much always.

Vallejo.
&8
Bird Song: A Treatlse on Masochism

we came to rest
on the same distorted branch,
our vwlces silent s
our little hearts beating; .
and mistook the beating of our hearts,
for a sign,
that melody between us
wag' possible; ‘ -

but when we sang, )

like the two unequal birds we were,
the truth was in our song,

such dissonance a threat
to every sp ' )
on the face of the earth. -

like unequal birds,

singing in two entirely different lights;
the only harmony between us

existed, when we flew away fram each other,

our fimereal bird song
a perfect study in syncopation.
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- e ...and desire pulls me out
from between my own teeth.

Vallejo.

to weep with indifference

At the syntax of angels

is all a strong man can do,

and yet,

the man in the apartment above me O
is playing a gultar;

the man in the apartment below me
'is making love; ’

while, ' .
a trillion 1light years from here, s
the angels converse in a language

which has never been transposed.

tig man in the apartment above me
*@eached the high note of his crescendo,
the guitar can be heard, following his voice,
into sphetres, articulate with revelation; .

sathe man 1n the apartment below me
has reached a state of indecent ecstacy,
pure, and wnlike anything
the angels could imagine,

while I wander,

what curious pattern of exposition .

the angels follow, ,

when their language 1s sung .

or muted in the heights of passion? ) -
‘ “ -~

4

In a few days, perhaps sooner,

the man the apartment above me,

arse another song;

r composed by him or by another, alters nothing

but I will have grown stmnger

than tq entertain such thoughts, : ) .

and you will find me, .
playing a guitar, or ' :

copulating like a mad beast, N
please believe me. )

o~
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Perhaps God lsn't listening after all,
not taking down a word, ’
not recording a single event;
a ridiculous notion, I'm sure,
but none-the-less -
it occurs to me,
especlally when so many have prayed
and none has recelved an answer,
except in his own wolce,

Perhaps God grew weary,
the same messages day after day: r
more of this, please God

more of that, please God.

Perhaps He simply got tired,
of pointing down from the sky
with his big silent finger;

it's over there,

no, over there

Perhaps God stopped listening,
Just 1like that;
a ridiculous notion, I'm sure,
but nme-the-less
it does occur to nme,
especially when the cymbals clash
and no one tums around.

o
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- who. know the vz;.!ue of a smaller feast

v
" a

f

today, !

I am at a loss for words,

I cannot proliferate;

I shrink backward like the grapes
tuming, tuming slowly’

into something smaller than myself;

I am not at all like a man alone,

I axnlyés/yes oo connected '
and must give up being big P
at once

for my own good

and lie down sweet among the happy

who have leamed the value of firm restraint;
to be a cactus among men

who can survive without rain . ’ \

when the words will not come . ,
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If we knew, z ' , g
If we only knew what we needed, v
‘ } then the stard would look to us o ‘ k
;- k to guide them.
. “\ . p W. S. Merwin \
\ \ | \
b}
' ...the pencll with which I wrote -
that letter to the gods is-worn down,
dull, chewed wp... ' .
. Blas de Otero - _ L
Prem, The 1937 Howitzer. . .
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d ]
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Jan. 4
Come]_ius; ) | ‘
I lnow nothing about how the beasts of burden fornicate,
this letter has nothing to do with fornication;
this letter 1s about abstraction, yes Cormelius, abstraction;
how we homo sapiens stretch all manner and shape of things,
both positive and negative, Into and out of all proportion,
how we transliterate the paradox to fit our moods,
how we substantiate the ridiculous' with the use of the idiotic s
how we memorize the mmdane and canonize the cunning sons of bitches,
how we position ourselves.accordingly and fear all heights,
...Like I saild, this letter has nothing to do with formication
(which 1is perhaps the only unadulterable 3ct left us). No,
this letter 1s about abstraction (pure and simple).

Let me know where you stand on this; abstraction versus fornlcatlon,
or vice versa. )

always your,

Rarmn} Angelo
{ +
P.S. We are not Gods though we often trick the demons.

\\, ' ’

[44]
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Feb. 10

Comelius f/o}d man, o

You who can so easlly screen the mosquito

but not 1ts bite, tell me then, in what manner

does the cry of the Jackal signify the coming of openness?
In what manner does the lantemn swing, both equally for
and equally against? In what mamer‘does the belfry

grow pregnantf; and with what poor sucker in mind?

Qurs \1s a monumental task: to put the tunnel in touch

with the darkest and most similar tunnel, to magnify the
worship of small cornered animals, to capture, once and for all,
the olfactory prayer which leads to certain absoclution—

Ch, where art thou ‘absolution?

Our days are numbered, Cornellus, but in a very foreLi language

Ramon .
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Look at me Comellus,
. though your eyes are probably more bloodshot than mine;
look at me., See how tired I an of waiting; how tired I am
of speaking in tongues.
Look in my eyes Cormellus and see how little I lnow of thé world
(Ramon,” who knows so much about vice, is still nalve about the inner
workings of the heart?)
I have been walting for the re’mforcemnts 80~ long, Cornelius,
my one cross becomes heavier by the day, but perhaps the reinforcements
are also walting, walting for me to succumb, felix nihil admirari....
Look Into my eyes, my friend, one quick glance and you'd understand
that I have spent too much time looking out the window, too much time
preparing, and not enough time moving.
I fear that one day nmy own fingers
may tell me the whole truth, and then,
when I have absolutely nothing left to believe in,
the reinfore ts will come down from the mountains
or out from be the curtain,
one can never tell for sure where they may be hiding,
laughing and putting on their make-up,
my fgce reflected in their mirrors.
Look Into my eyes, Comellus, the time to look has come,
the time to report back to me has came.

Ramon

N
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Cornelius, :
glve me a minute and I'll sall the seven seas,
one hand an the deck, the other on my heart.

In the dark center of rﬁy nights, I have seen you, my old friend,
teeth clenched and a wizard's grin,

with that famlliar halo of fierce silence circling above you--

like the clouds over Kilamanjaro, that I saw once on a posgcard
between the pages of an old book, which I bought at the Copernicus
Bookstore.... But permit me to go forward, Cornellus, for I have lost
enough sleep the other way, and besides, back there, there 1s nothing
for the likes of us to survive on-- and so, forward my Cormelius,
forward to the beginning of time, where I am told that the truth

1s served up o gpld plates,-and the Angels lounge with broad smiles,
watching vagabonds like us, gorgling ourselves to the brim.

Come along Comelius, the tickets are in the mall, and I have never
accepted a promise from a man unless I felt sure that he would

not break it....

Cormellus, the accuracy of an arrow in flight has nothing what-so-ever
to do with the wagers that are made (presumably) on the archer's
ability; but who is there among us who knows how to judge, simply,

one arrow against another? I need to hear from you Cornelius,

I pray in earmest for nothing else— give me thls day my dally bread
Comelius and I will fight to the end to protect your right to give it,

The seas are rough but we have each other-- forward to the brink
of ti.me Comelius. Forward, fram here on in,

i
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SO !
hcm goes it Cornelius,

now that the pomegranate has been found without a sitigle seeq;
now that Nebuchadnezzar has been found sleepirng among thieves,
~I1 tell you Cornelius, the tirre for applause is at hand;

how goes it,

now that the mankeys are as certain of their rights

as we are of ours;

now that the future exists befgre it exists- ’ 4 ” P
now that Vallejo has glven wp the ghost

in Paris on a ralny day, , / - ‘

at a loss for words S \6 o
and calling out for Spain; .

how goes 1it, : . g -

now that the last day of the world has come arxd gone.

A
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Lock out Comelius, -

your parachyte has failed;
and. I am not at liberty
to catch a falling star; .. ~/

The probler with the world " B
is that there is always -
one eunuch too many-——

and I hear immense weeping

‘coming from the direction

. of the op¢h plains,

where once, waking from a dream\

5 too hea.vily welghted with lead synbola,
I heard the cry of a blind man
~  searching for his mother, - :

without the faintest shred of hope
of actually finding her,

in the immense void

- of his solitary life;,

and t‘f':ough his cells kept dividirig,
even this' failed to comfort ne.

The world is peopled with negation )
but I am fighting for stricter regulatfons—
and someday, I hope, =~/
that your parachute will open, -

L

. ‘to the sound of gpplayse :
. coming” from the open plains, where
a blind man with his face toward heaven ~ -

will not stand. transfixed in vain,
when all will assur'edly. be well at last,
on earth
as 1t i{s in heaven. ,
. ? ‘ ' - © A A
o7 -t
3
"8 . ¢
7
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Comelius,

calkMng is not to enbellish
or add stones onto a structure, already wobbling
under the welght of too many theories; ;
Ramon has no desire to invent, he needs to reveal, —
Let the story-tellers proceed
he will still be extracting from his .mnards v
the very stuff their stories are ma.dq of..e

You feel I have revealed enough,

that the world will {ose its mind trying to fathom it all;
this may well be true—— my obligation, is not to save

the miltitude from gorging itself and dying of gluttony-—
but rather, to meke an honest ofiﬂr for the sake of
>charity alqne—; the consequences of greed and vanity

are nat Ramon's concem— I do what I t needs do,

I have no- apologles to make Cornelius, and I forbid you
from making any on my behalf; I forbid you to ask for .
special diSpensations for me or mine~~ This much is clear:
.all men strive for the light, but most are attracted by
‘the blinding intensity of the dark. . .

-~

N

- I will keep to the business of revelation until there is

nothing left to reveal, ory until all have heard,
all have listened, and all have continued on their merry

way. o n

[50]
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© Comelits,

Monkind has taken a tum for the worse today;
and the symptoms are staggering:
hysterical weeping on all four corners of the earth,
flowers that cannot bloom,
men buried upside down,
up to thelr shoulders in mud, begging
I am afrald to look out the window Cornelius, o
"nothing 1s plumb, level or square", e

All poems tremble before they begin and sigh before they end,
it 1s an action requiring both chambers of the heart,

4

and I, Comelius, am always dolng penance for some imagined ctime |

which I am not quite able to commit;
woe to the man whose ldeas are too heavy
for him to carry from one place to another.

I have a,small confession to make, Cornelius,
Iam noE/ afraid of tomorrow.

I know 1t has been alleged 1n certain quarters

that Ramon Angelo shudders at the thought of meeting his maker'
that the future is a source-of fierce anxiety for him,

that just thinking about eternity gives him hives; :
but I confess”td you, Cornelius, T am not afrald of tomorrow,
it 1s toddy Ramon is afraid of.

I mst also admit? that so far, your sllence has soothed me
In the wrong direction;

for, instead of fostering a more solid belief in solitude,

I am begiming to see spots before my eyes and feel faint,

like a man held fasting against his will.

I am calling out to you one 1ast time, Cornelius,

I amn waiting for your re

and I willl walt as long as (i1s humanly possible

(even the beasts have ac amount of patience)

but I must warn you, I cannot walt much longer;

~feor mankind has taken a turn for the worse™today,

and you are the nly one left

who has not been infected to the point of immobility, A

for this reason aloné, Cornelius, I beg you to strike a match
in the flrmament,

for those of us whose flngers are alz@ady* severely burned.

L]

Ramon
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Cormnelius,

. I've about had it with watching the sun go up and come down, =

\night after day after Mght—-— Christ, the repetition in heaven
: A9

Y

must drive the saints and simners crazy. I feel sorry for the man
whose heart has never skipped a beat; the horror and exhllaratlion
are tremendous; even you Comelius, once confided that nightmares

provided you with the deepest kind ofr satisfaction—— that at times, -

they brought you to the brink of absolute within your™Swn self.

@
‘I have not trembled as much as those whose 1ives are about

to be ended against their wills, nor have I had to endure pain,
beyond that calibre of minimal djscomfort— but\internally,
inside my fervored brain; I have lived through the most caustic
assaults you could imagine— even your ‘nightmares, Comelius,
would be shocked. Your pain is only a preameJ.e to mine, I am
looking out the window Cormelius, the sun has not come w today,
perhaps it never will, .

N voT ;

Ramon ’

~.

i
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June 12

My friend,

I have never shed enough tears (to actually falter in step)

while walking toward the abyss;

nor have I sat cross—-legged at any honorable throne (long enough)
for the serpent of dark or the angel of 1light

to tap me on the shoulder and take a look;

I suppose it comes down (finally) to patience,

of which my supply is limited at best: ¢

Ah for so much, Ah for so little, and man poor man;
he swings his crazy eyes, as

Wwhen a man behind us calis by clapping his hands;
swings hls crazy eyes, and everything alive

1s backed up, like apool of gullt, In that glance. -

Theré are blows 1n life so violent... I can't answer. -

But where does that leave us; those who move, with no thought

of moverment, with no desire to be rooted or uprooted,

no desire to begin and only the shrug of our shoulders l
at the thought of ceasing?

We are not fit to be soldiers, Cormelius. We are not stromg
enough to entertain such thoughts But I will not surrender.

Let the reinforcements withhold their ald, let them discourage me,
let them lead me astray, Let them anathematize. me.,.

Ramon may not be strong enough to bring down the temple walls

but neither is he a coward.

Untll we meet again, nmy amms are yours. Do not let the callouses
on ny hands ﬁ-igﬁten you; I have been rowing for quite some time;
I have not moved an inch from where I started, but I have been
rowing none-the-less. There is room for you, Comelius,

at the stem of the ship, for Ramon's eyes are failing,

and if he should reach solld ground again, he would like you there
to tell me where indeed he had landed.

So let my offer stand, wntil a lion lies down with a lamb,

or until your heart swells (to twice 1its normal size)

with the desire to follow me to the ends of the earth.

I am as always,

your most regrettable Ramon
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B, ‘ July Sth

all is hocus-pocus, abyacadabra, poof, goodnight-- >
all things are relentlessly pushing backwards,

shrinking inward; TN
past finite, past miniscule past iota, past atom--

toward infinity

toward the wblased arms of nada y pues nada; s

Imagine that, Cornelius,

the final stop, the eternal resting place,

for us and our big ldeas, does not actually exist,

even for those who are convinced they are heading there.

What I'm saying, Comelius, is let us live 1t upwhlle we have
the strength to; afterwards, well, I leave that to the wlzards
to discuss among themselves,

I have spent too much of my life thinking about death,

and the possible (more than probable) finality‘of such a state

of existence-~ but I feel the weight of the preceding contradiction
50 heavily at times, that all I can muster is a glgantic shudder
and a desperate prayer; a prayer, at the center of which,

is a sllence, holy beyond ny conprehension; a prayer which pleads
for the san of god to appear and clarify the mysteries

he inspired in the first.place— I hgve as much chance

of my prayer being answered

as a drunken sallor has of passing through the eye of a heedle,

I know, all {ings are possible—- all things except thls, Cornelius.

-

Another contradiction, but so be it-- language always collapses

in on itself when a man goes too deep wlthin his<own psyche,

which in some way lends credence to the claims of the mystics-- -
vho, so far as I'm concerned, shouldn't be trusted, until the .
wor-ld's most respected cryptographer comes forwand

vith the key to break their code

in sickness and in hea.\xth,

Ramon '

[54]
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I've been wondering, Comelius,

Do zebras have one more white stripe or one more black stripe,
elther way I mean? 1 have to know, because the mystics believe
that God planted a.key to the mystery somewhere, and I think the - -
zebra 1s a g% place to start,

Everything dissolves, Cornellus. Even the bat's radar

" fails at the end; but I don't want to end; I just want to etart

something, which will take my mind off everything else— an anesthetlc
for the unconsclous, like counting backwards from infinity.

You are so quiet, at times, that I fear for your safety my frieng.
Sonmetimes it crosses my mind that, perhaps, I am writing to a ghost,
or to the shadow of a ghost, or at least, to someone who is familiar
with the hablts of ghosts, Perhaps you' ve begun to splral in another
direction since I saw you last; perhaps ascension 1s better than
neutrality, after all. You'll have to let me know about thaf, Cornelius,
You will have to try and bring yourself to make a confession,
no matter how small— and what better way, than to confide in an old
friend about the mysteries of this (or any other) life, about how many
stripes the zebra really has after all, and about how God never found
the time to talk with you.

I am almost out of flares, Cornelius; I cannot signal indefinitely,.
but I must pralse you for listening, even if your response has been
lost in the tool night of indifference-—— as I said, I fear for your
safety my friend; I fear for the'geese in flight, and I am begiming
to fear, that my time has cogg or is coming.

. I have heard about a mirror
) in fight,

‘ [55]
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Comelius,

1 have never desired what I needed, only what I have wanted;
Christ, therefore, has no bloéd left to shed for me. My body won't
listen to a word I say. It flatly refuses me, in public places—
laughs silently and out loud. My body has a mind of its owr), Cornelius,
thcx@?’rslot my mind.

Christ! I invcke that name when I cannot think what else
to say, when I am too consumed to go on and haven't the strength
necessary to grab (end hold on) to even a single ward., When the void
appears,” out pops Jesus.

There 1s nothing on this earth to smile about, Cornelius. '~
(Once we realize this simple truth, we need not suffer aga:l.n and yet,
I continually suffer— and worse, I suffer on account of my sufferj_ng

What' does all this mean, eh, Cornelius? Down which foul road
has Ramon led you again and with what foul pictures in hand?
Can't Ramon dance? Can't Ramon sing? Who knows, Cornelius,
perhaps Ramon's tears are but the prelude to a great symphony that he

_ has been secretly writing for years, in his own blood. And someday,
my friend, he will play the world his one song and dance his one dance—

but for now, and for as long as I can remember, wmy life has been
heading directly for my death ) ¢

[

Your Ramon

o [56] L
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; Oct, 15

Listen fo me, Cormelius, — '

for the sake of Art, for the ‘sake of the undone, the human
primates; for the sake of all the oceans that have gone<inder
the bridge; for God's sake, Cormelius, listen:

only one battle has been fought;

during the entire hfistory of man,

only one fire has d, only one sun has set

and only one moon has waned, Listen to me Cornellus;

only one man has dreamed about the Cosmos, only one man has

bled to death and only one man has died in his sleep, peacefully.

I have been a man of.too many words, "a perfect poem has aft
infinitely small vocabulary..." I have been a man of too many
moods; yariety has added only a panoply of excuses for 'excessilve
behavior in both directions; the man who goes crazy in a bell-
tower in Houston, and the one who crosses the enemy lines in search
of a soft bed+ both suffer from a desire to flee themselves—-—

but this desire cannot be satisfied, Cornelius; for when we flee
one thing, we are of necesgity attracted by another.

One thing more, Cornelius, your seeming indifference to my pleas

and sermons; what am I to make of it? I imagine that you sit

réading these words as if they had been written to someone else,
that this, and other letters of mine, have«fallen Into your hands

by mistake, and that your response is not necessary or expected.

This 1is not the case. These words are for you and those like you,

It 1s your obligation, Cormelius, to say something on behalf ‘
of those you represent féven if your capacity to answer for

yourself is limited by your desire to remain aloof and anonymous.

Again Cormelius, only one man has bled to death and only one man
has died in hils sleep, peacefully. I am not that man, Comelius, *
but you my friend, must stand up and be counted; your volce must
rise above the clouds and then crash down upon the earth with

such fOrcs-that those who are walting will finally be assured
that-efigir prayers have been answered-- so delirious with thanks
that they will not even care to inquire whether the answer to their
prayers has been yes or no—- rejoicing only that someone heard

and sameone answered,

In this,and in other endeavors, the stars are on your side, and I,
Ramon Angelo, half saint, half whor\e am always on the side of the
stars.

. "o
) r to you Cornelius, and to those like you,

I am as always, ‘
Ramon

[?7)
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No more excuses, Cormelius,
the paltry promse, "all will be well in the énd",
cannot sustain me any farther
into this intolerably long night,
almost of the lguana, but certainly of the ‘restored eunuch.
I've seen a vision, Comellus, .
a vision no beast could be forced to endure H .
‘my vision is 1ike 8011d oak in my weins, L.
my vision has made me stand eredt for the firkt time in months,
my vision i1s an implosion, directed against the cells themselve,s,
my vision says, "do not be dividéd against yourself Ramon,
do not bend to the desire of the great magnet in the sky, ’
do not break man into two grotesque and separate entities; .
one solld, the other liquid; one of the flesh and the other o
of the spirit; there 1is no wage in making distinctions whlch
drive you to the very brink of madness.,." - .
This is what my vision says to me, ﬁomelius,
while you remein, "my silent friend of many :distances",
and what has become of you, Comeliug, how many songs
have you sung, and to what twisted melody.-have yc;u langulshed,
in the center of you; silence, directed toward me,
at no wage to yourself? ’ )
I am done with sllence, I am done with ghosts, .
done with hollow men, with swollen men, desolate men,
men who camnot answer even ane sinple quqstim, ever...
I am ready to sing nmy one song and dancel my one dance,
* I am ready to leap across the.great abyss, without my blindfold on,
my be,jéwelgd and sacred blindfold, - :
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with no faith in my heart and no hope inmy head; -+ '
to leap for the sake of the leap, remember Nijinsky; b
I will send back a photograph of myself on the other side; ’
I will do that for you, Cormelius, ’ ' o
I, who keep my own promises, my silent friend of many distances.’ )
4 N - >
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Cormelius,

I think it is time to tell you something which I have kept

to myself,long enough. Little girls are for little boys,

real little boys; not the little boy in us all, nor the

Tttle boy in me, They understand each other, or at least --- - .

they have the capacity to. Ramon has been trylng to fool

himself for years, stralning famillar adsges, into grotesque

counterproduyctive hypes, which now fif him like a glove, \
but leave little, if any, room for breathing. You know the kind, N
Comelius; experience 1s the best teacher, and so on.

If I have not spoken to you of love before, Cornelius,

it is precisely because of my predilection for the undernourished

women of this world; a fascination which has cost me much more ‘ i
than I had bargained for, if such things can be bargained for at all.

For me, love has always been a movie theatre, where the .
pmJectifoQist died of fright, viewing a film, someone had -
substituted for the one which he was familiar with.

“ o

Many times I have convinced myself of love's presence,

through sheer 1mginat1m and.quintessent desire. When a man
is thirsty he.will drirk even of stagnant water. And that is why,
Comelius, I have not spoken to yo&.of the women in my life,
for there were none— little girls, of course, there were many.
They run faster and lle better,

But I must leave the little girls behind,

I have been fasting between ,their iegs long enough

The time for Ramon to assume himself has come.

The tlme for decent laugtiter is upon him,

and so I am loosening up my Jaw

hop:Lng for the best; :

Ram::n's laughter 1s the holy medicine my soul needs,

L .
M )

as always,

Ramon - . ..
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And what 1f after so many words,

thé word itself does not survive, eh Cormelius?

What 1if after the sledgehammer has pounded its final nail,

the nall itself vanishes? What 1f after the seventh seal

has been lifted, the soll then shrirks back into obscurity

apd disappears? ¢

Don't tell me to concem myself with the substantive

and dismiss the vacuous., All things are conceived in the mist
and dissolve forward, back into the mist. Hasn't this proposition
played havoc with you, at least once, in your solid 1life?

Hasn't the scent of things past startled you in your most

secret depths, at least once, causing tremors and creating doubt;
the only I'?a‘d which leads to any.certainty at all.

F‘br rhe, doubt is a fixed reality.. It isn't that I have no hope.

I simply have found nothing to have hope in. I have plenty of hope.
It swells in my innards. My veins stand out as proof, my eyes bulge.
I even have faith in my hope,lornelius, which is all I can say— -
until the item to which my hope can stick, comes danclng out from
the tumnel, or, until the reinforcements release the cryptographer's
minute book-- so that I may determine for myself, if my faith

in my hope has been in vain or, a glbrious fast which has

begun to pay off. )

As for you, Cormelius, and those like you, your falth ls glven
too easlly; mine, I hold back. I-walt like a rogue by the waysilde;
I bide my time and give ny attention, and what I may call my

' affection, to the wind, to the clouds as they pass, and to my faith,

t
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which is continually nourism% mfﬁ, which 1ssliving

the solitary life, inside my veins, waiting for the supreme release, "
which may or msy not came. ' ,, )

as is my habit, I remain, .

- >
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¢
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. '\f * I had a dream last night Comelius, ’ .
, 1n which a’herd of zebras came charging toward me, \ 4 o
¢ . out frog @ tumel, which seemed-to begin and end in a mowntain,
N . thekindtrainspassthroughwhenthemmtainistoohigh o
C t‘eraverse any other way. 4

The zebras had {arge ‘human teeth and were baring them at me.s
h I was r'urm.ing avﬂay_ﬁ‘om them, lgoking back from time to time
9_ . _ running o&n what I took to be a savannah an’open ,and empty plain.
When -1 JJV.oPked back again, ‘1 noticed the zebnas dldn't have
< the heads of zebras at all but. rather, they hgw had the heads

oo B
i ’ ~- . of chinese eunuchs heads like tmwonetines see ’ /

: ’ " On old snapshots of men such as these who attended the Exrpemr 8

a : every desire, - ‘ '

/ v ' ”

~ And as I ran, I continually looked“shead and from side to side,
. .seeking a place to take refuge from these horrid beasts,

.but then I realized,that the zebras were néither gaining on me \
nor retreating further away fromme. I was perpetually (so it seemed)
trapped in the middle of a great pursuit, -of which I was to be
the eternally pursued., ’ . ~
'Then, out "8f -nowhere | ‘a mowuntain loomed from the horizon,

‘ large , foreboding and magnificent. And down from the mountain,
théhsands of gssorted reinforcements were coming to my rescde;
the cavalry of the 1800's, the doughboys of World War I, the

‘ Green Berets of the 1960's. Hundréds of kinds of mif‘orms,
' hundreds of nationalities, all coming to my ald. And I perched

-
. K trwself on the side of the mountain and watched the reinforcements ’ *
' . o and the zebras, with the heads of chi.nese eunuchs, fight each other
b e .. on'my behalf, until not one zébra nor one soldier remained,
) -~ “and then I \alked‘into the tumel where the dream began ,
i N and awoke, T J- )
“:§ . . . ‘\ ) . ) . N . ) - ‘ ﬁ R
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Comelius,
Hallelyjah, and then some,

I will not sjing another sad song, my friend;
laments are no different than defeats,

and.I forbid the darkened émber, I forbld the eulogy.

I have discovered that we need not Jump into the abysé,
we need not even contemplate it, we need only come as close
to the precipice as 1s physically possible, without falling off;

this is the way to accurately test our reflexes.

Ramon was waglng a war of severe dissimilitude;
pride forbids my makdng it any clearer,

¢ 

suffice 1t to say, Cornelius, that the zebra is now one with

1ts own kind;

the blind man has found his mother;

the tunne] has been excavated, and 1t is nothing more tha%

a hollow cave
the stars are shirﬂng

4

the eunuchs are not content a.f‘ter' all, they've nothing to

smile about;

I am wander'ing the open plain, applaud.ing myself and grinning,
looking for the tips of the.arrows which I misplaced,

in my searing sapprenticeship .to Doom;

And now I rust report té you, Comelizus
that I see your parachute foided neatly under the 1argest

scactus tree one cguld imagine;

the' reinforcements must haye left it for me,
for me or for Christ; Christ the man, not. Christ the exit,
or, Christ the exclamation-—- But T do not need a parachute

I lift quietly off the gmind of my own free will,

and. in doing so, Ramen is final]y free of you and "of himself.
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