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a little preface
for david aylwerd

a8 tinv blue. 2 green. eastern snd western. certain
possible things. magic in the guise of science. shaman. -

david sat down. plasmen. & door opened. outside the sky
was blue and tiny. the grass was green. david sat down
and talked. personal saints. words. we held up the sky.
later i said blue. it was a tiny day. so little room to
move 1in.

saint ranglehold. saint reat. seint agnes. saint and.
we moved into the room. a tiny green. a blue. hello. da-
vid opened a door. we talked of personal things. possi-

ble skys. saints. an eastern green. & western blue. tiny
doors ovening into the sky. :

*
war,
raw,

and were 1 to give you the moon. a clear sky. david
sald 1 was wrong. opening the pages a million dollars,

1 felt 1like shit.
later it was all a 1lie.

¥*

the dream. saints appeared on the wall. rangleﬁold. reat,
agnes. and. 1 was wrong, they were -always there.

lunacy. phases of the moon. a disturbing preoccupation.

CHAPTER 36. david closed the book. blues for oleg. the
circuit closed. ,
(i want to 1let you in! these are my saints



these are david's saints.)
8 qulet corner. an open room. windows blowing.
quote,

unquote,

green yellow dog y . i ) .
down. 1 is not, 3 is? P. 1 have not, i am,
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ne Sais

Pas mademoi j
mes ye moiselle. je ne

.je
amour Mirrori
ing Ux meilleup my urging

ooy 8 fing 1ing otoM Of stalactite, a

ing. the burning of the urge. the surge forward in eninal
belng inside us. the catatosis ven del reeba rebus suburbs
of our imagination. last church of the lurching word worked

wierd in our heads.
3%

great small lovers move home. red the church caught up rel-
ishes dog. lovers sainthood loscs oversur. oh i growing
hopeless 1lies in ruin. u in i hope bectroot,

¥*

halo. hello. 1 cover red my sentiment. blankets return the
running ships back. clock. tock tock tick tock.

so he loves her,

the red dog pgreen home. geth ponts roturns a meister shaft.
statements ssach one &nd any you rether the could've repent
- alright? il n'est pas sont école la plume plum or apples
In imegining. jc ne décsirez pause. je ne sais pas. Jje ne
sails. je pas.

11 y a 13 lever 1ls lunc. l'emour est le ridicule of a life
sont partir dans moors. le velschtung est huos le jardin
d'amour, un chanson populsaire during the revolution.

mon amour un cherie, a cherry, 8 cheery rose with shy pe-
tels to sly on. saint rcat will teach me songs to woo her.

"
I

8u revoir, le réeveillcéllde sounds up the coach. les pi-
eds de la chevalicr volecur sont ma mire on 1la nuance de ma
votoveto,

oh meman. oh papan na pen ppapa psn pe pan ppan. le¢ choux
deriver la nom du chien from dog. le chat cat is back who
has forgotten his neme,

[AD]

NOW THIS IS THE DEATH OF POrTRY., i htave sat up all night
to write you this - the pnem is dying is dying - no - i
have already seid the poem is dead - dead beyond hope be-
yond recall - dead dead dead

granted a few quiet moments 1 would tell vou what the poem
is or has heen since the poem is now dead. the poem has



been nothingthe poem has becn somethingthe poem is a hag
been has been ever this poem the same for me who would
tell you now what it was to explain what it could be op
might have been(as they say)MIGHT HAVE REEN beyond recall
now 1 have said but still having sat up all night 1 would
tell you something of all this.

this is yours st. reat yours i know it is yours because
i? i1s not mine tho i write you now to tell you it is not
mine (mine never having been ever and ever ss always what
has been said 1 said was saigd by you saint rest

SO now i can tell you the breath is dead that brought
forth the song (poem) long time gone old dear old poem
yur a.long time gone and i cannot do more now anything
to br}ng you (him) (it) back no nothing no thing'at all
to bring the poem (song) back cven tho i cry for it to
Say a part of me has a hunger that will not be cascé (a-

gain &.again) by speech (an o0lg f i :
dead that brought it forth ovh] ng Ter the o i

ACTUAL FACTUAL THE DEATH RE

WHO'LL LISTEN 1o o PORTED TODAY TC ANYONE WHORE

. ¢ginnings and endings
S8y nothing not even middles used to 1 ha%e confﬁsed §OU

My people my People who are :
i do not know who iam togayyou ‘sten o me who ere you

maybe 1 will know now thet the poem is dead

the poem imprisonegq
: me
reat) imprisoned me til{Who e

NO EYES 1 1love with erything I HAVE NO TONGUE
i }Ovcygitngzi boom SPEAK SPEAK snd the language
pocm you will not would ngtm;oilSten bk Bpeuk bo me

have become closed to me 8ot hear me oven you

S§V€ iaid many things bnfii}dbifhave said before as i
8 said ' - € Delorc now be I .
fenee fenee éftfa?hO? L0 saint peat ag;igggogiclfzifgt
8int pegy ., 28198 & friend go1] : 4
reat and ea1j, €d her the same

3

t0 She who jd Seint agnes to him to her
i hoe ap tls NOW and forever trappcd
'OI‘H there of e Nt reat lieg dcad (how he was
g4gainst ¢ Penma : nd not the tongue) dead as i said

sai v agint eS g« i
d he 15 geagq and i kney iigzgsbSdz him and a fricnd
e true,

i have a vision. i haye not

. a
Vision hag i 2 vision has

not. if i have a vision i have i. if 1 have not i have a
vision of 1.

.
%

saint reat do not. this damned land has no vision. words
spoken grow which ere god's only. c¢nd. where are you saint
reat? i have no words., therc is nothing. and. your sylla=-
blecs damn this land of scntences. i broak letters for you
like brecad. i smesh sounds. you are¢ nowhere nowhecre now
here now therc now wherc no wherc saint reat nowhere. i
have broken by rhythms for you and changcd my symbols,
piercec my brecath with cleuscs &% to where. to here? saint
reat bewarc. cir i inveke you. the beast in my soul be-
comes sound to be lost in the cchoces of your passage. @
Sage. saint rcat.

this is the divine experience. that i have found my words
uscless to reach you., cverything has bccome e statement.
1s there any“hing that has no% become a statement. the rc-
velation is that my thots can becom. - ,ound. that there is
no cxperiencc cutside mysclf that cannot be reflected in-
8ide mysclf, that i have secn you come and go to burn and
to dic and have carricd on. this is a divine experience.
onc that you have made mine in your passing.

1 have m.2¢ song and i% was not whols. cloth torn to be
rent agein. L have given my soul to you - the heart of my
vowcl love, you have repiicd with consonsnts and taught me
the wisdom of ways. oh there is not onc i would take now
without knowledge of the other. to walk down again and a-
gain as Crunk i have staggered into many pocms to find you
there knowing cach time i will knew you better. as 1 have
strupgglcd vith my hecart to know the mcaning of my loving
you. saini roat you arc the vehiele of my passion. i1 usec
you shamclessly. therc is no love in meo beyond the love 1
let pass thru you. you are the key to the ravelling in my
brain, the delicatr [in; rs to cnter the passagcways of my
trains of thct. i am no longer whole uithout you. i have
passed the point of recfusing you to find myself misusing
you. i would undzrstard this now sain* rcet. there is no
song beyond this, a hym to your praisc. no undcrstanding
beyond the faszt of your presencc. no way to cscapc the way
1 have twistcd and warped you to bend you to my will fin-
ding finally it was you who had donc thesec things to me.

¥*

eh saint reat. lct us begin with the mornings. you braid
your syllsbles into words and your words to sentcnces, ten-
ses of meaning i become lost in. you arc verb and noun end
1 am lost in the mystery of you. syntax is the ax you de-
stroy me with. the cutting edges of your breath sever my
links with the past. lcavc me the speccs to breathe in.



saint reat have i not told b & g
Will you not belisve me? i Zggz Tots 1 how 1 misuseq you,

Solf' and yoyu now the s
» NG ymbols unfoilg again,
to lose mysclf in youp mystery, to worfhip at the

bet of your wond ;
15 nat e, Cr. saint reat you must lcagd me. my tongue
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as tho to be without & namc wer. to takc up the cross, so
that a man who is part of the namcless, part of the mass,
carrics the cross further, or is morc wcighed down by it
X - namelcss
the roversal becomes completc

a cycle into the 30r1s

33
33

the trinity
fencris
saint rcat

saint and

saint agnes who gave them a name

seint ranglehold

as the ‘cock crowcd

magic rcplaced by rcligion

in the 20th century a return to magic in the guisc of sci-
cnco.

2 e o C C d
tho truth falls away or is pUSth. thvﬁh?:diogrgfi‘?zr‘;
further apart by thc foelings. the feco éan srs). the
-mask for the cmotions (ccrtain possible is %Sst in possi-
hands do not do their bidding. the body lbl= things. thosc
"bilities 6f being. of being so manY.piéséxc;us¢ of being
things only that arc possiblé¢. po?Slbd“ ~;1
becomeable. able to be made stable end roel.
. 5 i the
foneris. carly vicws saw vision as EVIL ;gggatigﬁsfrOSho
eyes (as inm our own comic strips). diffg;cnt Somes I8 the

recvealed herseclf to many under many the sca the
sky = ; ’ the.eY§ t?ﬁ
PRANCFORMATIONS  ohomsky: "mothing irretrioveble is los

as the man says "SPEECH!"



shadows of shadows

"love is something nice like
nice applc

nice animal

nice flower

nice trece

nicc gardcn
nice room

nicec potatoc
nice onion (ugh)
nice girl

nicc man

& nicc lady

& nice boy

that's lovg"

O OO OO ®MMO

word gaps occur ¢verywheres

to be Someone, c¢ven for a moment, is better than being no-
igu. if you are o poct you say it is s problcm of languagc.
Jou are not a poct you talk too much or too littlec. a

poct (Docm)(says rob) is anyonc thi C ’
Ly g ) { n (€] a / ©88CS
and communicatc feclings, ’ ( B (poem) st o

NOW words seem lesg important, whitc sound is loud.

the chincse knew this. a wo 3
. rld of e c VO e
spacc, calligraphy. negative formsY TOSEY. Bhd Tevhisiad

, . (thus it is that i had
loarncd the scerets of Sub=-spacc - taught to mo ss the chi-

gziESK?ngig Etshzzugg? péusos»and non-verbszlized statc-
Spacos where thg ming ﬁgszrtS) e no e oF Bl <-fwa

e 1 €S Seeking oxj c ncgative
8rcas we live ang broatho in) 8 ¢Xits from the ncgati

aftbrthings (for bill ang marting

move up ang back thg

S¢s, the clippeg glass, fene

accent of th, ris studics the moon, po-

Sun,
cnter my door my hcart

and wherpc 9

and fing me not thepe gone

“Vor the synp gone b bluc bl bioes Fope

the windoy Plazrs ¢ black into the Mmoo uC uc uc 4

N ooeT1s studie ) N = its light - and in
into the moving dccgdlos the g

changes thcrc - up and back

whore ?
feneris

gazcs on the stroct below - the figurc of a girl mov.s
there = moves wherc fencris gazcs back into*the glass win-
dows of the- sun - thcy do not exist he thinks - thinks hc
does not cxist but for the girl moving thru the door - but
for the bluec fingcrs cntering the moon i would not cxist -
hc docs not cxist for the girl '

‘ AR and fencris moves - moves
thru the thickening accidonts of the day - his eyes tur-
ning bluc under the clipped lightning of thc moon - clo-
sing - closing - she can never reach me - fingers from the
strcet entering his door - never to rcach me - 1 am a win-
dow in the girl's changings - and studiés the closing of
the sun - impossible but for his burnt heart

% iR
% %

he was twelve or should i say thirty-five. it docsn't mat-
ter. In her terms he was thirty-five. 'in his twolve. 1t
doos matter if you consider the time wasted. he did not
considér the time wasted. it did not matter.

she did not
carc for him or he did not understand her. pcrhaps she did
carc for him. he didn't know. now he would ncver know.,
this was the tragedy. that she did care for him or did not
care for him seemed unimportant. thotragedy was that he
would never know.

W<

Az 3z
W

e

the strects were cold. he turned up his collar. she wes
not herself. she was herself thru other cyeS'this wes
somocthing she would never understand. if s?g digagidgg'it
stand she would not remark on it. if shc di ig not rcmark
he would turn eway. if he turncd away she wou

on it zgain.

feneris turned up his collar to hide thonmoog. fSErvﬁggcr-
very end he thot. the tragedy wes that gubbi nz; he could
Stood. perhaps later he would U?dorSt?nt :hc would ncver
not remark on it. cold seems unimportent.

be herself again thru his oycs,

Az
“wuv

¢ city sink-
ing undcr the moon - it is my o

s ELR COId.shawas as closc as she hedhb:c?oignfgg
“in the he felt the closcnes

2 i S d been in the room \ st bl
gathiring. ho eould not gather the closcd rooms sround b

ovcrﬁ do§£ sﬁo oponcd was part of lis lear.

3] 3 Q -
n o] v in a dream of the impes
walking towards him forever as tho 1 - I e ue

cppi th
fheses moonu; itzgzgn%ho pale doorways of his
fleeted doorways of the s . -
. 1t his hands falling into the wecighted cold
feneris fe i



ncver to touch her - rooms falling - ncver to roucn me
from the strect beclow - i am lost in a room of windows
that do not cxist - and his fingers move out thru the
doors they arc always closing

e

she wes moving towards him thru that room she had always
boen moving into. she docs not cxist without me he thot
or i do not exist without her. somctimcs the room cxlsted
but he did not exist. if hc did cxist he did not exist
for her. she was a child he had entered into as if he was
a child himself. it was he who was entering thc room., it
-Was her who stood inside him waiting for her to come. she
did not comc. when sho ceme ho was not thcere.

* %

the moon wes not up. fcneris turncd the window down and
gazcd at the room, it was all folding in., the girl had
never approached him tho her fingers had brushcd him.
the

room was folding impossibly. feneris scemed lost in. thc
moon, .

1 am not mysclf. i have never thot. i have nover
known mysclf,

his namc folded in,
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