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2:55 pims

it's got up over 20 finally
but sharp gusty, the |
wind-chill index down god only knows
where l

but sunny,
-the sun like a laborious failure,
the winds just not letting any heat
connect
with the ground, sweeping it right
away or
&lae pouncing on it with nordic
absorption (and dispersion):

there are some clouds, mostly

white, but=%he furry W

snowclouds: s
disconnected ,
seem denser towa the horizon while

in the main-overhead blue emptiness
is clearly dominant:

if one were farther away toward
the horizon, though, it would probably
be mainly clear there, too, because
the density is merely the accumulation
of distance: the clouds are moving,

I mean, there is no illusion
of staving, and mostly grom the nnrthm
but a little from the west:

last night, because I had a
visiting poet for dinner, I forget to
take out the trash till about nine ‘
o'clock, and the sky was bright, “the
yardstlck, the big dipper, the little
dipper, even a trace of the milkv'wavﬁ
and so many little blurry stars:
colder than today but stiller:

I used to get scared out at night
when there was no cloud cover but now
I don't mind much, it's kind of a
thrill, terror and the wonderful being
cnuﬂina* I stand on my own two feet |
now, practically, and I don't care
how deep the skles get or cold or
vacant :

I don't know what the weather's
going to do: I haven't heard a
forecast all day: I know I'd rather
be surprised by weather, though, than
by a forecast:

geese were
honking over (squawking)
last night: the moon wasn't up
either yet (I mean the sun wasn't
up also either) - how do .

those birds know which w)y.

way to fly: by stars! p. ...

maybe: gt

I think they could see Lake

Cayuga off to the left and were mainly
just holding to the right margin:
how come when vou write about the
weather t e continuous light falling
on the paper is not
visible in the poem: poem=light has
to be created all the time
or the poem seems—to—be takﬂﬁh place
in the dark: let me say: all this
time the light has been coming in my
window, a bountiful, bright light,
partly reflected off the white side
of the garage, superbright: but, then
I wonder if at night you have to keep
creating dark while the poem tends
to sound white: that's an interesting
problem we can try existentially:
there I go, talking again to '"we"
noboddes 4R hello "we" "you"
"us": I'm here: buy this poem so
"we" can be together: I don't mind
talking about nothing but not to
nobody:

fh-r e T o W S bl assmes 1 = oy - M | ﬁ-‘ﬂlﬁ*"lr

-



window, a bountiful, bright light,
partly reflected off the white side
of the garage, superbright: but, ther
I wonder if at night you have to keep
creating dark while the poem tends

to sound white: that's an interesting
problem we can try existentially:
there I go, talking again to '"we"
noboddes 4RRE:; hello "we" "you"
"yus": I'm here: buy this poem so
"we" can be together: I don't mind
talking about nothing but not to
nobody:

(by the way, there's still plenty
of light - in fact, it's only 3:15
and the sun hasn't been setting
lately till about seven (I'll get an
exact reading on that, though of
course those readings change daily))
just now there is a small white cloud
nearly overhead
and every now and then a tuft of
expanded snow drifts down but it's so
windy you can't tell which cloud it
came from:
better quit: lately I get tired
doing nothing: the wind jars the
window into a low burr like a hoarse
cicada: but of course we don't have
any cicadas now:

I think the amazing grackles thai
came two weeks early wish they
hadn't: they aren't sitting in any
high branches today and I don't blame
them: but it was comforting last
week to look across the vards and
see a skinny tree occupied by one
black item: I hear my won downstairs
say he can hardly open this door
the wind is so hard: hard wind:

think of that:

while the light outside feels
washed clean of heat, inside in the
living room it catches: yocu can
stand in it, the same light, and
warm up your legs right away: 1 don™
know how light carries heat:
probably heat appears only when

there's a distumbance

to the light, an interference:
otherwise, all that cold heat gets
cold through cold space here and
then, breaking apainst something,
turns hot: amazing but the hell
with it: 1let the scientists,
inclined to
worry, worry
about that: us poets Just came along
for the ride‘,aﬂ—tn ride: we™=p
splain?g nuttin: .
the best news
of riding is riding: everything else

there is to know about riding

ain't worth a shit: pardon the
dirty language: I don't like its
rhony force, either, but people
except you in this age to be a little
d€classé, shall we say: I'm willing
to be lowly but frankly I'm glad
for some of the elegant who sit about
reading (or writing) nothing about
nothing: you need an independent
income to bring that off: a vacant
aristocracy
who prove there is need in the world
by needing nothing: did anything
ever sound more intolerable or
desirable: and anyhow isn't it
probably true that no matter how higk
you raise the lowly somebody will be
higher: it figures:
I think everybody should be rich -
why the miserable putdown difficultik
- and I a little richer: or a little
more independent:

death will, of course, make this
whole trip look silly, but then it
always does: if there is anything
whatsoever to hold onto it is the
rim of a turning nothingness, not

that I suggest that nothing

is the same as nothingness:

L:46 p.m,

the paper came and says the sun will
set tomorrow at 7:11 BST - our years
now universally covered with BST:
paper also shows gulls working flight
over the lake shoreline against a
background of whitecaps: low tonight
10: high tomorrow 25-30: cold and
sunny:



L:46 p.m,

the paper came and says the sun will
set, tomorrow at 7:11 BST - our years
now universally covered with BST:
paper also shows gulls working flight
over the lake shoreline against a
background of whitecaps: low tonight
10: high tomorrow 25-30: cold and
sunny:

there's a feeling for cold, sunny
and windy: a thin feeling, a
floating, warping expansiveness: and
tonight five six hundred streakers
plan to strike up libe slope ir-bke
at10 degrees: all the penfdps will be
short and the breasts crinkled: all
the 1little faces of pen$®es withdrawn
like turtleheads and all the big faces
of girls (breasts eyes, etc. - mouth
beardy, you know) will be astonished:

what's interesting about eaking
is the permissinﬂmh}u
speeding through |
aesthet ic disengagihé tert remoyes
threatss—ef intfimacy: the way a-gaui
quail will sit by a highway a&=%%
knowing fast traffic g9 ossphe=im its
own prison:

but if streakers stop and loll lust
will turn exposure vulgar:

and certainly the balls will be caught
up tight and the guys will feel a lot
better running, unflopping security:
but the big tits will churn and jounce
the 1ittle tits (I like them) will be
so muek modest in the cold and so
tempting to the heavy mouths of warm
onlookers: nutfucker: jellyfish

belly: plump potty:
now the sun is sinking low: (6:30)
to the reading 1 must go:

what I liked about the brook
yesterday was
that at its falls it threw up
drops that caught on overhanging
twigs and froze
and as the night came there's no
telling what happened: the ice
pulled the twigs down into the
running: or ice made a shelter over
the rush: or maybe it got cold
enough to put a stop to the whole
brook: imasgine, the reservoir of
stillness: but consider how much
motion has to be drained away before
every drop gives mobility up:

1 ask my students, where is
the tension: I answer the question
by telling them, the tension is in
the medium: what is the medium:
the medium is the self first and then
the poem: and who are the makers of
tension: the great spirit-beings:
the hero of focus wrestles the hero
of comprehensiveness: their great
feet splatter forests and undo ranges
the hero of motion engages the hero
of resistance: that leads to some
gight, slow musculature, like
bending iron: the hero of energy
meets the hero of restraint and
neither oge will give more than an
jnch: it is, I tell my students, in
the inch of giving, to one side or
the other, that the artist finds his
difficult play: right?, I say to my
students, and they say, right on:
they like me, as I do them: I tell
them, further, the poem is like a
raft of cocoanuts, its own means of
travel: my students like that: seck

fine—students:

10;21 a.lle.

how much play is there:

an eighth of an inch in bowling
of f one way or the other eam strikes
a strike ﬂutﬂjNK:

a sixteenth egn 1eav§ja corner pin
standing:

but in the fine play such freedom

to knock all the pins down:

same with poems

the wide free play is no play m&
define room by sharp concisions!

the sky is sound, bell-whole, blue,
misty white on the rim, cloudless:
arctic high: 1like a smart woman on
a morning porch, the wind sweeps the



a sixteenth egn leaveja corner pin
standing:
but in the fine play such freedom
to knock all the pins down:
same with poems

the wide free play is no play M%
define room by sharp concisions!

the sky is sound, bell-whole, blue,
misty white on the rim, cloudless:
arctic high: 1like a smart woman on
a morning porch, the wind sweeps the
heat like dust away:

maybe 25: when flying consider @
surface weather situation, celings
and visibilities, significant radar
echoes, low level weather forecasts,

and upper level wind patterns’

\

it's

SO

great
to write about
what nobody ever does anything about
and can do nothing about: for what

is the use of writing
about something if
you can fix it some other way:
&t for those things inelucaable,
irremedial, and often invisible, we
need accurate perceptual feeling and
consolation: writing is no way to ric
the world of

war

abuses to women (the majority

minoritv)

poverty

disease

greed :

FREE OFFER

FREE LUNCH

FREE RIDE

promote
fantasies ventaln the grossest chunks
of meat: that~asy afloat in the finest
weaving and separation into mind
reality takes on i&&most gorgeous
sensuality:

g:11 4-M.

today is forty and gray: last
night a skimpy snow made a thin
blanket but then the night warmed and
morning had all its darker colors
back: odd that things can survive the
winter and not the spring:
in the fall, snow got to and
covered up the snapdragon bunch early
so its low sprouts stayed rich and
green under the higher brown seedstalks
but last week after the snow was
gone cold came and got right into the
ground's skin withering the snapdragons
just when I thought they might last
thrguel=for another season:
as I said, the grackles came two
weeks early, obeving apparently a
secret knowledge of an early spring:
but robins either lacked the knowledge
or disobeyed because now on the 1léth
(their day to come back) there are
still no robins: 4gt
in the thicket the squirrels
re winding round the trunks imgs= vine
, male chasing female, the two
sometimes pausing into a fluster of
stalling, a bunch of leaves breaking
out from the invisible vine-ways:
I've never seen a squirrel springing
from tree to tree catch on a dead limb
and crack down:

they know where the snappy woodg

but I have seen squirrels inch out .from
the trunk on dead 1imh§} téey testmy
rot: wherever they run, swaying deep
on sprung, caught branches, their
weight is a gauge telling them the
strenghts, tensions, resiliences of
their roadways:

the clouds are
separating into masses with higher
light in some regions: the forecast
though is for an afternoon of wet snow
followed by a colder night with less
chance of precipitation: in winter
I can catch from my window
a flake of lake surface low through

near-hill nets of stripped branches
anAd redar etandes +adzayr 494 9 +Fe
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but I have seen sauirrels inch out _from
the trunk on dead limbE; tiey testiy
rot: wherever they run, swaying deep
on sprung, caught branches, their
weight is a gauge telling them the
strenghts, tensions, resiliences of
their roadways:
the clouds are
separating into masses with higher
light in some regions: the forecast
though is for an afternoon of wet snow
followed by a colder night with less
chance of precipitation: in winter
I can catech from my window
a flake of lake surface low through
near-hill nets of stripped branches
and cedar stands: today it is the
same color as the sky so that it seems
a cloud has escaped and is tunneling
under the lake's other ridge: I like
the weather: 1 like to dwell on
weather, even when it's bad:

weather is, in a paace, like feeling
to a system of things, ®t—is, the
atmospheric effects, sometimes
invisible, summary but difficult to pin
down in the tangible: one can be in a
strange place that is home to another:
takes a long time for inner feeling to
learn the outer weather, the feel of
things, the knowing what something mean
s without having to be told, the
catching right away of the right tone:

after you know a poem well, it

becomes imbued with itself, its
aura, atmosphere, interpenetrating,
breaks out around it, a round, invisibl
blossom and there are fine sensations
sensed not with eye or mind but with
the feelings: subtleties for emddess
nice considerations:

every day across the sky the figure is
described: one stands in the forenoon
or noon or afternoon until the day %g |
spent: what is a spent day worth: :
nothing: only memory keeps it ﬂh%ﬂ-/
the\new day: recalled and recalled it
canngt be recovered: weep your heart
out: stand blank &ke in the face of

a new day: stand blank in the blank
dawn where the figure will unwind
again: the figure having writ moves on
to write itself again and again till
tke face of man disappears and the
writing, written on nothingness,
continues its unheeded descrippion:
what are we: my, what are we: we are
roarers: we roar in the writing as

the writing sun roars: we flare with
heat and fall with terror: we guzzle
the present flavor: over and over in
flesh we write our figure: we make

the flesh roar and gﬁﬂﬂ-&u: we
write back in every new face our
correspondence with the sun: what have
we for this: writing: we enact the
figure of the motion: though the day
quits us we will not quit: we will

not quit: because of the sweet roar
we will hum and buzz #8 the hour:

6:25 p.m.

the rain, sometimes heavy, we had all

afternoon now is turning to wet snow,

snow in the air, melting on the ground:

figures of motion: here & there

up and down

back and forth

round and round

in and out

out and back

meandering (sort of like back
and forth)

spiraling (sortof like round and
round, round and round with

progression)

is the banquet of life for you

a feast of pain: when the patterns

of intimacy and community formed

were you a loose thread to the weaver's
annoyance: 1is your face the puzzle
af=tke reject -

9:00 a.m.

the snowflakes are almost lighter than
air: when the air eddies and stalls
the flakes ride in an open holding:
they streak past the window asc?nding:



DacCkK anc iorin

round and round

in and out

out and back

meandering (sort of like back
and forth)

spiraling (sortof like round and
round, round and round with
progression)

is the banquet of life for you

a feast of pain: when the patterns

of intimacy and community formed

were vou a loose thread to the weaver's
annoyance: 1is your face the puzzle
of=the reject -

Q:00 a.m.

the snowflakes are almost lighter than
air: when the air eddies and stalls
the flakes ride in an open holding:
they streak past the window ascending:
but when the wind descending stirs

it screws them to the ground: inchipg

backward th catch a forward |
ef=air and Maway:

11:1)4 a.m.

so many grackles

and starlings light in the
thicket that the branches po—dmie -3
92 swayis, weightier, a deeper
average of the wind's motions:

but the droppings.
every single one when spring starts
working can feed a branch: is this

a sound artistic enterprise: I
think not: to the essential figure
of going should bhe added and
exterior unity - along with some
sense of congruence between interior
and exterior :

but I am not interested in that:

I like this: maybe because it is
unsound, the leaning column, the
cracked bell, the chipped pot: no,
te smashed:

creation into figure restricts
process: but destruction of figure
doesn't promote process:

neither creation nor destruction

answer me: only the interior

weavings of the ongoing, those
essentialized motions, tl¥ey tell:

- change is said to be the
.-fwn:;tr'k W saidy-bo~ said
‘“£o be, sa be: actually, change

is the perfect assimilation into the

only possible now: the only recovery
from the past and the only continuity
into the future: change as the
holding, the only constant life:

the snow is so skinny the grackles

can overturn leaves and find the
brown ground: the starlings aren't
leaf-turners: they pgraze closer
where the grackles have been: black
birds in the bunch, too: they all
fly together: and redwing blackbirds:

12:53 p.m.

so hard to keep tsesgiRc

on the subject: weather:

what is that: when it dwells,

as it's doing now, snowing, millions
of events, it's dull: and when

it changes, who could keep up with
the nuances:

in bowling, as in poetry, you can
play to win against a competitoer
or you can play to beat the game:
to beat the game in poetry includes
designing the game to beat: and
the game others have designed:
<H;;;§*is the central concern, the
concern of concerns: finding one's
_75'place in the social order: or not
finding a place, learning to live
without a place: finding a place

includes changing the order or making
a place where there was none:
this
\ benefit the outsider
\_gives the order that rejects him:

the thaw snow melts and
macadam'makes ripnles rills:

elsewhere, bank and thicketland
N enmmnoy eaddar s
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9 place in the social order: or not
finding a place, learning to live
| without a place: finding a place
includes changing the order or making
a place where there was none:

this

\ benefit the outsider
_g1vea the order that rejects him:

the thaw snow melts and
macadam' makes ripnles rills:

elsewhere, bank and thicketland
g0 spongy sodden:

(my junk is more beautiful than most
people's jewels)

Lancelot, acanterinp alnng a forest
way, made out u a
brimming hrnn den amd made the
maiden, laid his eyes nn a lay and
laying into her laid the lay:
Lancelot had a lot of lance, and the
maiden said, Lance me a lot, Lancelot.
so he took her to the brush and
finding hér brush and thin wound and
doing it good indoctrinated it with
tongue to a lippy, purple bulge, a
rampant wound which weeping he stuffe
%iikt with lance and filled & with
pus (monstrous ministry) which
wrecking the wound improved the whole
personality, two personalities:
ruffled but becalmed, Lancelot and
the maiden shook and preened till

tisr-¥e® smooth again, a stormy
clearance: the medicine of the spher:

S
class, let us search this story for
deep, perhaps central, figures: a
classy society: not a rag on: hard
on hardship: piercing romance:
probably it all means something:

there's no- future in-killirsyourself
tn@mni—_dxms-;;—’kc"rﬁ‘ﬂm

when constipated, don't push down too
hard, as if from on top: the harder
you press, the tighter you get: relax
wait till you're seized by an undergro
n: after all; as-Coleridge says, it's
an undercurrent of ling that gives -
1life things:

not much to play without balls: but
with them!' (have a band in it!)
football balls, bgséball balls,
basketball balls4 soccer balls (sock
her to'im), bgdeh balls, play balls

(will the biséxuals in the audience
please stand\up:

trank you -

will the sa nmasnc?ists please
stand up: .

thank vou, sirt

will the speciélifts in cunnilingus

please stand up: \

ah: 3

will the specialists iQerllatia
please stand up: 5

sees not a straight in house: )

critical chippy-chippy take apart but
dismayed to find no use to try to put
together the taken apart because alreat
put together before chippy-chippy:

most out upon a dead limb! crickets!

bowling balls, tepnis balls, ping pong
bagls, pinball %alls, loaded balls,
pool balls (bill rd, not a variant on

beach) /

on the brink of the slope wherggfhe
slape;ﬁﬁgigiﬁ\qlggfgjthe wind's high
agdiggjgeﬁﬁﬁ where the brook usually
fal1s pilasters of jge stand from
ledge EE ledge: ic??decnratinns of ayw

% ice® cake:

but down south off &ke Anfartica's
shores, juvenile penguins are plunking
into the blue-clear ice water and
scrambling up on to floes: each floe
with a little dark colony riding:

1 hear the trickle of I3ttle penguin
bones ' down into the beight heavy
cold'wdter onto the céntinental slope:
nccd%innally, the skeleton of a
leopard seal nods down and touching
the pengu1n bnnes tricks into bones:

__11 .JJ._.. . e N W ﬂh‘i’:



on uvne 0O Ol LT Sl0pPC Wlhtol
slﬁpaféﬂfigiﬁ\glggggjthe'wind'a’i}gh
ar;ﬂ?erﬂ': where the brook usually
falts pilasters of ige stand from
ledge tg ledge: ic;?decoratiﬂna of ay

% ice® cake:

but down south off ke Anfaxtica's
shores, juvenile penguins are plunking
into the blue-clear ice water and
scrambling up on to floes: each floe
with a little dark colony riding:

I hear the trickle of l*tt]le penguin
bones pay down into the bedght heavy
cold'water onto the céntinental slope:
mccd@ianally, the skeleton of a
leopard seal nods down and touching
the penguin bones tricks into bones:
all that is alive will die, prey and

predator, all will come i@to rest:
the deep blue icy rest of the’%I&?l

bon mi)lliops,, a8 sprinkling &h&L

ng: nothing ig.l@, be
understood, nothing: no wondefjwélare
brutal, taught by n ure lank-

but of
course with an indifference we can be
fairly free in construing but can't
be indifferent about: 1life's rough:
speak of the reality principle, 1'd
as soon be crazy with illusion; s

e

8:12 a.m. think of the snow
left on
the ground as a description: (gray
cloudy this morning with shallowest
furrows of delineation): most of the
ground is snowless bet the snow left
i®# nearly unreadable: trailings along
the northern side of hedges, the
height. of boundaries reflected 9%
white: that weuld—beSecsuse
vesterday's sun couldn't reach full?l
theme: between the big yew and the
backporch, a big island: the wind
was probably responsible for that,
drifting concentrating and deepening:
out in the thicket a scattering,
the wird snow-wind calmer there, the
consequences broken up by branches
and shadows, the shadows, of course,
mixing with change as the day went on:
today is supposed to go above
freezing but stay cloudy so evaporatioc
and melting should be even everywhere:

anyway, however today proceeds, it
begins on yesterday's record which is
so perfect a summary, if hard to
assess, it seems it should be kept:
whatever is well done attracts ue
with recollection:

to overwhelmed with sobriety 1is to
be d by the universe: champions
of the spirit know the score: a
quitter never wins and a winner never
quits: space-age accuracy: if this
be error and upon me proved, 1 never
thought about it twice and am willing
to fBEEEE it: fussbhudget: no alarm
for a cause: that yvew can take the
breeze out of nearly any breeze: a
recap and update: short comings:

those who favor change are
hell's speakers while those in grace
-do-not—eare for-ekhangeapd recognize
none: the weather through a2ll &es_
change is perfeet in itself (is that
the answer) but hardly ever &s#me
achieves a perfect hour: the
demiurge in an urgy dramaturgy:

writing is when possible, pnssiblﬁf
and when not, not: -

man is of such splendid dev1sing?he is
pleased to run into a filure or ‘just
somebody who makes less than he does
or has less because he can indulge his
superiority and make it agreed to by
the other party by controlling the
gestures of meeting, a touch of
arrogance, the dgressiveness of
determining je®t how much will be

said and how long the e xchange will
take: the failure makes him feel so
good, he almost loves him and indeed
becomes semewhat willing to "help":
derive "charity":

but if he runs into someone rich and
successful, he is offended by the



man is of such splendid devising7 he is
pleased to run into a filure or ‘just
somebody who makes less than he does
or has less because he can indulge his
superiority and make it agreed to by
the other party by controlling the
gestures of meeting, a touch of
arrogance, the digressiveness of
determining jw®t how much will be
said and how long the e xchange will
take: the failure makes him feel so
good, he almost loves him and indeed
becomes somewkat willing to "help":
derive "charity":

but if he runs into someone rich and
successful, he is offended by the
grandeur hbut feels forced to praise
and congratulate so as to handle his
resentment: this is the creature we
a@l love and are: the rich man dies
easily in our minds because we feel

‘he deserves it—se: wody v R 7

I was born in
Whiteville, a southern place: I can
remember when the sidewalks were
planks over muddy holes and when the
stores were tin-roofed shakks: at
least some of them (the stores): then
Leder's was built, a big department
store in the middle of the block:

but not right in
Whiteville: go about a mile on past
Soul's Swamp to South Whiteville ﬁﬂ;i
where the road forks off to New
Brunswick but keep on straight pretty
soon a dirt road splits off to the
right: go that way: far back in
there, after some turnings and
windings, sandhills and branches, you
come around a curve and go up a little
and there is the place, on the right,
the pecan tree and pear tree still
standing: but no house: no mother or
father: just where it all used to be:
isn't that just like life:

I'm going to make a decision about
happiness - to be unhappy: a lowgrade
permanent depression: for who wants
to be the fool of every surprise, the
butterfly of every passing delight:

e toad, the cold recalcitrant toad
ié"my figure, the cold toad that
flabbes out only to engulf: the vmky
thing more depressing that what is is
what is not:

fella said all\greaﬁfpnetS'were (sic)
monsters: I said no, all people are

monsters but only great poets know
the full %;zéﬁt of $be monstrosity:

kn;:\ﬁﬁﬁ li:

show and tell:

blow a tell:
crow and\tell:
snow and btell:

flﬁyfand tell:

e

fegla said his marriafe had got so

the only favor ‘he could do his wife
was die: hard tc show affection:
but he could merciful and do
himself a fator: puzzling possibility

a descentﬁ}ngz hglifencnurages
everybody: wonderful to find
somebody worse” off than you: bad

news travels/fast because it is the
self's best/good news:

what man makes, frnqgghﬁhyﬂrent of its
perfect completion,Wdécays: #Fe paint
chips: tke stone oxidizes: the
instrument obeys the note with a
different voice: the new language

is frost heaves to the great poem:

but what god makes decays and rises:
the playing out of the full motion
pleases, though that motion never
pleases by (John says I should

mention him)(so I will) pretending to
stand still:

it is hard to relate art to the ongoin
art stops a moment before it falls
abant only to have the art fall apart:
a difficult bind: a crunch: an
unamusing frustration: death the only
viable alternative: getting used to
death: getting used to giving up
life: give up nothing till death



it is hard to relate art to the ongoin
art stops a moment before it falls
abant only to have the art fall apart:
a difficult bind: a crunch: an
unamusing frustration: death the only
viable alternative: getting used to
death: getting used to giving up
life: give up nothing till death
takes everything: hang out:

in the academy the necrophiliacs speak
tenderly of the dead: they write books
to them, husband their remains, wive
and mid-wive their spirits: they make
love to the remembrance: they sorts”™”
dust and imagine the dead alive in
death: they nourish shadows and with
long tongues lick them into the pretens:
of life: they mumble and their great
jowls drip with murmuring: for in the
world of the dead, knowledge is the
only show of life, the knowledge itself
not ebwerg-emeughk firm enough to throw
a shadow:

once a year the necrophiliacs rise to
the late rite of spring, put on their
shadowy robes and parade solemnly in
the strict air: the underworld appears
in daylight and thickens darkness into
day: they show their funeral to life
but will not touch it: if life
touched the processions, they would
puff into the spores of fungi and blow
away: their robes would fume with
smoke: they would reduce to tiny
flagrancies of ash:

once a year the necrophiliacs swarm up
from the ground, pitch and cluster

on the quads, line up in two's and
seep, seep in a martial somnolence:
look out: the keepers of the dead will
sing your life away and when you are
sung lifeless they will lay their
hands on you and say lost languages,

fer they will not touek—you-while-you |
lieg:

this they cannot bear, the imagination
that burns them off the streets and
quad-walkways: cinders to the
imagination, the imagination can make
but smoke shows in them though it knows
their substance better than they;

they are knowledge's dumbshow: the
flavor of culture is a black tang in
what they eat: a somber lace enthralls
what thev see: their hands are gloved:
their ears bristle W‘ithﬁgﬁ cotton:

the life of the mind! cutting out
shades from the papery past, tearing
them up, and blunderingly pasting them
together again: behold! 1lifel Ethe
Bfe6fthe mind:s do not go too near:
heed the peripheral si : the body
is the imagination: h it dance:

learning €& by burning, the fire
scripture: the wounds heal and scars
are our collection, repository, our
vocabulary memory never fails to recall



