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Juan Ramon Jimenez

A Translation for John Ryan

In the white endlessness
Snow, seaweed, and salt
He lost his imagination.

The color white. He walks
Upon a soundless carpet made
Of pigeon feathers.

Without eyes or thumbs
He suffers a dream not moving
But the bones quiver.

In the white endlessness
How pure and big a wound
His imagination left.

Snow, seaweed, and salt. Now
In the white endlessness.

Ballad of the Little Girl Who Invented the Universe
A Translation for George Stanley

Jasmine flower and a bull with his throat slashed.
Infinite sidewalk. Map. Room. Harp. Sunrise.

A little girl pretends a bull made of jasmine

And the bull is a bloody twilight that bellows.
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Dear Lorca,

These letters are to be as temporary as our poetry is to be pes
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the old rubber tires and cans of gasoline a Negm somethiﬂg?
o m nm;n What a beautiful afternoon! YOICE:
: -. (A parrot flutters around in the sexless sky.) il;lu:;ﬂﬁnu“
BUSTER KEATON: | like riding a bicycle. 1:::, ﬂ:fhut;.b;;tm@;h
rHE owL: Toowit LoOWO0O. };1;121!; Bt}y:d‘:nsmnm

gusTER KEATON: How beautifully these birds sing! .
greenhouse but not

between a bowl of hot

THE oWL: Hoo! |
in the distance.)

BUSTER KEATON: It’s lovely!

(An American girl with €

(Pause. Buster Keaton ineffably crosses the rushes and little fields of
rye. The landscape shortens itself beneath the wheels of his
machine. The bicycle has a single dimension. It is able to enter books
and to expand itself even into operas and coalmines. The bicycle of
Buster Keaton does not have a riding seat of caramel or sugar pedals
like the bicycles bad men ride. It is a bicycle like all bicycles except for
a unique drenching of innocence. Adam and Eve run by, frightened
as if they were carrying a vase full of water and, in passing, pet

s american: Hello.

(Buster Keaton smiles an
We do not have to
wear them.)

pusTER KeATON: 1 would have

bicycle of Buster Keaton.) ; 2
THE aMERICAN (breathless): I
BUSTER KEATON: Ah, love, love! leayest
(Buster Keaton shi

(Buster Keaton falls to the ground. The bicycle escapes i
behind two enormous gray butterflies. It skims madly half

ﬁ:om the -gmund‘) THE AMERICAN: Dﬁm

(Buster Keaton i



 (Four angels with wings of a heavenly gas balloon piss
S flowers. The ladies of the town play a piano as if they were
' bicycle. The waltz, a moon, and seventeen Indian canoes
precious heart of our friend. As the greatest surprise of all,
has invaded the garden like water explodes a geometrical cly

sugar.)

BUSTER KEATON (sighing): I would have liked ro have been a swan

can't do what [ would have liked. Because—What happened to
Where is my collar of little birds and my mohair necktie? What
disgrace! s

(A young girl with a wasp waist and a high collar comes in

. on.
bicycle. She has the head of a nightingale.) -

YOUNG GIRL: Whom do [ have the honor of saluting?

BUSTER KEATON (with a bow): Buster Keaton.

(The young girl faints and falls off the bicycle. Her legs on
ground tremble like two agonized cobras. A gramophone pl

thousand versions of the same song—"In Philadelphia they have r
nightingales.”) e

BUSTER KEATON (kneeling): Darling Miss Eleanor, pardon me! (lo
Darling (lower still) Darling (lowest) Darling.

(The lights of Philadelphia flicker and go out in the faces
thousand policemen.)

The other the mo

Littlc neighbﬂfs; I
Where am [ buried?
In my tail, said th
In my craw, said the

And I who had been
With the earth at my
Saw two eagles of marb
And a naked maiden.
The one was the other ;
And the maiden was no o

Little eagles, I asked then
Where am [ buried?
In my tail, said the sun.
In my craw, said the moon.

On the branches of la
Saw two naked pigeons. ¢
The one was the oth
And the both of |




A Translation for Eric Weir

At ten o'clock in the morning
The young man could not remember.

His heart was stuffed with dead wings
And linen flowers.

He is conscious that there is nothing left
In his mouth but one word.

When he removes his coat soft ashes
Fall from his arms.

Through the window he sees a tower
He sees a window and a tower.

His watch has run down in its case
He observes the way it was looking at him.

He sees his shadow stretched
Upon a white silk cushion.

And the stiff geometric youngster
Shatters the mirror with an ax.

'.'Che mirror submerges everything
| a great spurt of shadow.

An untouched
The figtree wants to

Like a panther its sl :
Stalks my poet shadow

The moon has words
She is mistaken and beg

Yesterday, tomorrow, blac
Troop around my circle.

Where would you look for my! .
If 1 exchanged my heart?

—And the figtree shouts at
Terrible and extended.

A diamond
Is there
At the heart of the 1

And there is nothing
Nothing in the



_n;gg_m;ﬂmmngonapier at the end of the

dog howls at the moon

* A dog howls at the branches
A dog howls at the nakedness

- A dog howling with pure mind.

B 5 2 T e 0 g 14

Task for the poem to be as pure as a seagull's belly.

The universe falls apart and discloses a diamond

Two words called seagull are peacefully floating out where the '
waves are.

The dog is dead there with the moon, with the branches, Wlﬂ'l
my nakedness

And there is nothing in the universe like diamond
Nothing in the whole mind.

The Little Halfwit
A Translation for Robin Blaser

I'said, “Afternoon”

But it wasn't there.

The afternoon was another thing
Which had gone someplace.

(And the light shrugged its shoulders
Like a little girl.)

This one is big and
To grab her in my a;

Is she ever coming?

(And the light as it went
Separated the little halfwit

Verlaine

A song
Which I shall never smg i
Has fallen asleep on:
A song

Which I shall never

Above the hone
There’s a firefly
And the moon
With a ray inty



At that time I'll imagine
Which I shall never sing. S

A song full of lips
And far-off washes

A song full of lost
Hours in the shadow

A song of a star that’s alive
Above enduring day.

Dear Lorca,

When I translate one of your poems and I come across words I do not
understand, [ always guess at their meanings. [ am inevitably right. A
really perfect poem (no one yet has written one) could be perfectly

hundreds of its own words clinging to it, short-lived and tenaciou
barnacles. And it is wrong to scrape them off and substitute others.
poet is a time mechanic not an embalmer. The words around
immediate shrivel and decay like flesh around the body. No mu
sheet of tradition can be used to stop the process. Objects, words 1
be led across time not preserved against it. -'
I yell “Shit” down a cliff at an ocean. Even in my liferime
immediacy of that word will fade. It will be dead as “Alas.” But if I put

ith them, Eﬂvel
MMost of my friends
plinding light of the.
from each of thgm
connection—as if a

were shouting, “See wh
Look at my butterflies, my
with all this crap? ‘

Words are what sticks
the real into the poem. *
They are as valuable in the

The Ballad of the Dead Wa
A Translation for Louis ‘

Because the figtree was saples
It has cracked at the root.

Oh, you have fallen do
You have fallen on your he

Because the oaktree
It has cracked at the b



~ Oh, you have fallen down on your hea
m Ju have fallen on your head. Gt

. I have scratched out my heart.

Oh, you have fallen down on your head
You have fallen on your head.

The Ballad of Weeping

A Translation for Bob Connor

I have closed my window

Because I do not want to hear the weeping
But behind the gray walls

Nothing can be heard but weeping.

A few dogs might bark
A few angels might sing

There might be room for a thousand violins in the palm of my

hand.

But the weeping is a big dog
The weeping is a big angel
The weeping is a big violin
The tears put a muzzle on the air
And nothing can be heard but weeping.

, © Because | walked through the branches ;_ -

f your hand had
Not a single’
Would spring from
Easy to Write, to
No, I said, read
Be there

Like the earth
When shadow covers

Song of the Poor

And the heartand t
Feel sorry for me.

That small belt 1t
And that sadnes



mmwu heart and the air
Feel sorry for me.

Ay qué trabajo me cuesta
quererte como te quiero!

Ode for Walt Whitman
A Translation for Steve Jonas

Along East River and the Bronx

The kids were singing, showing off their bodies

At the wheel, at o1l, the rawhide, and the hammer.
Ninety thousand miners were drawing silver out of boulders
While children made perspective drawings of stairways.

But no one went to sleep

No one wanted to be a river

No one loved the big leaves, no one
The blue tongue of the coastline.

Along East River into Queens

The kids were wrestling with industry.
The Jews sold circumcision’s rose
To the faun of the river.

The sky flowed through the bridges and rooftops—
Herds of buffalo the wind was pushing.

A limit of needles will fe
And there will be coffins
New York of mud,

New York of wire fen
What angel do you ca
What perfect voice will te
Or the terrible sleep of your

Not for one moment, bea
Have I stopped seeing your
Or your shoulders of cordu:
Or your muscles of a virgin.
Or your voice like a column
Ancient and beautiful as the fc

You gave a cry like a bird
With his prick pierced throu
Enemy of satyrs ey
Enemy of the grape :
And lover of bodies un
Not for one moment
Who in mountains
Had dreamed of be

The young pain of
Not for one mor



* Man alone in the sea, beautiful

Because on the rooftops

: in bars
Bunched together in ]
Pouring out in clusters from toilets

Trembling between the legs of taxi-drivers
Or spinning upon platforms of whiskey
The cocksuckers, Walt Whitman, were counting on you.

That one also, also. And they throw themselves down on

Your burning virgin beard,
Blonds of the North, negroes from the seashore,
Crowds of shouts and gestures

Like cats or snakes
The cocksuckers, Walt Whitman, the cocksuckers,

Muddy with tears, meat for the whip,
Tooth or boor of the cowboys.

That one also, also. Painted fingers
Sprout ourt along the beach of your dreams
And you give a friend an apple
Which tastes faintly of gas-fumes
And the sun sings a song for the bellybuttons
Of the little boys who play games below bridges.

But you weren't looking for the scratched eyes
Or the blackswamp-country where children are sinking
Or the frozen spit

Or the wounded curves like a toad’s paunch

Which cocksuckers wear in bars and night-clubs

While the moon beats them along the corners of terror.

You were looking for a naked man who would be like a river
Bull and dream, a connection between the wheel and the seaweed,

pe father for your
And moan in the

Agony, agony, dream

That is the world, m:
The dead decompose tl
War enters weeping,
The rich give to their gis
Tiny illuminated dyings
And life is not noble, or go

A man is able if he wishes
Through vein of coral or the
Tomorrow his loves will be
A breeze that comes sleeping |

That is why I do not cry out, ¢
Against the little boy who writes
A girl’s name on his pillow,
Or the kid who puts on a v
In the darkness of a closet
Or the lonely men in bar &
Who drink with sickness tt

Who love men and
But against the rest of

Hard-up and dirty-



dw rest of you always, who give the kids
o5 of sucked-off death with sour poison.
e AT rest of you always
" Fairies of North America,
% Phjams of Havana,
Jotos of Mexico,
Sarasas of Cadiz,
Apios of Seville,
Cancos of Madrid,

Adelaidas of Portugal,
Cocksuckers of all the world, assassins of doves,

slaves of women, lapdogs of their dressing tables,
Opening their flys in parks with a fever of fans
Or ambushed in the rigid landscapes of poison.

Let there be no mercy. Death

Trickles from all of your eyes, groups

Itself like gray flowers on beaches of mud.
Let there be no mercy. Watch out for them.
Let the bewildered, the pure,

The classical, the appointed, the praying
Lock the gates of this Bacchanalia.

And you, beautiful Walt Whitman, sleep on the banks of the Hudson

With your beard toward the pole and your palms open

Soft clay or snow, your tongue is invoking

Comrades to keep vigil over your gazelle without body.
Sleep, there is nothing left here.

A dance of walls shakes across the prairies

And America drowns itself with machines and weeping.

Let the hard air of midnight

Sweep away all the flowers and letters from the arch in which yot

" And a little black boy announce to the white men of gold
The arrival of the reign of the ear of wheat.

The gulls circle the
Calling their hunger

A wind rises from
Like the passing o

Two boys play on the
Laughing

Their gangling legs cast
On the wet sand 2

Then,
Sprawling in the boat

A beautifal black G-



A Translation for Joe Dunt

You want me to tell you
The secret of springtime—

And I relate to that secret
Like a high-branching firtree

Whose thousand little fingers
Point a thousand little roads.

I will tell you never, my love,
Because the river runs slowly

But I shall put into my branching voice
The ashy sky of your gaze.

Turn me around, brown child
Be careful of my needles.

Turn me around and around, playing
At the well pump of love.

The secret of springtime. How
I'wish I could tell you!
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A icular color of gray in this ocean.
s .w:mz;::s;::?cmon; one needs to.discover it. :
= ”:dm these letters. They correspond with something (1
 what) that you have written (perhaps as ul'fapparent}y
‘ ; :spohds to this piece of seaweed) and, in turn, some
will write something which corresponds to them. That is hm.

men write to each other.

Narcissus

A Translation for Basil King

Poor Narcissus
Your dim fragrance
And the dim heart of the river

[ want to stay at your edge
Flower of love
Poor Narcissus

Ripples and sleeping fish
Cross your white eyes
Songbirds and butterflies
Japanese mine

I so tall beside you
Flower of love
Poor Narcissus

He Died at Sunrise
A Translation fi

Night of four moons
And a single tree,
With a single shadow
And a single bird.

1 look into my body for

The tracks of your lips.
A stream kisses into the
Without touch.

[ carry the No you gave

Like something made
An almost-white len

Night of four moo
And a single tree
At the point of :
Is my love, spi



The pine needles fall
Like an ax in the forest.

Can you hear them crumble
There where we are sleeping?

Dear Lorca,

When you had finished a poem what did it want you to do with it
it happy enough merely to exist or did it demand imperiously that
share it with somebody like the beauty of a beautiful person forces
to search the world for someone that can declare that beauty? An,

where did your poems find people?
Some poems are easily laid. They will give themselves to anybo

and anybody physically capable can receive them. They may

meretricious. From the moment of their conception they inform usin
dulcet voice that, thank you, they can take care of themselves. I sweas
that if one of them were hidden beneath my carpet, it would shout ¢
and seduce somebody. The quiet poems are what I worry about—t
ones that must be seduced. They could travel about with me for years
and no one would notice them. And yet, properly wed, they are more
beautiful than their whorish cousins.
But I am speaking of the first night, when I leave my apartme 1
almost breathless, searching for someone to show the poem to. Oft
now there is no one. My fellow poets (those 1 showed poetry to &
years ago) are as little interested in my poetry as I am in theirs. We bo
compare the poems shown (unfavorably, of course) with the poems
were writing ten years ago when we could learn from each other.
are polite but it is as if we were trading snapshots of our children-

e

rances who

acquai
enerous, ats
There are the
Poems have) lately
gecided what kind o
always looking for
(rouble. Yours and not
the marks of your st
there is any reference |
do it myself. ;
When you are in love
always interested because
If only because each poem w
or Mr. Y period of the poet’s
love, but I am a far less frustrate:
Finally there are friends
life who could read my pox
them in print so he can see th
All this is to explain why 1d

Narcissus
A Translation for

Child :

How you keep falling i

At the bottom the:
And in the rose ther



A giant of wa

makst that bird. Look.

That yellow bird. s o Cm
. your body, with

My eyes have fallen down s body wid

Into the water.

My god. '

How they e slipping! Youngster: . o
__And I'm in the rose myself. i |

In the distant night the
A little river

And a colored ﬂmnm

When I was lost in water I

Understood but won't tell you.
1 cHILDREN: When will ot

Ballad of the Dead Boy
1 When my words no lo

A Translation for Graham Mackintosh
A little river .
And a colored fountain

Every afternoon in Granada
What September

Every afternoon a boy dies
Every afternoon the river sits itself down

To talk things over with its neighbors.
1: A bloody rose and a v

THE CHILDREN: Dip them
A little river

And a colored four
What :

All the dead wear wings of moss.
The cloudy wind and the bright wind

Are two pheasants who fly around towers
And the day is a boy with a wound in him.
There wasn'’t a touch of lark in the sky
When I met you at the wine cavern + The fla
Or a fragment of cloud near the earth
When you drowned on the river.




b= SRS rink the kind water of an old song
220 r4g5 CHILDREN: D
¥ A little TiveT ;
Anda  fountait
Why have you gone s

summer’

o very far from the death of your

] am looking for a magical clockworkman.
I

cripre: And how will you find the highway of poets?
THE :

- The fountain and a river and an old song.

THE CHILDREN: You are going very far.

1 [ am going very far, farther than my poems, farther than the
mountains, farther than the birds. I am going to ask Christ to give
me back my childhood, ripe with sunburn and feathers and a

wooden sword.
THE cHILDREN: You have left us here to sing the death of your summer.
And you will never return.

A little river

And a colored fountain
And you will never return.

Buster Keaton Rides Again: A Sequel
A Translation for The Big Cat Up There

BUSTER KEATON (entering a long dark corridor): This must be Room 7.

PIGEON: Sir, [ am a pigeon.

BUSTER KEATON: In a mi

(Two chambermaids
pigeon and one to Buster

18T CHAMBERMAID: WhY do
,ND CHAMBERMAID! Nogh_iag '
BUSTER KEATON: No. There

(He takes out a chessboard ]
pigeoN: I could love you if

BUSTER KEATON (biting the ¢
jail for not giving infor:

3 CHAMBERMAIDS: Yes.
BUSTER KEATON: [ am not
PIGEON: Don’t you belie
BUSTER KEATON (c



ve a lictle magazine up my ass.

[ ha
,WC“'
157 SPANISH

ams: Oh!
4 CHAMBERMAIDS .
s his politeness and becomes a Ca

ter Keaton fﬂfge‘Mary Mother of God, and distributes ;

the room. He hangs by his heelg

Bus
,(,j;es mass, says Holy ;
to all the policemen 1n

i
crucifix.) 5

ARy (coming in abruptly): Buster Keaton you have bump_ea'
GIN M

VIR
Car.
BUSTER KEATON: No.

(Alcohol comes in wearing the disguise of a cockroach. It is bye,
crawls silently up Buster Keaton’s leg.)

BUSTER KEATON: NoO.

(Alcohol and the Virgin Mary perform a dance. They both pretend
have been lovers.)

BUSTER KEATON: I will never see either of you in Rockland. I am r
going to Rockland.

(He takes the chessboard and invents a new alphabet.)

VIRGIN MARY: Holy Mary Mother of Go

d Pray For Us Sinners Now
The Hour Of Our Death. ;

ALCOHOL: Dada is as dada does,

VIRGIN MARY: Did. (She falls into a blue robe.)

(suddenly, #‘t’iﬂﬁ
kisses the Virgin

ALCOHOL: If [ weren't

pUSTER KEATON (sadly): I

Stands l_n the mid&e@
arms.) R

(Everyone comes in. Polic
perform a complicated syr
every dancer.)

BUSTER KEATON (bleeding
effort he throws the 1
kidding, Ilove you.



rhe Ballad of Escape
| . A Translation ﬁ)rNatHardm

I have become lost many times along the ocean
 With my ears filled with newly cut flowers
With my tongue full of loving and agony
[ have become lost many times along the ocean

Like I lose myself in the hearts of some boys.

There is no night in which, giving a kiss,

One does not feel the smiles of the faceless people
And there is no one in touching something recently born
Who can quite forget the motionless skulls of horses.

Because the roses always search in the forehead

For a hard landscape of bone

And the hands of a man have no other purpose

Than to be like the roots that grow beneath wheat-fields.

Like I lose myself in the hearts of some boys

I have become lost many times along the ocean
Along the vastness of water [ wander searching
An end to the lives that have tried to complete me.

yenu$

The dead girl
Naked Of '.:h.e LA
Surges on into P€

The world stayed t
Lily of cotton and
It peeked timidly out
Looking on at that

The dead girl .
Was eaten from inside

In the unyieldingness
She lost her hair.

Friday, the 13th
e

At the base of the
Which makes us
Below it are carpets
Red, blue, and OTE :
I say the ﬂCSh ls
Itis an Empty
In which there i
But alit_tle ma
And big, dark



,.: 5 Mafm E .

A Translation for James Broughton

ind, window, moon
(?f;en the window to the sky)

Wind, window, moon
(1 open the window to the earth)

Then
From the sky
The voices of two girls.

In the middle of my mirror
A girl is drowning
The voice of a single girl.
She holds cold fire like a glass
Each thing she watches
Has become double.
Cold fire is
Cold fire is.
In the middle of my mirror
A girl is drowning
The voice of a single girl.

A branch of night

Enters through my window
A great dark branch

With bracelets of water
Behind a blue mirror
Someone is drowning
The wounded instants
Along the clock—pass.

Like a rip€ apple
pown from her head
A fish crosses her, ca
The wind whispers,
But is unable to awaken h

The pool holds loosely
Its rider of something
And in the air its gray n
Vibrate with frogs. :
God, we hail you. W
To Our Lady of Water
For the girl in the pool 7
Dead below the ripples.

I will soon put at her
Two small gourds
Because they can k
Yes, even in water.



" Laoneliness is
. the poer’s Jife (and any sudd

essary for pure poetry. When someone intrudes g
nec en personal contact, whether in the

1 . an intrusion) he loses his balance for a moment, slips
h!‘hehcm!;"_s uses his poetry as one would use money or symp
' m:‘::n :;;1; writes the poetry emerges, tentatively, like a h
aﬁ g'-eom a conch shell. The poet, for that instant, ceases to be a

m’fn;br example, could not finish the last letter I was writing you o _

sounds. You were like a friend in a distant city to whom I was sudden,
unable to write, not because the fabric of my life had changed, -
because | was suddenly, temporarily, not in the fabric of my life. I mmi
not tell you about it because both it and I were momentary.
Even the objects change. The seagulls, the greenness of the ocean,
the fish—they become things to be traded for a smile or the sound of
conversation—counters rather than objects. Nothing matters except the
big lie of the personal—the lie in which these objects do not believe.
That instant, I said. It may last for a minute, a night, or a month, but,

poem. And this immediate thing, this personal adventure, will not have
been transferred into the poem like the waves and the birds were, w‘ﬂ?@ '
at best, show in the lovely pattern of cracks in some poem whe
autobiography shattered but did not quite destroy the surface. And the
encysted emotion will itself become an object, to be transferred at I
into poetry like the waves and the birds.
And I will again become your special comrade.

There is @ ill without
There is 2 dead oak tr

Near a dry river.

Lady Death, Wt‘ink].ﬁd,

Of tenuous phantoms.
Near the dead oak tree

Near the dry river
There is a fair without

Wicked and twisted
Like a witch in a story.
There is a dry river
There is a hill without
There is a dead oak tre
Near a dry river.

The moon
Is tossing money



Down through the black air.
Near the dead oak tree

Near the dry river
There is a fair without trumpets

And tents made of shadow.

Afternoon

A Translation for John Barrow

The sky asks afternoon for a word.
__“Itis 1:36. A black cloud

Has crossed one of the white clouds.

13 empty boats
And a seagull.”

The bay asks afternoon for a word.

—“The wind is blowing
Southwest at nine miles an hour
[ am in love with an ocean

Whose heart is the color of wet sand.

Atr1:37
13 empty boats
And a seagull.”

Afternoon asks the ocean,
“Why does a man die?”
—Itis1:37

13 empty boats

And a seagull.”

Deal' Lorca,

rhis is the last letter. "
fading away with the sun
dissatisfaction to the th
but contagious s_p_iﬁt, to
Communion with the ghﬁ&
was ever able to happen..
It was a game, I shout
ghosts, or even shadows. It
freedom and a need for a
expression of my hatreds and
Blake’s sexless seraphim.
Yet it was there. The poems
but a kind of casual
occasionally looked through
more important then than m
different level of reality by b i
like having lost a pair of eyes
What is real, I suppose,
not the less a miracle for
departed, the games it had
false, of course, but it holdst
It is October now. Summi
that produced these poe
possible, only regrets.
Saying goodbye to
lover. Even the dead
never reappear.




Radar

A Postscript for Marianne Moore

No one exactly knows
Exactly how clouds look in the sky
Or the shape of the mountains below them

Or the direction in which fish swim.

No one exactly knows.
The eye is jealous of whatever moves

And the hearr
Is too far buried in the sand

To tell.

They are going on a journey
Those deep blue creatures

Passing us as if they were sunshine
Look

Those fins, those closed eyes
Admiring each last drop of the ocean,

I crawled into bed with sorrow that night
Couldn’t touch his fingers. See the splash
Of the water

The noisy movement of cloud

The push of the humpbacked mountains
Deep at the sand’s edge.



IMAGINARY ELEGIES

For Rolbun Blaser
Md:ephﬂnuphyamnﬂ&dskiuﬂa&dgy
—W. B. Years
L
Poetry. almost blind like a camera

Is alive in sight only for a second. Click,
Snap goes the eyelid of the eye before movement

Almost as the word happens.
One would not choose to blink and go blind

After the instant. One would not choose
To see the continuous Platonic pattern of birds flying

Long after the stream of birds had dropped or had nested.
Lucky for us that there are visible things like oceans
Which are always around,

Continuous, disciplined adjuncts

To the moment of sight.

Sight

But not so sweet

As we have seen.
When I praise the sun or any bronze god derived from it

Don’t think I wouldn’t rather praise the very tall blond boy
Who ate all of my potato-chips at the Red Lizard.
It’s just that I won't see him when I open my eyes

And I will see the sun.
Things like the sun are always there when the €yes are open

Insistent as breath.
One can only worship
These cold eternals for their support of

What is absolutely temporary,
But not so sweet,




It is the camera shots of every instant in the world

Laid bare in terrible yellow cold.
It is the objects we never saw.

It is the dodos flying through the snow o
That flew from Baffinland to Greenland’s tip T .
And did not even see themselves. Pk ‘
The moon is meant for lovers. Lovers lose 11el] sorsi
Themselves in others. Do not see themselves. Between what
The moon does. The moon does. Between the
The moon is not a yellow camera. It perceives Between the po
What wasn't, what undoes, what will not happen. Look throaghﬂm
It’s not a sharp and clicking eye of glass and hood. Just old, See the sky surrc
Slow infinite exposure of But look now; in
The negative that cannot happen. Wolf, bear, aném
Fear God's old eye for being shot with ice Look now, in
Flying, crawling,

Vacant with beauty.
Hear them whisper.

Instead of blood. Fear its inhuman mirror blankness
Luring lovers.

Fear God’s moon for hexing, sticking pins

In forgotten dolls. Fear it for wolves.

For witches, magic, lunacy, for parlor tricks.

The poet builds a castle on the moon
Made of dead skin and glass. Here marvelous machines
Stamp Chinese fortune cookies full of love.

11

God’s other eye
The shine blmds.

Tarot cards

Make love to other Tarot cards, Here agony
[s just imagination’s sister bitch.

This is the sun-tormented castle which
Reflects the sun. Da dada da.

The castle sings.
Da. I don't remember what I lost, Dada.

The song. Da. The hippogriffs were singing.
Da dada. The boy. His horns

Were wet with song. Dada.
I don’t remember. Da. Forgotten.




ight is a carrion crow :
éﬁiﬂg and swooping. Cawing and swooping.

Then, then there is a sudden stop.
The day changes. | .
There iian innocent old sun quite cold in cloud.

The ache of sunshine stops.
God is gone. God is gone.

Nothing was quite as good.

It’s getting late. Put on your coat.

It’s getting dark. It’s getting cold.

Most things happen in twilight

When the sun goes down and the moon hasn’t come

And the earth dances.
Most things happen in twilight
When neither eye is open

And the earth dances.

Most things happen in twilight
When the earth dances

And God is blind as a gigantic bat.
The boys above the swimming pool receive the sun.

Their groins are pressed against the warm cement.
They look as if they dream. As if their bodies dream.

Rescue their bodies from the poisoned sun,
Shelter the dreamers. They re like lobsters now
Hot red and private as they dream.

They dream about themselves.

They dream of dreams about themselves.
They dream they dream of dreams about themselves.

Splash them with twilight like a wet bat.

Unbind the dreamers.
Poet,

Be like God.

Bruising every

Or down in the cit
Are awkward as
And there are kites
Up above the str
And the storm drair

As slow getting
After a lot of u




i,ghmmdamm
Between Bakersfield and Hell g

wﬁrm Claus.

What are you thinking now?
I'm thinking that she is very much like California.
When she is still her dress is like a roadmap. Highways
Traveling up and down her skin

Long empty highways
With the moon chasing jackrabbits across them

On hot summer nights.
| am thinking that her body could be California

And I a rich Eastern tourist
Lost somewhere berween Hell and Texas
Looking at a map of a long, wet, dancing California

That I have never seen.
Send me some penny picture-postcards, lady;

Send them.
One of each breast photographed looking

Like curious national monuments
One of your body sweeping like a three-lane highway

Twenty-seven miles from a night’s lodging

In the world’s oldest hotel.

What are you thinking?

I am thinking of how many times this poem
Will be repeated. How many summers

Will torture California
Until the damned maps burn




ofm Terrible Presence
A Translation for Joe LeSueur

| want the river lost from its bed
[ want the wind lost from its valleys

1 want the night to be there without eyes
And my heart without the golden flower

So that the oxen talk with big leaves
And the earthworm is dead of shadow

So that the teeth of the skull glisten

And the yellows give a complete color to silk.

I can look at the agony of wounded night
Struggling, twisted up against noontime

I can stand all the sunsets of green poison
And the wornout rainbows that time suffers

But don't make your clean body too visible
Like a black cactus opened out among rushes

Let me go in an anguish of star clusters
Lose me. But don’t show me that cool flesh.

(When I saw you in
My arms were full of

Five hundred miles awa
The moon is a hatchet

(When I saw you in thy
My eyes were full of p

Here the walls are firm
They do not crumble ar
My heart was full of

Five hundred miles
The stars are glass th:

The windows s ag
I feel cold glass i



- Rimbaud is spelled with seven passages Frog
AR Y
And that stony vowel called death.
Oh,
Damn Rimbaud, Like all the novels I've
Beauty is spelled with all the vowels of seven passages. My mind is gOINE O & €
Shut your damned mouth. 4 a climax means a sp
When Rimbaud died he became older than your alphabet glltl:omg. Bboing:
And your heart will never break at what you are hearing, And your
nd your nose can't hafdly
Rgmember
How black those Pmm'

Debussy Al that black forest. And tt

(Splash)
A Translation for the University of Redlands ofa single green needle.
My shadow moves silently
Upon the water in the ditch.
Buster Keaton’s Ride

Upon my shadow are the frogs
Blocked off from the stars. A Translation for Mel
The shadow demands from my body

Unmoving images. rooster: Cockledoodledoo!

My shadow skims the water like a huge (Buster Keaton enters

Violet-colored mosquito.
BUSTER KEATON (takes out a

A hundred crickets try to mine gold My pooz-chiltis
From the light in the rushes.

RoosTER: Cockledoodledoo!
A light born in my heart

BUSTER KEATON (counti

Upon the ditch, reflected. .
four. (Grabs a bicycle




