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Some things are universal. True without exception, without qualification, without relativism, such as the fact 
that it hurts to get skinned alive, or that Kanye West is the greatest American artist of the 21st Century. 

 
That universal truth is difficult to locate. Each of us walks through the dark woods, searching for it—or not 

searching. It is a lantern. A weak lantern, flickering, but we must find it—or perish. 
 

When I write poetry, I aim to possess that lamp, to conquer my fear of the lamp, to pick it up and walk with 
it into the dark woods. 

 
Let us go then. 
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The Storm (All Storms) 
 
I see the storm coming. 
The windows all darken, 
little girls squawk  
and run beneath the overpass. 
All that’s small starts to feel big 
and all that’s big starts to feel small. 
There is a deep hole out there 
like a well; 
at its bottom my naked heart  
pumps alone.  
The angels ignore me 
in my apartment block. 
And to this city 
which knows me so well, 
am I an angel 
or a hole? 
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My Two Alter-Egos 
 

- Spanish saddlemaker  
- Ailing French Duke (Jean des Esseintes) 
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Four-Sixths for Michael Ives (Lapidary Quatrains For His Sestets) 
 
**** 
 
faceted faces, gem warehouses, funeral parlors, think-tanks, cities: 
the royal flush at the end of the desert’s arm 
angled away from the eye of the whole story 
yeah / that guy / he solved all the poems 
 
****** 
 
every storm is a jamboree for the poor 
on the edge of their mausoleums 
and where is the quartz-colored Play-Do 
left over from the sarcophagus frieze? 
 
****** 
 
child sex all day 
in the strip-mall dojo 
while monks observe 
the behavior of light on rubber  
 
****** 
 
we got electric light second 
but never saw the first city 
until we milked contact solution  
from Mary’s neck wound 
 
****** 
 
girl regressing to dog skeleton 
nurses at my chest / playing on all fours 
smiles / sinks into the hot water pits 
as cars launch out of proximate rivers 
 
****** 
 
you can decorate his singing voice 
with small wires from the tar pit 
all demons free to play in alleys 
shadowed by the nation’s stadiums 
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****** 
 
martyrs walk through war again 
molting skins pro-bono for the stateless 
who picked through the shattered novels 
in search of their dinner 
 
****** 
 
I’m from Rio / in the fire 
where old men die from trilobites 
that finally point blood’s arrow 
toward the place we don’t dare think 
 
****** 
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My Mottos (Actual unedited list) 
- Spiritual Warrior 
- Hard Body 
- Molti Nemici, Molti Honore 
- Prior Preparation Prevents Poor Performance 
- Prior Preparation Plus Playful Pouncing Produces Peak Performance 
- Cultivate Your Soul 
- Don’t Get Mad, Get Even 
- Never Wait For Yourself 
- Never Explain, Never Complain 
- Be Short, Be Out 
- Bomb The Embassy 
- “You will make of the soul, which does not exist, a man better than she.” (“Tu feras de l’âme 

qui n’existe pas un homme meilleur qu’elle.”) 
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Masterpieces 
In Spleen de Paris and Lolita, I heard young panting at the end of the world. (“Or 
immaturity,” Ezekiel said.) I left my physical copies of these two books in the West, 
where life tangles tighter into morass.  
Here, in the East, things are empty. I am completely alone. Sunny city; empty 
apartment where I map out an immortality. Below on the street, everything is at a 
distance, except for someone else’s deep voice saying my own last words. So I look 
in my empty closet, full of dead air.  
Who is here in the closet if not Spleen de Paris and Lolita?, panting, exhaling, 
expanding into a tight space, then perforating its limits. They are here, too. Far 
away from their covers, infusing this emptiness, this solitude. 
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The Circular Paths 
 
On Lesbos where every sigh is met with a kiss 
the palaces have become refugee camps 
lavender sunsets blend with the smell of excrement 
and loss, and new monsters prowl  
on Lesbos where every sigh is met with a kiss. 
 
All that I really remember 
about 2666 are storms in Santa Monica and Hanoi 
talking to me through the windows while I read 
in bed, thinking that naked bodies were 
all that I really remember. 
 
As the Indians knew 
before we dislodged their sustenance 
the blanket and whip feel you too 
the wind is the same as the light 
as the Indians knew. 
 
Back in Cambodia and Vietnam 
I found people unafraid of losing the world 
and understood for a while the tragedy of adventure 
of those who remember what happened 
back in Cambodia and Vietnam. 
 
Now that I’ve returned to New York City 
insomnia, ragged beast, pesters me 
the wind has untangled from the light 
and makes us all lost 
now that I’ve returned to New York City. 
 
I don’t want the world to lament me 
although it knows me far better than I do 
All I’m proud of is lifting an old bathtub 
into the truck of a Chilean laborer who sang 
I don’t want the world to lament me. 
 
Across the vast desolate spaces of the world 
I was a soldier sunbathing shell-shocked 
in the back of a truck, in love 
with myself, with war, with thoughts that arise 
across the vast desolate spaces of the world. 
 


