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About this book 
 
 
 
 
 
 
This collection of poems, No Nothing, is the 
work of a poet who often vowed not to write 
about anything he knew, yet just as often 
he found himself walking down Westwood 
Blvd. under the artificial day of the LA 
streetlights and taking note of surreal 
coincidences––the friends that slipped into 
his poems in the form of shadows, the 
uncanny resemblance between his laugh 
and the mechanical cackle of Alfred Jarry’s 
baboon. There is never a shortage of light 
in this city––even the stars are 
unemployed––and thus the poems led their 
poet here to Redlands, CA, or there to the 
Tyrolean Alps, to places neither here nor 
there, till he could find enough darkness to 
lose sight of his ideas. They led him to 
investigate the mysterious disappearance 
of a fictional ‘pataphysical poet named 
Julien Torma, to meditate on madness and 
homelessness, to hypothesize that 
Paradise is nothing more than an Alpine 



resort where you’re snowed in and alone... 
It’s a nicely furnished place, Paradise. You 
read this collection as you wander its 
rooms with an oil lamp in hand. The poems 
act as your guide. They direct your eye to 
portraits of a Goddess who won’t show her 
face and a man who looks indistinguishable 
from the Chinese poet Li Po, and to a 
strikingly bare and quiet painting by Giorgio 
de Chirico. They lead you into the room 
where you’re sleeping and they alert you of 
the room’s trap door before extinguishing 
your lamp. You drop the book and feel 
around in the sudden dark, drag your feet 
to locate that trap door. You’ve never been 
so aware of your breath: You’re breathing 
so hard you hardly notice the creaking of 
these poems as they gradually unhinge 
from reality. 
 



 



 

 



 

 

Ashbery Posing in Front of 
Some Trees, 1962 

 
 
 
  I wake up and call B. 
B is anybody who helps me kill time. 
  ––Andy Warhol 
 

 
Four more years and Frank would die. Then             
       Schuyler  
and then Koch, then at last this picture 
would at least be true to its impression. His     
       eyes dead 
center in a field of light, knots in the famous  
       face concede 
 
obscurity was a sturdier base. Indeed, there is  
       some solution 
in solitude, we pray, just as assembly lines  
       produce 
their products better, experts say, than workers  
       in groups. 
The proof that year was in the soup 
                                                     



cans that lined the gallery walls, but who  
       believes 
what they see and can’t explain? Loves leave 
one by one, lining the labels with their names, 
leaving us with what has left us, the same 
 
faces repeated ad nauseam. In the picture 
the trees say hardly anything about the future 
that he doesn’t know already. For more years 
than Frank would live he’d still be here 
 
to explain the leaves he touched, or their lack, 
all these strange people, doing their strange  
       tasks. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

Shakespeare & Co. 
 

 
 
I can’t even focus on some stupid daytime 
soap opera, so I call up Lance and we go 
to Barnes & Noble of all places, but at least 
I can put myself to use for once as I introduce  
him to Ashbery and some others, but not  
Lautréamont because they don’t sell him here. 
And I notice of course there are no  
horses. It’s like that here all the time, I think. 
 
Then we’re eating at Magic Wok, where 
the owner’s daughter rings up your order 
and Lance is going off as usual 
about how godawful the movies are 
these days when I notice it’s been exactly 3      
       hours 
since I sent that text and still no 
response from her so I’m not hungry anymore. 
At closing time the kid extends her open  
palm toward the exit in a solemn salute 
and it hits me how vexingly impossible 
it would be to text with hooves instead of    



       hands. 
 
I don’t know why Lance shakes my hand good  
       bye 
with his left though he writes with his right. 
I don’t know my friends as well as I’d like.  
       Driving home 
to NPR’s All Things Considered––no they can’t  
       be, 
I’m thinking, not all at once––sure I’d like to be 
Hemingway or Beckett sweating to death  
in a musty cafe, but I’m behind the wheel and  
       there are cars–– 
with living people in them!––to focus on. Plus  
       I’m just radiant 
using a word like musty, for now. Then as if to  
       remind me 
I’m home and it’s 12:15AM, December 15th,  
       there’s a knock  
like someone wants to break the door in, and I  
       know a thing 
or two about strangers, so I put my book down 
and let the horse in. We sit on the couch  
speechless for awhile and watch TV, a New 
Wave film on TCM. Then the horse butts in  
Godard got Paris all wrong: where are all the  



       horses? 
The mares that trot along the Seine and mingle 
among the bouquinistes though late for  
appointments with friends? The stallions 
in cafes sharing drinks and stories with men? 
 
But since the world isn’t flat like a stage 
it’s past 9AM in Paris which means by now 
the bookstore where I bought these Chants de  
       Maldoror 
is swelling with the breath lost by friends and  
       foals together, 
and by tourists who don’t know any better.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Westwood Blvd. 
 
 For K. D.  
 
 
 
 
Climbing the Tyrolean Mountains, Julien Tor-
ma, ‘pataphysical poet and nonexistent nihilist,  
 Dismissed himself  
As just contemporary. Perhaps he expected a 
death off the page would suffice to earn him 
fame, 
 But I suspect his legacy, too, 
Was no more to him than a mountaintop view, 
a peek into a “façade of a façade, behind which  

There is nothing.” 
Pretty phrasing, but gloomy, isn’t it? It’s too 
soothing, believing you’re the only soul who 
feels 
 The way you do. I’m nothing 
Like Torma, I know. I’m penniless, in love. 
Still I feel for the ‘mad’ ones who need their 
fictions,   

Don’t you? 
 
Walking Westwood, I check my iPhone at the 
corner as a jogger checks her pulse, neither of 
us  

More alive. Well, I’m  



Hungover, “lost in so many screens that I am 
seeing screens appear behind my eyes,” on my 
way 
  To BofA before it closes at 2.  
It’s past 1:30, but the cars on Wilshire stream 
like a stock market ticker as they leak the stink 
of 
  Gasoline, and all is new,  
Because I’m drunk. I need the help of a human 
being, a screen won’t do: My card was declined 
 When I purchased our liquor, 
And the “invisible hand” is pushy. The surreal-
ists who summoned Torma revived Adam 
Smith’s 
  Metaphor for writing off the helpless. 
I’m sorry if this is obscure to you, like the 
names of my friends you don’t know when I 
text you 
  What nonsense I’m up to. 
 
How could you know my grandfather was a 
banker in Trinidad? The strange details of our 
lives 
 Materialize before us as if ghost- 
Written––Torma’s point, our bios ring untrue to 
life. The tellers at BofA work like caricatures 
of  
 Characters you’d expect to see, 
Which is the ecstasy of being drunk in public, 
to see the façade made flesh, and this flesh un-
real, 



  Unlike yours 
This morning as your sleeping face consoled 
me, showed me I’m more than the banana peel 
I’m 
  Slipping on. I’m the meat of  
My love, spread over the pure surface of things. 
There’s something romantically mechanical in 
 Writing out of such exhaustion. 
 
Back on the Boulevard, a real deus ex machina, 
Pedro calls me to offer a ride home. I gratefully 
 Decline. I want time to sit with  
Myself at Saffron Ice Cream across the street 
from DEATH, written in red letters on Ramen’s 
 Black window. (In lieu of 
Their façade they’ve erected another.) What 
private myths we bring into being, or renew. 
Here 
 The Goddess I envisioned 
In you dwindles into vagueness at its concep-
tion, the unnatural result of misconception, of 
 Thought’s elision.   
Thought wants to spring fully armored from 
speech. Torma, echoing the mandrill’s skeptical 
 Cackle, strolls back  
Into Eden, without arousing the angel’s interest, 
or suspicion. I’m counting on you to text today,  
 To name the particulars 
That populate your vision. My face in the store-
fronts, this familiar street belongs to no one. 
 Here, now it’s yours, ours.  



Bored in a Foreign City 
 
 
 
We followed the usual path through Paris  
like Americans visiting Hell,  
thrilled to move in the worldly circles 
we’d read about in old poems. 
 
We weren’t fooled by what we saw: 
the nun sweating by the Place Pigalle 
was clearly none other than our cross 
country coach, who first noticed us 
 
running off course, and the raving mad- 
man on the bench behind Notre Dame 
was the mysterious drunk who used to  
whistle to us as we snuck home, hands 
 
locked, through the park. It was no shock   
to see Lenny, our priest who turned lover,–– 
       licking 
a lolly he’d stolen from an orphaned baby  
as he fiddled with his broken umbrella––alone  
 
on the Metro on the lam, looking bored. 
It was almost too normal that our buddy 
Mark’s dad, who had died in a wreck, tried 
to sell us tickets to take the elevator 



 
to the top of the Eiffel Tower. I told my friend 
there was no use being in any more photos, 
but she insisted on romance, I expect 
just wanting something different.  
 
As we ascended I could see my childhood  
house and the creek where I used to fish  
for trout, playing hooky by myself.  
I knew she was fixed on something else 
 
when she murmured, “What a lovely ocean.” 
It came as no surprise, then, when she left me 
there at the top. I watched her descend   
with a sucker who was to be her husband.  
 
I was enjoying the countryside view, when 
a friendly hand touched my shoulder. It was 
Lenny. He handed me the baby and his  
       umbrella, 
and said, “Sorry I’m late.” I said, “As  
       expected.”  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



The Lost Umbrella Poem 
 
 
 

In praise of something, love perhaps, we de-
scended the staircase nude, and I understood 
that she knew me, not in the way an old woman 
knows the backyard where she grew up, but in 
the way a guitarist knows how to form a chord 
at any position on the fretboard.  

 
But no one ever says, “Look how sweaty I am 
when I’m around you!” It had rained through 
the night, around our hotel. I nearly stepped in 
a puddle but she pulled me back. She stooped 
and told me to look. There were fish, lemonpeel 
angelfish, swimming about. Then I pulled her 
back, just in time, as a lawnmower dashed 
through our pond, tore through it without even 
looking back.  

 
It was then I remembered I once dreamt of um-
brellas. Hundreds of them, lined along a 
hillside, and as my love tossed in bed the um-
brellas all rose, lifting the hills with them, 
grass, trees, and all, even the couple kissing in 
the shade, oblivious of the ground that was no 
longer grounded, and I laughed like a monk 
breaking his vow of silence.  

 



She and I had no hopes of growing happy to-
gether––we were too mature for that. We 
walked to a diner and discussed patio designs. 
There is a paved path through a plot of grass, 
cut weekly by yours truly, and this path intro-
duces a gate, and this gate encloses a pool, and 
inside this pool there are children, two of them, 
our own. There, on the table, their glasses of 
lemonade, and above this table a yellow um-
brella that chimes in the sun like a chapel. We 
could each hear the knell, the notes from the 
bells so cold we shivered, even as we sweated 
like melting ice cubes in an empty glass, the 
lemonade gone.  

 
“Let’s go,” I said, instead of saying how sweaty 
I was.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Tyrol Under One Goddess, 2013 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Landscape with Goddess 
 
What we worship must have exotic form. 
-D. H. Lawrence, “Christs in the Tyrol” 
 
 
Business drives farm cottages apart as usual. 
The udder reigns over 
these Tyrolese Alps, while the good people 
of the valley nestle under 
its dominion. A comfortable country, 
the texts concur, to settle down 
and take one’s life, or take a hike 
across vaguely signed and unmarked margins. 
 
The preponderance of clogs that once fueled  
a competitive spirit among the cobblers 
turned splenetic when she revealed 
(or rather hid) her face in these, her new, parts. 
In “June in the Austrian Tyrol” the big 
rig we don’t see breaks the peasant’s back. 
Travelers like us with pockets full  
of harvested radishes must pause for 
the white clouds tousled round the mount’s  
       white skull. 
 
Pfennigs lost in the grass-of-Parnassus, 
strawberries, pine wood, schoolgirls with  
       glasses: 
In these early hours, myths stir the walker, 



who presumes to preserve their autotelic telling. 
The foothills’ gestures appear to recur, 
albeit imperceptibly. 
 
As evening snow obscures the worn out lines  
       on the map, 
we look up from the dwindling white page 
to see the highway newly paved. The tractor 
breaks off its dialogue with the valley’s cows–– 
How shall we stroke our radishes? 
And eat them, too?  
 
Luckily, we’re not pictured in the postcards we  
       send. 
Our guide stops and points to a blank plot 
where a castle once stood. 
The Alps must begin somewhere. By leaving 
the ground, they are their own ground. 
That much, from our moment of contact, is  
      obvious. 
Her premise is groundlessness. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Anonymous Letter 
 
 
 
At every street corner 
during my morning walk 
a young unknown girl stops me 
to tell me––hello how are you? 
 
It’s eight o’clock in the summer morning. 
A single bird pierces this exhumed city silence.  
In this adorable landscape of human interest  
       stories 
of crime passionnel 
of stray bullets in the draperies 
of fingerprints nearly everywhere 
only a barefoot child confronts the day’s  
       ambush 
 
––How are you 
––How are you 
––How are you 
 
Let’s accept the caresses of overly ambitious  
       thoughts. 
 
 
   Julien Torma (1925) 
 
 



Open Access Ghost // Closed 
Loop Life 
 
 
There will someday be no people left to pre-
serve it, the Internet. It will wilt, perish, and 
decompose instantaneously when the world’s 
last person drops dead. Life forms from other 
solar systems will visit the earth and discover 
no ruins of the Internet. They’ll find the pyra-
mids, warped bodies interred deep in their 
walls; they’ll find our museums, excavated 
warped bodies on display behind glass; then 
they’ll find our office buildings, computer 
screens thin and lifeless on desks, their disem-
bodied data buried deep in the monolithic 
monitors.  
 
These powered-down desktops will conceal the 
ghost of the Internet––billions of lives forever 
floating in a nebulous nothing, and not just the 
lives of the presently living, but those kings and 
dynasties etched into the virtual stone of histo-
ry, now one with the daily cloud of facebook 
updates, pictures of youths flexing chiseled 
stomachs after striving tirelessly at the local 
gym.  
 
The life forms will see in these computers, the-
se unopenable boxes, the hollow whole of the 



ghost, a tingling nothingness, the way God 
feels to us. The computers will remain a Pando-
ra’s box in reverse, thousands of years’ conflict 
imploded imperceptibly into this electric won-
der machine. If the life forms open the box 
they’ll find code. If they crack the code, they’ll 
uncover a seemingly infinite series of lives 
summed up in words and images, themselves 
intricate creatures of code, unreadable except to 
those who will relinquish their lives to it.  
 

* * * 
 
The imminent death of the Internet means that 
coffee I drank at Augie’s coffeeshop, the one 
with the creamy heart design that the barista 
poured carefully into the cup, the one I took a 
picture of to show my friends because I loved 
its warmth and craft so much, that cup of coffee 
will suddenly expand infinitely in importance 
once the last of us has vanished. My friends 
made fun of my vanity, but someday when 
there is no vanity, no beauty, and no nothing 
left to speak of, the cup will still warm the 
palms of time, whose fingernails wrap around 
everything, including themselves. 
 
My girlfriend shared the cup with me. We are 
too in love to want the world to vanish forever. 
It’s hard to imagine the demise of man’s 
memory when the girl you love is breathing 



softly against your cheek. We lie in bed togeth-
er and worry there will be no afterlife for our 
love.  “I wonder,” I pipe up. “When the uni-
verse is finally ending, and all matter gets 
pulled apart, if a particle that once made up my 
body were to come in contact with one of 
yours, would there be any recognition that they 
had touched once before, an eternity ago?” The 
image of everything she knows and loves––old 
friends, lost pets, her hometown hair salon, eve-
rything here and gone––being pulled to shreds 
passes through her mind. Or it doesn’t; I’m not 
sure. She stirs, and mouths through a yawn: “I 
hope there will be just a glimmer of recogni-
tion.” 
 
I picture it, a quick flash in the dark, a trace of 
sensation with no one there to feel it but time 
itself, the raging urgency of our entire lives al-
luded to in an instant of chance collision. Yet it 
is possible, too, that these particles that now 
make our bodies buzz have come in contact 
long before, in the primordial brew, and our 
lying here together is the very overlooked 
glimmer of recognition we long for.  
 
 
 
 
 
 



A Visitation 
 

 After Max Jacob 
 
 

Did my neighbor die, mere feet above, in our  
       sleep 
or did he (or she) cease being weeks ago, skiing  
down the Tyrolean Alps, down a slope overly  
       steep? 
 
At any rate, his (or her) wifi network’s down.  
I’m left to my maps of Northern Italy, or their 
facsimiles, left like a count to imagine my town 
 
nestled against my mountain, from my castle.  
Why would anyone tap at my door? Is it you, 
Lord? Through the eyehole I see a fragile 
 
thing, this disfigured person, this face, more  
       surface 
than skin, dripping. It slips its business card 
under the gap: “The Melting Man, at your  
       service.” 
 
Come in, sir. But the damn door’s jammed shut. 
Come round the porch. . .Oh, the window’s  
       stuck, 
too. The man leans on the screen, his gut 



 
oozing through. Can I help? He shrugs 
as if to slough off my chagrin. I’ll break the   
       glass, 
come in. In! But no, he’s breaking free, his  
       slug’s 
 
eyes drooping, raptly. “The Molting Man, 
in your surmise,” I now realize it reads.  
Molting Men, rather. We peruse each other,  
       scan 
 
the lines on our brows, and browse. And  
       rapture? 
Shouldn’t we abstract it from this departure?  
I went on one way before our encounter. And   
       after? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Delights of the Poet 
 
[After the painting by Giorgio de Chirico] 
 
 
How long have I been waiting  
for this train to arrive? 
It’s 2PM and the sky  
is blackening. 
 
That clock must be wrong: 
The station’s too bare. 
Someone must have labored hard  
to make that empty space be there.  
 
I’m a worn-out nerve exposed 
to violent currents in the air 
ever since you left me here  
to wait for your return.  
 
It’s a wonder my shadow  
doesn’t desert me, too,  
that tease. My body is transparent: 
When I want you, it says please.  
 
How can my thoughts stay intact 
when light hits the white building so hard 
the marble façade cracks,  
its nothing peeking through? 



 
My nothing walks about in white  
and bangs her head on walls.  
Someone has to stop her, I say. 
Before she goes berserk and hurts herself. And  
       me! 
 
But I look around the station and see 
my shadow on the train  
with nothing, elopers  
waving bon voyage, till we meet again!  
 
How much longer?  
 
It’s 2PM and the sky is happily 
blackening and the fear 
I felt back then 
is back again. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Not Enough 
 
 
 
 
My friend watched a snuff film.  
But that was a long time ago, 
he tells me. Tomorrow he’ll fly 
off to boot camp, bless his 
manly soul. Tonight 
 
we’re driving through the hills 
where our rich friend lived 
before the fire burnt his dad’s 
mansion down. The flames left their mark 
along the road, but we can’t  
see the damage in the dark. 
 
I tell him about a pornstar I liked 
who they found stuffed in a duffel bag. 
He nods and drives, as if that was life. 
It’s a brutal industry, growing up.  
 
An eternal flame burns in the park 
(I never knew it) for the soldiers 
from our town. My friend slows down 
and we look. We’re so hungry it hurts. 
Fuck the suburbs, and with that, we go 
get burgers. 
 
We’ve had good times in parking lots, 



and tonight’s no different, despite 
morning lumbering toward us.  
I stumble to a dumpster 
and when I chuck my bag  
it rips and chunks of 
meat and fries fly all over,  
 
and I remember my dad 
used to brag he once rode his friend’s 
motorcycle deep into the mountains 
out of LA’s sight. My father, 
the clerk, who cusses  
at the weather, who grumbles 
about money, who picks me up without a word 
when I need a ride home. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Ode to “A City that Works” 
 
  
 
Unbolt your eyes, Redlands. 
Business is up on its hind legs–– 
it’s lunch time, and you’re still in bed. 
 
Unbuckle your nerves, let your worries  
hound their tails in the yard 
till they snooze on the carpet. 
You’ve let your belly growl grovel beg your  
       pardon 
for any boss who half-listened.  
 
Now no one cares you forgot 
your deodorant. The whole town is crazy 
late, has no time to shave the space 
between its eyebrows.   
 
Unbramble your bedhead, Redlands. 
Let your mind be an empty space 
in a bank parking lot bustling  
with angry drivers. Then let  
the day park there, and idle.  
 
Unbucket your toils and troubles 
down the drain. Don’t lose your faith  
in the gutter. Don’t lose your face 
in it either. Unbar those red eyes,  
Redlands, they’re charming. 



 
You’re getting by, getting better 
at looking square in the mirror. 
You’re getting unbroken as we unbuild 
this ready-made enterprise.  
 
Roll over Redlands.  
 
You’ve played dead  
for so long you never noticed 
no one’s holding your leash, and your collar’s  
       loose.  
Those bags under your eyes, 
they’re carrying the frames of a new day. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



A Dadaist Poem Based on Tzara 
 
 
 
citizens Saturday Armed community 
a colorful 200  
 
the members demonstrating  
balloons about people in ages 
all marched Westwood with countless 
nation signs Iran  
 
through sympathy currently on locked 
in political solidarity turmoil  
of of and for 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



After the Avant-Garde 
 
 
 
I first sense his presence behind me as I pass  
       the gate  
into the Cimitière du Montparnasse. I glance at  
       Sartre  
and Beauvoir, stand in silence at Baudelaire,  
then I chance upon the grave of Tzara, his plate 
obscured by overgrown weeds, and crumpled,  
colorless leaves. Now I feel his mouth  
       breathing my air  
so I turn and ask who’s there. Startled, a pale   
       cavalier 
sporting a monocle looks away and starts to  
       mumble 
nonsense. “Mr. Tzara?” I ask, but he looks at  
       me confused. 
He says he’s lost. He’s sincere. I wonder how I  
       even got here, 
why I can’t let Paris just be Paris, leave the life-  
       less lifeless. 
I order us lunch at a nearby cafe as the man, too  
       amused 
by smartphones and earphones to notice the  
       fresh baguettes, 
adjusts his eyeglass in disbelief. These modern  
       trifles 
are leaves scattered on the age’s tomb, my  
       tomb! I hand him today’s 



paper and a hat, with a morbid desire to see  
       how one forgets 
oneself. Sure enough, he studies one like a  
       Futurist manifesto  
and dons the other, on his head. The poet’s lost  
       his ways. 
“Mr. Tzara,” I begin to depart. He winks, says,  
       “Call me uncle.” 
I don’t know how to leave him here, how to  
       move on. Though 
with one eye on the past,––No. I need glasses,  
       not a monocle. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Ubu Back in Business Baby 
 
 
 
Though he fancied himself an aristocrat, Ubu  
       was barely an oil 
baron. And this only after his overpriced lawyer  
       smoothed 
out some kinks in his father’s will, in a  
       strikingly private  
exchange. Then––O Cruel Fate!––in a flash,  
       adieu! 
to his riches: his illustrious life was deemed a  
       public nuisance by some antiwar 
beatniks, who beat him and robbed him and left  
       him to blubber 
 
in the streets where he pondered his next move,  
       if only his blubber 
would let him get up. It was dusk when some 
       one drew near with an oil 
lamp in hand. The Lady with the Lamp, he  
       gasped. But no: Another antiwar 
hippie! Yet––paradoxically––a peaceful one  
       she seemed as she smoothed 
out his wombs. Soon enough he loved her.  
       Then with a rapid-fire Adieu! 
she was out the door, for she had begun to  
       suspect his private 
 



sentiments when she observed what she did to  
       his privates, 
which if I must describe them––and my  
       integrity compels me!––looked like a sack   
       of blubber. 
There was nothing left to do but try to earn a  
       respectable living, but he quickly bade  
       adieu 
to that idea, so instead he decided he’d try his  
       hand at being a bohemian and bought oil 
paints in order to paint nudes. One day as his  
       brush smoothed 
out the last fingernail in a portrait, his model  
       asked if he’d like to attend an antiwar 
 
rally with him. But crafty Ubu really intended  
       to subvert this antiwar 
system, and so he stuck it to them after the  
       speeches by enlisting as a private 
in the army. And instantly he was promoted as  
       soon as they saw how smooth 
his hands were, how dainty and trim his fingers,  
       disregarding of course the blubber 
that composed his greater figure. Now ranked a  
       colonel, his hair slicked back with oil  
based hair care products, Ubu had to do his  
       duty and must bid adieu 
 
to rum and scotch, but that would never do for  
       this big shot, so he said adieu 
to them but took shots on the sly. Next thing he  



       suspected a soldier of antiwar, 
commie sympathies after catching him reading  
       Upton Sinclair’s Oil! 
in the rec room. So he up and declared mischief  
       afoot, hired a private 
eye to sniff out the cause of the bad feeling that  
       brewed in the pit of his blubber. 
That poor fellow’s lawyer, overpriced of  
       course, smoothed 
 
things over momentarily, but Ubu’s little  
       investigation smoothed 
the way for greater military reorganization. And  
       soon it was adieu 
to war overseas, bonjour to bombing commies  
       here. No more blubbering 
wives on TV news, Ubu said, we’ll have peace!  
       once the antiwar 
deadbeats are beat to their deaths. Milk and  
        honey in the private  
sector, and all we got to do, said Ubu, be first to  
        slurp up all the oil.  
 
Now Ubu smoothes the ruffles in his suit. No  
       use in blubbering 
over spilt skin, rich oil scented skin at that. He  
       can finally rest, the antiwar  
menace thwarted at last. So with that, Adieu!  
       Ubu does his business in private. 
 
 



Poem Beginning with a Line 
from the Majestic Crest Theatre 
Marquee 
 
 
 
“If we can send a man to the moon, 
why can’t we send them all?” 
Why can’t we send the moon 
to one man and watch from the grandstands 
as he ruins humanity’s grand plans?  
Why can’t we send all the men to the moon  
and let women live in peace on earth 
like the Amazons? Why can’t we moon 
a man and make that mean 
the way the full-bright moon 
moves the tides and guides  
lost sailors home to mom? 
If we can send a mom to the moon 
and make her mate with the man up there, 
and send their offspring to earth 
to show them what they’re missing 
in that grand vacuum of space dust, 
why can’t we tell a girl we love her 
and launch our polygamist colony on the moon? 
 
 
 
 
 



On the Idea of This Poem Being 
Printed Beside News Articles 

 
 
 
 
Today, a joke takes a life 
and makes its meaning less 
noteworthy. Here, a man 
survives, I don’t know why. 
There, a woman. Hear my  
plea, now I have you  
where I want you, sit  
with me awhile. Why not. 
 
You say you don’t follow 
but it’s too loud here to hear 
my thoughts. Now, you say, 
this is only temporary 
but I embrace the cramped space 
between us. All their stories 
hearsay, they quarrel for every 
inch. So I, speaking of 
non-sequiturs, say 
How about some lunch? 
 
 
 
 
 



In Others’ Words 
 
 
 
“I’m an impostor,” I tell my wife 
as I cook her eggs this morning, 
just as that night on our honeymoon 
I gave her the same warning 
 
when our ski lift neared the summit 
in that idyllic Alpine resort.  
I said, “My words are not my own. 
I’m a state implanted consort: 
 
I perpetuate a false ideology 
with every innocuous word 
to those near me.” But she didn’t hear me, 
or she had no ear for the absurd. 
 
When I wrote her a poem our first Christmas 
then unwrapped the source of my forgery 
she said she admired the effort 
I put into being ornery.  
 
“Sunny side up,” she orders 
as I finish scrambling her eggs. 
She’s a talking head, the open LA Times 
concealing her torso and covered up legs. 
 



“There’s an article, the three reasons 
we’re at war,” she says. “Have you heard?” 
“Do tell,” I say. “First, greed. Second, 
hypocrisy.” She pauses. “The third?” 
 
“You don’t deserve to hear the third,” 
she says as I serve her eggs, all ready. 
“I love you,” I tell her. “I know,” 
she sighs. “I’ve heard that already.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



O Li Po 
 
 
 
I’ve offered you your wine, 
My Illustrious Mengfu-tzu. 
My friends, Grand Master Chin 
And T’an-chiu, can’t refuse. 
 
Omei’s Harvest Moon is wan. 
Open the Heavenly Gate, Illustrious Lord  
Of Forty Forts. Men wane, friends love. 
Here, I’ve offered you wine. 
 
Don’t refuse your disciple, Master 
Meng. If openly offered Heaven, why 
Stop at the moon? “Ah, but after 
You’re drunk you can’t hit the sky.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Missing Lamp, 2013 



Julien Torma Returns 
 from the Mounts of Tyrol 

 
 
 

Here’s your “cruel” Tisenjoch, that mountain  
       pass 
of mayhem where our adventure 
began. A failed project, I trailed off into  
glinting oblivion, your beloved star turned  
       collapsar.  
I was a poor guide. I never misled you.  
 
You granted me my only life. You cared. 
 
Damn you. Now I will speak with the dead 
certainty of the peasant who holds 
dear his daily milk and radish on such  
arcana as would cripple a more 
love-groomed, loathsome soul. 
 
Nothing, gloriously starlit, comes to mind, 
the trembling beauty of a safe abortion. 
I assure you, I’m a breathing plagiarism,  
too, packed, no, packaged with more platitudes  
than friends to tell them to. Believe nothing 
 
I don’t say. I’m the iceman haunting cinema. 
I write myself à mort: “It’s a coarse coat of  



       frieze,  
but it keeps one warm.” Our Last Knight 
dawned upon the land he loved to blot out  
chamois from the hills with unmatched skill. 
 
Thus I return to void my mark––“Ha ha!” 
quoth the mandrill, for the sake of change, 
and rightly so. You see, I hate waiting  
in movies for life to start again; I loathe  
the cold of learning of another person;  
 
I can’t write a word if it’s poetry. Hell hath  
its Eden, too, no doubt. Now with the sweet  
honesty of the peasant who carves his face  
into a dying Christ’s likeness, I’ll cut my spiel 
on such pieties I couldn’t cut with diamond.  
 
Grant me one life more, for example.  
 
Tyrol’s dead rise up everyday  
to squabble for space in a scholar’s book.  
You living give your lives to preserve an alibi.  
Mandrills, too, “must love one another or die.”  
The good Tyrolese wisely play dead. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



I Did This, I Do That Again 
 
 
It must have been six months ago 
I was in the same shitty place as now 
writing a poem about you. You  
won’t remember it. I never showed it to you.  
But I remember the moment:  
the one room art gallery,  
then packed for an exhibit opening, the double  
       doors 
looking out onto Greco-Roman arches and  
       pillars, 
that fake tree fooling no one, that telephone  
       there for 
no reason, Antoinette saying hi wondering 
what the hell am I doing here, Daniel texting  
       me 
asking do I want to write a play with him 
and me replying of course, and then 
never writing a play with him of course. 
All of this was in the poem sure 
but it was all leading up to the last lines 
where it turned out I’d been looking for you  
all along to come make sense of all my  
       foolishness, 
which was a weird way for me to realize 
just how much my poem really needed you. 
I guess the most I can hope for is that you, 
reading these lines, have some sort of  
similar realization about me. 



Past Is Past 
 
 
 
But what about the dream of the umbrella, you 
wonder. You are always wondering at dreams. 
 
The umbrella rises from the patio table, and 
before it knows it, it is sailing above the roof-
tops. Upright and unwavering, like King 
Hamlet himself, the umbrella would like to 
spread its shadow over the entire sleeping city. 
But a wind pulls it along. Then it is anchored 
along the beach, as if it were a boy kneeling in 
a pew, and before it lies a rodless parasol. The 
smell of the ocean is itself the prayer the um-
brella would like to offer, but as the waves bury 
the parasol, the umbrella finds itself unnaturally 
silent, and with silent admiration, it hangs like 
the light of a lighthouse over the sea.  
 
My breath against your face, now, is no more to 
you than this yellow umbrella on your patio. 
Perhaps someday, as you drift along the beach, 
it will be your shade.  
 
Too early, this quiet morning, the umbrella 
wakes with a start to discover it is no longer 
just an umbrella.  
 



Open Your Eyes 
 
 
 
Write when you no longer see anything there 
eat warm bread 
call a friend from the end of the street 
leave the movie theater at noon 
be surprised at the beach by an eclipse  
collect the rain 
on immense sheets of pink blotter 
set fires along the road 
& above all 
forget your letters 
forget your name 
forget like one who smiles thinking about   
       something else. 

 
 

Julien Torma (1925) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Notes Toward a Retraction 
 
 
 
“And as bull elephant seals advance 
on San Simeon to breed 
this season, likewise not by chance 
but by Kathryn’s persuasion, 
I will finally visit Big Sur by the time you read 
this letter (Fate, to be sure, still up for  
       speculation).” 
 
A fragment from a handwritten note to Lance 
who’d left to basic training. 
Just as those coastal cliffs surfaced in advance 
of my trip, so Tyrol, as a concept,  
foamed into mind, full-grown and bare,  
       constraining 
me to a shell of infinite space, where I crept 
 
as a hollow man treads hallowed ground. It  
       promised 
if I stood aside, the blankness 
of Paradise, all its treasures not known to exist, 
would glow through every word, 
and I might give it to you, as Dante gave  
       Beatrice 
his every thought, and death might come to  
       light, unobscured.  
 



Which was absurd. Was I better off writing  
       notes to friends? 
If I could skim the pure surface 
of things like Faustroll’s skiff, see through a  
       panoptic lens, 
might my self-effacing work be worth it? 
If I could throw aside the lamp that “[throws] 
the nerves in patterns on a screen,” who knows 
 
what wonders might be seen? I’ve learned: No  
       one cares. 
Poems devoid of human voice 
might soon grace our screens, but Zephyrus  
       carries 
the voice he hears. Thus I promise 
from now to be honest, water-clear. Forget my  
       noise. 
Torma’s last words are mine: “The Last Word  
       remains  
 
that of our friend Bosse-de-Nage, Papio  
       cynephalus.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

Notes 
 
 
 

“O Li Po”: The phrases used to construct the 
poem were derived from J. P. Seaton’s transla-
tion Bright Moon, White Clouds: Selected 
Poems of Li Po. Lines were pulled as workable 
material if they began with “O,” as in, “Oh, 
how I love you, my Illustrious Mengfu-tzu!” 
 
“Julien Torma Returns from the Mounts of Ty-
rol”: On February 17, 1933, poet Julien Torma, 
so the story goes, left for a solitary walk in the 
mountains and never returned. His body was 
never found, leaving open the question of sui-
cide. The quotation “It’s a coarse coat. . .” is 
attributed to the “Last Knight” Emperor Maxi-
milian, huntsman and patron of Albrecht Dürer. 
Auden’s line “We must love. . .” from his poem 
“September 1, 1939” was famously omitted 
from certain printings of the poem, and Auden 
refused to reprint the poem altogether in a 
number of collections.  
 
“Open Your Eyes”: Both of the Torma transla-
tions come from the Dada suicide’s second 



collection of poems Le Grande Troche, sorite 
(1925). This particular poem bears a resem-
blance to André Breton’s famous “Lâchez 
tout,” a poem that anticipated his split from the 
Dadaists and the advent of Surrealism. A note 
at the back of Le Grande Troche, sorite says the 
following about “Ouvrir les yeux”: “This poem 
is a beautiful image of oblivion: Torma prefig-
ures his destiny. But isn’t this the case of any 
poet?” (My translation) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 


