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ANGEL APPLICANT 

  after Paul Klee 

spoked and spinning 

 cobra-quick I whistle 

  as in trains 

  —they fill with music 

  when you aren’t looking 

from the ashen balcony 

 quick talk along 

  the northern 

   Rhine 

a dance of fish 

 in circles when the 

   waves 

   arrive 

and menace of a flood 

 from high above 

  the oracle 

  in all its 



 quivering masks 

how long from the 

 proscenium the sages 

  stood—now played 

in foreign tones by 

 an orange — the universal egg 

and a blossoming girl 

  dressed up in rubies 

  and a die thrown 

   by a god 

rolls onstage shadowed by 

   the cosmic 

    arrow 

 preaching on the mountain 

I’m all eyes—it’s funny 

 —I the earless in  

  our maze— 

when little hope comes 

storming up to our old city 



 drunk on its 

 confusion 

spelling the labyrinth hymn 

in broken gestures 

 I’m the translator of 

  sorrow into song 

I ascend every volcano 

 on earth to breathe its 

 purest smoke 

and still my millionth leg 

  has not become a wing 

and out of sunlit cries 

 and prayers to a timorous 

    moon 

  who has no time 

I’ve kept no trace of love 

 and no great voice has 

  graced my  

   struck 



  millennia of suffering 

and if I flew to  

  every lonesome planet 

then O then 

  my mistress  

   worlds 

 would harmonize 

in excentricity 

 —then we should win 

the sovereign right to die 

 we the heavenless 

would put out our last light 

 and end this princely dream 

beneath a fallen dusk  

  we call the tunnel 

   of our time 

 revolting daily 

  everywhere 

      without 



       a 

           ground 

  only opacity survives 

  the clouds are 

   singing us 

    offstage 

 

 

 

 



AFTER WAGNER 

 

the heart of the earth is 

  once exposed  

   then hidden 

 by the sliding surface 

   of another planet 

 that gold morning that 

falls on the screaming  

   garden 

   means 

 it’s a day of  

   reckless mourning 

  rising upward astral 

  into atmosphere 

 and rhythm measures distance 

   between men and 

the 

     divine 



  obscuring things  

    in tragic 

tongues 

 the false arrival of the god 

   in longing 

  widow of light 

   missing her chance 

at 

     grace 

    stuck in a 

lake of blood 

 

* 

 

 treading softly 

  how we entered 

  penetraliums of song 

   and swanlike 

only the weapon that kills 



 can save its victim 

  but the slow-dying king 

  denies himself the 

   right to  

perfect freedom in the  

   upper sphere 

 he does not move  

 — his languishing is  

   nothing but 

a trace of  

 blood and body 

 in a box 

   we learn too late to 

love 

   our poverty 

 

 and the towering sun still burns 

it sends its comets 

   on an errant path 



   across our city 

strife 

    the bound-

less never sets 

 

 

 

 



ODE 

 

O to look up and see 

 all sudden New York 

no longer blurred in a  

 gauzy veil 

no longer mystified and 

   blue 

but stunning to the  

  last detail 

 in easterly steel 

this is somebody’s fate 

 not mine you have  

to muse as all those 

  train cars 

   seem to  

 roll around inside you 

endless the ghost of a 

  doll-face 



 cowboy James Dean 

  on his way to death 

 by oil and bourbon 

  born to stamp out 

lies and build up new ones 

 in a rich and barren 

 landscape 

  this is all 

murmur the tumbleweeds 

 no horse will be 

  shot in your place 

long over 

 Mephistopheles 

  always appearing 

when you least 

 expect him out  

  from the 

 summer haze 

  or restless 



 eyes of a girl in love 

can’t we be done with them 

 by now? 

all masked in 

 awful longing 

it was memory  

 woke us up 

a boy who died 

 means so  

much that it starts 

 to fade 

out of our sight 

 haven’t come up into 

  gray this way 

   in ages 

 it keeps arriving 

harbinger of an early 

 nightfall 

and the force is gleaming 



 un-recurring 

stream of dailiness 

 we should resist and —  

then yield to the  

 going off again 

all sharply dressed 

 the devil is a  

  jester 

 O to think 

I’d die today  

 in rose pearls 

with the martyr’s  

  face 

 emblazoned on 

my youthful vision 

 — all would be 

 a sham 

my love 

 so screams 



the deathless organ  

and we come to  

 water 

hateful glow 

 on any  

stretch 

 approaching some 

  imaginary 

   place 

the foot is bound 

  to fall on 

how visible the docked 

 sailboats 

wrapped up in 

 shadow-play 

 it plays us too 

and vaguely am I  

 haunted by that 

Titian red 



 but a canine face 

 cast back 

in bliss or reverie 

could never conjure 

 us 

— some paleness rising 

like a motorboat 

 to greet us 

or announce 

 the hero 

  there he 

 can’t exist 

where we enfold  

 him like 

 a baited bird 

in our ideals 

the seasons are 

 confused 

I’ll have a hat 



 instead of 

  the sun! 

 while the sandstorm 

 thickens up 

in French Japan 

behind an 

 escalating head 

and all our 

 poverty 

of spirit and of sight 

the music 

 listless coming  

through but there  

 are voices in it 

warblers at their 

 bright and sad  

  parade 

under a quickly 

 flattening 



  sky 

so for a second 

you are 

 sure the 

world is parallel 

 in every inch 

its luminous 

 topography 

and have to  

 think again 

 that it’s a  

  sphere 

unequal to the rest 

 and perfect 

be it all a  

 dream — 

 

I gather up  

      some of  



 my likenesses  

in time for  

 the descent 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



POEM 

 

Crepuscular things  

crowd me 

that airtight apartment  

  has always been 

  full  

  of 

  long-lost passions 

shifting in and out of memory 

I look at all these  

  figures 

 from an impossible  

distance—history is over 

at that table 

 no use running after 

 some survived dream of 

Orson Welles 

 setting the country 



  on fire by radio 

—the painter in his basement 

under one lightbulb 

 the ice man crucified 

on Little Italy 

and stealing Zarathustra  

 from Macy’s for the size 

at the war’s dawn  

 —all to  

  presage 

  dying— 

subtract him out of day 

—it never slips in there 

 —too gray 

it’s snowing 

  the city is drenched  

in fog like a medieval island 

Brooklyn Bridge immortal 

 talking to the weather 



I live on the  

 surface of things 

 black snake at 

Cleopatra’s hand 

—notice the way people  

fare—the shoes  

 they wear 

in honor of the  

  storm  

Tiresias at the  

  midpoint 

tells us 

 what we are  

reality’s  

 unquiet heart 

same with walking and  

  writing 

—can’t turn back 

I get out and ice  



is coming down 

outside the  

 Radio City  

 music hall 

I have the  

 wrong shoes 

  on 

and ads for  

 “an inspiring 

  hotel” 

che questo? 

Baccarat 

I slide  

 into the labyrinth 

by escalator 

 

 

 

 



IMAGINED TRAVELOGUE  

  for Tamas 

 

A spire reaches up  

in any city I have loved 

  we could’ve had it 

 I am not your shadow 

   am I? 

air of a fallen evening 

 I am 

 through with 

  metaphors 

I bet you will see 

 thousands of those 

 pale Hungarian pigeons 

 jerking their little 

  heads around 

and spit into the 

 black water 



 that’s how I imagine 

the Danube—black 

although it’s blue in all  

the pictures—with your 

 funny hat  

  protruding 

and my giddy silhouette 

I could descend into  

 the fish market 

  where I fall on 

  ice habitually 

and smell like raw  

  salmon 

 in my Hawaiian  

 -Sicilian robe 

 and air is salty 

 

there were all kinds  

  of mutants there 



  with terrible eyes 

 I wished 

 I was Soutine  

 so I could paint them 

and for you I mumbled 

 homages  

 in Amsterdam 

esp. in the abandoned 

 warehouses 

 a couple vistas of 

  medieval Hoorn 

  would have become you 

   —Peter Pan 

 a couple stormy ports 

maybe you’ll go to 

 a museum and 

  get kicked out 

I’m still thinking  

about evil—when  



going mad is  

 necessary 

to become a genius—wish 

 I was in Goethe’s  

   company 

 when he found color 

  in the Rhine 

 

I catalogue a race of tragedians  

—nothing else to do 

 and stare at your scroll 

well-lit—uneven— 

 monumental—like  

it should be behind glass 

in the 42nd St.  

  library (they last had 

 that show 

 about L U N C H) 

 



I’d love a system  

 of canals today  

—the only kind  

 worth having 

 —fuck the rest   

 as we agree 

  too often 

camera lucida 

 / contrary to  

   appearances 

New York is not the  

 center of the  

  universe 

it orbits everywhere 

 and haunts 

 

now in your absence 

 I go back  

to being UNTIMELY alone— 



   a constellation 

 here the moon 

 is sharp and cutting 

 through the sky 

I am delighting 

  in your Brubeck 

 and that sudden  

  shift  

 from melody  

  to rhythm 

Hölderlin is always on about 

 gets clear—a sonorous  

   caesura— 

 as seen by an 

  abyssal eye 

 and we might share in it 

as conversation thickens over 

    distance 

being modern  



 is an old 

  delusion 

only to be  

 kept alive 

 at night 

 

I’ve taken to wearing your  

  clothes—now I 

 look exactly like  

   you 

funny how time doesn’t move 

 when you’re gone 

—on the longest day of my life 

I have thought  

  about eternity 

where it is off to  

somebody else’s future 

 and smoked too much 

—I have taken 



  innumerable  

  circular walks 

there the road dips  

  down 

 and you hear  

   savage 

  barking 

—a dwarf appears 

 (as from the grave) 

and mutters syllogisms 

 

O how a dreamless sleep 

 would cure us all 

I hope you find 

your painter 

 blithely idling 

  along the banks 

 

I am so restless  



 under Napoleon’s gaze 

today I saw that thrift-store 

  is gone now 

 filled with baroque 

   clocks 

—from when time became 

  a mark of class 

 

Venice one feels 

 is made of secrets 

I only found the most 

 immediate ones 

  the winged lion I 

   descend from  

and the chain between two towers 

cross a tree 

 my village falling 

off its cliff where 

 Cima’s virgin  



 smiles nearly- 

  enigmatically 

It’s time for another 

  circular walk 

 did they ever decide 

—those scientists 

 —if time is 

a line or a circle? 

  or is it always 

 up to the 

  philosophers? 

turns out they stopped  

 caring in the 19th  

   century 

which ended 

 with Nietzsche 

still the physician must 

  have circular vision 

like the cosmos 



  —only simultaneous 

   —never straight 

 and the dice game  

   of life 

is a crooked one 

played out in Venice 

or Amsterdam our namesake 

who taught us our corrupt 

 economies  

  of lies—all kinds of 

   prostitution 

 we smile  

  from our side 

  of the ocean 

the world is round 

 can you believe it? 

we can still behave 

 as if 

it were a curveless 



  desert 

 from the sky it just 

   looks like 

  a ripening volcano 

 in a drawing by Paul Klee 

I miss those Eastern 

  Europe domes 

 the buildings here 

  are all too flat 

  —wreak of the Dutch 

a sudden sadness tinges 

 everything—already 

   green— 

 a little greener 

 I am thinking about 

the confusion that is history 

—you must love every city 

 says Benjamin from  

his sunlit corner  



 on the rue Vivienne 

the old Bibliothèque Nationale 

 across the street 

from that 

 ornate arcade 

  that all the shops  

  have left by now 

 I drink cold coffee 

  and briefly curse 

myself for leaving 

 Engels’ Dialectics of Nature 

 in Paris and wish 

 (again) the 19th century 

  were not a part 

  of history (of course  

  it lives inside me 

   and I wonder who 

 Caspari really was 

no one enters or leaves 



  the house 

  but me 

 and the streets fill 

momentarily with ghosts 

 when you decide to 

  measure everything 

  no life is left 

   and time is only 

rhythm 

    nothing 

more 

 

 

 

 

 

 



THE OLD CITY III 1917 

   after Schiele 

some delicate dawn 

  of a Sunday or  

   Wednesday 

 should the sun 

  drop its eyes on 

   us 

ambulating down a 

  narrow town 

 the talk 

 the cards are  

  stacked 

 against us 

  still it shines 

  and whispers 

 let the children 

  run in the streets 

   they are pink 



 and blue and orange 

yellow—anyway—like 

  me 

 I might appear 

  more often  

 in your crowded  

  lives  

 and then the 

  mountains 

take their place 

 inside our 

  dailiness again 

with no glance 

 for the paperboys 

  and bellboys 

   of our 

   languorous desire 

 and the sky has 

  painted 



 all our faces 

  blue-gray 

 like a sea 

withholding all its angels 

  up and 

   downward 

   looking 

till the old abysses  

 freeze and fall away 

and all their 

 hands are 

  bloody 

in our houses 

and their wings 

 unhinged 

as if the day 

 had risen in 

  our 

sleep and stole 



 away 

with all its streets 

 and rivers 

leaving colors intimate 

  behind 

 no voice can 

  quell its 

   majesty 

 our night thief 

  is a limpid 

   ghost 

 of pasts 

and all the shudders 

 have been opened 

for its silent  

 circulation 

—like an atmosphere 

 it winds around 

  the hours 



 faithfully 

  as an abandoned 

   animal 

its plunging  

 hand 

  in the 

 enormity 

and all the  

  smiling 

   houses 

blink their eyes 



FLORENTINE WEEKEND 

 

traces of Botticelli are 

  popping out of the  

  midday drift  

   or work 

 I had a glimpse of  

  primavera in 

   my heart 

   that day 

it’s funny how  

 the weather brings  

  an army of  

   seedlings 

   empty of 

    gravity 

  and even changes 

   with every breath 

    or step 



 

in spring there are 

  no bodies 

 only 

distances 

 the coming of 

  the barge 

   into our  

    view  

we have devoured 

  the proscenium 

 as angels’ calls awake 

from the disquiet 

  of a sunday afternoon 

 and space to walk around in 

from the Arno  

 to our place in  

  any sky  

 



EROS, APHRODITE 

 

love’s left eye 

  drowses 

 falling in the lap 

  of circumstance 

while Aphrodite watches 

 perched on her 

invisible sphere 

 discerning, unconquerable  

 

  coiled 

   from a 

    future 

    

 heaven 

 lending wings to love 

  she leans alone 

 over abysses of a history  



   we’ve 

lost and never 

  lived—perhaps— 

impossible world! 

 she stands outside 

  the wreck of 

   our 

  becoming 

not a saint or star 

 —before the name 

arises 

 she persists 

—that orphaned beauty— 

 in a neverland 

before annunciation 

 and its naming 

  rays divine 

 

 



THE FIRST DAY 

me, the cats and 

 the police 

abandon our lives to chance 

  as on vacation 

 when the world begins 

   again 

  all deathless and bright 

   all arbitrary 

 Caravaggio’s Bacchus 

   winks from 

  the balcony 

 overcome by 

   the occasional 

    cries 

 of Lucia di 

  Lammermoor 

best to be blithe 

 in flowers 



  of a Sunday 

 when one  

 falls graciously 

into the 

 arms of death 

as if a floating 

 image of 

  the quietly 

 recurring past 

  had seized 

 you from its  

  glassy boat 

 and North confounded 

   suddenly 

  with South 

the raging Boojum’s 

  jaws 

 having at last 

spit out his 



  vanished prey 

all feathered, scaled 

and disappearing 

 on a daybreak 

  song 

the Snark 

 as heartless 

as the stormy soul 

  of city drift 

 it is the  

  coldest day 

 a noontide  

rising 

best to take a 

 jaunt to 

 Coney Island 

not a step too quick 

and not a glance 

 behind 



AFTER ROSA, GRECO AND ALL 

THAT 

   for Tommi 

 

today in the museum  

  you were a 

 magnificent buffoon 

  through all the  

   crucifixions 

   lamentations 

  and the 

 agony in the garden 

 through the Roman wars 

  and ruins 

where you glided 

 serious as a 

  snake 

emerging from its hole 

 a man 



  of many 

 faces 

 and occasional as  

  anything, 

   your smile 

 ever sly 

as you appeared to me 

a magnitude of grace 

  adrift  

  on any 

   sea 

—of which you are a thousand 

 

and the worlds  

that you’ve been 

banished from 

  are reborn 

  every day 

  out of your 



  thigh 

 

now the day is  

falling you are 

on the train 

too dark to  

see the river 

 

maybe  a poem  

 has hatched 

  in that  

  heart of yours 

the horizon is  

written in it 

  I can tell from 

   here 

 

in correspondence  

things 



 that can’t be put  

  into real life 

   are said 

e.g. my  

 thinking of you 

  in 

 measureless distance 

 

   you were not 

   yourself in  

   my dream saying 

   goodbye 

   today 

 

our common garden 

 grows in  

  little words 

  alight 

  as stars 



  between diverging 

  subway cars 

  —you leave 

  an angel 

  every time you do 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



HOMAGE 

 

Blinding as the 

 Light on New York 

  falls in 

 early evening or 

 its outer traces 

 —airports, seaports 

  hotels and 

 the remnants of 

the World’s Fair 

  tunneling under 

 Astoria Avenue 

 Roosevelt Avenue 

and the thick green 

 of a summer traffic 

  (are there many 

 ideas in a poem 

 or just one?) 



as if to murder 

  passions by 

   expansion 

I am leaving you 

 New York 

and all your  

  senseless 

 bridges, factories 

construction sites 

 and playgrounds 

are 

 suddenly 

  gorgeous and 

   free 

 as they accommodate 

a flock of starlings 

  casual as anything 

   the marvel  

    of a 



    city 

  and its projects 

 and its millions 

unhappy and sublime 

  in them and 

   out of them 

 you have my heart 

 with all your 

  mosques 

 and scaffolding 

incredibly high and loud 

 your empty 

  billboard stands 

as on that day 

I turned a sunlit 

corner with Frank 

 and New York 

  appeared 

 and spilled itself 



all over Lexington 

  Avenue 

and our anguish 

  such our secrecies 

 I’m leaving you 

   to die and be 

   reborn 

   a thousand 

    times 

  to all eternity 

 phoenix-swift and bright, 

  Heraclitean 

   as a sun 

 

 

 

 

 

 



POEM FOR FRANK 

 

today a sea of 

  strangers kept me 

 locked up in its  

 rough embrace 

and the sky made a point of 

hiding like a cat 

 and hid me too 

  in yellow 

they all looked at me 

   as if 

they’d never seen a  

 sun before 

  in the gloomy  

 afternoon I noticed 

  the bright  

   rooftops 

   and thought of you 



 the kind of day 

  where a god 

 reaches through 

the arches of time 

to tell you it’s 

 all been jokes  

 and artifice since 

 a shadow fell 

  on the crowds  

   of the world 

and made them 

 generous and blind 

  even the statues 

  had abandoned  

   me 

and an image  

 of your distant face 

 in water-color tones 

like a Tunisian garden 



 it was a voice 

broke through 

 the fog 

and woke me as 

  into another dream 

   and girls 

  tap dancing on 

   the 

  sidewalk at night 

and something of 

 eternity in you 

 that dragged the 

fishing line of 

  light 

 —a ray after 

 Crivelli to crown 

 our virgin or to 

 send her into flight 

—out of the  



  thick and  

 stolid atmosphere 

  that calls itself 

   the real 

and in or out  

 of the museum 

 I am talking 

  to you 

 constantly 

  we’re always passing 

   into other 

    cities 

even ordinary 

  days 

 and can’t stop moving 

 even if the soul  

 gives up 

and leaves once and for all 

 the street echoes 



  like a bowling 

 alley at 3:31 a.m. 

 and I am breathing 

  for you 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



TRAVEL FRAGMENT 

 

a high speed train is unforgiving 

here I watch the morning 

   go from blue to 

gray 

 and the whole world sleeps and 

  wakes in thickish fog 

 out here it’s the 

  cypresses that disappear 

—no skyscrapers or 

  towers 

 cut the skyline and 

  get hid 

 

—here the veils are of  

  a different kind 

 or architecture species 

   



  and the  

   going is rough 

  all the same 

 

    like libera-

tion 

     at the 

movies 

    I am cap-

tured 

     con-

stantly 

     by 

new 

     ma-

chines 

    my killer 

always 



     wait-

ing 

    in the shad-

ows 

     with 

his gun 

    and all my 

secrets  

    in his heart 

 

at night the  

cops hang out 

 on the Pont Royal 

and crash their bikes 

and get into big fights 

 

 

 

 



THE DREAM OF PHILIP II 

  after El Greco 

 

Hell is full  

 of writhing bodies  

 bathed in blue 

 and an invisible 

sun 

 the world opens  

 its heart 

  to a  

  giant foot 

and the pain of  

 waking 

you spit your figures 

  great, untamed, 

  leviathanian 

the world  

bursts forth 



in fire 

from your nose 

 up to a  

 clamoring of 

 angels in 

 their multicolor  

  sky 

 

between  

 heaven and hell 

there are only 

  measureless 

   crowds 

 ecstatic sufferers 

  under a 

  scarlet 

 rain that blinds 

 and conjures 

visions of 



 Olympians  

  transfigured 

in the circulating  

 souls of 

a divinity dismembered  

   

 —all its  

  stunning  

  disappearances 

 

the monster 

 has digested all 

  our hearts 

  to vomit them 

   into 

   eternity, its ves-

tiges 

 

 



IN THE MORNING, COUNTRY 

 

is itself and gray and brown 

fall on the 

 miniature towns 

 

the fields are open wide 

and barren as they should be 

and the moors are thick 

 reveal reflective pools 

 and power plants 

 

 and artificial hills 

all the factories are 

  empty 

and Lancelot wakes in the 

   fog 

and drifts across 

 the prairies  



like a ghost 

 he is nobody’s fool 

 me neither 

as the dawn breaks 

 and the towers 

  spring up 

and the harbors fill 

  with boats 

a soft rain falls all 

  over the arena 

and the city shrinks 

 in distance 

 how lucky we are 

at the bar 

in the movies 

  to be young and 

 still in love 

  when the 

  curtain falls 



and the train station 

gushes its music 

  the sky is 

  struck with 

   blue 

and I am 

 thinking of you 




