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Please describeyour favorite
poem or kind of poetry.

| like apoem that doesn’t ook or
sound like apoem. | like a poem
that’sasunpredictableasitis
musical. | likeapoem that gives me
that slightly breathless, panicky
feeling.

If you could spend aday with a
living poet you admire, what
would you do together? What
might a passer by over hear?

| would put my fingersthrough his
hair and rub his shoulders. A
passerby might overhear metelling
him that it’s okay to relax and not

write poemsfor the entire afternoon.

Which relationshipismore
important: a) poetry and politics
or b) poetry and philosophy?
Why?

Poetry and philosophy are more
important. When | read philosophy |
get so jazzed up that | usually have
towriteapoeminresponsetoit.
When | get worked up or horrified
about politics| usually write aletter
to the editor or march or discussit
with my wife or friends. Political
situations demand action whereas
philosophy demands poetry.
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Ifyouwerea_bleto PUberty
ot id wher o1t does brought
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how would it behave  [T] @ to

there?

You'resoakinginit. poetry.

Wherewill we seeyou and your work
infiveyears?

I’'vealwaysliked theideaof the big
poem. A book length opuslikeAlice
Notley’s*“The Descent of Alette” or
Charles Olson’s“Maximus,” William
CarlosWilliam’s “ Paterson,” Louis
Zukofsky’s“A,” EzraPound’'s
“Cantos,” and several of Leslie
Scalapino’s serial masterpieces. Those
are great templates. Someday soon |
shall enter that canon with abright lycra
suit on.

Tell usastory: what drew you to
poetryinthefirst place? Why did
you start writing?

Puberty brought meto poetry. Sigh.
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Uneasy Heaven

I never wanted to discourage

you from coming home —

my intentions were far from that.

I invested inachesttrap

and safety cones, nose water

and aredlight filter

with some glazed meat

for your concentration.

Il even purchased a crystal pedestrian
warning bell, and some denim
iron-on patches with wolverine logos
for your flight jacket.

I guessitnever occurred

to you that these things

cost cash money

and that eventually

they’d all have to be

returned in their original

packaging with the proper

receipts, of course.

Hello

Morning Poem

| could haveyou, need you, break with you,
| could spend hourswith you eating pieces
of you and making the world change

with you, be humblewith you

and then cradle you whole, eating
fromyou asthe birds eat crusts of bread
around uswanting to eat from you too.
Early riser, mouth full of love,

the sweet way the world burns —

Oh nest of pureness —

Oh love of thedesire

to be desired —
Thewholeworldismoving

through your hipsand palms

while my carcassis numbed and slammed
speaking with warm detergent air.

The bleach decay of fabric —

soothing as hair

on the back

of your cambered head.

She packs a baggy full of grape jelly in her purse — pulls it out
attheright moment — puts it between herself and another person.

“I'm just going to put this here while I ride this train.”




The Ship is Nota Metaphor

A ship we all know about isstill shipping or floating.

The peoplework onit, or entertain themselvesonit, or drink

the milk of variousanimalsonit. They have conversations

about stuff and then they listen back to the tapes
of what they just talked about so they’re always
catching up with what they just said.

They scoot around on it and play these
littlegamesonit. | know alot

about it — so if you need to know

more about it, feel free

to ask me all about it.

Thank You.

Naming the Animal

We gave the animal aname so we could refer to it,
singleit out, call for it. Wethought long and hard about
thenamefor it and then — when we stopped thinking about it —

the name cameto us, and we forgot about the animal.

Sometimes the animal hasto give up his seat
or hisposition so the others can be hemmed in
by their pleasurein seeing the animal sit or stand.

| just called to make sure the animal was okay

and everything. | saw what happened to you

so | used my phoneto call your work

to tell you what happened to you — but not before
| called the ambulanceto driveyouto work.

It wasthe animal that did most of the damage

to your body that day, not the medicine.

Think about that whilel’m at work.
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