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high-on the name tag
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3

there are three throats
three seeds
that say

these are the syllables
of the cross

*

a collared one shouted
but his collar was black

he�s going to die
they said

*

and I too
die in the word

and I begin
swallowing that consciousness

*

falling
to their meaning

at the crossing
one is left

one word missed
in the styrofoam
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and in its eye
a word

spilling from the cup
a mountain
of three skulls

the lady danced
her curly knife
assailing the tongue
of the heavy man

*

the acreage of him
bloody and in turmoil

from the eyebrows up
she said

*

how from my waist
I chop

how the word was severed
like a blip

three baskets full
slipping through my toes

yojanas below the 
enchantment
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she had it in her mind

certain colors as they would
protrude into her

the longing to taste

think it 
to stone

*

to actually ask
go to the door
politely

*

the throat of the poem
set serenly adrift

telling it
in the end

as if light existed

*

my time in this throat

plunged in a room
of stuff
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high-on
the name tag

as he with the school
snapping off heads

I wade
walking over turtles�
necks

*

who sleep upwards

pink from sun
pink from the pain
of this exposure

*

yes we derive
the burden of fatness

from a mold
we are stood
in a dark wooden box

a fruit grabs sun
from the shadow
of its sisters
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her tattoo rose

as if
out of the word itself

dropping 
in plea

in relic
of lighted waist

*

her name aloud
before the sirens

*

in a fountain
in a circle

the she of my face
of this entanglement
solidly

*

in the crease of her eye
the butter
from before

that spot in salt
where they embalmed
my body
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doves slept there
before the snow

bringing sound
to her

her relevance
among the trees

*

repellent of her
repellent of
all words

*

her white chin
lay there

brown as a tongue
(twisting in tongue)

on prickly sand
little tufts of height

*

she didn�t swallow it
immediately

placing the bet
in her throat
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from the caution
of her throat

she perched on a branch

then gathered the lawn
in her body
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snow feathers was how
the papers described it

bowl of bone
anchored in desert sand

swaddled in cloth
(though at sunset, it said,
the mirage shifted)

*

words
in the pit

in the 
high pink air

in the lace

in her Asian
play bell

*

the crust of his word
from his downy
young chin

stealing it
from saying itself
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a vowel
and I tame
its way

backwards to their
people
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slicing �esh
he speaks of eyes

thus she disrobed

digging holes
claiming them
with �ying stones

*

climbing from the pond
(whose eyeballs leave hollows)

columns of cars
swallow the morning hill

*

three stages of dusk
streak the child of cement

a mother wheels a carriage
across a sidewalk crack

when I undress
it is still there
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I am a cobbler
a skeleton in chinks
dangles down my back

*

I am you
seated

nailed in you
resting before you

*

old head
I swallow you whole

lick my plate
with hairy tongue

I feed you agony
I feed you
my only child

*

I am so full
eating it from
behind myself
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China bloodless boy

people of mast
here are some

if we are dumb
if we are dumb

so puffed and
slobbering to themselves

*

shouting it
down the mountain

lugging the beast
back to his people

*

over hills, over �elds

the moon�s condition
come to pass

come home stars
lay down your heads

nailed to the earth
across the pasture
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on the hull

we die in a 
cauldron of talk

lungs
grown out

give me what you hold

*

quit it, quit doing it

look bitch!
(they were in a
yard)

*

how we
locked in

how we
from the beginning
face this land of water

this conch
spiraling
right

in the yard
for a second
I see sky
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	 i

my face is sound

I dress
in puddles of
snow

the road leads to water
says the man
and I scoop it up

*

o woman of meat
from today on
(from today on)

inside your wound
from your heart�s 
deep water

*

inside her
was a quiet place of water

the subject of water
its private spot
in birds
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occasionally in trees
one might
yelp
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	 ii

she asks and I
take this to heart

this line and me

how far towards head
can I breathe in

*

mutt
you are here

wearing salt coats
in darkening host
of trees

lay down your pack

on invisible land
assail the bird

	 iii

in the relapse
was the bird

the tail of the bird
lugging its mist
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watchword come back
I want to hold you

*

the vase tilts
the eye
of the peacock
winks

*

o loud one
she said swallowing

they turn upright
propped by the door

the sky disappeared
and I alone
pulled downward by my head
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the stars were out so
I began again

at the temple
encampment
a bell rings

this is soft
this is gentle to the touch

*

cloudscape spilling

inside rabbits
chewing themselves
in my bed

keep me whole
murmurs the tin child

*

so as they sat
in death

here
on my pride

and again
before the tree
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the swimmer and I

it took place
at my foot
under the toe-pad�s soft

I woke early
to plant new trees

universe of �owers
before and after rivers

*

the name of them
each with its signature eluding

*

vowing
as if this place in him
were empty

tendrils of �sh
drift dangerously close to shore

not a colony
but a behest
to the white man
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once I shed skin

like fruit I peeled
back

I spit seeds

who sprout
the yellow tree-�owers

*

I shed eyes

contrive my seeing
in stones

don�t cry stones

I will throw
the red �sh
back

*

I shed breath

parting air
I lay glowing

light in earth
rumbles
beneath me

breathless
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wash your name
in bone

o my god
break the day
to pieces

your head in pain
thankfully on a 
rosebush

*

bush to bush
the face of the child

the skin on him
this winter�s seventh
month

*

he whispered up
my burning

he said that this
is a moment of lace

to pick a favorite
from my skin
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spread like seed
all over the land
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my bones are in
that mountain

in the vale of �owers
beyond its southern pass

slipped down
to me

by the sky
how long ago

*

who wander broken

a coterie of lambs
thought of as a bush

*

the land was yellow
and contained a tree

a man tied to a pole
looked up

he is praying
and others too
are glancing eastward

*
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o house of cans
I squat
wind blows

*

to replace its word
is why I gather mushrooms

in sticky sun
I squat

peaceful juice spills
on my gapping pant-leg
�nally (�nally)

the mountain
becomes a cloud
sloughing south
following the man
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having eaten �sh

I open myself
to make them
more comfortable

I pet the fawn
twisting my calves

*

two �sh leap
kiss and die

*

�sh, fry here
(o my �sh)

sway grass
in coin of rain

so far we kill
the awl of �shes presides

while I walk by
covering my head
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you enter the room
of his eyes

they laugh a person
you can�t quite grasp

o Timothy, my son,
wan one

*

a head had
its eyes lowered

*

still the view
like the shadow of a bird

sealing it
so that it would
belong to her

how low
can I arrive

how much particle
can I detect
across the border

Calliope_text.indd   28 8/28/08   5:11:14 PM



29

1

so she
and now
the voice from the kitchen wall

whose are the shadows
falling softly

as they dissolve

she, mother of the turned corners

2

waist bestowed
again

susurrus of sound
(a rodent sniffs
daytime)

losing its balance, extending its neck

in its rock
loose of their call
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3

tablets stand among the lambs

sun spills
as a tree is from the inside

my skin is that tree

and I, in my eyes,
cannot stop the voices
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north of here
is dawn

a little pink girl
trips and falls
laughing

she raises her elbow
to the brim of her
hat

the certainty of that moment
when her elbow
hit her hat

*

though her laugh was real
the image was
like her dress

*

so break
so turned upon the pestle

we write columns
from the moon�s sleeping rabbit

in holy pride
we lay our bath
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o town of birds
circling spires
chewing calamitous meat

Calliope_text.indd   32 8/28/08   5:11:14 PM



33

a �are I am

ark to ark
a sparkler

belly be full
belly be full

*

whistling a tune
my teeth sing

tune, be careful

*

the coming of blue
being born then

I hear your sound
in my far away
hill

stout verb
swinging in air

I arrive with wind
trailing from my �ngers
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i

this land, once a �eld
held a lake that could be read

letters for the oracle
in the shape of a green man

fury red
fury green
take it all

so the oracle left

*

in my throat
in my long green throat
he put a straight-backed chair

*

no one saw the book
that lay open on the water

ground of cans
piled by the wall

tell the water
tell the lake
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my face before
the me of this
gold time

ii

later, emptied of people
emptied of all wanderings-
of-mind

so that the patterns shifted
running more to clean rows

*

a tree fell
a branch lay by your side

*

the carrion of �sh
pinned the hour
to your footprints

nosing air
a colt limped home

be little
o one with the coat

till you are safe
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headstrong boy
but she sees him

crawling by lineage
stomping his thick foot

to bind dawn
to your foot

your sleeve and
that night

*

from the endless parallel
of my swollenness

from the cause of me
from such acts as the man
left on my chair

*

licking the dog
whose maggots are
new maggots

to see them
(from my cry
to take me from them)
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touching them with my
lips

offer myself to the little heads
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why did she care
she wondered
laying aside the book

a dim light could be seen
possibly from a cabin

reaching in

not for the word
but for the space

which had a time

*

fat drops driven violently sideways

*

the man�s mind

into which she
tossed herself

becomes a bird

�y away bird
�y south where you are needed

*
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letters moved
(she could barely
make them out)

the sky moved
hanging bluntly

a circle swayed
toppled to the sea

to you, sea, I chant
and to the one with ears
hearing you into me
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good kalpa

when old was ten
the deer forgot to graze
one became quite lonely

a mare lost its footing
on the way to feed its colt

the toes of a bird
ascended like a spire
before which she knelt
a Friday afternoon

on the counter
was an egg

*

the postman slipped

the egg upon the roof
waiting to burn
waiting till he
is blindfolded

*

the bird in its kindness
dropped a feather in a rock
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yielding thy worms
arising in my mouth

I want cow
I want butter

*

the belly in calamity hawks
a mere existence

we among chimps
sanding circles
back

the land dissolves
(the plain becomes a shoulder)

I am black
my horse is black
its colt is black
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he blew her a kiss

that night
of long sound

each year
the fat of him

in his guest
gulping them down

just as the sky wants

*

a heifer in need
cuddles its milk

in rolling grass
guests spill

*

o monk of size
orange and walking

I wave
do you see

or do you simply
(chewing meat)

on the rug �nd
a broken moment
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