

























































































































































































































































































96

When he could no longer write he would just draw off the

letters. Shape will wear them out. Juxtaposition washing off
the burning pulling. Back of and through an on-the-spot
vocabulary improvement ‘watching a playful scene at the far
end’ or is it. Someone pushes through the crowd around the
coffin looking...over at the stranger wearing a suit and white
sunscreen on his nose. Without being subsumed, becoming
an insistence...

dying, write a bodiless book

destituere
4. To abandon (an occupation, activity, etc.); to disregard, to
render void

Several times: walking through a forest in winter, that is, the
leaves are on the ground, wet and covered with frost. They
thickly cover the forest floor and whatever debris is on it.
There is a stirring. A shape like a log, covered with a mat of
leaves, begins to stir. It turns out to be not a log, but a person
not long dead. Adjacent are a couple of other such fallen log
creatures, not stirring, for it is too soon. If you try to walk past
this creature that is stirring, it will grab you with its grip of
iron, you may not pass. You may not walk by.

An elaboration.

enth

under the sign of while or during

on its own recognizance

parenthetically: (I was about to type “under the sign of while
or during” when the automatic typewriter began to type



furiously “enthslcybp.m,kv-"Olx52" etc. “Not my real name.”
The quotation I had intended to type in just after “ under the
sign of while or during” was

She is the blank page
writing ghost writing
Susan Howe)

“I write to break into perfect primeval Consent. I wish I could
tenderly lift from the dark side of history, voices that are
anonymous, slighted — inarticulate.”

Susan Howe

“Poems have always had this nature of revelation for me,
becoming apparently objective manifestations of feelings and
thoughts otherwise inaccessible.”

Robert Creeley

The idea or impulse was to do the painting — of the other
painting — in a way that would undo — something else.
Words telling sight direct. The most common surfaces. For
instance, a marble slab set up by the sea, a gift from one
country to another, to honor a union that gave birth to a city.
Fellow fishermen, the city is murdering us with taxes....

A man is walking and a white swan comes up to him and
nuzzles his leg. The swan is thirsty, so he picks it up and puts
it into the bathtub and turns on the water. The water is rising
quickly, is about to overflow, the swan is about to drown.

Does he open the drain? Turn off the tap?
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Subtext: are swans dangerous? do they turn you on? Time

proves this swan’s not either.

Second subtext: too much of a good thing, etc.
Third subtext: The sound of running water all night
from the fountain, and the dripping.

There can be a refusal to participate with the dead, discomfort
at being in the same room with them. She wore a kerchief

round her head.

Leda is another form of Leto or Latona. She was chased by the
python. In pre-hellenic myth, it’s the goddess who chases the
sacred king. He changes seasonally, she counters each transfor-
mation with her own and devours him at the summer solstice.
Hellenic myth reverses the roles. These are conditions,
organized. The Oxford American Dictionary has constitution
constituting, composing. A Constitution is a set of principles
according to which something is, a country, memory, a system
of myths, is organized. Idea’s moment of victory? Destitution
is desire, is destiny; is corruption, I am corrupting the dictio-
nary. Destitution is lacking, is the state of impoverishment, of
being without the necessities of life. What could that have to
do with writing, someone asked. From the other side, I
fumbled, trying to release the seatbelt.

I put my hands on the block in the largeness of time.

destituere
5. To fail to come up to, disappoint, belie (expectations,
standards, etc.)




Convention by position.

“Once I stayed overnight in a rented furnished house in
Southern California, as a guest of the people who had rented
the house. I was to sleep in the ‘den’, a small sitting room with
a fold-out couch. One wall was all bookshelves.

“That night, in my room which was completely taken up by
the fold-out couch, I sat in the bed looking at the books.
There was a many-volume set of an old French dictionary, the
Littré, a surprise, a curiosity to find in a private library.
“Without wasting any time, I took up a volume in my hands
and found the entry for représenter, to represent. According to
this Littré, it came from the Latin phrase, rem praesentem —
the thing presented. The thing presented. Accusative,
predicative. Rem Praesentem, this phrase itself, came from, or
was the term referring to the winding sheet, the shroud
wrapping the body of the dead person laid out to be viewed.
The actual body was communicated to the viewer ‘by means
of. By means of this wrapping, this reference to the unseen
thing within, the thing you may not see, but must remember
by means of a shape, a veil. Representation was a presentation
of the thing that could not itself, by, in and for itself, be

present. It had to be assumed, by an act of faith.”

Wait! Immediately following the death of their friend,
tensions resolved into hilarity. They played with the body
before winding it up. Why don’t you write about #his, they
said. Why don’t you write his. But we didn’t know what #his
was yet, what its name was, its language. It (#44) didn’t know us.

There is a series of family photographs. One is a wedding
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photograph of C. and P., her huge billowing dress. It’s a black
and white photograph taken at night, in a cemetery, the bridal
couple in motion, as though walking rapidly from the church
through the cemetery to get to the next place. Like text, they

were moving from left to right. Their accessories fell, were left

behind in the mud.
Noetic ghost, its shape in place, “totally tubular.”

destituere
6. To cease to serve or be available to, fail

Newsweek, July 28, 1969

“The American eagle patch that Apollo 11 astronauts are
wearing on their flight suits did not always look the way it
does. An earlier design depicted the eagle descending on the
moon with an olive branch in its beak. But the naked talons
looked so ferocious that the bird seemed to be attacking the
moon. A more benign attitude was achieved by switching the
olive branch to the talons.”

The moving empty image is an affront, it confronts you. Then
you are left alone. To play in the afterglow. A visual feat, an
imaginary voluntary, the pre-ludic. Replace the missing letter
to shut off, impede, close that door against the name, the
piece. The prelude can preclude the play, as the name can
preclude the thing. For instance “yellow”.

Barbed wire around the salt block, as though foreclosing an
impulse to leave right now, and rendering the others’ entry
impracticable. Sometimes the last play first. The digression
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leads back around.

“Who brought me to the hospital, it’s ah me and it’s a
psychiatrist who said to me who said to me right, now, fellah,
it can’t go on like this on earth, just no way, have to, ah, go ah
to another planet there, because here it’s just a total mess, it’s a
free-for-all, dead end, it’s ah totally centralized, and it can’t
work. And, myself, I thought that it would be much better, to
get free, the chance of leaving for Mars. I knew what I had to
do. You go to ah the ah street, ah avenue, the road ah it’s Place
d’Ttalie...where you'll find the ah very best travel agency in
France to get you to Mars. You go there or else you call 22-
31-70, and you get a car from the French Consul that takes
you, oh it’s a beautiful car, I think it was a Citroén Maserati,
or a ’66 Mercedes, that takes you to Roissy-en-France. At
Roissy, you get on the plane. When you get to the States you
figure out how to get to NASA. When you’re at NASA you
take a rocket or an OVNI, you take an OVNI or a rocket,
like, whatever you prefer, and you go there....” (from a
selection of “psychotic texts” edited by Julia Kristeva)

Something said was binding. If the dust were flammable, and
if we were to move this city away from the river.... What does
it matter about the bindings. An introductory voluntary, it
becomes the thing it was getting around to talking abourt,
wrapping it in a way...something obvious, against you on the
way...to what isn’t. Turning can be an introduction of the so-
called missing structure, a carefully carved wooden spoon
whose face, whose painted face. What the camera can view in
a single take makes the words into a grocery list.
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After the Franco-Prussian war, the editor of the Spirit Review
called on the professional photographer Buguet to take the
first photographs ever of ghosts. They were actually overexpo-

sures superimposed on images of the ‘living’ so that they
appeared to be walking among them. Us. The effects of these
photographs depended upon skillful erasure and subtle
lighting. There were also pretty young models in pre-
Raphaelite dresses. (Paul Virilio, War and Cinema)

You can’t destroy your other, your reach, with skillful erasure.
It’s set up to eliminate time, used to stand still, shy a litdle
other information.

I couldn’t make the images empty enough, she said. She
lamented. Renewed and refreshed in the oasis of discontent.

“The Inner Sanctum Novels, Simon & Schuster: you have
now bought this book. If you do not wish to keep it, lend it to
a friend or send it to a hospital.”

Notice to readers, inside the front cover of these early mass-
market books. Rules are where you find them. The book talks
back. The notice continues. “Please note that the covers of the
Inner Sanctum Novels have four separate colors: red, blue,
green and yellow. Blue: these are books in a serious vein. Red:
these are books of a lighter nature. Green: these are detective
and mystery stories. Yellow: these are novels that fall into none
of the above categories.

So where do you fit? What is your color? Pick a number and
be told your future. Where you fit.




A split that could be read against. Read could become
smudged. That was one kind of continuity. Oh, it was
deafening, a flood too, but of light. Emotion will be available
to you and to anyone and inquiry.

“...like a fog forming in the unformed — enclosed in the ring
of that sphere, neither white nor black, neither red nor green,
of no color whatsoever.”

(from “The Beginning”, Zohar, ed. G. Scholem)

Auwakening does not insist on repetition.

Against the level set the ideal set.

I try to develop argument here and am incapable of it. There
is nothing poignant. It’s a range, not a waterfall. Talking or
singing, substantially reduced gravitational pull sustains this
‘other’ suspension. Response is not prescribed.

Crosscut universe

get up
assume everything

Lacking sequence
calumnies the rest
then concentrated

Sense circumstances

learning quickly
asymptotic
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Sensational

additional power

a landscape “empty”

the scientist, the postman

Mist above a new song
(epic without story)
blood all over the backs of legs

Whose urgency
whose certain point
on certain multiple shadow

Shines
nourished won’t dispel
win to it

Mortal set
safety’s bounds
IMAGINE

Focus
mountains called
tusk and comb

Discovery of graphite
mouth and after
found adapter




Double portals
cracked container
never filled

Turn over, turn over
a landscape unit
orbits around opinion

Explicit social
spiral placement
who is public

Light has no emotion

Split breath even light displacement by degrees
Slight breath translates quietly out of event
Into the it

To sing, to tell on someone, to give someone away. It registers
amazement. Factors with reaction rates sit with a calculator,
travelling pages. Gloria, the shadows of institutions’ thorofare
to any similar place. Music is blinding. Its authority is
deceptive. You mean that.

Where do you locate the contradiction in complete disintegra-
tion. In another’s stitchless time, seen for the first time, clearly,
not just at the horizon’s pleasure. The diaries — you see a
fence and know that it’s the town of X making a space in the
middle of all that junk. Some imagine that there is no struc-
ture, a leap that is in itself structure. An aside: some are not
curious and will never be. And what is a time bandage, that

there is no sequence. A ledger.
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There has always been a taboo against the infinite,

about which Kepler says, “This thought carries with it I don’t
know what secret horror; in fact, you find yourself in this
immensity to which has been denied any limit, any center,
any determined place.”

And when her hands were put back on they were backwards,
in argument with the institutions, in evidence of life, evacua-
tion, the product perceived as work, designated to the other.
Incidents are objects.

Once upon a time she climbed up the building using the
elements of the facade as a ladder. Almost immediately she
was corrected, since she had inadvertently taken action in the
wrong gender.

“Women with heart disease often have atypical symptoms or
describe them differently from men, throwing doctors off the
track.” (San Francisco Chronicle) At this point we have an
image of a raving crowd of ‘women’ throwing the bewildered
doctors onto the tracks.

Theme takes care of itself. Although the task is other, ‘reach’,
the energy of propulsion reaches and what is lefe? If it’s
repeated often enough it becomes habitual and is mistaken for
natural or intuition when really it might just be addiction. In
time you see it dissolving. “Finish” a thought, that is, recog-
nize what. The propulsion can become the addiction.

Elements activate each other lying around ‘in no order at all’.
A picture makes up order in time. Just in terms of the reigning




scale, it might be invisible if not illicit. Pushing and then
rescuing is a different economy. Why are you hanging out the
window like that in the first place.

“nakedness that shelters crosses and dresses”

(Arthur Rimbaud, //luminations)

Then crossed over and had no further thoughts on the matter.
Dead from silence, and unable to separate from the sign in
some places, the captioned life pulling off the skin, the hand
was surely big enough....writing is experienced by them as
‘loose’ ...

The dealer didn’t like some marks, what he referred to as ‘ice’
in the painting. So he hired another painter to ‘take care of it’.
Self-determination adjusts ever so slightly to make a turn.
Application of light to paint it out. Just something that’s
applied to something else. In or out the corpse is not self-
involved. In whose service is the shroud? That line can
preserve vulnerability. It doesn’t have to pay attention at the
borders. Horror writes a letter in the air not immediately
recognizable. The cloth itself, the textile, is doing two things at
once, covering and revealing,...

destituere
7. To leave without, or destitute
“I was in Ecstasy, and

My little wandering sportful soul
Guest and Companion of my body
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had liberty to wander through all places, and all the volumes
of the heavens, and to comprehend the situation, the dimen-
sions, the nature, the people and the policy, both of the
swimming islands, the planets, and of all those which are fixed
in the firmament.”

(John Donne, “A Meeting in Hell”)

I was moving very quickly away
out of the corner of my eye
I could see the pen

moving

Let’s play I'll be fiction and you be the face of
another world. Let’s play you be fiction and I'll be
the face of another will.
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