





























































































































































































































Sweat during the meeting. Clings. Always open. Sea green eyes. Blue
room. Criminal charm. The main chance. The dust there. Working
in close. She can't ignore the spiders or the castle. Manifestations of
sleep. Scale models of the danger she is in. Clothes fastened with
pins. Or on the floor. Disheveled in the moment. Like curtains.
Hand over hand. Startled.

Collarbone
Of the male

Throat and
Shoulder

Pulling
Away or not

Hand to hand
Breath

Letting it

Go. A relief to be Louise. Flesh not her own. She resists. Letting it
out. As Lou. An uncompromised and permanent resistance. Taut.
Tight walls of her heart. An alcove. Closed on three sides. He covers
her. Blocking her escape. Captured and appended. Apprehended. She
saves herself. His is a broken text. Lines suspended in his persuasive
voice. She wonders if he is there at all. She misses him. His certainty.

Finely and deeply Louise. Memory machine. Ancient temptress.
Punished city. She closes her eyes around the shape of a man. The
evidence of him is three-dimensional. The fourth dimension is tall
and slender. A collector of experiences. Forced visual comparisons. A
courtly interlocutor. His name far back in her throat.
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Mary. Maker of domesticity. Manned space. Merry men. A married
man. Makes of one. A ship or storm. An encapsulated or made thing.
Then there is the sight of her hands grasping and kneading the malleable
clay until the rounded form elicits in the viewer a desire for contact and
sets his thoughts in motion. Robin and. Made. To set out into. The sea.
The forest. Lou. Louise. Story superimposed on an existing. Picture.
Weapons left. Trees like a corridor. A path through space. Rainy
horizon. The black (again) of green.

Tempered
Her display of
Virtue

Unacknowledged
It hurt him
To know

Unlike desire
A model for
The untitled

Respite. Because there is no escape from what doesn't exist. Horizon
also meaningless because surrounded by an extended sky. “ Touched
by what is not yet known' Interior rhyme. Incessant movement.
Time’s arrow. Her reply spoken in passing. The words fit into him.
Overcome by conversational momentum. The mobile phone be-
tween them. The naturally unspoken accusations. Each time he
begins. Speaking into it. Go ahead.

The prison exists in her mind. The past is damned. Thelma and
Louise are a single entity. Their story is apocryphal. This story is
post-apocalypse. The film is pieced together and seen. The entities
dissolve into a still shot. We next see ourselves as them. We are at
work.
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The momentum also the intimacy of keeping track. Taking stock. A

shared perspective. The sacrament of our time together. Our room.
Our view. Our language. Unspoken. An exchange of eyes. Agree-
ment. We respond to queries. The demands of the situation keep you
going. Orders. Order. The unconscious order of secret speech.
Mutterings of the universe speaking through the speaker to the
world. Laid out like a tarot pack. Don't read the cards anymore.
Always used them backwards. To predict the past. There is nothing
you can do about the future once you know it. The difference
between the world and the universe.

6.
In your head The eucharist
Or vessel Shell

Or two heads
Joined in Reading
Speaking Or kissing

The mouth is the alcove. There is “a remarkably changed relationship
to desire ..."” The difference is instrumental. But the point is to get
the work done. [ am at my post. We share the responsibility. Louise
and Mary. Married. He has a woman's name. She was a secret apostle.
A Magdalene. The available one. She finds the grave empty. The
alcove. Opened mouth. A predictable narrative of exile and grief. A
road story. With a time of pleasure intervening. The open grave of
the spring.
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Days widen out into a celebration. “ Sometimes I wonder what you
are looking for.” Spicer. The Selected Complete. Your eyes are over-
dressed Mummers in a Mardi Gras parade. Round as banjos. Your
disguise effective because transparent. Sneaking in from Greenwood
every day. Too literary for a folk tale. Too fleshy for a poem. Your
famous accuracy with the dart. Fragments only of the story recur. We
barely know it's happening. We are the women at the tomb. Another
eucharist. A case. A dart. The heart. Empty. What are you looking
for?

Mary. The previously stated bliss. The monument to the Ascent. We
miss the musty smell of the dead. His absence is palpable. As when
the action hero is temporarily out of commission. Dependable
accuracy. Secret knowledge of procedure. But we are trying to get
somewhere. Mary and Louise. Escape routine. Repeated attempts like
Steve McQueen. The Great Escape. What was going on with that?
Did you think [ wouldn't notice? My orientation existed before you
even knew you had a gender. The question part came much later.
And it’s your deal.

Greenwood greenwood A drifting
No help Throne
Or casino
Sings while Passing out
The cards “Don't” he said

Splash the pot. It poured that spring. Severe splashing occurred. It
rained in. And stacking. Everything that could did. Happen. In
another older language because preceding the current invasion. Of
sheriff's men. Representatives of the new order. But I went with
them. And had both. Languages. He was something like a sergeant.
Sergeant Mary. His music drowned out the rain.
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His is the name of uncertainty. She knows right away. But where
exactly is he in this? She pulls all the way out. How dare he use that
tone with me. Who died and made you Queen of the Forest? Sput-
tering now. Together in the car of silence. A desert unrolling before
them. Who is the faithless one in this story?

“ Transfigured by His brightness.” Women at the tomb. “No better
than they should be.” One of them is the other Mary. I have to speak
to the boss. He says. She says. That would be me. A personal
Golgotha and we are left with the mess. Earthquakes. Sky like
Giorgioni. Which sacrament is being evoked in this storm? And why
cant we leave? “ That music,” she confessed, “makes me terribly
unhappy.” Finally using every last drop of their strength to make it
happen. They go.

“ Grenewode” Span of days
Disguise in Lincoln green or
Scarlet Coated
Robin and
Marian
would
s

constitute a natural unity. But Robin dies. The forest is exposed.
Marian is attacked. Detached. Also dies. Flagrantly into the scene.
Leaving their son to his outlaw ways. To occupy the territory. Thieve
and watch. Scat to eschatological. Ellroy and Duchamp have one
thing in common. They are the son. They are interested in the crime.
They make women subsume their identities and are in love with
them like brides. Each one. But the bride survives. She is not Nature.
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She is not Given. She is a cop with her own problem. An assassin.
She faces down the long corridor of the tomb.

“If you want something killed you should be willing to see it dead.”
A chronic longing for displacement. Lyric problem. Mary doesn't
have it. Louise is a builder. She leaves the tomb after its construction.
She leaves a series of them. “ Louise and her lover slowly entwine.”
But Dylan went electric in the last century. Louise doesn't stay laid.
Marian is the one left in this version. Her green Robin bleeds redly
out from a black arrow. Pieta. She makes a scaffolding to help him
die. Not an object but an action.

She descends (not nude). She ascends. Not the remembered dead but
the son of someone’s mother. Nothing is Given. Least of all the
emptiness of the cup she bleeds into. This is also sought. The results
are mixed. Missing. The grave is not a resting place. Action remains
as the next thing. Keeping it all in the air. Potential for movement.
Superloaded context spills into the present scene. It is a job. A métier.

Priest and Plumber
Point-of-view Lawyer
Monk Sister
Musician or Perspective
Detective

A figure moves through. The territory surrounding the Philadelphia
Museum of Art. River scene. Freeway bridge. Gazebo. A long walk. A
slow approach. Can' tell if the subject is male or female. The narra-
tive is the blood of the thing. When there is more blood there is more
time. The absence of blood was the point. It was real and not real. A
mystery. A transfiguration. She believed in it like a child.

It was a stall. A booth. A flimsy. Including curtains, a table, a plat-
form. A babe. A créche or manger. The X in Xmas. The bloody
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diagram. The fleshpot. Shack or fuck-pad. So-called. Makeshift. She
carries an umbrella. She walks to the museum in the rain. Seeing it
from the freeway or river. From the plane. Belted raincoat. Wet hair.
Alone in the room. Damp. Duchamp.

The problem of beauty as a letting go of life. The lover as contraption
or skeleton. She fiddles with the plumbing. She smokes the way
children do. Accused of being spoiled, fetid. She needs to be cur-
tailed. He feels. The process is buried in the story.

Lingerie

Her actress past
Shed

Skin marked
Like a snake
Fantasy sex

Beast and woman
Carpe diem

Caveat emptor

She replies in a voice so deep and stilted, so utterly masculine as to
beg the fact of her role in this mystery. He wants us to be girls
together. “Misfortune. Mouth. Museum. Slaughterhouse.” (Bataille)
“Song replaces action.” But only for awhile. The hotel room is cold.
Leaves press against the glass. The sharp flora of urban desert.
Arriving anywhere. In time.

The lobby is a sexual place. The musician plays well but not to
excess. He asserts the authority of this perfection. It is his only fault.
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“The continuous roar of sex.” Stopping only when he plays. The air
green to white outside. Dark pink in the restaurant. The literal air.
The continental shelf outside the door. The courtyard. A small place
filled with thought. Dispersed by the opening. Like smoke. Of the
door.

Her way of exposing the present like rust to the same air. The natural
reaction. In his head. Her mind like an aquarium. The accompani-
ment. He hums inside. Staring at another aquarium. Quiet violence.

She takes to the air. The shuttle between. Barely taking off before
landing. The plane is like a rehearsal. A dress. The approach is much
longer than the flight. Travel time. Reading the death of a poet. Not
one’s own. The Text of Shelleys Death. Adrenaline of landing. (Alan
Halsey) Of taking off.

He makes her Sing

Beginning The crime
Forget

Regret The bride’s

Widow Is mine

Or is me. What is left? He asks. Or not me. He says. Strangely loving
but it is his own death. He writes it and causes it. She is the absence
of the absence of death. Flesh itself. Names assembled from memory.
Something is wrong but the picture is clear. And finally nothing is
wrong. The vaginal line is askew. Is what opens out. The source. Of
information. A perfect wrong note. He is only a messenger. There is a
murder in that man but it’s not this one. There is no equivalence.
Nothing to make clear. Or to go on.

All he can do is stop her. She finds that he is nature and she is
enclosed by him. She is consciousness. He is a wall of muscle. Like a




heart. She is pressed. Parted. Against her desire like fear. She believes
she can make him go. An act of will. By wanting him gone. But finds
she cannot. Want him. Gone. Does she not want him? Or will he not
go? Is he there at all?

He doesn't go. He is a sexual predator but friendly. Even. Passive. “It's
just another part of the conversation.” She reasons. “No it's not.” He
returns. He moves closer (though they are already entwined) to show
her what he means. The suspense in their thinking remains unre-
solved. Only for her (dead now). “I'm travelling to forget you.” He
claims. “I know.” She writes. “It's not working.” He goes on. “ Ditto.”
She rejoins, suddenly tired. Sleepy almost to death. It has turned into
a phone thing. “ Tyger tyger’ She dreams. The name of his oldest
child is in her mind before he knows it himself. Los. Loss.

Jubilate A jubilant

Year of the Present
Tiger

Or lion Who escapes

Himself But only just

1.

She is like wax. Lit from the inside. Animated again. Laughingly she
says the word they are both thinking. He looks at her and sees it. She
darkens as she speaks. Her head bent slightly and looks up. (He
escapes her dark vision of him.) The two of them say something
together. Turning it over in their mouths and minds. She is melted a
little around the edges. The end of the day also lit. The horizon
violet. Clouds in waxy froth. “ The badness in me.” She calls it.
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Anemone
Apricot

Scant
Distraught
Panting
Cheek

Penis

With laughter
Both

Conspiracy of thought and being. Driving together. Rain on the
window. Thoughtfully. Penis. Absence. Incompletely imagined.
Shared breath and completely with some satisfaction. Arriving. At the
same word. Eating. Later. Something sweet. An ordinary conversa-
tion on a bright day. That's not how it was.

Mary. He began. The Story of Mary MacLane. Sharing a death with
Keats. Disease. Not like Shelley (as in Halsey) oceanic. But clearly the
body. Later on a beach of Lake Michigan she walks with a woman.
She describes a man. A devil or dictator. She has what she imagines.
She becomes what she sees. “ Nothing.” Mary would say with bitter-
ness as the child she was at the time. And finally “ Nothing” with the
satisfaction of her life lived as a genius.

“Be carefree, be light-hearted, be wicked - above all, forget. The
deeds are what you will; the time is now, the aftermath is nothing;
the day of reckoning never.” A huge lake in another time. A woman
remembers her husbands. She leaves her emeralds. But no one gets

them. There is no direct line.

From her hand

To her heart

In paper painted
Things dissolve in space
Resolution




A picture of the paint
Space filled economically
Also gone

Truth or decadence
Doesn't matter

Equal itself? Apparently not. In some exasperation when quizzed. An
identity problem solved mechanically. “ Turn your back and walk
away.” She advised. It was her usual advice. It was the usual time of
day set aside for these considerations. The window was a picture of
joy. A plate of her sense of light in a favored book. A well-worn sight.
Like the designs of the emerald woman. She was a designer. Nothing
came from her. But what was in the bones.

“ This is not a diary. It is a Portrayal ...." (Mary) “[I]nner life shown
in its nakedness.” She was sick but wanted to go on. She questions
her own merriment. Something comes from her head into her
stomach and limbs. Spreads. She stands like a tree in the heat.
Encephalgram. Hotter inside than out. A swarm of insects. Black-
birds. The room she is in. Crawling with natural things.

She pictures a room with a cliff in it. Or a flood. A waterfall. Or is
that a book? Overexposed. Flooded with light. (The original room is
dark.) But here is another dawn of work. Opened on her lap. The
smile that isn't smiling.

Incident
Vestment
Investment
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Spring
The action
Or fountain

Event
Election
Of electrons

Not equivalence. The tape isn't a diary. There are no days in it. No days
available. It is more in the way of a statement. Or horizon. A manifesto.
To state. A mechanism to create delay. The end of the street. Of light.
The outline. The end of a friend. Not death but results. Exaltation.

Ex. Explosion. Thought leaves the page. There are no explosions in
daily life. Except when there are.

The refinery explodes over and over. Far away and unrelated except in
time. Art direction. Special effects but thank god no story. An adventure.
Greenish dawn. Bombs dropping. Bodies found on the hillside. Unrelated
except to each other. Mother and daughter. Mother and son. Beyond
recognition. Another death. Another dawn.

“Death by beauty. Death by sensitivity. Death by awareness. Death by
experience. Death by landscape.” Reasons for Knocking at an Empty House.
(Bill Viola). Death by bombs. The field of blackbirds. Downed jet.
Stealth. Exposition. An expert reads the explosion. The graphic organ.
The fields and sheets of red.

Fiction as landscape As state
Meant as daylight Time change
Meaning the procedure Video instrumentation

Yields the target
City or organism
With surgical




To be removed. One abstraction shows through the other. Precision.
Superimposition. Nonobjective response. Jagged edge of morphine

paranoia. Overextended stay. Someplace. Someone has to go. Away.
Right now. Someone can't wait. Bleeding together of possible figures
in motion. It's all pictures. Record of movement. Seen close up and
from above.

Brightly dyed. The optical experience of a phenomenon but not the
one we think we see.

The seen, in a reversal, becomes the sea. But someone sees through it.
In the concept the horizon was even. The plane parallel with the
world.

From which the shore

Subtracted

The walking wounded

Or out cold

Puddling, dripping, raining down
Blood and rain

Names for the present
Emergency or just plain
Wounded

And taped. Replayed. Shallow breathing. Shallow grave. Shallow life

but lived deeply like a spine. The cups of her eyes. The fine lines. ‘A

new opportunity will come your way.” An artificial landscape. A real

bride. A clump of trees or blurred beach. A desert garden. A figure so
faded as to be almost invisible. Thinks there. A precise impression.
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Not the romantic landscape but the mechanics of information
retrieval.

Codes pour through the gap in our defense. The stratosphere is a
machine. We have known for a long time about these areas of low or
ambiguous information. A secretion. The organ in the body respon-
sible for belief ceases to function. The gap in recognition is shored
up. A “sea change” takes place but inside. Color bars are the last thing
you see.

Stasis. Organization. Symmetry. Only just not this time. Leaving the
landscape of that crooked smile. Leaving the scar. Being now plainly
outside. Diablo snowy in spring. Just south of my mind. A painted
haze of blue. Actually Vesuvius in the present rendition. Completely
rendered and detached from the last version of itself. “ Real.”

Green of leaves The royal road
Livid meadow The map

Fleshed out

Swarm Descends
To the field Left

By refugees. Another medium and too much time later. Couldn' find
a reason for the war. Random is the new word. Words can't keep up.
Things go wrong. Someone knows it. Walking back into the debris
she says something about her life. The explanation is the problem.
Being in disguise.

Raw cold of a wet spring. Change of voice in the Halsey Shelley. Not
Halsey or Shelley. “ [B]ut to me this is all dreary reality.” An unidenti-
fied woman. Pleasure herself. Or grief. Displacement. Landscape. I
felt like painting something beautiful.” He claimed. Stuff scattered
there. Everything lost.




A camp of displaced people is transformed into a park. We find
ourselves there. There is paint on it. Against the sky. Construction. A
field opens out. The waterfall is on the same level. There is a sea.
Names are among the things lost. Like falling in love but not with a
person. The wind in the house.

Today’s date Rough
Against the skin Linen

Against the sea Life or
Property Loss of

Disinterred

Disinterested. Possessed. Having followed to the letter. A root system
like ink. Living diagram. Instructions. Reconstruction. After the fact

nothing exists. Simultaneously. A painting of a woman with birds. At
rest. Nakedness. But casual. A remembered ache. Rushing by. Alert to
it. Off and on. Waking again. To thirst.
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