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Décor can we bear to see the walls unmarked. We hang great art and spray wild graffiti upon them, we will not let them have their being without defacing them, without lifting our attention off the wall. Rooms, corridors, doorways, cover them with posters, paintings, calendars, photographs, anything not to live in the immensity of the wall that is our limit, our second skin, our lebensraum. The wall mirrors our seething emptiness, and we stamp it with all the glory or all the triviality that we can. The walls protect us from the outside, but we are defenceless against the terror of their open terrain. Within the walls, beyond them, here, the sea. Sand and rocks swarm with bodies, while some enter cautiously the water’s edge, and some fling themselves at the surf flinging itself upon sand, upon the same pulse that pushes back the walls of water to reveal the figure between yourself and what is figured there. Open everything to the body, broken on its experience, shining in the light of the present, its heroic pathos swarming in you alive or dead it will not matter as one galaxy passes thru another over time you cannot even imagine. And yet a small gift, woven in flax, is the fish you come from, and the sea to which you will return. Describe it in vain. It will tell you nothing tho it stay on the wall a thousand years to your blinded and all-seeing eye. See, the wall has disappeared, replaced by the complex gaiety of light, of love, of betrayal, of the treachery of corners supposed to hold fast. It is said that the pictures go with the wall, and that they do, that they do. How shall I say the what of saying. The fish is eyeless, the plant is dead, yet both are imaged to his fear of never understanding what he clearly sees. Between the walls is no other body but his own, and pictures on the wall disown themselves in their rush towards him in the infinite non-existent distance of his reach

Poiesis however many times he turns, and always turns away, to write, the enigma remains, always a place to live, not a code to break, or a puzzle to solve. Why begin. Why continue. Why this. In the beginning were these or those words of the others, mother, father, family, friends & enemies, those from whom your words come, and only. But the crying child makes no words, just the wild noise racketing thru the air. And my cries, what else do they do, other than mirror that original outrage at being born into this world, and no other. But when that first shriek takes form, again & again, its occasion is just another rip in the idea of the quiet, raging in the knowledge of death, in the question about the purpose of this joy, that pain. To displace the scream we shape words, make them seductive, take away, in their truth, their truth from the truth you are never going to get to know about them. Let their cry divert us from our own. At no time is the mouth open in rage ever shut down, a noise passed from mouth to mouth, across space and time and every conceivable event. The static (how we wish to expunge it!) is no neutral sound, is no mere interference, and will be understood only if we hear it deeply, pay attention to its shape, its form, its sequence of tonal shifts, its lovely surfaces. Are you making it, we say. How, are you making out. Are you making sense of it. Did you make it up, as if inventing the written text is itself a kind of reconciliation. But reading my own prior texts is also to find that they were ahead of me—written here for hearing tomorrow, read here for hearing tomorrow. What comes, comes ever from the heart, there is nowhere else, deny it all your heart desires. ‘Anger’ is too small a word for the full rage in a human body. ‘Poetry’ is too small a word for the cry that issues from the mouth. ‘Form’ is too small a word for the shapeliness of words upon the page, the clothes upon the body, the painting upon the dear face of the beloved, the shapes we make by walking upon the earth which is ourselves

The black art from the first, a commercial enterprise, a displacement, a work of art. A black art at its core the dark purse of anyone’s desire. Not red or blue or other shade fit to stand against the light, the white of the page. The recording angel then a dark angel, with a shining halo round each letter pressed into your palm so we can close the book on it. The book is held like a bowl we feed from, glutting ourselves on the blood of the book. Between you and the words you hunger for is the whole ghastly apparatus of the printing press, its gangling, clanking limbs dancing with your sweet sensibilities in ways you do not understand as your tongue reaches for the last drops of meaning from the gutter, sliding in and out of measure, probing in the margins for the gloss that will let you give up your own pathetic search for certainty. A dark view, yes. Turn the page. See, you weep. And there, you break into laughter, and these words fill you with disgust and those words fill you with joy, and your face has no idea which feeling has the tears dropping from it on to the paper. Yet nothing’s happening. You are in bed, deliciously irresponsible, taking time out as they say, and the next word drags the terror out of you as the rape you do not see in the world takes place upon the page. What trickery. What magnificent deception. What profound and ineluctable truths dribble out of the lies we read, your kind ghost lifting off the bed and into the diaphanous air as the printer’s devil plays and teases with the open mouth you are, the open purse you are, the open book you are. He sweeps the printshop, carries the dirt of it on his body, eats the master’s leftovers, writes poems with the characters tossed into the hell-box, sings with what’s discarded by the formes of power. How far down this page do we get before the elevation of the turn, the fit, the shudder when the word takes us where we cannot go within the world. But, I am unjust. You have been there haven’t you, and have presided at, experienced the cruelty that words have told us is possible. Your words are witness, and I have read them, set them into type, printed them, and you have earned thereby your royalty from this blackguard’s art

Crystal fountain sparrows, but for the broken embryo on the footpath, are eternal. At a certain point, clothes express not personality but one’s condition. Some paintings are better served by reproduction. The morning frost, white spikes of grass. To relate the good, he had to relate all else as well. Living alone is a function of community, is it not? To retrieve his anger he decides that it is his, but is not him. He is always moved at the sight of the morning star and the evening star, the one in the two. What do you know, he asks, of the nightshade family. Of all the noises, singing is one of the least disagreeable, that’s all it is. Out of the documents, let the documents begin! This morning he woke up with the words ‘longing as retribution’. Something akin to and strong in grief like the best music. I am indebted for all these uplifted words. The trees available to be barked up are legion. Today’s lesson asks if the working of the mind remains, in spite of all written history and effect, pre-literate. In the beginning was the Word, the sound of which has yet to catch up with him. All description is fundamentally unfair. Deep blue sky with tufts of cirrus. Clear the debts! I can never wear clothes with words or images on them. There is a difference, he says, between being suicidal, and wanting, even desperately, to die. A close, attentive, almost intense conversation about the height of the children. Patient parking. He does not want to merge his belongings with another’s again. Putting the photographs out on the desk, he realises he is old enough to be his father’s father. He has learned the hard way that one needs more than one needs to get by. Can you see the cathedral with the two green domes. In the plum blossom are finches with their busy beaks buried in the petals. How lovely it is, when you hear the first few raindrops of a fresh evening shower. Snow patterns on the ground, cloud patterns in the sky. I like, she sd, paintings to have a bit of green in them. One sees it so rarely these days, the little line of petticoat lace showing below the hem. How shall I take my meals and be convivial. In the middle of the room a small group of flies shapes and reshapes itself. When it’s all said and done: apocalypse! He bought a racehorse and named it Hope, and that’s where his luck ran out. What must it feel like to have to have opinions on everything. I have no idea why I began to write, or why I continue. 

