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Why should I respect, or convince, or even interest you? (Respect, conviction and interest belong to him.) On earth. Where we except for those in charge are drained from giving ourselves to each other until there’s nothing left. In the year of our President. Eighteen coaches long.

There is no earth. There was no creation, there is no evolution nothing ever said by a then or a now one—their 19th century minds. Backwater rising come on.

The only thing you need to know here is whether or not you can stand my voice. Of which there is surely no such thing.

It is tones of bursting out but I can’t have it, because it’s composed of my inheritance and situation. That is a 19th century suit thought a black waistcoat and beard.

I may be trying to destroy you in order to live. I may only be trying to love you.

Jack of diamonds is a hard card, why should there be a story?

It’s too hard a card to please, and it isn’t the no earth I know. I got hepatitis C from shooting speed thirty-three years ago. But that isn’t a story. Why are you continuing to read?

If you detest everything about your society, you say, why are you writing?

It is time to change writing completely.

You are not doing that.

Wait and see.

You have no stamina, you’re a sick weakling.

No one’s calling me 
to salvation or under 
standing. who I am

 
on the old burnt ground, my baby. 
the old burnt ground is my baby

 
facing a taller woman. I’ve never come this far before

 
The closet’s in flames but he 
lies dead in front of it. Staring

 
I am losing my because. 
I said I was 
the new species: no one.


 
 
Momma don’t treat your daughter mean.

There are tricks to writing novels, of no interest because the story loves whatever people do.

I hate whatever people do.

I am a real rat, unclear to myself, because there’s no earth and no story. Unless I am a lab rat, experimented upon by people like men, so that I can do their will. Within the rat I am light which is bleak but the cast is disappearing so I can cease to become.

There are also tricks to writing poems, of no interest because poets tinker. On the cutting edge. Which isn’t important unless it’s the cooling board.

 
Kill it 
for the human 
area is over.

I feature him. who? 
any love you’d. 
deny it, all that love. 
but I can’t.


 
There’s that thing of interest thing. “Interest” belongs, as I said, to him too: something is of interest if the he structure says so.

I was not the taller woman. I have no more woman in me. I once heard a man say he had a woman within, but how could he if I didn’t? They said, all writing is a translation.

It was on fire, the whole closet. The 19th century self, the culminative self, can it really burn? It never burns.

Only, the ones I love die.

 
 
He lay there dead with his eyes wide open.

I’m supposed to say I saw that I screwed up. But all I see are flames.

Is that him dead or is that me?

 
 
 
Why should you want or get form or content?

Some sort of social contract that no woman ever made?

 
It burned 
but it was I

 
I was the closet 
I was the witness 
I was his 
dead eyes.


He left me his dead eyes—lucky.

Introducing chance but if I’m aflame there can be no chance just flame.

There was a point where I thought a chance event would change it, what, my way of occurring. Chance can only affect women within a circumscribed space. Within the smaller of the two rooms. On earth.

Because your writing isn’t a translation. It is all you are now.

All I am is this. So all of writing is changed. Now you have to compete with this reckless change. You are furious. She is just right here. But I can’t do that.

I’m your dead eyes.

They came for him in a fiery chariot but they will not come for me for they are men.

 
 
How have they left you here? 
I didn’t apply for a position. 
Once you are left back because you didn’t, there you 
are she said. I 
don’t have any she left.

 
The federales enter forever. Lefty announces 
there is a federale 
available 
to store your data. You have that. Data. (Or so 
all the federales say.)






2

You’ve never come this far before.

You feel it too? Yes.

I’ve run out of luck maybe. I shouldn’t have to be alive now, in the year of our President, there was no other time. No woman should be in time. I am not a woman. I am a luckless thing.

Chance will at least permit me to speak. This once. And this once, easy.

Then who has luck? No one, the new species. How? I can now deny my name.

It’s this light within rat.

I was packing up again, so when I awoke I was afraid. I had had to hide my diaphragm. (But you’re too old for that.)

Why did I ever have to do anything?

Momma told me I was happy; she would cry if I wasn’t. This is the way this sadness works. Of course it doesn’t show up in your man speculations, though you will tell me which of my neurons are lit when I’m listening to the blues. I won’t let you get your hands on them, you little shit.

She and I, no one, staring at the wall where the tree shadows change to the blood red writing we, no one, can see. Can you tell me which of my neurons light up when I see it?

We stare at it from that bed. Luck would have it. This is not that kind of inheritance. It was a lot of bad luck, which is not the same as chance. Or a lot. None of this is statistical, crying out to you through his dead eyes, as he thinks how he messed up.

It’s almost a story or a poem but it’s really a song because it’s ripping me apart.

How can you be the new species from this old mess?

The new species, the changed writing from the core of the rat light. It’s the only thing left.

It’s my connection with my loving momma and daddy. No one.

No one is now the only possibility.

Do you remember how you got it? Not very well. It isn’t a story unless I make it that, and that would be a lie.

Maybe you remember how I got it, since everything’s a story to you. Maybe you should tell my story if you already know it. Why do you bother reading anything anyway?

I’m talking directly to you.

The only thing to say about it is that coming down was awful in a way that was disconnected from anything in the real. So the real isn’t real, but feeling awful is. I couldn’t believe I could feel so bad without feeling  about anything.

This is what you learned from those drugs, you say.

If one thinks that way I say.

Feeling awful is physiological you say.

God I hate you, I say. Yes you can find the neurons for feeling awful. Do you think you can find the neurons for the fact I hate you?

It will depend on how actively emotional the hatred is.

I can do it so coldly you can’t find it I assure you.

Yes, I know you want physical exposition. You want the physical tale that you know. I’m trying to tell you, I don’t have it any more. I am a dead man’s eyes. I haven’t seen anything for an infinity.

 
 
Never drive a stranger from your door 
Momma 
Isn’t that all I’ve ever done?


 
But if a stranger is more rat light I am not doing that now.

Where is chance in this light?

If it was chance I did drugs then but was it. It just was.

 
Jack of die 
you can hear the diamonds.  
If I keep hearing them 
I can be dead, just listening.

 
Because what I love is this song.


 
Would you die for it? I may. But chance is involved here. I have a slightly better than fifty percent chance of getting better. For a while at least. They’ve done the statistics.

I am no one, the new species, just like you.

 
 
I can barely face how much she’d lost. Suffered. Depending on which woman. Or he, too, the dead man. Which one. But you will have your own experience and I needn’t tell you a story. You have your loss. Do you have it? What should you do with it? Can the neurons be found to light up in the constellations of your suffering?

 
All of our experience 
that fiery 
so no one ever even says it 
any more. It’s 
exactly what no one says. 
(song by No one)


 
She lay there she lay and lay there. Women weeping around her and quiet men. Her hair is on fire no that is thought, are her neurons burning up? She isn’t thinking any more, you say. I say, she’s now free to think. All of her real life is on fire the particulates escaping from us and our hold.

But she loved to live. Or do you mean she wanted to survive? That’s what you’d say—the intention of the organism.

Jack of diamonds is a hard card to hold.

I can’t hold on.

Hold on.

The doctor said she’d fought hard to stay alive. He was judging from what he’d seen as she lay unconscious after the accident; he assessed the spirit of a woman he’d never seen awake. I began to cry loudly. I did this to help the others know that she was dead and now we must mourn her. I remember thinking, I have to help them get to that next place. I could hardly bear to watch them move from the edge of suffering, to suffering, though I was about to grieve too.

I couldn’t bear to experience their grief. Was my intention to survive?

You’ve had this experience. What do you think?

What do I do with the loss I have? you ask. Now that I have survived, I have this. In the no one species it becomes all of fire.

The intention of the organism is to know.

I say I don’t have enough stamina to clean all the rooms.

I say I may not have enough stamina for all this. The others will insist I have. No one can sing the blues like no one. Believing in paradise which is red like fire.
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I never wanted to do you wrong. 
You are the one I wanted least to 
do that to. This must be a universe of 
care, that hoot-owl moaning; please 
 
don’t mischaracterize me, I would not 
want to wrong you. I never wanted 
to sing this song. But now it’s mine.


 
That was me, I was sick. No, he lay there. His eyes were two circles of small flames.

Since the heat in my eyes is unscientific and unsound I cannot tell you of my death, though the purpose of literature is to court her daily and go away. It is to create an only world of chance where anything might be said by the dead who, only, speak.

Who else is speaking? he asked.

My sister approaches the bank of snow to die in the state mental hospital, no one. There is no official cause of death, is there? The bank of snow, the bank of snow is rising. I will melt it with the heat from my dead eyes.

 
 
My politics aren’t yours I say 
But I am yours he says. You are. 
I would not go to war, I say, 
for you, with you, anywhere. 
But I am yours he says. You are.


 
There is no official cause of death, is there?

That’s because we’re really no one.

By chance they didn’t know the cause of her death, because she was poor. So her madness was the cause of her death. She entered the  building where she died. Causality. Nothing of her turned out well. Nothing of her turned out well. Except for the fire that left her, to merge with the fire we all are.

The light in your body is not greater than mine.

I ain’t lookin’ for nothin’ in anyone’s eyes. So you say.

What was good about it? Something must have been good.

But you were a man.

I got no more than you.

True.

More or less loss?

I’ve lost my measure for that.

I didn’t care much what happened to me, so chance didn’t matter. Yet some instances of chance have so scored me, I don’t know if they’re beautiful or plain.

If no one and I speak in the fire we can turn our backs on leaders, and all but that which concerns us, our loss.

Is it beautiful?

I always imply yes.

Where is the implication?

On the edge where I can’t see, on the periphery.

 
 
She falls asleep 
I let go of the balloon 
with her name on it.

 
You have nothing to hold on to.


 
Then how can you keep reading; but you can’t stop.

These crimson flowers have gold encrustations in their centers and at their edges black rubies I recognize as menstrual blood burning. It was a sanitary pad burning in a fire, this never happened. What did?

If I were the woman who died in the asylum, and nothing of me  turned out well, when she let go of the balloon of my name I didn’t really die either. Like my brother’s eyes later mine were fire.

My eyes were on fire of no one. They had erased me, mostly, with the lobotomy.

I’m not telling her story, she doesn’t have one.

I am her.

How?

Somewhere in the genetic code you invented so precisely. For she and I are relations.

I rode the top of the train stretched out, that is my body in the tunnel. Before he died he could only think of his sister.

Brother and sister, your connections are precise because. Do you know why? There’s a woman by the river is enough of the story.

She stood by the river for twenty-one years then crossed it. She had to cross it by herself.

That isn’t by chance, that’s what we do. It was always my intention to know that this was what I was doing. That has been my only intention.

You are all my sisters and brothers, though you might prefer I didn’t say that. It is the most disruptive thing that one can say.

Having not been welcomed to safety even though she was poor and unwell, my name is no one. I never had a lover.

Why should there have been anything to do in life?

I am tortured by my heart which they say is my mind. I don’t care about those two words.

I was sitting on the grass watching.

This is a check for you.

I can’t buy much in the hospital, but you’re my brother and gave it to me, so I like it.

I have no mind.

It hurt me too much.

They said I tried to hurt someone.

You had a genetic defect.

You are my brother aren’t you defective too?

I’m not the one 
I can’t be the one 
who.


 
 
To give her up 
to the coat 
Gave her up 
to her defect

 
no word in her throat

 
Your genes are defective my love


 
Whose mind are you? All of those I say. No one and my defect tells you nothing. When your baby’s on the cooling board. Yes I’ve seen that too.

You aren’t telling me anything.

The wind blew that way because it liked to.

No one will tell me where they’ve gone.

My Latin teacher says, those happy people are shits. They are using an affect to tease you. We know a different language, for when the mind breaks. Or the oldest explanation of the failure to love her.

‘I knew you were in charge of me but my mind broke on its own.’

My mind is rubbed raw. The people who are in charge of me are happy.
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You find the needle repellent. He found it dramatically ambivalent. For me it had no qualities.

For me, I myself have hardly any characteristics.

I sometimes have them in my dreams. The story is false. Why is the story generated? For beauty’s sake? For the sake of making a thing besides fire and light?

I need to gauge how much these people suffered. The body of the famine takes a deformed and ambient dream shape; and she slept in her beauty, crushed by quake and bomb.

What is a needle in the St. James Hotel next to the fact that someone never grew through all her born days? Never spoke. For thirty years like an infant. We shared genetic material.

I played for her on the piano a certain tune over and over.

This world is too full of hate. I didn’t hate anyone when I used the needle, not even you. I began to hate you later, when I knew you’d always be there, holding power.

There are different hospitals to suffer in in different ways. There are healers there too.

The holder of human power has not valued the beings in these rooms as much as his bombs, his pretence of piety, and ability to seize resources. Impose his product. A murder mystery. But this is the murder. Is he of value?

 
I played the song for 
you, because you 
wanted me to, though 
you could never say so. 
Who is of value? You.

 
Who crossed the river 
controlled and confined 
a slave to the prevalent 
definition of defect.



I don’t want there to be a president.

I don’t care if I die undefended. Though I want to get well.

I hate every part of you allied with power.

But I’m speaking to you because you’ve been in those rooms where we can no longer touch our lovers, because their skin hurts, or touch them with words they can answer. Why do you want to do anything but understand them?

 
Under my dress 
under my dress 
is a layer of shit

 
Under that layer of shit 
am I 
am I.


 
Aren’t I defective? The wind is disturbing my heart. I am the new species, born of the needle. Or. Whatever I might say. Everyone in the new species is defective.

Everyone’s composed of their losses, they are purely negative, where the firing squad has nothing to aim at.

 
 
A human killed by a human. Is it beautiful? Falls asleep. Disemboweled or hatcheted. Gone. Are you gone? He laid him down. I wish I didn’t know you.

 
I hope the steeple topples 
I hope all your religions die 
Not you, not you.

 
The vending machine has lit up 
to tell us it’s empty. 
What did you think you ever had to sell me?  
You are trying to sell me 
a human killed by a human.

 
It’s been so long since I’ve accepted 
anything you’ve had to tell me 
that the universe has disappeared 
I guess it wasn’t there.


 
Basically I think you’re no good, but I’ll talk to you. I can’t think of anything else to do.

I’ve forgotten what I care about. The universe has disappeared into a machete wound. Newspaper receives prizes. ‘I work for my living.’ I don’t. Who wants me to live?

There were those for whom few people had that wish, that they live.

I’m no one there’s no universe, he says dead.

Maybe it’s all just a mood. Neurons light up in the shape. The president’s neurons and yours and mine connecting to the gaping heart wound the machete blade has forced, sing out to the stranger, gone. Are you gone?

On the corner of Electric and Resource.

Different language for when the mind breaks. The language doesn’t break at all, the mind does, I do, do you?

 
Anything I can’t say 
Because I wasn’t supposed to 
Has disappeared anyway.


 
What’s left. The fire. What’s left?

I was still letting him drive in a dream.

You don’t know. I want you to know. Why?

Poor girl, dressed in black, po-lice at your back. But of course he sang Poor boy. Because he was driving.

I am neither girl nor boy. Nor both. When I look at you you’re empty too.

If living is a defect, still it was too dark to see it. Because we had to have eyes, unless we were singers, blinded by machetes from the African future, to which we were connected. At that time I sang, Jack of die.

There is a diamond in my wound and I can’t see it. In my defect. In my defect.
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The intention of the organism is to know its life. Is that right? says the dead man.

 
Your eyes are like times 
your eyes are like people 
your eyes are like failures to see

 
my eyes are like rhymes 
my mother’s back yard 
covered with pine needles 
stabbing your eyes

 
on the ground it’s misty night. 
The fence is silver-sharp spikes

 
on the edge where I can’t see 
on the periphery.


 
By chance I was born to appear to you to be a woman, my mother’s daughter, she hears me small girl calling to her in trouble on the phone in her dream, dressed up like a choir. I forgot to tell her I was everyone. If she loves me it isn’t because of the intention of the organism. It is because of the love, if you are in it you know. Then at that time that’s what you know. Then in that time you don’t have to know. That’s why I’m not telling a story.

You don’t have to solve the murder. You did it. You sold everyone a human killed by a human.

Bent over backwards, because the X-rayed beloved has dust on it. It’s such a dusty rat.

I lie here his eyes dry flames and the sisters of luck.

It was my luck to be tormented by the people advancing themselves over others. It was your luck. Whose luck was it? This is going  nowhere. Because I’m dead or because it’s the human situation you say

I can’t see.

There’s no such thing as a situation.

What about your illness? you say. Oh, the plot.

And now he is leaving and going away. Part of the murder of my love.

It’s somewhere in a torndown house that’s now the post-office.

She shook it and broke it.

It’s below the house that isn’t there.

No one but he’s someone to me, and if only these relations remain, after all I’ve done and known, why did I? No one and I’m no one to myself. Not his daughter, but I’m his daughter, because I’m him and this love the fire that never dissolves in these eyes you’ve named, because you weren’t a woman. Well neither am I. And there’s nothing for you, too.

If everybody’s my parents and children, my sisters and brothers. If everyone’s my love. Still I saw you dead, watching over you. You were your own angel.

 
And his double instructed him 
To leave me coded messages 
From his death 
In every poem he wrote.

 
This is the circumstance of trees 
Gone forever from the yard. 
It’s too dark for my sister to go out. 
Don’t let her go out there yet.


 
If you only care for others you’ll get nothing in this world. Nothing for you, too.

I cared for others all my life, he said. And still I was wrong.

I’m trying to give you everything I have. But I can’t find it; I can’t find it yet.

And I traded my face for one 
pierced with ruby studs. 
Because I loved you

 
I mean, because you loved me.

 
This is where the writing was never generous. 
Where it broke into partiality 
I became partial to myself. And you, to you.


 
 
He wasn’t right in the head. I may not be right. He checked the door for you at night. He asked for a little money in return so you paid him.

Why do you think it needs checking?

I think my property keeps me from living on the street.

The store’s gone dilapidated. We are all sorrowful because it was us but it isn’t the store now, it’s empty.

He rode a freight into town and decided to stay. He slept in a garage.

I’m checking the doors of your stores.

 
I want to break in 
to say I’m leaving 
I’m going to leave on 
a train; I leave and 
leave in the night.


 
No one wants to rent the store now, it’s like a broken thing. My self, he says, dead there.

I was first pierced by love when I was born. My face and body pierced by blues, by reds and blues, like a tribal possession.

Sapphires and rubies of rigid pains, love bade me contort myself.

Did love itself?

It is a realer word than physiology. Though I run from it. If it got me again I could not, like this world, stand long, for I’d be too full of love, not, like this world, full of hate.

He said he had a piece of paper to prove he wasn’t crazy. He said, do you?

Is it a piece of paper?

Yes, it isn’t the chemicals; it’s the piece of paper with the words.

When he died, Daddy raised the money for the burial. No one in such a small town should have a pauper’s grave.

No one wants to rent my store now. No one wants to check the door.

I’m just like him I’m watching your stores at night. They’re full of songs you don’t remember.

It’s an accident that I have this property where I sleep, I say. I got it through love without asking. I didn’t do anything for it; I loved someone who died. I didn’t even buy it myself.

Don’t you cry, said his sister, don’t you never cry.

 
 
You are the murderer.

I always knew the house was on fire. It was one of the first things I knew.

It’s still on fire, the closet. Is there anything in it?

I knew his songs before I knew his name. Everyone knows the songs before they know of the writer or singer.

Maybe your daddy sang them to you, she said.

And the one who wasn’t right in the head sang Goodnight Irene, the one who, like me, was not a man or a woman, or anything.

No one would let him be a man. But I couldn’t handle it, a sex like that. It’s repulsive to be given a sex, when you’re a being on a freight train flying by, mindless and not right.

I had slept wherever the freight train took me, he said.

I didn’t have to be right in the head if I could just make it through my time.

You’re right in your head.

Not if I’m him. And there’s nothing to be right about.

 
 
My eyes so full I could not see, is all I want.

 
What’s in the closet of fire 
What’s that burning on your cheek 
Only a ruby where your name is.


 
So he wasn’t loving anyone? Each minute each flame that’s what I am.

The birds sang about the murder.

They were the sapphires leaving and going away, while someone stayed on with a mind to get through it.

The leaves were emeralds and the sun was the diamond this time.

Only in your mind, if you kept it safe.

I’m afraid that my mind isn’t safe.

I’m afraid that I’m not safe.

Unless I was safe before I was born to be guarding your store.

The store lies empty, am I?

There’s nothing in it but songs.
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Have I gone beyond the periphery?

 
Second-hand 
lingerie 
bought in the night 
is thin

 
The hardware store 
opens early 
full of 
heavy men

 
beyond the periphery 
where many martyrs 
fell

 
How far gone 
into my defect am I?


 
 
Out on the periphery, of his eyes of red, it begins. I have nowhere to go now. I can’t find it.

Go to the hardware store, where you can get something to fix something.

No go into the empty store, our store.

Here are the pieces of some martyr, to pick up and put in the store. To add to the empty store, to the store. And she’s from another culture, I don’t know her any more.

I never knew her.

Or myself.

Sometimes my song exists to obliterate yours; your book is  terrible, violent and long, none of the women. None of the women what? Why should I bother?

In the mind-body problem there’s nothing but words. Kept in a box, with a jeweled label, of semi-precious gems.

She’s just gone with the man. That’s what they do, they go with.

What did you do in your songs?

I picked up the pieces of Osiris. But I’m not Isis.

This is so silly, ten thousand years. Of this imposed femaleness.

Pick up the martyr’s pieces and put them in her box.

She was a martyr to the mind-body problem, never relinquished, always defined.

How can there be a mind-body problem, if I blow myself up in Palestine?

Put them in the box with the glittering label PROBABLE. You think this is probably all of her. You are a philosophical materialist you say.

What did you do in your songs?

I don’t know, I’ll never know, you say. Someone else will write them about me, won’t they?

I looked into a void of love. And I fell down. There was nothing else there. No where, where I was no one.

But I have to sing this song. I’m still here.

In the hardware store you say I can find a cure. No one will be a stranger but me. A girl.

 
Daddy you knew. 
It hurt me too much 
to tell you.


 
What’s the point of saying who anyone is or what they did they didn’t do anything.

Don’t learn anything from anyone. They’ll tell you about the mind-body problem, or refer you to a man in the wind. The old words blow back again, all about men.

I’m dropping all of these pieces into the fire.

 
I’ve dreamed since I was 
four years old

 
I’ve dreamed since I was 
four years old

 
that the house is slowly on fire 
that the house is slowly on fire

 
and I can’t get you to leave it 
and I can’t get you to leave it

 
and I can’t leave without you 
and I can’t leave without you.


 
You might say I was forewarned, any way. Who forewarned me?

 
 
Is there a new song in the new 
the new species?

 
If you care. If you.


 
I’m so afraid in the new of the St. James Hotel. The Jamie Infirmary.

He worried about a woman in the rain. She was an image in trouble. Remembering he’d ask, Mom, Jamie in the rain?

There aren’t any episodes, everything floats between everyone. No one.

He seemed secretive but he hid nothing. He was thoughtful and thought by himself. From an early age.

They were brothers.

There’s nothing to hide. All stories of deception are empty.

Why don’t you use more aggressive, active verbs?

I’m too sick.

From an early age we are sisters and brothers, but we think we know the numbers of us.

Hard is the fortune of all womankind.

Bought in the night for a song.

You think you won’t enter the St. James Infirmary.

 
How far gone 
into my defect 
am I?

 
Have I gone beyond 
all the federales?


 
If you don’t know the song, you don’t know anything.
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The song is compassion, a little girl that you think has misbehaved.

She’s the one who shows me affection.

She was bad, you say.

You were jealous that she was even there. You wanted her to be hard, too, so you could punish her. But she was only thoughtful of you, small with bright hair.

All you had to do was—but you didn’t. All you ever had to do.

 
The certainty that she 
was trying to help me. 
Only she could 
because only a child

 
can. 
No only a mother can. 
No only a child. 
A woman. A man. No only.


 
Goodnight Irene, the goddess of peace. Jump into the river and drown.

Don’t lie to me like all the others. Don’t you dare say you’re the goddess of compassion.

I slept in the pines all night as I often do now.

Sometimes a girl with bright hair comes to help me, by being near. She seems to know more than I do; she seems to know.

Once she was crying when I had to go out. Everyone outside said I shouldn’t show my change. Which was in my pocket.

Pine needles all over the yard, because it was late.

Don’t lose your because, everyone said. Don’t destroy time because then we can’t have evolution. We can’t have the mind-body problem. We can’t have compassion.

But I am losing my because. In the pines.

In chance, in fortune, in luck, there is no because.

Once I had, and now I don’t.

In love there is no because.

And I saw that when I’d used that old pine needle, I’d cast a because all over my life, and yet I passed thirty-three years without knowing my lot.

What was I doing all that time?

What have we been doing?

We’ve made suffering evolve. The human specialty.

I remain the girl who loves you. To get to that point I was born. You immediately said that I’d done something wrong, she said.

 
The hard card to please 
has evolved. 
No, only the king 
in the black waistcoat 
has evolved.


 
I’m the new species, the girl says.

I want to punish you, you say.

Your parents don’t like me, because I am poor. Come sit down beside me. That’s all you ever have to do.

The needles can be made beautiful, if the song so chooses.

There is no choice. I’m afraid they are beautiful.

As I say, I’m afraid. I’m always afraid now, like my brother.

The river is wide, that I’m swimming with my sister.

We found our way back to shore again; we swam back to shore. The river is high and muddy, brown.

Don’t take your love to town. Don’t show everyone your change. Don’t have a child too soon, so there can be another loving girl.

How am I changing the writing? Don’t show, don’t show your change.

The novel can only be motionless now. The good can only be  motionless. There are no patterns, no designs for your sufferance, if you must lose it now.

So, can I?

 
 
Your self-identification 
of the night. Why are 
we doing 
this, any of it?

 
Your self-identification 
of the night, 
in order to 
be hard enough

 
be hard enough. 
In order to 
make the night hard 
enough.


 
I almost admire the symmetries of your biological story. A body detected without sadness. By a body. Or a mind. Who cares which?

Tell me, eyes, what to do.

I believe that singing, the dead man said.

Better get all your love.

Why?

My sister went out there too soon.

Anyone did.

Tell me, eyes, what to do.

I am not a story, the eyes say.

Can’t stand long, I’m already gone. The genome is an awkward song. Imposing your will on a possible future, bent over backwards towards you, only you. Bent over backwards quoting your own bible, yours.

He was dead and entered the house; he shouted, it’s your self-identification of the night!

How abused were you?

I picked up a needle to measure it. Someone had said that I might, he said. He was a younger man.

In the dirty house, but what is dirt? If you’re dead, it’s that.

He comes back because you’re afraid. You’re afraid that his meaning for you is yours and not his. You’re afraid that the only meaning you find is yours.

I don’t have a meaning. That pleases me.

I’m the new species. Though I’m old now. Since I was your sister for forever, I mean daughter.

A stranger took me into his room and invaded me, said he who was not my relation.

I guess I never told, he said. That isn’t why I come back to you. I come back to you because you think. But I don’t invade you.

You country.

I knew you from the time you were a child. Are you still a child somehow? Not, I guess, if you can shout, “your self-identification of the night.”

I heard that hoot-owl moaning, but I’ve never heard that.

My defect, he says, is so beautiful now it is all that I am.

When we die we enter our defect all together. My defect. Our defect. Who cares about evolution when there is our defect?

The closet’s on fire to burn up the clothes and shoes.
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Sick again. 
Who’s here? 
This is your defect 
it might as well be 
a diamond.


 
He drew the death card; I thought it was something to say about him. But it was her accident to come. I wasn’t even thinking of her at that moment. Though I had all along a feeling of dread.

If you think that way.

It sticks in the throat.

It sticks; no neurons.

As a card has turned up for me. It’s better to call it this. Cards.

Years later I showed him his card. Accidentally. He said it was his illness, the ten of swords. Was it my fault? His angel says no.

This is a better system: one looks into the blazing defect, all at once. Not really such a hard card to play.

But I never want to turn a card over again.

 
Don’t turn that card over. 
Momma, don’t 
look at it yet.

 
Maybe you won’t ever 
have to look at it.


 
He was afraid of magic, because it was there.

But it’s just a scientific cause and effect.

I took a card back there, I say. I chose a card face down.

Sometimes I’ve seen the future.

Do you have to?

I saw the blazing love there is, but I’m afraid of that. Even of that.

If my mind should break, would it just be broken that’s all.

I was afraid, for awhile, that I might kill someone. Everyone does, at a distance. But I never killed anyone, though that was only personally.

 
Killing 
for all my born days, 
across the water

 
and in the death chambers 
of the hearts 
you chose 
to stop.


 
No one’s heart is like mine.

Hearts are all the same and can be pierced, torn out, eaten. We the victors feed on your heart.

Why not? Why not eat it if you’ve killed him?

 
 
There isn’t any way to be.

I will meet you where you’ve gone. The cards are blank; the cards are empty there.

If I can just have one last cut.

Do you have a plan for the new?

The cards be blank. The symbols be over.

I will tell my fortune with the blank cards of blank.

What do you see?

These cards are old. That’s how they know you.

If you don’t have anything, they can fill you.

He said his mother knew the cards. He said they scared him.

I don’t want to do the cards anymore.

What do you see?

I see that I will pass something on to the folk. If it’s sad could I have helped that? It was passed on to me.

The new species is in me, this moment the card is blank. It shines. The War Memorial’s gold and has no names on it.

This moment the card’s bright blank. I’m turning it up for you. Me. No one.

Someone showed her the cards, then she knew them.

 
You showed me a card 
I forgot 
You showed me again 
It was mine.


 
It stretched forwards and bent backwards, it was a symbol that knew everything.

I don’t believe in the cards.

I don’t believe in anything.

They say I’m not worthy of entering your door. Your door is empty and full of light.

She was a rose and a flower. I think she was cast away. An older woman took charge of her and taught her about the cards. She had borne a fine son. I haven’t seen them in years.

Make me a pallet down soft and low. I once heard an old woman say, I only need a pallet to sleep on.

If the cards are operative, why bother with any more? Than a pallet and cards.

I seem to come from another time. I might be an image on a card. Because I’m surely no one now, Momma.

The high priestess he said, as I handed him his cane he’d dropped.

You have left the world of the mind-body problem and entered the world of symbols. You’re just there. One or two others might be along this time.

But I don’t want to enter that world again.

 
I’m going down Laredo 
I’m gonna tell my fortune  
with the blank 
cards of blank.


 
You’re going to have to face that love.

I can’t stand to.

The high priestess for that moment is no one.
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I’m afraid you’ll tell me he wasn’t like that, he was like that.

You don’t know my fortune. His fortune.

If you were to read me I’d just die. But I know I can’t be read. You don’t have the right to read my pain, he said. You can’t help me now.

 
 
I don’t want anyone to suffer more than I have. This is what you can take.

Oh no, you can take more.

He couldn’t even take it, I say.

Someone’s trying to read me. Someone’s trying to read me. There’s nothing to read, but I know one thing. No I don’t. Know a thing. Keep your hands off my neurons.

But I hear something.

 
You can hear things. 
You can hear things 
no one else can.


 
He says a creature whose hands. I’m attuned to the sounds of those flames. And. The more I hear the closer I am. To them.

I am standing in another world. Please take off your hospital gown. It isn’t a gown, it’s the color white. I can’t ever take it off again.

Sometimes I hear it, better than see it.

Who do you know who’s been there?

I have. But I forget. There may be continuity in neurons; but light passes through in jagged sheets. It hurts my hearing, then goes.

Hurts?

Because I am hurt; I mean you. But it isn’t really light.

She stood in her poor house happy. It felt like it hurt. The house was a tent, and she wasn’t even thinking. But you want to say that she was.

What was she doing?

She was always going on, widowed three times and never a penny. Or that’s your story part; she’s just standing. Can you stand it? I ask her. She says yes, but how can she? I think I love her, but she died the week I was born.

I can’t tell you everything I’ve heard. My senses never diminish. The flames may appear to be in my eyes but my skin is forever touched.

You can’t travel now.

A blackbird’s song made the muscles near my eyes contract. Outside the window. Outside or inside.

You can’t travel.

It is my forehead, the word of deity, no one.

This is what you can take. I could never have found it, that way where everything was. I passed through because I had to, but I was always listening elsewhere. Do I need pain to hear it? Do I need this passing through?

Answer if you can.

 
 
I’m going down to Mexico after you die. I’m escaping. The federales won’t try to catch me, I’m too crazy. I always go down to Mexico after you die, in a car with two other guys.

Do you ever know who you’re talking about?

Not even when it’s me. It’s all the same.

I had to kill them to stay alive, he said. I was always afraid.

You’re the new species though you’re dead now.

The new species is what I know. We defective ones are the new.

I’m dead because I couldn’t take it any more, he said.

That scares me. I’m talking directly to you.

Are you scared for me?

I’m afraid. I want to get past that, past the periphery. I see symbols and hear songs. They concentrate the fear so I won’t have it. I don’t want to have it. I still have it for you, even though you’re dead.

I’m where he’s hurt and 
I can hardly stand it.

 
I’m surrounded by 
hard light; surmounted.

 
He may really want 
to be extinguished

 
which is not the same 
as dead.


 
I’m going down that road feeling bad. It isn’t me it’s you. Bad for you; bad about you. Him.

They had to kill more people, having no right to be there. This keeps going on everywhere, while a she stands in front of her tent-house. That’s what a she does. Never forget that dying is something you can do without money.

They only let him go so wrong out of kindness I suppose.

I’m past the periphery of wrong, he says, it was just wrong.

Is it just wrong? I took him in anyway. I took him in anyway, she says.

Have you ever helped create a tormented human being?

I walk very slowly now, but I do little harm, I say.

I’m not talking about him. I’m talking about being with him, in my mind though he rejects me. He feels he doesn’t deserve company.

I’ve got to get past the people.

I need to be with their spirits.

I’m covered with human spirits, in my pockets, in my shoes.

 
The spirits in this clarity 
are the same old ones 
everyone.



There are no arguments. I just don’t know what to do with you.

I went down there to pay my fine. It wasn’t the same as healing. I went to pay my fine; I went to pay my fine. Over and over. It wasn’t the same as healing. That’s what I want to get past.

I see you, he says. Though I don’t know if I am doing it. You are an image surrounded by red. Somewhere. There is no one here to see you, but the image exists. Not in eyes. Says the man on the bed.

 
The image exists 
not in eyes.


 
If I’m there, am I alive? If I’m that image.

Don’t call my name while I’m riding this train. Don’t tell no stories please don’t tell no lies. Don’t don’t dont.

I’m turning into something I never foresaw. When I get there I’ll recognize it.

You won’t have to. Will you be you?

The red becomes richer. Senses are clues. Not useless. Not treetrunks to be uprooted. But they hurt so much.
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I say the error’s gone 
and no cathedral 
can hold this song for 
me.

 
There’s no 
woman 
anywhere 
No edges speaking.


 
 
He was sitting there. His hair glossy, he hid his face.

Where have you been?

In the country of war. I don’t even want to be an image.

Your image can still be light. You are still made out of light. This was more truly our conversation.

There was dust on the man. A conscience was dust; it came from everywhere and was the same difference. There were too many versions.

I am simplified by my spell, he or I said.

You didn’t cast it, we did, others might say. You don’t do anything by yourself, they might say.

What can I trust? he said.

Your death?

My death, he said. For that was right.

Mine will not be right, I say. For I won’t have vindicated women. I won’t have seen the fall of male power. I won’t have helped heal the earth. Why should I die and men still hold power? Why should I have lived to be treated like a woman?

I am an image, the goddess said. You can pray to me if you have to but I won’t answer you.

And them that don’t like it can leave me alone.

The little girl is an image.

But I deny commonsense notions. That’s another dream.

It isn’t real unless. You’re standing there.

Standing there, he injected the drug that killed him.

‘I can prove there is no life, as you define it.’

And I, I had once injected a toxic drug too. To be with you. No one.

 
 
We saw you come over.

You can’t come here unless you understand us. You must have heard us calling.

I’m speaking to you all the time.

Those others can hurt you so bad, because they’re alive.

I hurt them, he said. Can you please help me?

First he had asked other people, but they hadn’t seemed to understand where he needed to go or why. He himself wasn’t sure.

Can you please help me? I don’t know who I’m asking. The beings I can’t see.

I think they finally helped him; came for him and took him at his word. I’m suffering. They take you in.

I’m not dying, I say. I’m doing a different thing. I’m being guided by them.

 
What is owed to 
beauty: 
finding it out 
that is the ode 
to beauty.

 
And no cathedral 
can hold this song 
for me.



If you see it that way.

I just see it. I’m seeing it now. I have become this. While you were still worshipping violence.

Injected the drug. Because it was an image of relief. It wasn’t an image of the world.

Everything hurts inside the flames, the most beautiful rubies. For the families on relief.

Everyone robbed me, even the outlaws. Violent consciences. I say.

I’ve injected the drug; I’m you, too.

I’m trying to share your conscience. I’m trying to give you mine, but I can’t absorb your violence. I don’t have a violent conscience. You know that, and it’s part of what kills you, I think.

The little girl, compassion. She should just have been a child, he said.

It’s been sitting there all these years. It’s my bag, it’s my clothes, it’s my laundry. Said a voice, for me. Said any old voice, no one.

You don’t cross it by yourself. You cross it with all these others.

I want to cross the river by myself.

You can’t.

 
This is monkey pain. 
Or so all the federales say. 
But I wouldn’t say that. 
I would say rat light.


 
 
Can you please help me? But there’s no one here. Myself.

 
Anyone says 
But I know 
one thing  
he’s gone. 
Do I 
know another 
after all?


 
Will he or she help me? No one.

I didn’t care any more how they’d reduced us to gender and race. I didn’t seem to have enough time. I want to be where you are.

There’s no place to rest, he said. Used to be a moment on a point. He didn’t have a face like a mask.

Can you please help me?

I’m almost telling this story but I’m not going to. The old kinds of details aren’t right any more.

I’m talking about beauty.

It isn’t yours. You can’t have it.

I’m not the one who put the edges in my eyes, am I? But I’m burning them now. To see it.

Where is the girl who helps me?

She isn’t a girl or a woman. She isn’t a boy or a man. She floats there where the edges fail. She has no fortune or defect.

 
Everybody I met 
gave me no rest 
but you.
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She was still beautiful, with a diagram on her torso, which showed how she was certified meat. She also had a rash on her face. My sister, with my own, sister symptoms.

I tried to tell her how beautiful.

You can be cut up by any man’s ideas. Enacted by the blades of progress. Not beautiful; but you are. Singing from beneath the imprinted map. Embedded into your breasts. By whom?

I’m staring out the window of the St. James Hotel. It’s just a hotel.

The closet’s on fire. I tell someone to call the fire department. It’s the department of standing long and long in the fire.

Only the old sounds help. They’re all I know, if I know. He said. He was listening to the song, Cattle Call.

The yellow-gold figure detaches from my body to float before me, the goddess of compassion.

Don’t you tell me no stories.

 
Marry again 
marry again 
whose eyes 
can see the wind

 
whose eyes that can 
see 
another world 
would marry

 
this one again. 
I can’t, he said/

 
she said, not 
again.



I know him but I don’t really. His eyes see another. Your eyes don’t see me when you look.

If I share your conscience, will you share mine? Your eyes don’t see me when you look.

I’ve done something wrong. I’ve done something wrong; but you  did it. You always do it.

Who will prevail? I need to destroy your ethic, before I die. But not you.

I have that diagram on my torso, which shows how I am culpable butcher’s meat. My face is broken out. I’ve never done anything, I don’t deserve this at all.

Who will say you’re still beautiful, if you’re a killer? he said.

The goddess is a simple gold fire, heart of a ruby. I saw her that night in my room. But she arose out of me.

I see you though you don’t see me.

I see her but she doesn’t see me.

 
 
 
I’m the ghost behind your definitions.

It was his angel double. He sat up in the hospital bed, to talk to the spirits in the room. When there was such pain in his cut-up spine; and his double sat up in his body, sat up without discomfort. To speak to the dead. And there was no mind-body problem. I witnessed this scene. But I couldn’t understand what he said.

Who are the living? What about them?

Don’t you know who you are? You are rat light, the angel.

And the angels laid him away.

Please don’t leave me here. Again.

But I’m left.

And if I can’t get along with you, with all you, what will I do now?

Saying this life is compelled. I traveled to my turbulence, for another injection, of the medicine. Treat me, needle.

I went to the doctor 
to be healed

 
What else would a 
doctor do

 
but heal me?

 
I’m not too gone to be 
healed, am I?

 
I’m not too gone 
am I?


 
But he couldn’t be healed. If I can be, will I feel guilty? The wind, nothing. Everyone treat me gently.

Conscience goes to spell, so I simplify. You simplify.

I’m casting a spell of protection; it might last an hour in this air.

We should know we can’t stand long. A white bird flies up, from a midnight blue sea.

If you wanted to dance, a long time ago.

There’s a beauty imposes no questions, in the process of losing edges, until the bird’s eyes are clear to see. Two circular lines. You were alarmed because you had to fly, but now you’re a high-flying bird, white light with no symptoms.

 
She’s gone 
she and the doctor 
together 
could not hold back

 
her double. But I 
thought my love was 
her other 
aspect, he said.



We were in that outer room where one waits for word. I already knew the doctor’s news would be bad.

Because you’ve seen them, how they fly up, behind your eyes.

I’ve seen so much there. The only gold. I’ve seen that I wear it there.

I’ve seen you, all my other doubles, too.

Please help me, I’m sick.

That’s all right I’m here.

The yellow-gold image behind my eyes, leading me on, he said. The new species.

Part bird. Part rat. Part voice. Part elephant.

Trying to forget, but you can’t do that.
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The man on the bed shares genetic material with me. Anyone does. Particularly so does he. What is that?

 
Under which 
Am I 
Am I.


 
The man on the cooling board doesn’t share my genes in that same way. What is that? Which man? you say. Which cooling board?

What is an image? Only to be on the wind. In the mind or not. Can I be that? Does it belong to you and not me?

I think he sees me where nothing is.

Which man? Does he see?

I’ve broken loose from my own chest, and float, yellow-gold, above you. I would help you, no one. Fresh from my injection, I am a projection, over your self-identification of the night.

I can take you there. You can take me there.

Across?

Maybe. But there may be more than one kind of across.

Everything burning.

My image is a projection, but I don’t resemble myself. I look like the goddess of compassion. Though that isn’t part of my folk. But the folk’s always changing.

Why does my father need me if he’s dead?

Pity my seed, he says, not corruptible but hurt.

What else have I ever done?

 
 
 
I don’t know what to do, if I can’t get along with you. There’s no one here. Everyone’s here in this moment.

I’m trying to make it the rest of the way. Beyond the periphery, where there is no genetic material, where there is nothing, nothing you say.

She’s got every moment glued to her. She can break into each one, on a dollar. She was my best Momma.

I hate those moments. They’re breaking my mind. Please let me go free.

My easy rider’s with my sister, who’s me. Back in the past in the free. No this is the free. No I’m still your image.

I’ve been spliced into so many ones, that I can only be a single image, no one.

I’d take pity on myself, but nothing would happen, would play; another moment whirling away. But still I’m trying, trying to take pity on myself.

Her breasts are misshapen, cover her grotesque nipples. You have so many defects how can you breathe?

It can’t be that same old image of her.

 
I’m leaving you 
I can’t be who 
I used to.


 
The wind shook the rain; she’d never scream or anything. It was just a sad mojo. No one wanted it any more, do you?

Broke and ain’t got no time. There must be some time. Time to get there. Click. No. He’s across. We saw him stretched out on the long white table.

No he slept with my sister, last night, me.

 
Defect defect 
put its arms around 
me 
make me cry 
It’s a hard card to stay.


 
I got to get there, Daddy.

My sister has two or three shadows in her hands; left over from the conflagration. There are always more cards to play.

The congregation is calling; but I’ll never go there again.

It’s going to be all right, he said.

No it isn’t, I said. As he died.

So is it?

I’ll never know. Ask the man: is it all right? Why doesn’t the man ever ask me?

I have a defective space between my breasts.

You can’t find anything but genes. If I ask you if it’s all right, you say yes but you only mean for you.

It was all supposed to help me breathe, but everything you done made breathin’ worse. Everything you done made breathin’ hard. Any child knows.

He can find breathing, but he can’t find air.

Why do you keep calling life a defect?

What else call it if you keep trying to fix it?

I’m trying to fix your illness now, you know. Says the man. I’m trying to fix your defect.

It may be what I love now, I say.

 
 
I ran toward her before, it was before my hair turned black, he said. I ran towards my mother. She was widowed three times.

You are a boy; and I am an unborn, said I.

There were many beautiful landscapes in that state, he said. My sister played the guitar, but I could sing. I had an ear for changes of pitch. I could hear those changes and make those sounds.

 
You were the folk 
when you began 
any babe.

 
Any 
Babe 
comes to have the ear.



She hears the changes in words alone.

I can hear everything now. Everything there is. I can be good, baby.

I think he knew songs like, So Long It’s Been Good To Know You, ’cause I’d always known it.

Don’t say knowed it, don’t say cain’t like Grandma. These gospel beads around my back are almost as pretty as thee. Some don’ts  are pretty.

And stay all night with me. The never again. Not with my sister but me. I’m talking to my lover on the cooling board.

Which lover on which cooling board? you say.

I’ll never know how to live, will you? That was blood in my eyes, not flames.

I’m the folk, no one; Daddy, that’s who I am.

Momma, it hurts me too. All of you.

If this were a novel, a lover would stay all night. But all those friends I ever had are gone. And no novel’s true. Not true, like you. Like you were.

I played a song while he was sick, over and over, about a rambler. Who’s ever known a rambler?

All the friends I ever had are gone.

Can the image hear it? Depends on which man you ask.

There are so many ways of hearing. To be is to be like sound, isn’t it light? Which doesn’t matter. I’m talking to you. And so this gold-red rose, flat as an emblem, has left my chest empty. The space between my breasts is empty.

He’s lying there leaking songs. Which man? Which bed? Which cooling board?
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Whose tears can’t I bear?

The code’s not just genes but songs.

He cried after his other sister died. The code’s not just genes but tears.

I have blood or flame on me, so I can change all writing. With a red-hued jaguar cat along. Blood in my eyes.

You have not to know, until it’s done. You have not to know. No. I want to know now.

She has a high-pitched hypnotic voice. She’s with a reddish jaguar cat. She’s dyed my hair to match it.

This is a folk procedure too: whose tears are calling now?

I can hear the tribes moaning.

Placed by whom within your spine your brain your eyes, whose tears or songs? Whose moan?

Placed within me. Can I take you across? My hair is reddish with blood.

She has the voice of hypnos. The blood or flame in my hair and eyes.

I’ve gone with the jaguar in the blood-red coat through the soul-hell transformation.

In that old dance hall, where only neurons or songs or tears float, someone is chanting, in order to cross over.

As I had said, there must be other ways of leaving. Of returning.

This song lifts you. Way above the black coat. Way above your self-identification of the night high golden moon, an image.

I am flying, for you’re sick.

After my injection, like any folk shaman of the path.

In the beginning when young I tried and failed; and as I suffered more and more, improved. Now in my defect I’m best of all. In my earlier injections, I was the twin of this now. I took on the stories I am casting away like old medicines.

The songs are inside within small red cells. The stories, once coiled into snakes, I cut to pieces. They’re trembling words which connect vibrationally.

His tears are old. And now that they’re flames I can use them. In the dissolution, of my wrong location.

From the dark blue dock of the spine. Cast off. Shook it broke it. Tears are old spine.

It’s good that you’re trapped in your illness.

 
I’m going to find your soul 
I’m going to find your soul

 
This is the oldest song.


 
 
My old friend. Could I call it that, so fierce? A visage in the orange flash.

It eats you. Because you think that you’re people.

I have a necklace of bloody teeth for this cure. Teeth of many martyrs; the stars above the barren town.

Move in waves. Crickets sing too. See the empty haunt here, it eats you.

But how many of death’s teeth have I stolen? It doesn’t have any left. Pass through the image of death.

He’s taken your name. I had no name.

Do not remember me, unreal lord. You are wrong about everything.

 
There’s a cure 
in each instant 
if you can keep it 
from ending.


 
Don’t think what the songs think now. I hear her hypnotic voice, the blood on my hair.

Soon be over. Sorrow will have an end. No don’t think what the songs think. Just think how they sound.

Don’t answer if you can. And he walks with me and he talks with me. Where the sister dwells, with the flame jaguar.

Is this the debt to beauty? The whole conception was bloody.

Heap of silver and turquoise. My magic.

 
If you change you 
show it indifferently. Crickets 
don’t change the federales’ ways. 
Crickets 
don’t even know the federales.


 
Cross the silver mesh path there.

Turn off the law.

I’m not part of your growth chart, saying this life is compelled. I have the unconditioned, in a heap in my pocket. She says in her bloody monotone.

Where is the change?

It’s in you.

 
It’s 
my magic 
no one’s.


 
 
I’m wading in shallow water. Wade in the water. Lift your skirt. I’ve done this so many times.

How did you learn it?

It’s in my genes. It’s in my global genes.

There were once jaguars everywhere around here. There will be animals in your deaths, won’t there?

I’m talking directly to you.

I’ll greet my defect my soul, with this animal, part of the folk.

If I find your soul do you want it?

I see it everywhere, past the death visage.

If I find your soul do you want it? Do you even know? Do you even know what part of you you are?

 
 
Big medallion 
the gold you invested 
a precision of sorrow

 
cut out to be a face 
you almost remember.


 
It floats within.

On the road of the souls, the jaguar and I. Through the deserts of dying words, and spirits thick as bats.

Plow on through Corolla Pass, to meet my love. See the souls around me everywhere. One of them is you.

I know who I was, says the soul. I don’t try to remember it.

 
It’s the promised line 
Not the promised land 
What you recall 
That’s all.


 
He has a big face; his eyes are closed. I wouldn’t want to go back, he says.

I don’t blame you.

What will you return with, then?

A fair deal, I say.

When I died, he says, everything was unresolved. That’s always the case with deaths. There is no official cause of death, is there?

Yes, there is, but it isn’t correct.

I had what you have now, he says.

That’s not why I came. Or is it part? I should bring back a soul. It’s my work, after all.

Shades crowding round the bloody jaguar; shades crowding round my blood-red hair.

Then I see her. Young, eyes closed.

 
I see my 
own soul.

 
How do you know?

 
It stands between 
the king and queen 
of swords.


 
There are no rooms here. There are no beds. Where is there rest? I ask.

That’s not the right language, he says. There’s plenty of rest here. As I once told you there’d be.

She’s resting, you know. She needed some peace, he says.

 
I see my 
own soul there 
heavily guarded

 
by others. 
As always.


 
This is an ancient procedure. I know that she doesn’t want to die. Though her land is condemned. My own soul doesn’t want to die.

The hoot owl sings; the jaguar grins.

I’m taking her back, I say. And I reach for her hand and lead her from between the king and queen.

Then I face my old love, no one.

I gave you the illness, he says.

It doesn’t matter, love, I say, leaving.
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My childhood was held on my own, beyond any wheel.

Somewhere like ancient Assyria. How near Assyria is!

I waded in the shallows. I never wore shoes on the road. Over the fields, where I breathed.

This is a heavenly tree. And the world is open windows. Who needs angels? If they speak, I’m not even going to listen.

How near the ancient culture is! I see the carved foundation, at the foot of the green hill. Designs in stone.

Has anybody seen my love? Oh, I don’t care.

This is the morning of the age I was, six, when she died in the state mental hospital. There was never an official cause of death for her.

If I’ve brought back my soul, have I brought back hers too, even if she couldn’t leave?

Have I brought back yours too?

She and I are both innocent in the photo, the man says. The man on the bed says.

Anyone’s transparence, I want you to be here with mine. I’ll keep it with mine.

My purpose is to return with your soul. The last fair deal, for you were fair.

I ride the exactitudes of pitch, the tune, in words alone. I wouldn’t be able to take the journey, if I couldn’t hear the poem.

Could you voyage without the register of changes?

Who do you serve? Do you serve somebody?

I serve the poem, no one.

As they are taking down the tent, as if there were no more poetry. See the ghosts of it; woman chanting, blind man sings. Like no one. This land, condemned, endures. I could never be ashamed of my life.

Hearing that old owl sing.

I was born to be your poet. I am the woman, your poet. All that I am.

And I know one thing. No one. Is the poet. I am.

She just did what she had to do.

Who else can do this? No one. Any no one who cares to, and the eyes above, where I have been, approve.

I don’t think you had a choice except to be a poet, he said. But this world still can’t stand long. He was already sick.

There’s an enormous pine beneath which she lies. Momma, in the pines and of all the pines, this one above, with some of its needles gone yellow, is the most beautiful.

It can’t stand long, can it? More and more parts of us die, covered up after, by the long black coat of his preference, ignorance.

I prefer the live versions. The performance of the search for the soul.

 
The scratches in this 
recording 
are due to a perfect technique,

 
beauty’s intransigence. 
Them that don’t like it 
can leave me alone.


 
Take care of the pines where we sleep.

I never do anything else.

The photos of the dead women, too, were faint and silvery, scratched. I knew who they were, my relations, and I still longed to help them. Though they were dead and I would become one of them.

 
Never got what we should have had 
Never got what you should 
Equality is a poor word 
For life.



You can’t have what they had, their loss.

Or else the rich would live and the poor would die.

She don’t have no where to go, wandering round from door to door.

She’s travelin’ through the land. Don’t you hear me calling?

I remember when Momma dreamed of her crying outside her bedroom window, trying to get in. She was, at that time, far away, in the hospital for the defective. She for whom I had often played a song.

Don’t you lie to me. Tell me where did you sleep last night.

She couldn’t lie. She never grew, never spoke.

Beneath the great pine tree, I think all this, in my high old bed, Momma said.

I do whatever you do.

Momma, I keep trying to find her soul.

But she has it. Don’t you know?

 
 
In the boughs where the shamans come to life. Boughs where the poems’ dark eyes hang.

It’s such an old function I’ve forgotten everything that I know.

Except how to do it again.

He still knew how as he lay, mostly blind, dying. He just didn’t do it anymore. He was it.

Kiss him goodbye in the hospital for the moneyless. There’s another poet, lying over in another ward.

Which one? Which poet? Do you know him?

I know one thing, nobody can sing the blues like Blind Willie McTell.

I am your poet, Momma said. I gave you everything I had. Though you thought I was wrong sometimes.

I didn’t give you genes, I gave you poems.

It’s all the same being, wrapped up.

Beneath the tree on the river bank. Wrapped up with Black Jack Davy.

Divided, spreading their wings 
they fly up from the tree.

 
Though tonight they’ll lie on the 
cold cold ground in his arms.


 
I gave you everything you know.

This world tree is patterned but unconditioned; because you never know. If you’ll make it or not to the heavens and bring back your soul in this song.

There’s no because.

Who do you serve?

The tree, she said. The tree with golden needles, never barren. But nobody could sing the blues like you could. Singing his/her/ your song, all wrapped up one. In the arms of the old infirmary.

I’m gazing out the window, all the windows.

Everything’s in motion, he said. At least that’s all that I see. I only see movement now.

I’m its audience. He may have said. Still interested, though he hadn’t walked for months.

 
 
 
If I’m not your poet, who is? 
If you don’t want a poet 
then don’t say so. 
Baby, please don’t go.


 
I gave up my long blue gloves and shoes of finest leather. But I never left my babies. I bore them in the great pine tree and we lived there together. In the tree of shamans. We still do.

Don’t lie to me. Who are you? Just who are you?

I am the poet.

Made the words around him ring. How old are you my pretty little miss, a long time ago and now.

You never will want for money, because you never will want it.

What will you forsake?

I’ll forsake everything but the tree. The pilgrims call it the tree of life.
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