
The Hole of Harm and Moaning 
 
In Washington did Kubla Khan 
Decree his obelisk shaft poke through 
The mall and the mail via postcards. 
And so it was for perpetuity. 
 
The mosquitoes were thick with gunk. 
The mice, the swine, the imported hogs 
Snooted and rooted against the dirty 
Assholes of all the others. 
 
The vista was flat and shallow, 
Peppered with herds. 
Underneath the shallow was 
The very deep. 
 
Its immutability was interrupted. 
 
 
 
  



 
 
 
The Real Morning 
 
The real morning is, 
as it were, a place 
never heard; still, 
the place lies. 
 
 
1. 
 
For years the years past deteriorated—only grief twisting memory from the 
comfort of isolation contributed to the beginning of a sentence. 
 
 
 
 
2. 
 
For nearly a year a crumbling house was found to be completely without 
funds. Curiously, M-O-N-E-Y and silence hung around in uneven scallops, 
deliberately warned against—but like curling smoke—in the first case 
(“Don’t use that word!”) and hung scared as a pretense (a towel draped 
over a spike nail carelessly driven into plaster) in the second. The 
yellow walls that needed washing and the porch locked into disrepair were 
always a big secret. 
The middle of the night did it before and again would do it, but new 
actors were needed. Maybe (“A good role. A real challenge.”) cast Cary 
Grant. It wouldn’t hurt, that’s for sure. A nice man (Cary Grant) knows 
what to do with it (the house); but, intent on being Cary Grant playing 
Grant playing Grant, an actor is the toast of New York, not a designing 
harlot. Honest Hollywood distortion instead of Sunnybrook safely tucked 
into a chastity belt. So Grant remained an ingenious scheme, nothing more. 
        Anxiety lay just below the surface. The house kept money chirping by 
reminding itself, with its silence, of its fermenting lack. A strange 
paradoxical escape hatch preserved, in contradiction, some degree of the 
character of this “home,” such as it was—an aggravation, a run-down 
country musty from the darkness or the morning, a blind man halting and 
mumbled; but filled with old fire and making no attempt to hide the fact 
that the sting was raw but defiantly and continually unremembered. 
 
 



 
3. 
 
An armless wooden chair was bolted to the floor. Around the room a 
heavy-jowled man seemed detached. Other people were wandering around the 
room like gnomes—chattering, pleading. Occasionally order would bang 
against the wire-covered peephole, “Shut up in there! Shut up, or I’ll 
take the belt to you!” 
        Brought on, it stuck out like a broken knuckle. A toothless old man 
hopped up and down in front of the young. The tight circle, the blue 
worms, the tight knot had huddled quietly until they whipped the air with 
them. They then twisted free. 
        “Get that crazy out of here!” 
        “God-damned mother-fuckers!” 
        A pale-skin swung his towel like a branding iron. Blood spurted, a head 
shattered. 
        “You filthy son of a bitch!” 
        “You lousy son of a bitch!” 
        He drew back the towel again. “I’ll show you who’s a mother-fucker.” 
        At that moment he stepped out unceremoniously. The room was still 
stained, by silence spraddled and exposed. A constricted spasm of despair 
rolled in from far off. The room was localizing the pain that racked it 
raw. 
 
*   *   * 
 
The dim corridor stopped before a door with the word ISOLATION stenciled 
across its face. 
 
To maneuver was work. 
 
“You can go now, you can write on this.” 
 
A yellow pad and a stub of pencil, pad and pencil. 
 
Its influence was asylum and autograph. 
 
It was its own physician, surrounded by weird creatures. 
 
It was the caged and the keeper. 
 
It was at their disposal but would never submit. 
 
So paper the universe proving it. 



 
Terms cannot prevent the mind from 
functioning, though memory is almost halted. 
 
Fineries added to miseries are whatever label is attached. 
 
The words are inside the walls. 
 
“I can’t imagine.” 
 
A contributor might say, “Guess who they brought in today?” 
 
“Guess who I rapped across the mouth today?” 
 
“Guess who’s gone crazy?” 
 
Still, to think. 
 
Still, to function. 
 
To retaste each day of the past, finding the past revealed in the future. 
 
Before an open crematorium. 
 
 
 
4. 
 
Life is many beginnings linked in mysterious chain—that is one opinion. 
Others discovered that night was almost every night, a part of the world 
not setting the world on fire or ducking in and out of the infirmary. It 
was conspicuous and absorbed in structure. It was also not a first. 
        From that there was no turning back. Writing faded quickly into a vague 
past. Everyone responded to the Method. The real core of the Method was 
reality—the worn strumpet. It had to be real, according to the standards. 
The Method became a moving force. Memory should have served as a 
stoplight, but ignored, the warning existed without benefit. 
        Pandemonium followed. One woman kept peering over heads in the hope of 
getting a closer look: This is the real thing. This is it. 
The Group based its methods on the Method. It was imperative to belong to 
the Group. Scoffed at, the unreal was enraged by the deplorable conditions 
brought on by the people in the Group. Contact with the Group was a 
radical nothing openly conducting a contest, with the winner receiving an 
all-expense-paid round trip to anything too, too easy. Some very raw 



whiskey couldn’t attack the menace, though it never occurred to me to 
involve myself otherwise. 
 
 
                  —after Frances Farmer’s Will There Really Be A Morning 
 
 
 
  



 
Now That Everybody’s Bored By Blackface Again 
 
 
We have more knowledge than you will ever know. 
Switch up the color of your anonymous mask. 
Cakewalk the selves past focus on a single thing containing 
many, oh so many, so as better to multicake a bunch of things at once: 
the difference is between spreading blackface and vaudeville acting 
like there is no centre, hold up. 
 
Mister Centerlocutor cannot hold the proceedings 
up in order and contempt exudes from the Endmen, 
wherewithal the wither and whatnut whether him likes it or nut. 
 
Everybody had their shot guffaw guffaw. 
Every single one of us shot for the stars 
guffaw. 
 
Yesteryear returned again as twain had predicted it would 
in patterns of two 
by being busy being born and being dying and sure enough. 
The shoes of yesteryear went unpolished as the future 
proved to be greasy, 
albeit cork 
gave way 
to ham. 
 
If you believe that mule bone malarkey 
there’s a long tail blue you’d be easily sold. 
But God sure enough it’s compelling crazy stuff. 
I dabbled in it myself. 
 
Incidentally, somebody did say something right about it once. 
The gentleman’s name was Mr. J. Reff and he described the blocking, 
that is, the prime moving of all us mortal shades around on stage. 
It remains woefully unpublished, though a decade ago 
we received a call from a firm that made copper coils 
and kettles asking whether the good sir was a star 
or perchance a superstar. 
“Let’s say if supernova is already taken, say, superstar.” 
A mere star is like an A-minus in a grad class. Oh, Rinaldo! 
 
A message from the olio cookie. 



May the good Lord bless all y’all, 
Sincerely yours, and I do mean yours, 
Jim as far as the crow flies 
 


