
 

 

 

Frank Canned, Joe Upped 
 
Something awry in the methane storms on Jupiter. 
Something misfiring in the enzyme switches of memory. 
 
Rage: a steel bar to bite. 
But then, as always there is but then, past Liberty, past Hudson, past harbor. 
 
A vanishing bird skein in the watered-out October orange. 
The sudden, tectonic rupture of language, starting migration. 
 
To console Frank, perhaps, or even Joe. 
Fucked Frank, genius Joe. 
 
 
 

 
Many Have Written This Poem 
 
Unveiled morning ceiling. You’ve 
flown to see your mom in Illinois. 
 
Blurted that you want fire, that 
your bank book is in the flat file. 
 
One weekend—Vermont headstones: 
deer/lake; 18-wheeler; dog/angler. 
 
Joked, we’d tenant, if hard luck, 
Dad’s Beth Moses plots in Pinelawn. 
 
But now the desired urn—like your 
dad’s in dirt at your sister’s farm. 
 
I dreaded parental eternity, but 
how lie with you—if ash—as flesh? 
 
Two decoupled in the next world. 
Recouped progeny at last breath.  



Statements for Poetry 
 
1 
 
Not magic, logos, light. 
What “hope”? 
 
“Mother of the stupid.” 
Old joke. Dad’s land. 
 
Ergo: Jew. No Pole. 
Reason to quote Herbert? 
 
No. Apollo to flay rivals. 
Ah! 
 
Such honesty/sincerity. 
Such dull/last/only hope. 
 
2 
 
“Honey for flies, not shit.” 
Who said that? 
 
Doubtless—Wunderkind. 
But bards fawn. 
 
Exalt the disembarked. 
Grin; get signed books. 
 
Epigraph exemplars. 
Anthology epitomes. 
 
Homeland Homer hungers. 
Wunderkind gorges. 
 
 
3 
 
At last, past rebate. 
Doesn’t hate nth rate. 
 
Why not? It’s late! 
Never or now to inflate. 



 
Puffs up the chest. 
Uploads like the rest. 
 
Failed fate/art? 
Still—bloody heart! 
 
Up/down, sky/ground. 
For love, upside down. 
 
 
4 
 
Never begged a dollar. 
Sun: not lauder or judge. 
 
No bullet cracked ears. 
“Worst part of war.” 
 
Had women, wed a wife. 
One perfume was clear. 
 
Wrote past Millennium. 
Not a bad grind. 
 
History: stubborn, shrill. 
Mad dreams, dream will. 

  



Millennial 

 
11th-century Alamut assassins. 
Or—a shogun burned temples. 
 
Monk Kaisen just sat—one way. 
Calm, blasé to flame. 
 
Recall Vietnamese Buddhists. 
I programmed a mainframe. 
 
(Deferred for “critical skills.”) 
A CO there did alternate service. 
 
What did I know of war? 
A brother-in-law’s M-16. 
 
Words like the fires of Dresden. 
(Put, struck, swapped.) 
 
Car bombs leave me whole. 
What eye for what eye? 
 
Debris of the universal Kaddish. 
Blaspheming local death. 

  



L.Z. 
 

tactic of survival 
tactic also of competition 
    —George Oppen 

 
Congruent nature/poetic object. 
Mathematic of tradition (not by the pants’ seat). 
 
Seminal measures inflecting the young. 
Rabbinic humility of the radical. 
 
The marathon grinds whomever down. 
(Patrons paid Martial millions.) 
 
Fame strives a lifetime to indwell. 
Irony of obscurity in real time. 
 
Failure has nothing to be lost. 
If bile offend, shall love deform? 
 
Happiness/unhappiness—the great tautology. 
Lineage master of the song. 
 
So-called cup of bitterness. 
Three times full and running over. 
 

  



Zuk Tape 
 

Louis Zukofsky (1904-1978) 
 
Bill Z’s note: Hughie here’s Louis 
Craving solace of his voice (decades unheard) 
 
Day past the lashing New Years day rain (2003) 
(Tape time: “A-20” done, 4 to come) 
 
Lines in my head all my adult life 
Blown-dust texts pulled from shelves 
 
Shorter Poems 
(“Hear her clear mirror” 
“Come shadow come”) 
 
Bottom 
“A” 
Catullus 
(“Miserable Catullus” to “Miss her, Catullus?” 
Paradigm of his speech/song poetics) 
 
Barely and Widely 
 
Almost “nerdy” (as one might today say) 
Characteristic world-weary sighs 
 
He was born very young in a world that was already very old 
 
As far as dying is concerned 
Nobody ever lives through that, said a philosopher 
 
I did my work 
I was married 
I had a son 
 
As if his riff is the most natural thing in the world 
As if any would be as interested as he is in it 
 
Objectivist? 
That was forced on me 
I had no program 
It was all very simple 



 
You live in a world 
I don’t see how you can escape it 
Even if you escape it 
You’re still living in some kind of situation 
 
You make things in it 
You make it with the tools of your own particular craft 
In this case words 
I feel them as very tangible 
 
Solid so to speak 
Sometimes they liquefy 
Sometimes they airefy 
But those are still existent things 
 
(And finally after over 40 years 
I catch “little wrists” sexual “do”) 
 
The brain errs the eye sees 
(As per revered Shakespeare) 
 
The form is in that sense organic 
All of one’s life and this is the life 
And for the rest 
Nobody else’s business 
 
(Discontent? lament?) 
 
It’s written in one’s time and place 
It refers to other times and places as one grows 
Whatever way one grows 
Takes in 
 
Hopes to survive 
Say, well, like Bach’s music 
It can go down it can go up 
That’s the interest of it 
 
And all to come through the form of the thing 
To hold it together 
I don’t know 
The reader will have to judge 
 



100-year-old World Wide Web face 
(Would fame have amazed him?) 
 
“Obscure” man/poet I loved 
Total penultimate mesh of words ad infinitum pre-silence 
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