
Hearts	are	Broken	:	Jack	Spicer’s	Tower	of	Babel,	a	real	detective	story	
	
	

	
	 	
	
Since	my	dear	friend	John	Kelley	died	I	no	longer	play	euchre.	I	used	to	practice	
online.	We	had	a	friendly	ongoing	competition.	He	won	four	of	our	annual	euchre	
tournaments.	Then	he	wanted	“one	for	the	thumb”.	I	won	that	year.	He	wasn’t	
pissed.	He	gave	me	a	t-shirt	that	read	:	I	paddled	Lava	Falls.	I	never	wear	the	shirt.	
But	I	often	look	at	it.		From	a	dream	I	had	about	him,	I	wrote	a	love	poem.	It’s	part	of	
a	book	that	I	call	Jacks.	
	
Hi-Jacked	
	
The dead are notoriously hard to satisfy. 
  Jack Spicer: “After Lorca” 
 
“My love a-bigger than a Cadillac” and 
“A love for real not fade away” 
taken from Buddy Holly  
but for John who we never 
called Jack and for Tim when 
we were dreaming all 
together the three of us 
but who was John’s euchre  
partner? He holding his cards  
close to his chest and coughing 
and slowly being less 
with each breath 
and it was clear that it was  



death across the table when  
Tim looked  the same  
as I did as John smiled  
holding the ace and two black jacks  
and so very slowly  
just did fade away.	
	
All	of	the	poems	relate	directly	to	the	name	Jack	of	poets	Spicer,	Clarke,	Kerouac,	
and	Hirschman;	all	indirectly	to	the	poetry	of	Jack	Spicer.	The	poem	is	part	of	the	
book,	even	though	the	book	is	not	published	nor	is	it	likely	to	be.	The	poem	relates	
to	other	poems	in	the	book	and	those	not	yet	written	but	once	written	will	be	a	part	
of	the	book.	And	then	this	poem	will	be	different.	Perhaps	better,	whatever	that	
might	mean.		
	
	Now	I	only	play	Hearts,	standard	rules:	26	points	for	opponents	if	you	take	all	the	
hearts,	minus	ten	for	taking	the	Jack	of	Diamonds,	one	point	for	each	heart,	play	to	a	
hundred,	lowest	score	wins,	no	hearts	can	be	led	until	a	heart	is	played	on	a	void	
suit;	then	hearts	are	broken.		In	The	Tower	of	Babel,	Spicer,	the	writer,	uses	a	
football	analogy	for	poetry:	the	Game	on	the	line,	in	the	fourth	quarter	the	
quarterback	takes	risks	that	would	dismay	any	coach,	scrambles	back	far	into;	the	
end	zone,	throws	Hail	Mary	passes,	and	runs	the	ball	fourth	and	twenty,	and,	of	
course,	wins	the	game.		
	
My	daughter	has	a	name	common	in	India	but	rare	here:	Chandra.	Her	name	came	
up	as	one	of	the	three	opponents	in	my	online	Hearts	game.	The	others:	Marissa	&	
Cassidy.	My	name	DaddyBo	(when	my	grandson	was	three	he	couldn’t	say	Grandpa	
Joe).	Names	matter.		
	
The	score	of	the	game	was	Marissa	106,	Chandra	75,	Cassidy	81,	DaddyBo	58.	I	won,	
my	daughter	second.	The	others?	Who	cares.	And	my	daughter,	or	rather	“my	
daughter”?	The	other	players	aren’t	real,	computer	generated	names	that	“stand”	for	
computer	programs,	though	there	are	real	persons	with	those	names.	They	don’t	
signify	people.	But	names	matter.	
	
When	Trump	was	selected	by	the	electoral	college	(much	like	when	Bush	was	
selected	by	the	Supreme	Court),	I	wrote	a	poem.	I’m	a	part-time	poet.	It’s	what	I	do	
when	I’m	not	being	a	part-time	husband,	part-time	dad,	part-time	granddad,	part-
time	carpenter,	part-time	electrician,	part-time	whitewater	kayaker.	Unlike	my	Bush	
poems	that	were	in	response	to	his	many	atrocities,	atrocities	deserving	of	
indictment	for	war	crimes,	my	Trump	poem	was	in	protest	to	how	other	poets	
responded	to	his	(s)election.	Even	before	he	took	office,	RESIST	MUCH	/	OBEY	
LITTLE,	an	anthology	of	poetry,	appeared	with	hundreds	of	poems	in	reference,	
direct	or	in-,	to	Trump.	My	contribution	wasn’t	what	I	call	my	TrumpWhitman	
poem.	It	was	three	linked	sonnets,	one	of	the	indirect	poems.	
	



This poem (below) was written long before Trump decided to become the Don of the 
Republican Mafia. 
[Note: read it if you want. If not, not. I put it here because in the novel Slingbot (the 
antagonist, the dogmatic Kenneth Rexroth figure) makes a disparaging remark about 
writing sonnets. Did you, by chance, notice the use of the word “below”?] 
 
The sun nets 
 
One 
 
Everything makes us. 
The morning sun breaks the space 
between the distant mountains. 
 
The single ray of sunlight 
opens the dark curtain of the cave 
where we lie together waiting. 
 
It is truly us. 
For a moment. The light illumines 
our naked bodies. 
 
We are the night’s stars and the sun 
for just that moment we are one. 
 
 
Two 
 
The words they 
become you. They 
are wounds 
 
in your gathered. 
You wear them 
as flesh 
 
flashed against 
the sky. The question 
why? A way 
 
to catch me 
up into you. 
 
 
Three 
 
The little song 
has it wrong. 
 
Net Not 



Knit Knot 
 
Knock 
Knock 
 
The policeman 
at the door. 
 
This on page 444 and 445 of a book of 730 pages. I say “book” and I say “pages” but the 
pdf version lists 366 pages, as each “page” is two “pages”. Quotation marks are handy; 
they can provide meaning. Names seem to matter less these days. 
 
“To The States, or any one of them, or any city of The States, Resist much, obey little; 
Once unquestioning obedience, once fully enslaved; 
Once fully enslaved, no nation, state, city, of this earth, ever afterward resumes its 
liberty.” — Walt Whitman 
	
This	quote	is	the	source	for	the	anthology’s	title.	It’s	worth	repeating	the	last	line:	
Once fully enslaved, no nation, state, city, of this earth, ever afterward resumes its liberty. 
And	it’s	a	good	warning,	especially	relevant	for	those	who	thought	that	the	way	to	
real	democracy	was	to	vote	against	Hillary	Clinton	in	order	to	make	things	so	bad	
that	people	would	revolt.	Some	people	still	think	that	way.	Just	like	some	people	still	
think	that	the	US	is	a	democracy.	So	the	title	was	wonderful.	I	love	Whitman,	the	
man.	I	have	some	trouble	with	Whitman	the	poet.		
	
And	my	troubles	with	the	great	gray	bard	of	American	poetry	lead	me	to	write	
another	couple	of	poems.	Or	rather	to	get	Trump	and	Whit(e)man	to	collaborate	
with	me.		
	
Here	is	the	picture	for	the	book’s	cover.	

	
	
You	gotta	love	it!	It’s	almost	as	good	as	the	pictures	of	the	Clintons	vacationing	with	
the	Kissingers.	The	name	of	the	little	book	is	Sundown	Shadows,	taken	from	
Whitman’s	Song	of	Myself:	“When	sun-down	shadows	lengthen	over	the	limitless	
and	lonesome	prairie”.		
	



[I’ve	added	it	temporarily	to	the	front	page	of	my	website:	abullhead.com	
Click	on	TrumpWhitman	to	go	to	the	pdf	copy	of	Sundown	Shadows]	
	
Here	is	a	screen	shot	of	the	first	page	of	the	book.		
The	second	poem	in	the	book	is	called	the	“Schlong	of	My	Self”	written	by	the	poet	
Donald	Trump	as	channeled	through	me	and	Walt	Whitman.		
	

“I CELEBRATE myself, and sing myself, 

[The large quotation mark is there for a reason. Just like words, 
Punctuation matters. A lot of poets don’t think so. I don’t know any carpenters 
who think nails and screws don’t matter.] (In spite of the italics, a reader might 
not know that the word inside the square brackets and in parentheses are not 
part of the poem). (Again, I repeat myself. I repeat myself often. All of these little 
scribbling marks on the page and the “page” matter.) 
… 
Universities and colleges  back off 
 
I include the good or bad, I permit to speak at every rally 
The atmosphere is not a perfume 
It is in my mouth forever and I 
am in love with it 
The smoke of my own breath, 
Echoes, ripples, buzz'd whispers, love-root, silk-thread, crotch and vine, 
My respiration and inspiration  
The sound of the belched words of my voice 
A few light kisses, a few embraces, a reaching around of arms, 
I grab what I want… 
 I have heard what the talkers were talking, the talk of the beginning and the end, 
But I do not talk of the beginning or the end. 
We are all here now, there is nothing 
other than there is now, 
 
It ends with one of Whitman’s famous lines: Do I contradict myself? / Very well I 
contradict myself, / (I am large, I contain multitudes.) 
If you, the reader (big assumption here) want to read the rest of Trump’s poem, it is 
posted on my website: abullhead.com. 
  
[And at the end of this essay I’ve attached an addendum, some of Whitman’s statements 
that could easily enough be attributed to Trump. Also I’ve written a short account of 
seeing Steve Earle at the Mercantile Library in Cincinnati a few months ago. Maybe 
someone will be inspired to make a list of Trump statements that could be Whitman’s. 
Maybe, but I doubt it. Maybe also someone will appreciate my bashing Steve Earle (the 
writer). But especially I doubt that.] 
 



So, what’s the point? Trump as Poet? Trump as not only Poet but Trump as Whitman, the 
poet most loved by others: US poets in general, (or more accurately USAmericans 
[thanks Yepez], English majors, Leftist American poets (North and South), 
Internationalists, Beats, Black Mountaineers, Gay poets, those who consider Allen 
Ginsberg a great poet, and of course many others in the US and the world.  
 
The point is Language.  
 
The clue is as obvious as in Poe’s Purloined Letter: The Tower of Babel and The Tower 
of Babel, the title of Jack Spicer’s detective novel.  
 
Did you (dear reader) know that Jack Spicer wrote a detective novel (1958)? Even people 
who are familiar with Spicer’s poetry probably don’t know about the novel, unfinished, 
not published (1994) until long after his death  (1965). I didn’t know. And I’ve been 
reading Spicer’s poetry since the early seventies. Here’s one of my poems from those 
days: 
 
In other words: for Jack Spicer 
 
This Shell For The Bad Thing 
 
And Nothing 
As an occasion 
As good as Saturday Car- 
Toons with the kids. 
Knowing how 
The trick was done. 
Plastic cells over 
Laid. Characters 
That we are 
Shells 
Each car- 
Rying 
Our hell with 
In. 
	
	
IT IS GETTING HARD TO SEE THE DIFFERENCE BETWEEN THE POETS  AND THE  
ADVERTISERS SINCE EVEN MADISON AVENUE EXECUTIVES WHO  WRITE 
SLOGANS  FOR SUGAR  CEREAL  ALSO  SOMETIMES DO COMMIT  SUICIDE	
 
It may not be much of a poem and it almost cost me the friendship with Paul Metcalf. 
Paul thought Spicer was just playing language games. I agreed, except for the “just”. 
 
Several years later after Paul and I reconnected to the friendship, I wrote this poem. As 
most know (who know Metcalf’s work), he had a strong relationship with Charles Olson. 



 
Tansy	that	Only	Lonely	Flower	
	
1-10-1970	
	
It	was	just	355	days	
until	my	daughter	was	born.	
A	winter	day	and	time	worn	
in	Canada,	that	land	of	the	free	
from	the	USA.	In	the	living	
room	of	the	farmhouse	where	old	
Doctor	Snow*	had	delivered	many	before	
and	of	course	it	was	almost	a	kind		
of	reverse	anniversary	of	the	death		
of	Paul	Metcalf	who	did	die	following		
Charles	29	years	and	11	days	later.	Not		
that	that	means	much.	But	across		
the	yard	and	against	the	wall	
of	the	garage	there	was	in	growth	
a	yellow	patch	and	green.	
	
I	planted	the	tansy	but	once	
and	never	never	again		
for	it	spread	or	so	I’ve	read	like	honey	
suckle	or	mint	and	the	worst		
of	the	weeds	the	couch	grass,	twitch	
grass,	Bermuda	grass,	quick	grass,	
for	that	I	finally	learned	is	only	
its	nature	to	take	over	and		
over.	Again	I	dug	it	out	by	the	roots	
and	left	the	dirt	on		
to	give	it	a	chance	and	in	my	mind	
it	lingers	forever	because	kudzu	
that	most	virulent	of	weeds	
has	such	pretty	purple	flowers.	
	
*Snow	was	his	real	name,	not	some	kind	of	sign.	He	arrived	for	the	birth	in	a	convertible	
Karmann	Ghia	with	its	top	down.	He	was	bundled	in	a	fur	coat,	hat,	gloves,	obviously	at	
home	in	the	snow.	Perhaps	his	name	was	also	a	sign.	
 
It’s a legitimate question (and how many are bastard questions?) (it’s a good idea to 
repeat an introductory remark when interrupted by an “aside”, a residue of our original 
oral language condition), it’s a legitimate question to ask, again, What’s the point? The 
point of these poems, the point of all of these digressions [di(a)gressions being more 
accurate]?  
 



The point, the main one but there are of course several, is that this is not an essay 
modeled on preaching or teaching (often the same thing) to a captive audience. You 
[reader] can skip over or just stop reading. [There are other points, this the main one for 
me: I am only using poems to illustrate “points” in Spicer’s novel. Am I admitting to 
leaving clues and then not trusting the reader to see the clue that they are clues and to 
where they point? I must not be trusting enough, even though it is claimed (and perhaps 
even Spicer intended) that The Tower of Babel is a detective story. 
 
If it is a detective story, what is there to detect?  
 
In an Afterword, the editors, Lew Ellingham and Kevin Killian, do an excellent job of 
placing the novel in the context of Spicer’s later work but give more space to 
emphasizing the unsolved crime of the death of a poet, Washington Jones. [Brilliant 
name for this poet: a tall thin Negro wearing horn-rimmed glasses who looked rather as 
Abraham Lincoln would have looked if Abraham Lincoln had been a tall Negro wearing 
horn-rimmed glasses.] Though finding the killer may be what a detective novel needs to 
deserve the name, it is the least interesting part of the novel. If the main character in the 
novel has little interest in detecting who killed Jones, why should any reader? [The 
editors speculate about different theories and invite the readers of their essay to propose 
more. My theory that Jones was not murdered but committed suicide because he was a 
bad poet was not one of the theories. Plus, if you watch a lot of made-in-America movies 
you might notice that if there is only one Black character, then that character will either 
be the villain or die, or both. Better to commit suicide than be murdered.] 
 
Since I’m at least halfway through my essay (though I won’t know that until I’m done 
writing it, and then measure the length or count the words), I will start at the beginning of 
The Tower of Babel and start detecting, and I’ll start where Spicer starts. The first 
sentence: As good a place as any to start is with John James Ralston sitting alone and 
slightly drunk at three o’clock of a Thursday afternoon (the time of day is probably not 
accurate, the day of the week almost certainly is) at a small beer and wine bar called The 
Birdcage on the upper edge of Grant Avenue in San Francisco. 
  
[As you can see, I’ve put quoted passages from the novel in red type. Writing for online, 
color is available, and cost nothing. The color makes it easier to distinguish quotes from 
non. For quotes from other sources, I use the typeface Arial.] 
 
The whole first page is about Ralston, mostly about two important things: his faulty 
memory (as signaled in the first sentence) and the sunlight (He could remember bars with 
plate glass windows in Boston, but he could not remember the afternoon sun shining 
through them.)  And for 54 lines of text, Ralston is alone with his (and the author’s) 
musing. [And an actual Muse confronts him as well.] Not only doesn’t Ralston speak, he 
uses his hand to communicate: He signaled the bartender for another ale. 
 
The first spoken words are from a young woman (first muse) who speaks to Ralston: You 
look bored. The last page of the novel ends with nothing but dialogue, the last spoken line 



given over to Sonia (last muse) (looking in all of her smallness like some huge Slavic 
goddess) who says to Ralston Thank you for your interest. 
 
Now, once again & again, what’s the point? This particular point is that the novel begins 
without speech but ends with almost nothing but speech. Okay. But what’s the point of 
the point? 
 
This point points: it’s a clue. To determine, or suggest, what it is a clue to, we turn to 
William Blake. Why? First, because the character Ralston (& possibly the narrator, and 
more possibly the author) often turns to Blake for guidance, as many poets do. More 
importantly, though, Ralston is looking to reform himself, even redeem himself from his 
“academic” poetry: he states that he is searching for his inner Blake.    
 
To discover what this “inner Blake” might mean for Ralston, the clues are there on the 
same page. Ralston is at work on a book about Emily Dickinson. But he would finish that 
book, in defeat, only if he didn’t find the William Blake in himself that he expected to 
find. Also on the same page, Ralston refers to schizophrenics being cured by witch 
doctors. Which doctors? [Jack Clarke warmed me about puns. Jack was the smartest man 
I ever met, but in that I ignored him.] So which doctors? Dickinson, to some degree, but 
certainly Blake. And Beckett, to some degree. And Joyce. And most certainly not 
Slingbot (nice Dicksonian name), possibly, most likely, almost certainly, without a doubt, 
a reference to Kenneth Rexroth. [There are many of these references to the Real, and they 
are probably what is most attractive to readers interested in Spicer’s life. References like 
equating the character Slingbot with Rexroth, Madelaine (Slingbot’s wife, or are they 
really married?, with Marthe Larsen (or perhaps Marie Kass who he was married to when 
he married Marthe but most likely Marthe, the one who had the affair with Creeley), Flat 
Rock College (small experimental college) as Black Mountain, the Bird Cage [caged 
bird?] (where the hip poets gather) as  the Black Cat, the 6 Gallery interestingly as the 6 
Gallery. And all of this unnecessary and a distraction. The Tower of Babel (and The 
Tower of Babel) are fiction. 
 
Okay. Then what about the mention of Beckett, Samuel Beckett? And James Joyce? 
Later. Blake first. 
 
William Blake. The first line about him from Wikipedia: William Blake (28 November 
1757 – 12 August 1827) was an English poet, painter, and printmaker.  
 
Notice that whoever wrote this Wikipedia entry did not simply (simplistically) only call 
Blake a poet. He was also a painter and printmaker. The order of that naming, indicating 
importance, could arguably be reversed to printmaker, painter, and poet. For me, I’d go 
with printmakerpoetpainter. There are many excellent poets who have studied Blake, real 
scholars, Jack Clarke, Dan Zimmerman, Fred Whitehead. They have read and studied 
everything. I’ve read them all, but only studied the simpler ones: The Songs of Innocence 
and Experience, The Book of Los, The Book of Urizen. I’m most interested, as was 
Spicer, in poetry as a Book. 
 



Often regarded as the simplest of Blake’s poetry, The Songs of Innocence and Experience 
is also often regarded as simplistic, some like nursery rhymes (with the assumption being 
that nursery rhymes are simple). My assumption, of course, is that the Songs are anything 
but simplistic (and the same with nursery rhymes, but why continue with what appears to 
be an unfocussed digression?).  
 
I invite you (you?) to look at this brief study of the Songs to illustrate a contrast, a simple 
one. The contrast is between the Oral (the innocence that we all experienced in 
childhood) and Literacy (the experience of leaving the oral paradise and being expelled 
into the world of books and schools). [Here is another digression with the proviso to skip 
but I feel the need to include it to acknowledge some support from a real scholar, Terry 
Eagleton. He writes about Blake in The Event of Literature showing that it is us, the 
readers, who create “literature”: We treat the Blake poem (“Little Lamb”) as literature 
largely on account of the value and significance it accrues in the wider context of Songs 
of Innocence and of Experience…; but taken in itself, and read non-ironically (which as 
often with Blake may well be a mistake), it is embarrassingly feeble.] 
 

Blake’s Book: Songs of Innocence and of Experience , Some observations 

 Songs of Innocence : Introduction 
And I made a rural pen, 
And I stained the water clear, 
And I wrote my happy songs 
Every child may joy to hear. 
[Writing as pollution but a necessary evil] 
 
The Little Boy Lost 
The mire was deep, and the child did weep, 
And away the vapour flew. 
[Sound as savior] 
 
Laughing Song 
Come live, and be merry, and join with me, 
To sing the sweet chorus of 'Ha ha he!' 
[Speech as joy] 
 
Nurse’s Song 
When voices of children are heard on the green, 
And laughing is heard on the hill, 
My heart is at rest within my breast, 
And everything else is still. 
[Speech as salvation, even Eliot’s still point in a turning world] 
 
On Another Sorrow 
Can a mother sit and hear 
An infant groan, an infant fear? 



No, no! never can it be! 
Never, never can it be! 
[The compelling, as necessary for survival, (why there are no ear lids) connection voice 
makes, demands] 
 
 
Songs of Experience : Introduction 
Hear the voice of the Bard, 
Who present, past, and future, sees; 
Whose ears have heard 
The Holy Word 
That walked among the ancient trees 
[The voice as Irony] 
 
The Garden of Love 
And the gates of this Chapel were shut, 
And 'Thou shalt not' writ over the door; 
So I turned to the Garden of Love 
That so many sweet flowers bore 
[Writing as bondage] 
 
A Little Boy Lost 
The weeping child could not be heard, 
The weeping parents wept in vain: 
They stripped him to his little shirt, 
And bound him in an iron chain, 
And burned him in a holy place 
Where many had been burned before; 
[Voice denied, a life of pain] 
 
A Little Girl Lost 
To her father white 
Came the maiden bright; 
But his loving look, 
Like the holy book, 
All her tender limbs with terror shook. 
[The book as tyranny] 
 
The School Boy 
But to go to school in a summer morn, - 
O it drives all joy away! 
Under a cruel eye outworn, 
The little ones spend the day 
In sighing and dismay. 
Ah then at times I drooping sit, 
And spend many an anxious hour; 



Nor in my book can I take delight, 
Nor sit in learning's bower, 
Worn through with the dreary shower. 
[School, the book writ large, as eternal suffering] 
 
Beckett : Samuel Beckett’s Ill Seen Ill Said 
 
Apologies to Beckett scholars. I’m just another reader, a lifelong fan. And this is but a 
simple reading. But it’s the simple that is often most hidden. As Charles Olson wrote of 
it, in Maximus to Himself: I stood estranged from that which was most familiar. 
[Re-reading this last sentence has me curious as to; why Maximus needs write a letter to 
himself. Perhaps like the character Slingbot in Spicer’s novel he distrusts his memory?] 
 
Ill Seen Ill Said might also be I’ll see I’ll say. I think so. I’m not sure I can convince 
anyone of that. But it surely is a woman’s story, alone in a cabin. Her story is written 
about her, so in some sense, the sense of writing, she is not alone. The narrator is with 
her, as are we the readers. Her little cabin, the assumption that it is, must be large to 
contain such a multitude. 
 
What is that this woman does? In the beginning of the book she looks around. She sees. 
The first sentence : From where she lies she see Venus rise.  And then: On. From where 
she lies when the skies are clear she sees Venus rise followed by the sun. And what 
more does she do? Then she rails at the source of all life. 
 
My modest proposal is that this sun of the first page of The Tower of Babel, where 
Ralston sits at the Birdcage (again, Caged Bird?) where the sun was shining directly 
through the plate glass window of the bar into his eyes. But the connection to Blake is not 
the Los / Sol (sun) connection: it’s the oral & literacy connection and contrast (or in 
Blake’s case, the Contrary). The first part of Beckett’s novel is all about sight, reminding 
us of Walter Ong’s basic principle that Sight Isolates (and the contrary that Sound 
Unites). The isolation of the woman is such that as the narrator states: The eye will return 
to the scene of its betrayals. [Ralston is saved from his isolation from the sound of the 
woman’s voice in the Birdcage. And of note, perhaps, is the last thing she says to 
Ralston: after he asks if she would join him at the table of poets, she says No. I’ve been 
there.] 
 
The last two pages of Ill Seen Ill Said should be quoted entirely, but it’s such a short 
book, only 59 pages, that to quote two pages would seem like a theft. Here it is in brief, 
brief enough to make my point: On earth’s face. Instead of always the same place. 
Slaving away forever in the same place. At this time and that trace. And what if the eye 
could not? No more tear itself away from the remains of trace. Of what was never. Quick 
say it suddenly can and farewell say say farewell. If only to the face. Of her tenacious 
trace.  
 
Immediately after, the last paragraph ends in a celebration, muted, (this is Beckett after 
all) of sound: Then in that perfect dark foreknell darling sound pip for end begun. First 
last moment. Grant only enough remain to devour all. Moment by glutton moment. Sky 



earth the whole kit and boodle. Not another crumb of carrion left. Lick chops and basta. 
No. One moment more. One last. Grace to breathe that void. Know happiness.  
 
Of course one (?) should read the whole book. It’s a treasure, a treasure chest of rhythm 
and rhyme, something that most contemporary poets have abandoned, except rappers, and 
I wonder why that is? 
 
And so we have two of the world’s most renowned writers developing this contrary of 
sound and sight, oral “culture” with the literate. And in both cases, Blake’s more overtly 
so, the connection of salvation, or at least a return to a kind of paradise, with sound.  
And what about Joyce’s Molly Bloom? What Molly says is important, where she says it 
in the novel, the last episode equally so, but most of all that she says it.  
 
And why throw Molly Bloom (the character, please, I wouldn’t throw a real woman, even 
a blowup doll) into this essay? Because she becomes a companion to the women of 
Spicer’s novel, the three female characters who always have the last word, Anne 
(Ralston’s wife, the psychologist), Madelaine (Slingbot’s wife), and Sonia (companion to 
the poet Rue). 
 
And then there is the poet who Ralston refers to as much as Blake: Stéphane Mallarmé. 
 
(To be continued, perhaps. On the computer screen of my desktop iMac is a copy of a 
print by Tom Phillips of a London performance of Samuel Beckett watching a 
performance of Waiting for Godot with these words: NO MATTER . TRY AGAIN FAIL 
AGAIN. FAIL BETTER]) 


