
The Knife 
 
 She confused importance with, 
he said, sobriety. Her sense of humour 
was last seen boarding a mid-sized jet 
bound for the second-to-last frontier. 
That's where we'll focus our search. He 
spent his childhood out there, making 
driveways out of oyster shells, carving 
the initials of a stranger in the skin of 
a cherry tree. In her sweet advice to him 
she employed the word "mature," meaning 
he should be more, meaning her previous 
boyfriend had an English accent. Now she's 
long dead and he'll be there shortly. There's 
not much more important than that. 

  



Brasura 
 
 I'm so happy just be with her's 
a phrase been going around in my head 
where the mortality has set up shop, 
probably, I don't know, a normal eventuality, 
but when she's far away from me, I'm awfully 
blue.  The way blue used to mean, awfully 
blue, like a roadside someone threw 
brasura into, a ditch used up stuff ends down in, 
used up being the way old writers 
are made to feel.  It could happen to you 
just as sure as the boat to Hades does not 
slow down to let you look at those daffodils, 
saying is that too much to ask?  You 
had your chance to admire the posies; I 
told you you walk too fast, and now she 
has to slow down just to be with you.  If I 
could only play my cousin Russell's saxophone, 
I would play all the long slow pieces, waiting 
for the bass player to give me a lift up, waiting 
for her to end the young brass childhood 
of the blues. 
 
 

  



Gilbert Sorrentino 
 
Reading Gilbert Sorrentino on Lorene Niedecker, 
I whispered, "It's nice being here." Being old 
in a chair I decided this moment not to 
describe, could be called what we've been 
waiting for all this time. One keeps changing 
one's mind about poems one has never ceased 
admiring, almost, you could say, loving, save that 
the remark is reserved for people who never read 
anything serious. People sometimes say, oh, I 
love your book, and when I have the nerve, I'll say 
that's not what it was written for. 
 

  



JOYCE 
 
You'd think they'd learn a lesson, 
might as well put up a sign: "do not 
place finger in here," right next to  
a hole in the wall, behind which 150 
watts of raw electricity. I'm telling you 
if people were made of fire, they'd 
walk into a fireworks barn in 
Wisconsin, nibbling on cheese and reading 
Joyce Carol Oates. I like driving through 
Wisconsin, you can stop for lunch 
and encounter no reason to lift 
your head and look around. People are 
careful in Eau Claire, everyone there 
reads the Farmer's Gazette, they know exactly 
how to dress for the weather. I'd love them, 
I'd buy everyone juice and Cracker Jack and  
wait for the surprise. 
 
__ 
 
1. I know that Joyce Carol Oates is from small town New York and New Jersey, but she went to university 
    in Wisconsin. 
2. I know that Cracker Jack came from Chicago but it's a short hop from there to Eau Claire. 
 

 
 
 
 
 


