
Styli 
 
In the year 877, students of the Irish  
philosopher John Scottus Eriugena,  
angered by his baffling paradoxes,  
attacked him with sharpened styli,  
stabbing him repeatedly, 
 
but the wounds, though many, were shallow  
due to the weakness of the boys’ arms,  
rendering the philosopher’s dying  
painfully long drawn out 
according to William of Malmesbury, 
 
writing three centuries after  
the supposed facts,  
and likely conflating the philosopher’s death  
with the martyrdom of Cassian of Imola in 363 
as recounted in the Roman Martyrology, 
 
so it might be prudent to doubt the story’s  
historicity, but not its truth: 
a story so compelling must be also true,  
even if unsupported by the facts; 
all the more so if unsupported by the facts. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Rainbows 
 
That rainbows retreat as we approach 
is understood as the nature of things. 
 
You can’t ever get what you want 
is what rainbows say. 
 
 
 
 
 



Incorrupt  
 
In the summer of 2019 
the names of Milwaukee’s poets laureate 
eleven in number up to that time 
 
were woven into a carpet depicting a map  
of imaginary streets: Susan Firer Circle;  
Brenda Cardenas Place; Matt Cook Viaduct. . . . 
 
Marcus Hotels & Resorts  
commissioned this work from the artist Paul Druecke 
for the lobby of their refurbished InterContinental 
 
now art-themed hotel re-named St. Kate’s 
after the 15th century Caterina de’ Vigri,  
patron saint of artists, 
 
who today keeps vigil from her golden throne  
in the Poor Clare’s chapel in Bologna’s 
Chiesa della Santa, her body incorrupt  
 
we take on faith, seeing only 
the leathery face and hands 
darkened by 500 years of candle soot. 
 
Art-loving guests, as you approach 
the registration desk, trampling underfoot 
the poets’ names and the last fibers of their dignity, 
 
hear as if direct from Caterina’s  
blackened lips her sober counsels: Diligence. . . .  
Distrust of self. . . . Mindfulness of one’s own death. . . . , 
 
and spare a thought for Milwaukee’s laureates; 
I petition you as one of the eleven, 
with all the authority of a promenade. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
The Madrassa  
 
A semblance of thought 
a deer in the valley 
 
There are no random associations 
grammar is a net 
 
From cliffs above the stony beach 
could still be heard  
Matthew Arnold’s melancholy pebbles 
 
The madrassa was designed 
so that cool air flowed naturally  
from room to room 
 
On the tops of tall pillars 
the enormous nests of cranes 
 
In the college swimming pool  
swim suits were forbidden 
 
Sympathetic magic isn’t magic  
it’s just the way things are 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Departure Lounge 
 
Now you have entered the departure lounge  
where you will wait with the others 
for the announcement to proceed to the gate. 
 
On the other side there will be a going out 
and a return, and at the end, you have been assured, 
someone to welcome you and take you in. 
 
 


