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As You Are 
 
(80th birthday) 
 
You did 
begin 
 
or if not 
            you exactly 
     s4ll — 
 
not 
        not YET 
                       you 
 
but your ancient father 
si9ng on a bench 
in the hallowed past 
 
it can never be eradicated 
 
     you’re so old 
and you can’t even say what you are 
 

** 
 
You are 
as you are 
because you aren’t 
what 
you are but more than that — 
 
the living difference 
from the well-known 
thing — what you want to say 
but cannot — this 
difficulty, itself 
the one we all 
confound ourselves 
to find ourselves 
outside 
in 
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All	the	Dandelions	
	
	
1	
	
that	ever	flourished	
on	any	lawn	
	till	now	
	
assigned	a	proper	index	so	if	
anybody	ever	wants	to	find	one?	
	
not	a	problem	
	
	
2	
	
Hear	that	rushing	silence?	
	
Any	beast	
since	beasts	began	
	
heard	it	too	
roaring	away	
when	all	other	sound	subsided	
and	they	attended.		
	
	
3	
	
Now	complete	the	graph	
by	writing	down	the	function	
in	neat	hand	
at	the	bottom	of	the	ledger.	
	
That	way	
when	mother	comes	in	here	
she’ll	think	we‘ve	been	proper	busy		
	
(sneaky	me	
															busy		
																				at	the	bottom		
																								of	the	ledger	
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can’t	cheat	me—	
	
I’ve	absorbed	
the	crime	
against	me	
into	my	own	crime	
beforehand	
	
(tricky	me	
	
	
4	
	
Need	to	get	back	to	sleep	now:	
	
dream	beforehand	
unwritten	on	any	ledger	
	
percolates	
behind	the	mind	screen	
	
so	that	these	words	
appear	
before	
the	proper	dream—	
	
later	perhaps.	
	
	
5	
	
Time	shmime	
	
(screw	time)	
	
time	screws	
round	and	round		
the	null	hypothesis—the	one	where	nothing	
proposes	itself,	
or	I	do,	
	
I	propose	nothing	
	
at	the	start	
of	any	ledger	
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any		
calculation	
of	the	real	which	
existence	doesn’t	proffer	
but	keeps		
												secret	
in	its	own		
allotment	
to	itself	
of	just	how	weird	it	is	
that	nothing	
seems	
	
	
6	
	
Now	I’ll	allow	
sleep	to	flourish	
	
as	if	a	large	rotunda		
of	flourishing	bushes	
burst	from	the	shore	
	
where	I	swam	
in	spite	of	everything	
against	the	coastal	waters	
	
but	there	was	a	rocky	promontory	where	I	foundered	
	
the	first	time	
and	now	again	
	
or	again	again	
	
since	this	dream	has	already	
foundered	
on	its	own	occurrence	
and	receded	
behind	the	mind	screen	
	
where	was	I?	
	
now?	
or	then—	
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here	
behind	the	mind	screen	
	
	
7	
	
Soon	I’ll	hear	
my	own	words	
read		
by	own	voice	
back	to	me	
	
and	the	little	I	knew	
in	the	uttering	of	them	
shall	have	vanished	utterly	
	
into	an	oblivion	
all	their	own	
	
	
8	
	
Shall	I	dwell	
on	oblivion	
	
or	in	it?	
	
absent	
from	my	own	occurrence	
	
even	now	
when	I	do	or	did	occur	
for	the	first	time	
	
even	
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Who Says This? 
 
That thinking today is a Ghost Dance— 
Jacques Derrida the Ghost Dance 
      of language itself— 
watching the sunset 
      sail off into the sunset— 
Being's 
            transfinite         
                        ocean of metonyms 
where meanings go to return  
                                         back through their last initiation, 
the vast imperium of meanings 
      "solved"— 
 
their spanking welcome home 
through the very portals of emergence 
as if the creaky door 
twixt timelessness and oblivion 
swung both ways— 
 
 
 
"Do you know where you are, little mouse?" 
 
"Certainly! Alive 
in the Master's vestibule. 
And you, who inquire  
     so peremptorily— 
do you know 
                 anything 
                            at all?" 
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9-2-15	The	Mind	of	Money		
	
	
1	
	
later	perhaps.	The	entire	panoply	of	human	intellect	
integrated	and	resolved	
to	the	Eye	
of	an	exquisitely	selected		
avian	synecdoche	
	
(the	crank	neck	of	a	great	blue	heron	
its	terrified	machinery	
jetting	across	eyesight	to	the	lily	pond	
	
all	the	money	gone	(again)	
and	the	Mazeway	
internal	to	the	individual	consciousness	
marking	out	
livingly	
the	moments	at	which	the	day’s	events	
selectively		
are	to	happen.	
	
Beyond	that:	
unpleasant	encounters	
austerities	
immobilities.	
	
Sufficient	money	
opens	the	Mazeway	—	
	
time	becomes	a	playground	—		
	
Rappaport	I	think	was	the	anthropologist	
Richard	Grossinger	studied	with	
who	chose	the	word	“Mazeway”	
for	the	living	maps	
inside	the	mind	
that	charted	a	culture’s	possibilities	
	
and	I	use	it	here	
for	the	living	calendar	
that	organizes	thoughts	
about	existence	itself	
into	a	workable	schema.	

9-2-15		
The	Mind	of	Money		
	
	
1	
	
later	perhaps.	The	entire	panoply	of	human	intellect	
integrated	and	resolved	
to	the	Eye	
of	an	exquisitely	selected		
avian	synecdoche	
	
(the	crank	neck	of	a	great	blue	heron	
its	terrified	machinery	
jetting	across	eyesight	to	the	lily	pond	
	
all	the	money	gone	(again)	
and	the	Mazeway	
internal	to	the	individual	consciousness	
marking	out	
livingly	
the	moments	at	which	the	day’s	events	
selectively		
are	to	happen.	
	
Beyond	that:	
unpleasant	encounters	
austerities	
immobilities.	
	
Sufficient	money	
opens	the	Mazeway	—	
	
time	becomes	a	playground	—		
	
Rappaport	I	think	was	the	anthropologist	
Richard	Grossinger	studied	with	
who	chose	the	word	“Mazeway”	
for	the	living	maps	
inside	the	mind	
that	charted	a	culture’s	possibilities	
	
and	I	use	it	here	
for	the	living	calendar	
that	organizes	thoughts	
about	existence	itself	
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3-28-15	
	
	
Who	Were	Those	Tiglons?	
	
every	moment	
its	own		
	
[picture]	
	
excerpted	from	the	whole	
	
imagined	
of	time	
and	set	upon	for	milking:	
hermeneutics.	
	
The	tiglons	I	remember	
from	the	Central	Park	Zoo	
circa	1947	
were	named	David	and	Charles,		
or	did	my	father,	David,	make	this	up	to	amuse	me?	
	
	
Now	google	that:	the	names		
of	the	Tiglons	
in	the	Central	Park	Zoo	
circa	1947.	
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