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become a midnight star



“THE MARABOUT SMILES” was written in Tangiers, probably a decade before John Giorno passed away. John was always an interesting Buddhist trickster. I watched him move through much of his life with a sense of purpose in his art and performance and politics. Urgency. And infrastructure poetics. His smile was subtle, endearing, wise, quizzical as it questioned our solid existence when we should all be less attached and so on. A Marabout is Muslim hermit, a religious leader, a holy wandering mendicant. I wrote this poem in Tangiers at a conference organized by scholars based in Marseille on the writing and generative relationship between William S. Burroughs and Brion Gysin. I was there with John and Patti Smith to read/perform/participate in the homages. I worked with John on his Dial-A-Poem project in NYC and we travelled together in India in early 70s, visiting the timeless Tibetan lamas, opening their brilliant minds and practices to the West. He was a generative cohort. I wanted in this poem to conjure John’s legendary gestalt as personal friend of Burroughs and Gysin, and also the way he takes the stage and “ashes scatter.” Also wanted to invoke the Sahel poetically as place between the Sahara in North Africa and the Sudanian Savanna to the South. John was a world traveler, always bridging places and people. The tantra between Tibet and North Africa is palpable. Trance music, altered states toward the divine, toward gnosis, is summoned as well.

The Marabout Smiles


for John Giorno

silence at sea walls

how clear today straits of Gibraltar

watch friends leave, return

fluid systems of trance and possession

vision in a bubble over the water

the end of restless molecular time?

did they —your friends— self realize magic?

wisdom’s pact

what’s the transmission?

did we get there yet?

William might impart his thom-whip-clarity

love as prophecy

Brion isolated into his loves

was it only music that monsters over us

heats up feet of small children

the Gnawa speeds you up, whirl the stage

calms snakes, colors, perfume augury

kif on my tongue

what stage are we moving on and into

a dagger-like wisdom in blue, in green,

minds flies near and smooth

how close and far to death

primordial wisdom mind you say

mirror wisdom holds the Surface down to the

ground glass from which all text emerges

language dances its ideas, the guembri

holds up earth and sky… all on a wire

remember our countless interventions

hipsters in the dream: streets of the world

inscription for

struggle, for justice, equality, queer love, entheogens

all the sousveillance, a documentary poesis

now memories called simply memoire

re-enact here in Tangier, you take the stage

ashes scatter, re-scatter over bodies in a cloud vault

words invoke and resist the pull of

perpetuity, fuck that and those will still come after,

beautiful, out of Sahelian, story-tellers

rediscover Sufi healing harmonies free from any

tonal center





“THIS IS THE ANTITHESIS REALITY” was a recent protest poem for the streets of New York and elsewhere during 2 hellish years of USA meltdown. I read on Zoom but also a few times on the street. “Antithesis” was written in the spirit of Diane di Prima’s Revolutionary Letters , and became a memorial for her after she died. I loved Diane and her beautiful sense of rebellion and community; we had first met in the early 60s, she helped found the Kerouac School at Naropa. I was inspired by her classic survival-handbook poems, practical tangibles you’ll need when you take to the road. Iodine for nuclear fallout? We all get evacuation orders during times of flood and fire. You have to figure how many days you’ll need water, and food and medications etc. In this poem I am not escaping but am eager to invoke a warrior stance to “come to a city near you” and take down the bullies. And the most crucial thing in volatile times, in pandemic times is not to lose your mind.

This is the Antithesis Reality


“When the mode of the music changes,

the walls of the city shake”

for Diane di Prima, in memoriam

We’re coming out of our little theatres

Of hope & fear

To a city near you

We’ll breathe again on the streets

& liberate the hall of justice and

We are the antithesis reality

All is brought to transparency

Twilight cannot be delayed

This is the antithesis reality

It’s a deluge of fire

Of climate apocalypse

Watching the bloody moons & magenta suns

of dust & smoke dynamite the sky

Roiling in polite society

In a “gentleman’s agreement”

In the sick corridors of corruption

Where the fix is in, the fix is in

And nano-racism & “hydraulic racism”

Haunt the premises

But this is the antithesis reality coming at you

Can’t pull the wool over antithesis reality’s eyes

The security state thrives on insecurity

And a war on daily life itself

Call in the paramilitaries, summon the Space Force

Put A TOKEN WOMAN ON THE MOON?

We’re taking down oligarchy’s assault!

Antithesis reality against psychopathic data flows

Damming up rabbit holes of disinformation!

Won’t swallow snake oil hypocrisy!

Fraud! Mendacity!

This is the revving up of antithesis reality

Vaccinating hate mongers,

This is the antithesis reality & we ain’t no foggy mirage

We’re slamming your politics of de-civilization

We’re the antithesis reality here to reinvent resistance

And to risk revolution

NOT risk lives of tender beings in times of plague

We’re coming out of our little boxes

of hope and fear,

to a city near you, a town, a crossroads

we’re turning down the static

Voting against capital’s extraction of “all from all!”

We’re masked & mouthing the take down

Voting against ugly abusive language,

We are the Antithesis Reality –

We like to fall in love with whomever

we want & dance

in contrapuntal rhythm

We are the Antithesis reality – a Refuge

Voting against reification of land—

of living & regenerative earth, all peoples, organisms,

of water, and air

Voting against borders, drones, cages & carceral torture

Voting against the military-nocturnal-

techno-surveillance-complex,

in which power gathers, pools, congeals, kills

O bare life! Nothing left to hide! Humanity, keep faith

Come, reanimate the world

O tentacular Nation we’re working overtime

This is the antithesis reality & we are here and rising

Power gathers on the flipside of the mobster’s cheap penny

Vote against brutality! Zenophobia!

We cheer proliferation of difference!

Because we are the antithesis reality & we are

entangled in the beautiful rhizome of differences

We’re spooky attraction at a distance growing closer

We are here to reanimate beauty and wisdom

We intend the possibility of art,

for transformation & innovation

We intend to get it revving now

This is the antithesis reality

We earth our charge here,

Extract arrows of broken-hearted Amerika

We’ll metamorphosize this techno-thanato-porno-punked-out empire

To the inmost shimmering fabric of the one thousand things of this world

Don’t lose your Mind!





In “ I AM THE GUARD” from my The Iovis Trilogy: Colors in the Mechanism of Concealment, I was trying to dial into Kerouac’s essential nature, as a tender guardian, protector. Of language. Of goofing with it primarily. The poem reads like an interrupted disassociated cut-up in odd patches and mostly right side marginalia, as different associations come in and out of play. Kerouac studied Buddha dharma, that comes into the mix, Hindu reference as well. Fidel Castro makes a quick appearance, another icon, as does old growth forest. I, the poet, might fantasize Jack as a husband. “What’s been buried in the grave? Dust” sounds like a Kerouac Zen joke. Then there’s money laundering and the Medellin cartel. And CIA monkey business. My father who knew some of Kerouac’s writing, wrote a letter I added in here to call out Orin Hatch (right wing senator) during the Clarence Thomas confirmation process. Thomas who was being vetted for the Justiceship of The Supreme Court. Anita Hill had warned against him, his sexism and abuse. I was trying to “sketch” things in my own head, hoping to arouse some quark particles perhaps, pick up on JK’S energetic sound as in “Blakity blakity brains,” “plapity gap,” “Bre-hack! Brop? / Of the cloud-mopped afternoon.” His bepop sound is a kind of mantra.

Basically, the poet in this collage is speaking to Jack (to TiJean) in a rambling dream as guardian of the subversive Beat traditions I had been magnetized to at an early age. For his heartbreak, his beautiful way of seeing the transitory nature of our existence, of our loves, of our losses. I felt he was the primordial timeless immigrant as Quebequois, Catholic outsider, disarming hero, guileless country bumpkin, football player, driven genius, cursed in relationships with women, particular complexity with his mother, and so estranged from his daughter and all that, that he had to “write his way out,” as did William Burroughs. What sentences! What shifts and rhythms of the restless desk. What freedom to include everything.

“I am the guard”


Some years ago she founded a poetics school on the spine of the Rocky Mountain continent with a close poet friend. The school carries the name of Jack Kerouac. They both agree that the angelic writer had realized the first noble truth of suffering & composed his mind elegantly & spontaneously on the tongue to the page. He also entered the American culture, not always sympathetically. She often heard his sounds in her head, whole lines even, & many years later is invited to participate in a reading honoring his work at the local university. “October in the railroad earth.” She writes these words, to be read aloud, that caress his. The challenge of the elder poet-men is their emotional pitch she wants to set her own higher than. Are these not masters? Her presumption is boundless. Her poem sees no end in sight if she continues to honor & measure her life & work against theirs. She visits her father, who speaks darkly from the corner of his room. The political climate is depressing. She likes to travel back in time.

“Stop the murder and the suicide!

All’s well!

I am the Guard”

—Jack Kerouac

You are fun

you are god

you are

“far-out-like-a-light”

Raiders, a game

Something about skull & bones, black white logo writ ’gainst Astroturf. Everyone looks into a bowl. And then the players start ejaculating into the air. Just like the beer commercials.

Could be London, shopping for just the right male dolls, a black one, yes, a white one too. One Christian doll, perhaps a Pope. The other is one of the 3 kings from Orient R.

They will coexist on my little shelf. And another comes in gold,

[  Jambhala for wealth

the razor in-cut of void meat Buddha

Dear Jack Kerouac

who’d rather die than be famous

who ran away from college in 1941

into Memorial cello time

& spilt his gut

50 pesos

Aztec blues

A vast cavern, eh?

I caught (he did) a cold from the sun

upside-down language

ulatbamsi Bre-hack! Brop?

Of the cloud-mopped afternoon

and turn this lady upside down

dyuar aham, prthivi tvam

 

May Vishnu prepare the womb;

May Tvastr fashion the forms;

May Prajapati cause the seed to flow,

May Dhatr place the seed within thee

Let the marriage begin

Let the fucking begin

to people our numbers

what it’s about, the fucking,

what it’s

about to

become, a form,

to worry about fucking

& we are dying in it,

of it, inside the form

which is happy illusion’s

mind bog anyhoop

but you can go (go now! go now! in spite of yr

[  blakity blakity brains)

But keep me,

whatever-your-name-is-deity,

a terrible form

A “krodha-murti”

Keep me terrible

for I curse the day

I wed the poets

for I have sinned

I have slept in the arms of

another “husband”

I have advocated revolution

in the marketplace

I have looked

into the face of

Fidel Castro

(“only the laboring man adds anything to society”)

& wept

but see how

he is lost in

his “gray beard & fuzzy thoughts”

Fidel now

I am old now

(the father is speaking now

& of Kerouac

his indulgent-boy word run,

sometimes hard to keep company with…

slowly, fully clothed,

lying on his bed of thorns, my father

room shuttered,

she goes to pull the light in)

I have nothing to live for

No direction

No direction to go

Came here to die

I am waiting to die

I’d rather die than be famous

I never thought I would live it this long

Cry for the leaves to cover me come come over me

who has accomplished

his children

Don’t break

your tenderness

When the wind blows

you feel it

Same for the country…

you feel it

I felt once for the oppressed of the world

& studied Marx, Hegel, Kant, Lenin

& the Communist Party meetings I went to

had no connection to reality

You see how it changes?

Creatures of light!

That’s what we are & leaves

It’s all happening in snow

But I shudder

what’s been buried in the grave?

Dust.

Depression drives me down

Ninety devils jokin’ with me

I’m not quite clinical

But we are similar in our thinking

he, me, & you too

although you are super

O logistic! woman

Vishnu pervades you all through the night

& day comes

& he is still your marker & destroyer

What are the marks of existence where they

empty of themselves?

Put away habit, come live with me

Take this love from your father

it comes through a wizened boy body

I understand how beings in their time

endure unbearable suffering

why listen to me

an old man

call it to action

Where were you when the last Ancient Forests were

[  being destroyed,

along with the 6,000 species that called them home?

Old-growth forest

dies with me,

an obsolete man

Hundreds of trees

falling every day

We throw away our last ancient forest heritage

[  for Happy Meal boxes…

You could say

we live in

a life-vest mentality

swim for life

Lay it all that, be bobby

be buddy

How optative?

go Sutter’s home (his gold)

going my way a marriage

had a life in the war

age or ache in breast

war was a life it woke me up

a long time was always

a long time

in war

dear Jack:

not-of-war reflected in that mirror

& when you returned life was sweet

heart or breast would

swell up, proud

to die

proud to enter her womb

with renewed optimism

& thinking of all the ways to die

to die at war

to die fighting

the way he looks at home,

away at war

& how in marriage

Father, I call him,

captain Kerouac

or husband

needing him most

by his words

(forget the deeds here)

Operation a Just Cause

to weep

a cutting of deals is

1,000 Panamanians dead

is a cutting of deals

billion & 1/2 property damage

is a cutting of deals

& 23 servicemen dead of the u.s. of a.

a “federal posse” intervenes of a necessary day December 20, 1989,

a cutting day of deals

read it, get it? O cutter of deals

money launder drive all the blame

or drug traffic doubles

& lights go out for Miami’s bulletin

in a cutting of deals

narco-kleptocracy

a kind of joy

Medellín cartel

a risk you run to cut a deal

kill what “we” we bounce back on you

kill what “we” we needed once

& serve a darker purpose

Plap play play plap plap plapity gap

not to wax sentiment, a groove

but pertains to any deal

the speedboat was a vessel

quick trip out of here

(the way the sun goes down in idyllic valley)

(he said in a tv movie about

a deal, episode of a mother implicated)

It, the vessel,

carried goods

crossed a border

was fast

crossed the harmless headline

& criminality when “smoking gun”

is your

position

& headline for

growing

narco-biz

a kind of showcase

or stop

joking with men

I love you Jack

I love you Neal

you take on macho landscape with

the freeingest sensibility, men

what ban

what sex do you play

arms sales

back up to plead guilty

& make the words sigh true

political

what care they back for then

what bitch to plead

immediate action toward Syntex

toward Sabotage or reduction flight

toward Capitol Cities front for CIA

just bought by ABC

forget another petite histoire

I love you for what I hate

crossing the country in my way

it was fast, I kept the notebook

I said poof bang boom

I said shut a yap me mon

what cooks mon and he was his sleepy dreamy self

you just gotta look at me as I crawl outta here eyes,

slumps at table, wake now and me with me big

[  sentimentally hot heart setimentalitopality

me see em

& they are all the poets in my book

a big heart church

& later down on Market Street I saw all kinda

[  colorful street people

Dear A:

With millions of others I spent last weekend transfixed by the Senate Judiciary Committee hearing. Can you believe that men like Orrin Hatch are in political power? There are others on the committee that make me nauseous, but Hatch seems to be the embodiment of evil. It was hard to get to sleep after watching for 9 or 10 hours this panel of middle-aged white men and listening to their inanities. The hearing to me was not a question of Thomas vs Hill, but instead a question of the sad state of our country.

I’m woefully depressed here these days, thankful for your love. I can tell you forcefully that I support you in any decisions you may make.

Much much love,

Daddy

from this concentrated spark of raw energy what they call

quantum chromodynamics predicts that a vast swarm

of fundamental “quark” particles called “gluons”’

will spontaneously spring into existence

I, your Clocharde Celeste, spoke to you TiJean in a dream:

So I write about Heaven.





For “ PIECES OF AN HOUR” (for John Cage), I created a faux-operatic libretto, timed to an hour. I would literally sing through the whole text, allowing also for my own vocal improvisation. I could roll on the floor, I could stand on a chair. My friend Claud Brown, a pianist, in performance of this was both inside and under the piano, sounding from the undersides, knocking on wood, and then plucking strings. I would join in, I had a lot of permission from Cage’s own work to open the space. Someone else could read from daily news, I might read a list of war crimes. I wanted to honor Cage’s wild purpose in making such a text in which I might command that “he invited my voice in.” “=Caged, who is a man not caged= / =who is a woman not whirrrr=” are some of my favorite phrases here. The “=” marks on either side of the phrases indicate vocal sounding. This piece gave me great pleasure in perfomance. It was an unusual intervention and I felt brought some of Cage’s essence into the room. Other artists, musicians, poets, would also be invited to participate.

Pieces of an Hour


She is roused to write on call for a performance. The poet needs summoning from mental torpor and welcomes a structure, which she creates with natural aplomb. She has also given her students the same assignment: to write everyday within the same hour in the same spot. One woman never strays from the laundry closet. John Cage is quintessential artist of this century, likely the most innovative. His “passivity,” if you could call it that, both gentle & active. His work is fierce. She pays homage in a kind of twilight meditation, whatever sounds come out of her composed in this “chance” procedure to accompany an evening of his piano music, which also allows for improvisation. His work gives permission to speak of the animals inside her. She is also at a juncture with the sounds of Gertrude Stein ringing in her ear. Stein is such a man. Cage seems the androgynous alchemist. She will perform with 2 men.

 

preparation: on 6 different days write within the increments of one
hour

dear John Cage:

=what?=

=Time me=

TIME E E E E E E E E E E E E E E E

=individual who is=

=effective=

=drama drama=

=but, with a turn of gentry pretension=

=who is=

=pattern in a great part persist=

=was ist los?=

=sacred gesture, utilize it=

=what—in counting?=

=4 minutes 33 seconds=

=patrician etiquette=

=of their family=

=daily like is built=

=pieces of an hour=

=1 the cause=

=2 the ceremony=

=minute flicker three=

=you see the inside of her plan=

=on very hour a minute is recorded to match=

=her time=

=prepare the piano=

=it is never wasted=

=meet the man in Boulder it is time=

=Cage’s laugh would wake the dead=

=complex can be cursory=

=intricate palm leaf offering=
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