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        for my parents and my brother
      

         

         
      
    

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            
        What is more precise than precision? Illusion.
      

            
                

            

            Marianne Moore

         

         
      
    

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            
               
          The True Story of Eleanor Marx
        

            

            
               
                  I’m not going to tell you anything

                  That my psychoanalyst wouldn’t tell you.

                  He too speaks in riddles.

                  He too proclaims we are all victims

                  Of our insurrections.

                  I will not stand up to him.

               

               
                  There are ten parts to the story…

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         

         
            
               The True Story of Eleanor Marx in Ten Parts

            

            
               1.

               
                  Eleanor of the eight-hour day

                  Gets betrayed by Edward of the two faces.

                  She orders: chloroform, with just some traces

                  Of prussic acid – blue – a beautiful imitation.

               

               2.

               
                  She says it’s for the dog but she is the dog.

               

               3.

               
                  The Housekeeper finds her dressed in white.

                  It’s not her bridal dress, she’s not a bride.

                  It’s from her childhood. She lies as if asleep.

                  She has strangely purple cheeks.

               

               4.

               
                  In her ‘white muslin dress’ she is laid out.

               

               5.

               
                  The Coroner is exasperated with feeble Edward.

                  CORONER Was the deceased your wife?

                  EDWARD Legally?

                  CORONER Were you married to the deceased?

                  EDWARD Not legally.

                  CORONER What was her age?

                  EDWARD Forty.

               

               
                  (She was forty-three.)

               

               6.

               
                  On Tuesday:

                  Fire –

                  But the Phoenix,

                  God of Suicide,

                  Doesn’t rise.

                  And Edward doesn’t claim her

                  Because now he has a real wife.

               

               7.

               
                  So the urn that holds the ashes of the soft summer dress,

                  And of the woman who knew the power of the proletariat,

                  And of the chunk of poisoned apple that she bit under duress,

                  Are taken to the offices of the SDF.

               

               8.

               
                  The offices are in Maiden Lane.

               

               9.

               
                  And in the offices in Maiden Lane,

                  There is a cupboard with two glass panes.

                  And there they place her to remain

                  For years and years.

                  Her tears are dew

                  And she crushes nothing.

               

               10.

               
                  Nearly all of this is true.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            
               
          The Giving Away of Emma Bovary by Several Hands
        

            

            
               
                  If he asks me for her I’ll give her to him.

                  If he asks for her, he shall have her.

                  If he asks for her, I’ll give her to him.

                  If he asks me for her he can have her.

                  If he asks me for her, I’ll give him her.

                  If he asks me I shall say yes.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            
               
          Who Is He?
        

            

            
               
                  He used to scrape verdigris from copper coins and eat it.

                  Later when he wrote the suicide scene he vomited.

                  He lost his virginity to his mother’s maid.

                  He was disgusted with himself, they say.

                  There is no mention of how the maid felt.

                  His sister was called Caroline, pronounced ‘Caroleene’.

                  Caroline died when she was not yet twenty-three.

                  She lay in her wedding dress ‘holding a white bouquet’.

                  He sat by her side all night, reading Montaigne.

                  At her funeral, the grave had been dug too thin.

                  The gravediggers stamped and forced the coffin in.

                  He wrote in a letter that the place where they stamped

                  was where her head must have been.

                  ‘The funeral was ghastly.’

                  There are links between his method and Stanislavsky’s.

                  His first name for Emma was Marie.

                  He despised timidity.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            
               
          Are You Looking?
        

            

            
               
                  She kept pricking her fingers and then sucking them.

                  She shivered as she ate; nibbling her full lips.

                  She had flushed cheeks!

                  Red-faced.

                  She walked in front.

                  ‘Are you looking for something?’

                  In church she was a show-off.

                  She showed them all her la-di-da;

                  her fla-fla.

                  On her shoulders: beads of sweat.

                  In her glass: the tip of her tongue.

                  She had perfect teeth.

                  She laughed at getting nothing.

                  Afterwards they went to her room.

                  In Spring: a wedding feast.

                  Their guest list numbered

                  forty-three.

                  Her dress was too long;

                  it picked up bits of grass

                  and thistles.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         

         
            
               In Memory of My Lack of Feelings

               
                  I would rather die for love, but I haven’t

                  FRANK O’HARA

               

            

            
               
                  What the Landlady says is that the pilot light has gone out.

                  Do you know what that means?

                  It means the whole building is freezing.

                  It means we keep our coats on and work in the cold,

                  hunching ourselves around our mugs of coffee for warmth.

                  It means we sit hunched like that, and gaze distractedly out at the trees,

                  thinking of nothing in particular apart from the cold.

                  I go on vaguely composing something weak,

                  some kind of comment on society –

                  but it is too weak –

               

               
                  And you know I could say:

                  ‘my chatter has a girl in it, she is opaque’,

                  but that would be playing a game.

                  Or I could say: ‘I walked up Dawson Street on a hot July day,

                  wearing a dress I thought you would appreciate’,

                  but that would be playing a game.

               

               
                  Society has gone out, do you know what that means?

               

               
                  It means we all work here in the cold.

                  It means we sit here all hunched up,

                  looking at the fold in the white hills,
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