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            ‘The lightning intelligence of Diane Seuss’ poems strikes equally the lavish external world and the harrowed interior. A brilliant and devastating account of the making and survival of a poet, frank: sonnets has a relentless, lambent urgency; by its final pages I had to remind myself to breathe.’

            — Garth Greenwell, author of Small Rain

            
                

            

            ‘Every poem in frank: sonnets is an example of the incomparable Seussian Sonnet…. Acute, resolute, buoyant, and unflinching, frank rings loudest as a synonym for candor, so much do these poems feel tethered to a real life, a real world, simultaneously grounded and spiritual, verbal and existential, with resonances of the blues.’

            — Terrance Hayes, author of American Sonnets for My Past and Future Assassin

            
                

            

            ‘In frank: sonnets, Seuss transforms “tragic spectacle” into something beautiful, visionary, “revolting and grand”.’

            — Lauren Stroh, The Nation

            
                

            

            ‘This book is a response to death, a way of living in knowledge of death’s privations.... What Seuss is hoping for is an extended enough death to allow for a witty recognition of the shape it is imposing on the life it ends. Beyond that, though, what she wants is enough life to make her death into a kind of “last rhyme”, a sound that radiates both into the past and into the future, where it might make contact with your body, or mine.’

            — Kamran Javadizadeh, London Review of Books

            
                

            

            ‘Seuss layers the work with a litany of cultural and literary references.... It is at that bright, fascinating collision between tradition and innovation that these poems reside.’

            — Mandana Chaffa, Chicago Review of Books3
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            To—you know—you.

             

            And for my sister.8
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	Title Page

                  	Dedication

                  	Epigraph

                  	[I drove all the way to Cape Disappointment] 

                  	[The problem with sweetness is death] 

                  	[Intimacy unhinged, unpaddocked me] 

                  	[I met a man a dying man] 

                  	[It is abominable, unquenchable by touch] 

                  	[Sometimes I can’t feel it] 

                  	[I could do it. I could walk into the sea] 

                  	[Press a foot into this beach] 

                  	[The best is when you respond] 

                  	[From this bench I like to call my bench] 

                  	[Poetry, the only father, landscape] 

                  	[Here on this edge] 

                  	[To return from Paradise] 

                  	[What is it you feel, I asked Kurt] 

                  	[Listening to “Summertime”] 

                  	[There is a certain state of grace] 

                  	[“No need to sparkle”] 

                  	[My earliest memory] 

                  	[Since age three, I went looking] 

                  	
[Who wants to be soft? I don’t]10


                  	[I was raised in a rectangle] 

                  	[I was not a large child] 

                  	[Freak accidents do happen] 

                  	[My first crush was Wild Bill Hickok] 

                  	[They lived next door, four boys] 

                  	[I suck so many cough drops] 

                  	[I floated I flew I fell to Earth] 

                  	[That bar, World of the Satisfyin’ Place] 

                  	[Labels now slip off me like clothes] 

                  	[All at once David went catatonic] 

                  	[I want drugs again; whimsy] 

                  	[His body was barely cold] 

                  	[The lambs this year are dumb] 

                  	[One’s got an eye thing] 

                  	[When the lamb humped her leg] 

                  	[After the pigs and lambs and rabbits] 

                  	[The parents tried to build a little Eden] 

                  	[The fat suffering of the farrowing sow] 

                  	[The patriarch of Jesus Camp is dead] 

                  	[It was a land without charm] 

                  	[The White Rabbit was before] 

                  	
[They wander in, two Southdowns]11


                  	[He came to us all the way down here with us] 

                  	[For a couple years, I slept nights] 

                  	[Once, I took a Greyhound north] 

                  	[I have slept in many places] 

                  	[My first night in New York] 

                  	[I’m watching A Face in the Crowd] 

                  	[I can’t rest, can’t get no relief] 

                  	[I should have been in cinema] 

                  	[Parties among strangers] 

                  	[There’s something to be said for having] 

                  	[Margaret Sanger did the first one] 

                  	[I saw Robert Creeley] 

                  	[The famous poets came for us] 

                  	[Yes, I saw them all, saw them, met some] 

                  	[I can’t say I loved punk] 

                  	[Thirty-nine years ago is nothing] 

                  	[We all have our trauma nadir] 

                  	[I aborted two daughters] 

                  	[I fell on an incline, talus, tibia] 

                  	[There is a force that breaks the body] 

                  	[It’s that time of spring] 

                  	
[OD’d on his suboxone]12


                  	[I hoisted them, two drug dealers] 

                  	[Freelance artist. That’s what you say] 

                  	[How do you stand being so virtuous] 

                  	[Where is the drug to drug] 

                  	[Then, I account it high time to get to sea] 

                  	[Which, he asks me, is your favorite story] 

                  	[She’s a big James Stewart fan] 

                  	[Why would God be so mean, he asks] 

                  	[Then when I grew up] 

                  	[What do you think Elvis’s best song was] 

                  	[On what day do you think Jesus] 

                  	[Maybe we wander] 

                  	[I’ve lived with death from the beginning] 

                  	[I fell in love with death] 

                  	[I could do the love] 

                  	[I’ve encountered the exoskeleton] 

                  	[All lives have their tropes] 

                  	[In the dream, my mother called my name] 

                  	[I dreamed of it again, my dad’s body] 

                  	[I dreamed I had to find my way] 

                  	[Goldenrod, I could say, you know] 

                  	
[How will I leave this life, like I left my job]13


                  	[I dreamed a color, no plot, a color] 

                  	[He called from San Francisco] 

                  	[I want to zero in on what he looked like] 

                  	[He said it bummed him out his dick] 

                  	[I saw a little movie of a person stroking] 

                  	[Things feel partial. My love for things is partial] 

                  	[Death does not exist in poetry] 

                  	[I was tethered to this Earth] 

                  	[Abrupt lines on the nature of beauty] 

                  	[Literature is dangerous business] 

                  	[I wanted to be the boy in the book] 

                  	[My literary tastes of late are manic] 

                  	[Chekhov sits waiting for me] 

                  	[Either all of this is an apparition or I am] 

                  	[Mountains black today, hiding] 

                  	[For twenty-six days I lived] 

                  	[When I am away I miss] 

                  	[It’s a real Garden of Eden story] 

                  	[And then landscape was all there was] 

                  	[The emergent self is not a self that loves] 

                  	[Takes time to get to minimalism] 

                  	
[All things now remind me]14


                  	[Those days, if I consider them] 

                  	[The world today is wet] 

                  	[The small stuff, the care] 

                  	[I can’t see her clearly] 

                  	[It won’t kill me to be sad again] 

                  	[I wish I still smoked] 

                  	[The sonnet, like poverty] 

                  	[My favorite scent is my own funk] 

                  	[You know what living means] 

                  	[Marry dull] 

                  	[Lately I’ve been feeling about poetry] 

                  	[Ever since Elise brought up] 

                  	[My private parts are many] 

                  	[Back then its hair was Cleopatraed] 

                  	[To say that I’m a witch] 

                  	[After forty years] 

                  	[For me it’s going to be] 

                  	[I courted her, that musky tart] 

                  	[My tits are bruised] 

                  	[I hope when it happens] 

                  	Notes 
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            ‘This is my barbed wire dress. It protects the property but doesn’t hide the view.’

            — Candy Darling

            
                

            

            ‘Feel like a lady, and you my lady boy.’

            — Amy Winehouse

            
                

            

            ‘Frank has asked me to announce that none of the sentiments expressed in this poem are his. They’re mine.’

            — Elaine de Kooning18
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                  I drove all the way to Cape Disappointment but didn’t

                  have the energy to get out of the car. Rental. Blue Ford

                  Focus. I had to stop in a semi-public place to pee

                  on the ground. Just squatted there on the roadside.

                  I don’t know what’s up with my bladder. I pee and then

                  I have to pee and pee again. Instead of sightseeing

                  I climbed into the back seat of the car and took a nap.

                  I’m a little like Frank O’Hara without the handsome

                  nose and penis and the New York School and Larry

                  Rivers. Paid for a day pass at Cape Disappointment

                  thinking hard about that long drop from the lighthouse

                  to the sea. Thought about going into the Ocean

                  Medical Center for a checkup but how do I explain

                  this restless search for beauty or relief?
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                  The problem with sweetness is death. The problem

                  with everything is death. There really is no other problem

                  if you factor everything down, which I was no good at

                  when studying fractions. They were always using pie

                  as their example. Rather than thinking about factoring

                  things down, I wondered what kind of pie. And here

                  I am, broke, barely able to count to fourteen. When

                  people talk about math, they say you’ll need it to balance

                  your checkbook. What is a checkbook and what,

                  indeed, is balance? Speaking of sweetness, for a time

                  I worked in a fudge shop on an island. After a week

                  the smell of sweetness made me heave, not to mention

                  the smell of horses; it was an island without cars,

                  shit everywhere. When I quit, the owner slapped me.
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                  Intimacy unhinged, unpaddocked me. I didn’t want it.

                  Believe me, I didn’t want it anymore. Who in their

                  right mind? And then it came like an ice cream truck

                  with its weird tinkling music, its sweet frost. I fled

                  to the shore and saw how death-strewn, all the body

                  parts washed up and sucked clean like that floor mosaic

                  by Sosus of Pergamon, Unswept House. Seabirds

                  flocked and dematerialized like they do. Bees raged

                  at their own dethroning. Love came close anyway,

                  found me out, its warped music all the rage. It had

                  a way, just by being in proximity, of opening

                  the shells of the bivalves. Disclosing their secret

                  meat. One doesn’t really suck on frozen sugar water.

                  One allows it to melt in the oven of the mouth.
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                  I met a man a dying man and I said me too.

                  Met a dead man and I said me too. Must be

                  dead cuz the living can’t meet the dead and he

                  said me too. Did you know the dead can fall

                  in love he said. Fact. Did you know the dead

                  fall in love better than the living cuz nothing

                  left to lose. The root of all blues. Skeptical still

                  I strode onward in my seven-league boots as in

                  the fairy tale “Hop-o’-My-Thumb” from a book

                  of German fairy tales given to me when I had

                  chicken pox. Scratching myself bloody, the ogre

                  gored to death by wild beasts. Seven leagues per

                  stride toward a dead banjo player in a bad

                  mood. Enchanteur. Or zauberhaft in German.
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                  It is abominable, unquenchable by touch, closer

                  to the sublime than sentimental, more animal

                  than hominid, I’ve seen it in the eyes of birds

                  weaving on a stem of ragweed, voracious,

                  singular, there is no one like me, Dickinson in

                  her narrow bed, her cold clenched hands, her

                  penmanship unreadable, even following a recipe

                  for black cake, her black cake came out strange,

                  lusher than the template, and every freak I ever

                  met had that same look in their eyes, armless,

                  threading a needle with their lips and teeth,

                  legless, rounding a corner on their cerulean cart,

                  monarchic, imperious, wild, sad, and like every

                  virgin queen, the need for love revolting and grand.
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                  Sometimes I can’t feel it, what some call

                  beauty. I can see it, I swear, the conifers

                  and fat bees, ferns like church fans and then

                  the sea, its flatness as if pressed by stones

                  like witches were, the dark sand ridged

                  by tides, strewn with body parts, claws,

                  the stranded mesoglea of the moon jellyfish,

                  transparent blob, brainless, enlightened in its clarity.

                  I stand there, I walk the shore at low tide, the sky

                  fearless, not open to me, just open, there it is,

                  the wind, cold, surf’s boom drowning out

                  thought, I can photograph it, I can name it

                  beautiful, but feel it, I don’t know that I am

                  feeling it, when I drown in it, maybe then.
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                  I could do it. I could walk into the sea.

                  I have a rental car. It’s blue and low on fuel.

                  I have feet, two, and proximity. I could do it.

                  Others have before me. Jeff Buckley (1997) he

                  was only 30. Carol Wayne (1985) the Matinee Lady

                  and a photo spread in Playboy. Dennis Wilson (1983)

                  after diving for a photo of his ex-wife he’d tossed

                  overboard years earlier. Hart Crane, well of course

                  Hart Crane (1932). Socialite Starr Faithfull (1931),

                  she was only 25, she drowned in shallow water near

                  the shore, her lungs all full of sand. Starr left behind

                  her sex diary, current whereabouts unknown. 19 men.

                  It’s dark. I love the dark and it loves me.

                  It would be fun! I could walk into the sea!
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                  Press a foot into this beach and blood

                  will ooze up instead of saltwater. If there

                  are poems, let them come in sick waves

                  like pushing contractions for a birth I did

                  not have the strength to finish. Cut me, cut me!

                  They cut me stem to stern and out came a little

                  drug addict. Do you know the houses here are built

                  from shipwrecks? That the nondenominationals

                  host a vespers service in a chapel whose weekly

                  whitewashing will not staunch the bleeding

                  of the wood? The mad reversals: fawns are carnivores,

                  coyotes whine for edible flowers. Each morning

                  glory a tsunami siren. Cut me! The ocean too

                  is red though it thought it was exempt.
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                  The best is when you respond only to the absolute present

                  tense, the rain, the rain, rain, rain, and wind, an iridescent

                  cloud, another shooting, this time in a shopping mall

                  in Germany, so this is why people want other people to put

                  their arms around them, I will walk to the bay where there is

                  a kind of peace, even emptiness, the barn swallows’ sharp

                  flight and cry, who now has the luxury of emptiness or peace,

                  the beauty of thunder in a place where there is rarely thunder,

                  the mind like a jackrabbit bounding, bounding, my wet hair

                  against my neck, grandfather’s barber shop, the lineup

                  of hair tonics by color like a spectrum, the pool table removed

                  to make a room for great grandma to live out her years, my

                  father cutting a semicircle in her kitchen table so it would fit

                  around the stovepipe, rain, rain, fascism in America is loud.
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                  From this bench I like to call my bench I sit

                  and watch my tree which is not my tree, no one’s

                  tree, the quiet! Except for barn swallows which are

                  not loud birds, how many exclamation points can I

                  get away with in this life, who was it who said only two

                  or maybe seven, Bishop? Marianne Moore? Either way

                  the world is capable of quiet if everyone stays indoors

                  and no jet planes, my tree, it just stands there

                  in the middle of everything in a meadow on the bay

                  looking what Barthes called “adorable,” then I drove

                  the mile west to the sea which had decided to be loud

                  that day, the sunset, oh, ragged and bloody as a piece

                  of raw meat in the jaws of some big golden carnivore,

                  and I cried a little, for none of it! none of it will last!
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