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‘Matthew Dickman’s all-American poems are the epitome of the pleasure principle; as clever as they are, they refuse to have ulterior intellectual pretensions; really, I think, they are spiritual in character – free and easy and unself-conscious, lusty, full of sensuous aspiration … We turn loose such poets into our culture so that they can provoke the rest of us into saying everything on our minds.’


– Tony Hoagland, APR/Honickman First Book Prize judge


‘[Matthew] Dickman crystallizes and celebrates human contact, reminding us … that our best memories, those most worth holding on to, those that might save us, will be memories of love … The background, then, is a downbeat America resolutely of the moment; the style, though, looks back to the singing free verse of Walt Whitman and Frank O’Hara … [Dickman’s] work sings with all the crazy verve of the West.’


– Los Angeles Times





‘Toughness with a smile … [Matthew Dickman] breathes the air of Whitman, Kerouac, O’Hara, and Koch, each of whom pushed against the grain of what poetry and writing was supposed to be in their times.’


– New Haven Review


‘One of America’s most influential young poets … What fun there is in [Matthew] Dickman! What trouble and misery! There is enough sex and humor and beauty in these pages to make one swell with the ecstasy of existence. Yet, however natural the charm of Dickman’s work, his poems are anything but naïve. His easy style may seem to look back at history with no more than an indifferent glance, but this insouciance is won through careful study: one of Dickman’s magic tricks is pulling off the pose of footloose amateur while simultaneously engaging in a professional dialogue with the poetic tradition.’


– LA Review of Books


‘This is [Matthew] Dickman’s skill. He tells you his story, intimately conversing with you as one would with an old friend, and he reminds you that although his poem seems to be about himself, what actually throbs beneath the language, words, and story, is an ache for his older brother. Dickman’s conveyance of grief is not melodramatic or saccharine, he does not make sweeping proclamations. Instead, he is subtle.’


– The Rumpus







‘Elizabeth Bishop said that the three qualities she admired most in poetry were accuracy, spontaneity, and mystery. Michael Dickman’s first full-length collection of poems demonstrates each brilliantly … These are lithe, seemingly effortless poems, poems whose strange affective power remains even after several readings … one of the most accomplished and original poets to emerge in years.’


– Believer


‘Hilarity transfiguring all that dread, manic overflow of powerful feeling, zero at the bone – Flies renders its desolation with singular invention and focus and figuration: the making of these poems makes them exhilarating.’


– James Laughlin Award citation


‘A hushed book that is nevertheless full of lines like fish breaking the surface of a still pond … This is only Dickman’s second book, but like his twin, Matthew, he already seems a major American talent.’


– New York Times


‘[Michael] Dickman (like a host of other white-spacers before and with him) invites me to participate in the construction of memory, of perception, in something that feels like real time … It’s been some time since I encountered a poetry that, rather than talk to me or think at me, asked me to try on its body. I like it.’


– Poetry


‘Reading Michael is like stepping out of an overheated apartment building to be met, unexpectedly, by an exhilaratingly chill gust of wind.’


– The New Yorker
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BROTHER | MATTHEW DICKMAN







I hung pictures of you from every lamp post in town


– THE MOUNTAIN GOATS



























Classical Poem









I’m listening to a symphony where heroes and villains are still alive.


Not a soundtrack of soldiers parachuting into occupied Belgium


but spies in pinstripes. Not a dark forest


lit up by gunfire and the wild eyes of a lost elk


but a dark alley, a cobblestone alley, an alley where important


documents are being passed between the black leather gloves


of important men


near a window where a barmaid is pouring beer into dirty glasses.


It’s the kind of music to make love to


a tall skinny woman who works all day at the public library,


her breasts roaring like the two lions outside.


It’s what I imagine astronauts are listening to


inside their helmets


while they watch a new planet begin to spin,


and then another and another like notes from a cello until the night sky


looks like an aquarium,


full of the mystical and unreal. Space dust


floating through a dark channel, a movable space


relaxing into itself. I’ll tell you


the composer’s name is Valentin Silvestrov


and I know as much about him as the umbrella I bought yesterday


knows about me. The radio program


says that this is the music of existential metaphor, silent songs,


which I do understand. I have them all the time.


When I first saw your feet, for instance. The curve and bright white


of them. The time you walked into my room


wearing your father’s El Dorado hat and said


I am not my father. This is not his hat. Well, I thought,


you must be suffering


and it was life, the crestfallen drive-thru,


that was making you cry. But it was me.


And I’m no one in particular. I’m certainly not


Valentin Silvestrov living in ’80s Berlin, all the West like a giant carrot


dangling in the blue sky and Rilke’s angels


haunting him, following him


into the bathroom at night, waiting for him on the street


after someone the composer knew had died and it had, for this to be classical,


begun to snow. Heroes and villains killing each other in half


and quarter notes. Valentin putting on his greatcoat


with a rip in the lapel. Walking out toward the traffic. Walking home


and eventually laying down, like all of us, in the well-made, unbearable, bed.






























Trouble









Marilyn Monroe took all her sleeping pills


to bed when she was thirty-six, and Marlon Brando’s daughter


hung in the Tahitian bedroom


of her mother’s house,


while Stanley Adams shot himself in the head. Sometimes


you can look at the clouds or the trees


and they look nothing like clouds or trees or the sky or the ground.


The performance artist Kathy Change


set herself on fire while Bing Crosby’s sons shot themselves


out of the music industry forever.


I sometimes wonder about the inner lives of polar bears. The French


philosopher Gilles Deleuze jumped


from an apartment window into the world


and then out of it. Peg Entwistle, an actress with no lead


roles, leaped off the H in the HOLLYWOOD sign


when everything looked black and white


and David O. Selznick was king, circa 1932. Ernest Hemingway


put a shotgun to his head in Ketchum, Idaho


while his granddaughter, a model and actress, climbed the family tree


and overdosed on phenobarbital. My brother opened


thirteen fentanyl patches and stuck them on his body


until it wasn’t his body anymore. I like


the way geese sound above the river. I like


the little soaps you find in hotel bathrooms because they’re beautiful.


Sarah Kane hanged herself, Harold Pinter


brought her roses when she was still alive,


and Louis Lingg, the German anarchist, lit a cap of dynamite


in his own mouth


though it took six hours for him


to die, 1887. Ludwig II of Bavaria drowned


and so did Hart Crane, John Berryman, and Virginia Woolf. If you are


traveling, you should always bring a book to read, especially


on a train. Andrew Martinez, the nude activist, died


in prison, naked, a bag


around his head, while in 1815 the Polish aristocrat and writer


Jan Potocki shot himself with a silver bullet.


Sara Teasdale swallowed a bottle of blues


after drawing a hot bath,


in which dozens of Roman senators opened their veins beneath the water.


Larry Walters became famous


for flying in a Sears patio chair and forty-five helium-filled


weather balloons. He reached an altitude of 16,000 feet


and then he landed. He was a man who flew.


He shot himself in the heart. In the morning I get out of bed, I brush


my teeth, I wash my face, I get dressed in the clothes I like best.


I want to be good to myself.
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