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If I were to describe reality as I found it, I would have to include my arm.
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GO GIANTS



























Epithalamium









You’re beeswax and I’m birdshit.


I’m mostly harmless. You’re irrational.


If I’m iniquity then you’re theft.


One of us is supercalifragilistic.







If I’m the most insane disgusting filth


you’re hardly curiosa.


You’re bubblewrap to my fingertips.


You’re winter sleep and I’m the bee dance.







And I am menthol and you are eggshell.


When you’re atrocious I am Spellcheck.


You’re the yen. I’m the Nepalese pound.


If I’m homesteading you’re radical chic.







I’m carpet shock and you’re the rail.


I’m Memory Foam Day on Price-Drop TV


and you’re the Lord of Misrule who shrieks


when I surface in goggles through duckweed,







and I am Trafalgar, and you’re Waterloo,


and frequently it seems to me that I am you,


and you are me. If I’m the rising incantation


you’re the charm, or I am, or you are.






























Condolence









Tucked up in the top bunk under my Spiderman duvet


I half-follow a story with a beginning and an end,







then she tiptoes the hallway to stand by the hearth


and considers, and sits, and slips the ruled sheet







behind the front page of her pad to write out in good


phrases to wives and the parents of husbands







with such slow deliberation the slack is blanched


and collapses, and the fire consumed by its ashes.






























Santa Maddelena









Cool air massing on the mountain


passes through the ruled bamboo


with rumours of Etruscan archers


underneath our open window,


drawing arrows, creaking bows.







We are each other’s provocation


and since noon no one has spoken.


Even to myself I seem like something


withstood, but it will be dark in ten,







and I’m glad the linden by the pool


yields in the breeze, then steadies,


ordering the tremor of its leaves


again to an unbroken canopy,


like the shields of legionaries.






























Go Giants









Go go gadget legs. Go right. Go left.


Go wrong. Go west. Go down to the sea


in ships. Go down to the river and pray.


Go fish. Go first. Go forth and multiply.


Go in now and say goodbye. Go blind.


Go deaf. Go short. Go long. Go to press.







Go to pot. Go fuck yourself. Go straight.


Go Braves. Go jump in a lake. Go hard.


Go hide. Go down with a case of.


Go ape. Go without. Go Patriots.


Go halves. Go slow. Go under the knife.


Go under the sign of the war-shaft.







Go one better. Go great guns.


Go south. Go out in the midday sun.


Go red. Go blond. Go Vandals.


Go tell it on the mountain. Go and sin


no more. Go compare. Go nuclear.


Go back to E7 from E8. Go paperless.







Go Cowboys. Go Redskins. Go naked.


Go to ground. Go ahead. Go abroad.


Go to grass. Go slack. Go all ironic.


Go down in a blaze of. Go Titans.


Go for the sake of. Go Saints.


Go fly a kite. Go against. Go gaga.







Go in peace to love and serve the.


Go and get help. Go directly to jail.


Go down in flames. Go up in smoke.


Go for broke. Go tell Aunt Rhody.


Go tell the Spartans. Go to hell.


Go into detail. Go for the throat.






























The Mark


In the Capitoline Museum









After that Etruscan she-wolf


tenting milk-fat twins, the grabby


cherubs added fairly awkwardly







around the time of Michelangelo,


we chance upon Marsyas, nearly dead.


Boxer’s nose. Cow’s lick. The arms tied







overhead are plain white marble,


as is the face, the beard, the gallows;


a petrified tree with prettified leaves.







The torso, though, is pavonazzetto;


the thin pink veins of which evince


a body, stripped of its skin.







*





 







Books tell you the Dorian mode


employed to worship Apollo


found its expression on lyres –







which the Phrygians refused,


preferring the music produced


by the reed-flutes cut from







the banks of the Marsyas River.


Though the death is not symbolic;


all pain’s non-fictional,







based on the true story of pain.


Nature is precise in this.


It hurts as much as it’s worth.
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