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			Praise for Sightlines from the Cheap Seats

			“Whatever else Di Prisco’s witty (mostly catalogue) poems may be about, they are first about language—how it rollicks and leaps, how it surprises, how it can hurtle the reader from one wild image to the next without even a pause. And perhaps, next, Di Prisco’s poems are about imagination itself, how a piano tuner can drop into a poem with his hero sandwich without warning, for instance, or one can find ‘a moose in the fridge.’ The world of these poems is a zany world. The voice in the poems is young, energetic, funny, full of an ‘impossible joy’; it holds ‘nothing back.’ The reader feels propelled, as if on a Nantucket sleigh ride, through a world that is, at bottom, shifty and chaotic and often dreamlike because (as Di Prisco tells us in ‘Mission Statement’) ‘What is a man without a dream/ I say he is calamari soup.’ We are caught up in this ‘dream’ with him as ‘he zooms toward what’s left of the sea.’”

			—Patricia Fargnoli, author of Winter

			Praise for Poems In Which

			Winner of the Dorothy Brunsman Prize

			“Somehow the speaker in Joseph Di Prisco’s new poems manages to install himself in the kitchenware of contemporary culture without becoming a part of it. With a wit that questions as it embraces, Poems in Which provides us with a strong, original voice.”

			—Carl Dennis, author of Practical Gods 
and winner of the Pulitzer Prize 
and numerous award-winning books
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			PART ONE

		

	
		
			My Last Résumé

			When I was a troubadour

			When I was an astronaut

			When I was a pirate

			You should have seen my closet

			You would have loved my shoes.

			Kindly consider my application

			Even though your position is filled.

			This is my stash of snow globes

			This is my favorite whip

			This is a picture of me with a macaw

			This is a song I almost could sing.

			When I was a freight train

			When I was a satellite

			When I was a campfire

			You should have seen the starburst

			You should have tasted my tomato.

			I feel sorry for you I’m unqualified

			This is my finest tube of toothpaste

			This is when I rode like the raj on a yak

			This is the gasoline this is the match.

			When I was Hegel’s dialectic

			When I was something Rothko forgot

			When I was moonlight paving the street

			You should have seen the roiling shore

			You should have heard the swarm of bees.

		

	
		
			More Elements of Style

			I forgive everyone and ask forgiveness of everyone. OK? Don’t gossip too much.

			Perdono tutti e a tutti chiedono perdono. Va bene? Non fate troppi pettegolezzi.

			—Cesare Pavese’s suicide note, 26 August 1950

			“Hopefully” is an adverb meaning “full of hope.”

			You may write “You hopefully received the thousand red roses”

			If you’re dating the New Year’s Day Parade in Pasadena.

			Omit needless words except for susurration and gash

			Gold-vermilion. Hold nothing back. Spend every cent.

			Next morning, look hard at what you have left behind.

			You’ll be surprised—if you’re like me, and you’re not—

			At the missed opportunities and water marks on the page.

			Avoid inert gasses and verbs. Having is over-rated, 

			And being only goes so far, not that I need tell you.

			There’s no such thing as re-writing, you know,

			Only writing. That’s about as helpless as I can be.

			Don’t be discouraged when the piano tuner stops to eat

			His hero sandwich over the keys. It’s all part of the process,

			A messy fugue. You are in this way one with

			Everyone who ever penned a word. Sometimes, 

			Words like loved ones fail you, it’s not their fault.

			Sometimes you fail them, and it is.

			Before long you may hear the piano chords played

			In a far-off room, and you may feel a sadness

			That lights within, a candle inside a carved pumpkin

			All Hallow’s Eve. This is normal. You’re not, and no one is.

			Sometimes the best writers break all the rules,

			They make comma splices sing, they don’t know they are

			The best writers, and they just can’t wait around to find out.

			May I commend you on your use of concrete language

			And your personal voice, petals on a wet black bough.

			Read your work out loud, to others, or to yourself,

			For you must listen to the music, the echo, the ping

			Of conviction like a sonar signal under the sea.

			Some nights are a sea and we are all submerged.

			The moon makes tides, the man you are walks

			A new shore and leaves footprints that are never erased.

			Do not overstate, do not explain, be emphatic at the close.

			This world is not for everyone, that much is unclear.

			The other world calls out, saying come home,

			You will be welcomed, there’s nothing more

			Hopefully left to be said, gash gold-vermilion.

			Make sure your reader knows who is speaking to whom.

		

	
		
			The Ringling Bros Barnum and My Family Circus

			Bengal tigers don’t naturally leap through rings of fire,

			They must be trained, they must be abused,

			Unlike my brother, who held the hoop and leaped

			At the same time as if he had been born to do that

			And he was. I myself am the Bearded Lady

			Because there were no volunteers,

			Which was all right, given the epaulets

			That graced my dress blues. Animal rights activists

			Make a good point. Don’t tase Dumbo,

			You slimy circus bastards, or my brother,

			Who would not shoot you with a real gun.

			My mom walked the tightrope with balance beam,

			How else to reach the other side?

			My dad was impatient below, arms folded, in case.

			People fear the clown, but clowns are terrified of them.

			Their cars run in circles, on pharmaceutical fumes.

			Saturday my family circus showed for the funeral,

			A regular stop on the tour. Smell of popcorn
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“This is a joyous book. Even addressing unquenchable longing
and the shadows of death and failure, the lyric engines of these
poems propel us with vital combustions. Operatic, in that
suffering and sadness are sung with the same gusto and octave-
expanse as triumph and discovery, this work is proof of the
presence of a large, funny and indefatigable spirit.”

—Dean Young, author of Shock by Shock;
Elegy on Toy Piano, finalist for the Pulitzer Prize;
and numerous award-winning books

“Di Prisco mixes the immiscible: an authentic lyric voice and a
sense of the self (and world) as dispersed and constructed. His
poems are funny, smart, and moving; they quiz the options they
exercise but are never coy.”

—Guy Rotella, author of Castings
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