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			Praise for Sightlines from the Cheap Seats

			“Musical, muscular, romantic, wise, Joseph Di Prisco’s new collection of poems, Sightlines from the Cheap Seats offers an expansive view of the landscape, taking us on a curvy trail out of the stadium that leads to our hearts and minds—a poetry adventure that kicks down doors to hidden rooms filled with sunlight.”

			—Kim Dower, Last Train to the Missing Planet

			“Sightlines From the Cheap Seats is a big book full of sharp, funny takes on directions, lists, résumés, mission statements—the documents that spread across our lives. The exuberance of Di Prisco’s voice is exhilarating. He’ll spin out an image or a catalogue about as far as it will go, then take it farther still. Puns abound. Joseph Di Prisco is the commander of the comic turn, the pasha of absurd hyperbole. No need for an appointment—the satrap will see you now.”

			—Don Bogen, An Algebra

			Praise for Poems in which

			“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, winner of the Pulitzer Prize

			“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

			“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

			Praise for Subway to California

			“A beautiful, heartfelt, sometimes funny, occasionally harrowing story of a man making his way through the minefield of his own family history. Di Prisco has lived more lives than most of us, and managed to get it all down in this riveting book.” 

			—Jerry Stahl, author of Permanent Midnight 
and Bad Sex On Speed

			“Di Prisco’s is a life story rich with reflection and adventure, a spiritual coming of age and a true-crime mystery, rendered here with wit and wisdom to spare. Threaded throughout is the author’s irreverent, ecstatic love of words, of storytelling, an affirmation of the transcendent grace that literature can offer. Di Prisco’s prose, like his poetry, is imbued with a rare warmth and grace—and he’s brought these talents to bear on his remarkable personal history in this captivating memoir.”

			—Laura Cogan, Editor-in-Chief, ZYZZYVA

			“The author can break your heart recalling the most romantic memory of his life or make you laugh out loud when, for example, he defines the Catholic notion of Limbo: ‘not a horrible place, not a great place, sort of like parts of Staten Island.’”

			—Kirkus Reviews

			“It’s rare to encounter a book so heartfelt and compassionate and yet so incisively hilarious at the same time. Di Prisco tells a story that addresses the largest questions of family, fate, life and death, yet he grounds it all in precise, compelling detail that makes his life bloom on the page. His portrait of his mother is amazing. You could read it for this alone—but there’s so much more in this treasure of a book.”

			—Heather Mackey, author of Dreamwood

			Praise for all for now

			“Though Di Prisco takes a heartbreaking look at the scars left by pedophilia, and some readers will surely feel anger at the sins, the tale unfolds, bravely, with much humor thanks to Brother Stephen’s bemused narration”

			—Publishers Weekly

			“What makes Joseph Di Prisco’s novel work is its narrative voice—poignant, rueful, and wise-crackingly sardonic. This voice belongs to a just-deceased Catholic Brother, lingering in the afterlife to sort out his life’s meanings and errors, confronting friends and enemies. This is a novel about posthumous discoveries, reunions and revenge. Readers of J. F. Powers’s Morte d’Urban and Alice McDermott’s Charming Billy should find their way to All For Now.” 

			—P. F. Kluge, author of A Call From Jersey, Gone Tomorrow, 
and Eddie and the Cruisers

			“Joseph Di Prisco has given us a brave, bumbling, soul-searching hero whose wry humor only enhances his honesty.”

			—Jan Weissmiller, Owner, Prairie Lights Books

			Praise for Pope of Brooklyn

			“A literary son traces his fugitive father in a pulpy yet cerebral memoir… This sprawling narrative is punctuated by Di Prisco’s reflections on literature, faith, mortality, and his own tangled romances and outré experiences, ranging from cocaine addiction to mentoring adolescents…. Deft, amusing, and tough.”

			—Kirkus Reviews

			Praise for The Good Family Fitzgerald

			“Di Prisco has gone out on a limb with his family history, reminiscent in many ways of Irwin Shaw’s Rich Man, Poor Man, casting this big fat gem of a book out on a vast ocean of literary ‘minimalism’. At a time when ‘restraint’ is one of the buzzwords in contemporary fiction, he’s given us a tome almost as big as the New Testament. But it’s definitely more profane than sacred. And it’s mesmerizing.”

			—Anne Cunningham  

			“Joseph di Prisco’s new novel, The Good Family Fitzgerald, is a sprawling saga of an Irish-American clan, a richly comedic drama with indelible characters, told with biting wit…. His Fitzgeralds are by turns hot-headed and enigmatic, bursting with vitality or keeping their thoughts to themselves. The plot is episodic but compelling, and the dialogue clever without becoming cutesy. The Good Family Fitzgerald is a book worth sinking into, well-suited for relaxing in a hammock on a lazy afternoon.”

			—Michael Berry, Berkeleyside

			“A Fantastic Russian Novel Ingeniously Cast with Irish Americans: You will enjoy a rich experience with this book just taking in the page-after-page feast of Di Prisco’s social and behavioral observations—every bit as trenchant and funny as those of Tom Wolfe at his best…. The Good Family Fitzgerald is no less than a vast Russian novel (with, incidentally, a fraction of the heart-clogging misery and suffering calories) that, perhaps taking a page from Hamilton, is refreshingly, ingeniously cast with Irish Americans. Highly recommended!”

			—Lawrence G. Townsend, author of The Hot Monkey Love Trial

			Praise for Sibella & Sibella

			“Joseph Di Prisco’s fearlessness always impresses me, and his latest novel is no exception. Invoking satire and silliness, bad puns and good ones, hijinks and hilarity, Sibella & Sibella takes on the absurdity of publishing, narrated through the lens of a young woman working as a junior editor at a San Francisco publishing house. Fortunately for readers, Di Prisco embraces the absurdity, and the result is this wonderfully crafted and bitingly funny critique that never fails to entertain.”

			—Lori Ostlund, award-winning author of After the Parade

			“In the rarified realm of A Confederacy of Dunces and David Markson’s Wittgenstein’s Mistress, Sibella & Sibella is surely the new picaresque—set in the mysterious world of independent publishing, the singular voice of a junior editor is roundly inhabited by Mr. Di Prisco who nimbly plays with form and language, and an industry he clearly both loves and scorns. A remarkable reading experience.”

			—David Francis, author of Stray Dog Winter and Wedding Bush Road

			Praise for The Alzhammer

			“Part Mafia thriller, part comic farce, part lament about the anguish of dementia and all hyperkinetic…. Fast-paced and often charming.” 

			—Kirkus Reviews

			“Di Prisco writes with humor and a great sense of character, poking fun at things that would leave a lesser author cringing. Think Cuckoo’s Nest meets The Godfather. He interweaves all these elements with the skill of a master writer.” 

			—Anne Hillerman, New York Times bestselling author of 
Spider Woman’s Daughter and Rock with Wings

			“Great funny lines on every page. Am I recommending The Alzhammer? As the protagonist Mikey might say, ‘Eggs ackly.’”

			—Jack Handey, author of Deep Thoughts
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			SIGHTLINES FROM THE CHEAP SEATS

		

	
		
			To Aidan, Damon, & Kenna 

		

	
		
			PART ONE

		

	
		
			MY LAST RESUME

			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 overrated, 

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

			There’s no such thing as rewriting, 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

			Filled the air, like Iowa, cotton candy bloomed

			In everyone’s tiny hands like cherry blossom,

			A tornado touched down, the big top exhaled.

			ADVENTURES IN LANGUAGE SCHOOL

			Rome: such a great city for walking unless

			You are hit by a car, as I was tonight, though it was only

			A tiny car. The cretino driver had my language progress 

			In mind as I practiced my idioms and gestures,

			Like what they call “holding the umbrella”

			(don’t ask, think about it). The driver’s eyes

			Told me I had a long way to go if I wished to

			Score a point about livestock and his love life.

			Still, a sorrowful ghostly city like Rome is good

			For dying if it came to that, so many spaces

			For monuments, someday maybe one of Me in Language

			School, in full command of the imperfect subjunctive,

			Which is called the Congiuntivo Imperfetto,

			Which sounds like a coffee or pasta but is not.

			Later this night a girl in a moonlight-swathed piazza,

			Unlit cigarette at her fingertips, asks in her English,

			“Have you a fire for me?” Sometimes even Italian fails.

			You won’t believe how much you use the Congiuntivo

			Imperfetto during foreplay, painting a ceiling, or when hit

			By a car. Night times I spent in the Piazza dell’

			Orologio—orologio means clock—sweepingly

			Subjunctive and imperfect, and studied the big clock

			On the tower, the one with missing hands,

			And appreciated anew Italians’ conceptions of love

			And death and why they were always late.

			I am the oldest student in the class by a factor of two.  

			Also the only male, by a factor of no idea. The Russians

			Have atrocious accents but their grammar and miniskirts

			Are exceptional, especially with the subjunctive mood.

			The goal is to think in Italian, to speak without

			Thinking, so I am halfway home. Maybe it was my toga

			That turned the teacher against me. I ask her to go

			With me to the Coliseum, where everyone soon dies,

			As I will, which is why I first came to Rome.

			The most beautiful girl in school is from Algiers.

			Her black eyes demand I reexamine my whole life.

			Oh, the things I could tell you about language school

			Would fill a book, a little grammar exercise book

			Specializing in the imperfect subjunctive, required

			Every second in Rome especially while sitting next 

			To a gorgeous sweet Algerian girl named Sisi,

			Which in Italian sounds like si, si, yes, yes.

			That’s why, if I have to live, Rome is not so bad, 

			It’s such a sad city, with the best art over my head, 

			Cars so small that afterward I run back to language school.

			REASONS NOBODY EVER CALLED 
A GOOD BOOK OF POEMS 
A PAGE-TURNER

			Your first dog is ever your one dog

			And no story has a happy ending anymore.

			We have all wasted lives, sometimes we waste

			Our own. Some nights are long ones, some

			Never end at all. I don’t know how we can

			fall in love, which implies landing,

			Whereas love promises everything but.

			That’s why I like to listen to birds call

			At dusk to each other from the acacias

			But then I recall it’s still daylight and I 

			Hear them in the absence of the trees.

			When I am traveling by train over mountains

			All I think of is the sea. My father was 

			Never quite so alive until he died and now

			He’s immortal. Somebody must do the calculus,

			Somebody must work out the logic of the logic

			Of this spectacle because spectacle’s the last

			Word anyone would use for dreams that don’t cease,

			For the sound of weeping coming from the next room,

			Only there’s no next room and we’re the only ones

			There, though just for a moment and a lifetime more.

			Listen, I will tell you a secret, the secret you told

			Me once on the train into the mountains

			On the journey to the shore, a time long ago when

			We spoke and never met. That secret, which is ours.

			Some nights are so long the old dog comes home

			To us who remain there waiting and waiting

			Even if we’ve never been here before, where we are.

			SLEEP IS/IS NOT A LOST CAUSE

			I needed new sightlines from the cheap seats.

			Travel had to be sweeter than the night 

			Glued to the lampshade inside my head,

			Since the knockout in the first round.

			Soon I’m jetting to Rome, fondling strangers

			Securely bereft of their expensive clothes.  

			I’m ordering the tripe, the oxtail, the brains,

			Washing it down with caldrons of grappa.

			That’s why I count on being seriously sick.  

			The world is a strange place, that’s for sure.  

			I can’t subscribe to the existence of space

			Aliens, though, I’ve been hurt before.

			Tough to read The Divine Comedy on a Vespa

			Or write it. If Dante drove a Vespa the history

			Of the world literature would be revised.

			Can’t help I’m singing some aria, drunk.

			Let’s suffer blackouts together, boygirls and gargoyles.  

			Now the stars swirl in the whirlpool of 

			The looking glass. Cannot wait for day to break

			Inside my diving bell, cuttlefish cling to the spire.

			LADY, WITH HIPPOPOTAMUS

			Seems one night slipped the hippopotamus 

			Into her home and next day was Christmas, ho ho.

			In other news they exhumed Neruda while

			A quartet played stately music on the sands of

			Isla Negra. Officials wanted to determine for sure

			If he’d been poisoned, but tests came in no.

			Belief is a Chinese firecracker popcorning in

			Your grasp. About that woman: she was smart

			And she blew on pinwheels at every chance

			And put her shoes in the oven to sleep

			And showered twice a week in her pink PJs

			If we didn’t catch her first and she moved fast.

			She had early onset dementia and apparently now

			That hippo. We loved her and she loved Christmas

			So I told her I wanted a pony this year.

			She said she’d see what she could do, but first

			There was a jittery hippo in the living room, which

			Would get in Santa’s way on this mid-summer night.

			Let’s review. People wire cash to a Nigerian prince

			Exiled in London with email so as to claim

			A fortune in misplaced diamonds and some fall

			In love with serial killers on death row so don’t 

			Give me grief about her one measly hippopotamus

			Or Neruda’s resurrection or Three Wise Men at the manger.

			That was the night she called 911 on the hippo.

			After silence long as Saturday lines at the DMV

			They dispatched a squad car and two cops.

			Long-term memory being the marbly vault it is,

			Once upon a time she’d been a professor, so she got

			A broom and prodded the hippo into the corner,

			The way she dealt with department rivals before.

			In a zoo a hippo looks lazy and slow, jolly and

			Oafish as a cartoon. Not so in the jungle.

			That huge herbivorous mammal runs faster than you

			And will bite off your head and shoulders if you come

			Between it and a calf, and river bottoms are strewn

			With the wreckage of boats that dared interrupt

			A morning swim. Nobody at the academy had 

			Trained the cops to confront a lady like that’s

			Hippopotamus, and there it was in plain sight—

			Only they had another name for her hippopotamus.

			They called it a possum, which was close enough.

			So they moved around chairs and boxes and made

			An escape route out the front door. It took a while

			But then they shivered as the possum snarled

			And hissed, pink tail twitching, when it scurried

			Out into the clear Christmas Eve night air.

			That done, she asked the nice officers to help

			Her find and decorate a tree. There were 

			Presents to roast and cookies to paint

			And carols to string up and lights to sing

			And oh yes, a pony to buy at the pony store.

			But the cops were sorry, an elephant was loose nearby

			And that was OK, she had the rest of her life

			To get right what was always now a little bit wrong.

			Merry Christmas to all, leaving her they cried out,

			And to all in a brain blizzard good night, good night.

			EULOGIST ON CALL

			Some kind of world it was it was.

			So here is that fallen leaf lake you dream

			All next day you dreamt, the dream

			That shakes you out like liar’s dice.

			Yes, we’re all unhinged, but some of us

			Are doors. We gather by that lake

			Where skittish palominos drink, where 

			Raptor shadows on the hillside fly.  

			Ripples running on the surface:

			Unread pages deckle-edged.

			There is nothing left to explain.

			The piano drifts on lily pads. Who put 

			The harvest in the barn is immaterial,

			As am I. Long are the orchards,

			Hollow is the house with echoing steps.

			Here it is always autumn and the coats

			Are perfect and you’re ravenous not for food.

			It’s true a terrible mistake’s been made

			But it’s not the one you thought. Nobody born

			Ever had a Plan B, this was not your fault.

			I see your face sketched upon the lake,

			And water has become your last name.

			MY PORNOGRAPHY PROBLEM

			Snapping on latex gloves clears the mind,

			And lives of mystics are overrated, though not by me.

			You need to define problem, need to define porn.

			The world is Christmas-treed with pixels 

			And pop-ups, let’s have a look. Desire is visual,

			Maybe a new pill will again make me blind.

			That time in Pompeii I got lost in the brothel

			Where saved frescoes depict the menus for

			The doomed, don’t I know it, before the great

			Eruption, when people swam in lava, choked down

			Clouds of dust. Western Civilization, I rest

			My case. Is that your handy Catullus or are you

			Begging for it? I did not fail Philosophy One

			Oh One for nothing, I failed it for everything.

			Everybody’s talking about zombies once more,

			The nutritional benefits of flax seed and kale,

			The balance achieved through Tai Qi.

			I’m not here to argue about the body, I’m not

			Here at all, I’m there, in the clearing, a risky place

			That’s not a place and the body is a beautiful thing,

			Not that it’s a thing. I’ll tell you what happens to

			Time, but not now, now I’m pulling out knives

			From my eyes, now I’m tracking down my breath

			From the snow summit. Before I was disembodied

			The klieg lights unforgave me, afterward

			I poked my head up through the recollected rubble.

			The body is a factory, an internal combustion engine,

			An electrical network and a jeweled temple, a planet

			And a satellite with alternate day parking.

			Monks and their out-of-body experience—nice work

			If you can get it. Shakespeare the Bard thought love

			Located in the liver, OK history’s cruel, he also called

			Ejaculated semen spirit so he’s being unhelpful

			For a change. Mind and body may possibly exist

			Along a continuum, Philosophy Menage a Two-ah.  

			The Amazon River’s kind of a continuum

			With predatory fish and neonized birds and hostile

			Indigenous tribes that thwack your kayak from 

			The banks, so hold that thought. Along about

			Now I can almost hear somebody posit the soul:

			This party must be coming fast to a close.

			Some bodies are luminous, some gauzy numinous.

			If you want to talk dirty, I will completely understand.

			NAPOLI, NAPOLI

			Garbage strike in Napoli, bella bella Napoli.

			Castel Nuovo, drone of flies, orange-egg-yolk-sun, 

			Life is perfetta, quasi. Someone’s broken into song,

			Chances are it’s me, threatened be the throng.

			Strangers exchange reckless wedding vows,

			Small arms fire, black market currency, cheese,

			They can’t shout down my “Nessun Dorma,” it’s Napoli.

			See, the reason there are garbage strikes is that

			Kingpin mobsters have lost their way. Skins 

			Of bananas and wine bottle shards make them want

			To kill each other some more—you know, mobsters?

			Meanwhile, fortune tellers in turbans set up shop.

			He will get the corner office, she will find

			The lost cat safe under her bed. They predict success

			For me, just not in this lifetime or in Napoli.

			I will, despite myself, endure for one moment 

			Impossible joy. I decree: Garbage strike, over.

			Gangsters, seize brush and canvas, your black beret.

			Fisherman, drag in the haul of your crustaceous life.  

			Where’d this red Vespa come from? Like I care.

			A shimmering fish with a death wish turns into my soul mate,

			Wraps her evolutionarily mixed-up mitts around my eyes,

			We zoom through trash into the soup that’s the sea. 

			THERE COMES A TIME THERE COMES A TIME 
or: 
GO FORTH

			Never order eel in a bistro with your girlfriend

			In a land once called France thirty-five years 

			Ago when afterward you make a solemn vow—

			Acid, never again. For certain that’s the night

			Van Gogh Van Gogh’d the sky, thirty-five

			Years, a minute, ago. I’d lost touch with her

			And the continent since then. You know,

			My investment banking career, Constance

			And my four rug rats and pugs, keeping up 

			With the Fractals, the movie moguls next door.

			College is a time to take risks, to work hard,

			To eat an eel in France with your girlfriend,

			Who’s fucking half the Sorbonne,

			While you scheme on the other half.
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