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Foreword 

 

 "...to be a poet, one must unlearn almost everything he has been taught..." 

 --Duane Locke 

 

As are all of Duane Locke’s poems, Eco Echoes, First Selection is a performing paradigm of his 

observational and imperative, teaching quotation, listed above.  Attempting to grasp the meaning 

(perception) of the poems in this brief collection, in addition to the images he has termed “Sur-

photography” somewhat sternly inserts responsibility onto the reader/viewer to indeed attempt, regardless 

of the daunting manifestation of realizing we should reconsider all that surrounds us and is predetermined 

in definition, —we should work toward rediscovering alternate presentations.  Of course, meaning here is a 

tribute to preference and perspective into how the poems present themselves: 

 
The surf, its being edged in white foam,  
Looks like the backs of a flock of sheep asleep,  
But the surf bleats mobility.  The this-worldly mystic  
Perceives its deepest sound rhymes with paradise,  
And its movement, a process of not knowing a telos.  
It dissolves its rumored cubic molecules into blank Christmas cards. We stand, observe, wait for adjectives to order our viewed 
chaos.  

from ECO ECHOES 99 

Locke’s language is devoted to the act of unconcealing, reinventing, reinterpreting, and configuring 

understanding that is far from societal, à la mode meaning and devotion to predetermined definitional 

understanding.  And it is of this philosophy as to why Locke’s work is fundamentally important to 

contemporary poetry: it is a poetry in love with one of language’s most compelling functions: to push 

discovery beyond expected appearances, and formulate neoteric forms that devote themselves to 

becoming and existing rather than staying stagnant in the stubbornness of memory.    

This collection will immediately put focus onto Locke’s devotion to nature; his language is one diligent with 

expressing the beauty of what is overlooked by manmade architectural manifestations, —that form of 

architecture devoted and tributary to those more interested in monetary composition, than the composition 



of the turquoise, tonal brilliance of the dragonfly’s articulating abscond.  It would be easy to imagine him 

writing these poems while he communes with nature: he regularly takes walks for hours, associating with 

what he calls “the sacred”, i.e. birds, insects, frogs, etc.  Intertwining sacred into descriptive prominence 

easily calls toward the important perspective he attributes to these living emblems, and it is through this 

unique perspective Locke creates these poems and images: they are highly reflective appositions that are 

etched into the beauty this collection provides. 

 

Felino A. Soriano 

Poet 

 

  



ECO ECHOES  

 

The surf, its being edged in white foam, 

Looks like the backs of a flock of sheep asleep, 

But the surf bleats mobility.  The this-worldly mystic 

Perceives its deepest sound rhymes with paradise, 

And its movement, a process of not knowing a telos. 

It dissolves its rumored cubic molecules into blank Christmas cards. 

We stand, observe, wait for adjectives to order our viewed chaos. 

 

We, like the surf, not knowing, move toward the inexplicable 

Abstract, swirled, straight, solid, crumbling, words of shore sand. 

Nothing is silent on this earth, the stones speak, the trees speak, alpine 

Snows have warm voices, the orange oriole is an orator, 

Everything speaks, but we do not hear.  We do not hear 

The hymns sung by the surf, as it moves not knowing why 

towards the shore, because we have chosen to hear something 

Else, the voice of fantasies in our daily life of fantasy. 

We do not hear the hymns being sung inside our corporeality 

As we move, not knowing  why, we move toward the unknown, 

What we do not understand, but when humanized, 

Ceasing to live the life of machine imitation as we are taught 

To live by our memes, our education’s and street’s wisdoms, 

May by accident, or miracle, or watching the long tails 

Of boat-tailed grackles have an understanding, although 

No one at present understands this authentic understanding. 

 

Here, by this water, Thales’s water, we become temporarily human beings 

And hear the surf decode the Lex, our laws, into nonsense, 

Expose our knowledge as ignorance, demonstrate our most 

Cherished and beloved truths are lies.   We need a total transvaluation 

Of our axiologies, metaphysics, epistemologies, ontologies. 
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When answering “Present,” the desire 

Was absence.  So much of our life 

Is spent in dread under a surveillance, 

Although the surveyor pays no attention 

To the gathered information for he or she 

Prefers cheap cognac and the dirty jokes of gigantic clowns 

In white costumes with enlarged 

Grandee collars as in a Picasso painting. 

We spent energy trying to hide 

Our repulsion of being near others’ propositions, 

their axiologies, their saints,  their mumbling under their 

Breaths popular hit songs as they jerk their shoulders 

Imitating the moving of machine cylinders. 

So we speak festoons, pretend to have respect for 

What is in empty file cabinets.  To say 

We believe what we do not believe is what we 

Learn from our education. Hypocrisy is 

The major part of the curriculum.  And 

We learn to speak with proper syntax 

The language of lies the people speak. 

Our grammar teacher is home, baffled by John Donne 

So he or she can get an advanced degree and bigger paycheck. 

I can still remember how all my teachers 

Lied about the wars we fought. 

As early as learning long division, I remember 

Our awards for having this knowledge 

Would be in the future a dinner with someone 

Wearing a blonde wig at a steak house, 

Or perhaps, at an al fresco restaurant 

Where the street lights shine luminous snake shapes on rib bones. 

Her eyes would be the color of chives. 

Filet mignon would be our award 



For learning the name of the mistresses of our past Presidents, 

With a special sauce if we could solve the problem  

Where all these mistresses dressed in parabolic black silk. 
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In Ghent, after a morning spent 

Being baffled by the Van Eyck altarpiece,  

I went to Ghent art museum, 

Sat alone in a circular white room 

Where everything was painted white, 

Sipped white, white wine from Moselle. 

The whiteness of the room was subdued 

By the loudness of the primarily colored 

Reproductions of Andy Warhol’s paintings 

Of Marilyn Monroe on the circular walls.  Once a drunk Belgian 

Who claimed to be influenced by Karl Appel 

Stumbled into the room, knocked over a white chair, 

In his de imitatione  Marlon Brando, 

He yelled loudly sixteen times, “Stella,” 

And with Brando panache disappeared. 

Brando has acquired an infinity of journalists, 

Contemporary Thomas à Kempises, 

To write fictions about his unknown life. 

The painter yelling “Stella” had erased my thoughts 

About the Van Eyck color, now a red aged to a darker shade, 

Bleeding from the neck of a lamb into a cup, 

And I began to think the two who were actually anonymous human beings, 

Marylyn Monroe and Marlon Brando apotheosized 

Into contemporary deities.  The inner lives 

And even the outer lives of the two were not understood 

And were replaced by the lies of journalism 

Which are called “current events.” 

The two became apparitions given reality 

By the inventions of exploiters and the simple 

Minds of the slave mentalities. 

I wondered about Thomas à Kempis and his 

De imiatatione Christi, and those journalist fictions 



And false popular beliefs about Monroe and Marlon. 

So in this room of Andy Warhol’s Marilyn Monroes, 

I shut my eyes, sipped Moselle white winter, 

And thought have times really changed, 
Or is always the same.  I repeated to myself: 

“Contempo omnia vanitatum mundi.” 

  



ECO ECHOES 112 

 

It is often said by savants, esthetes, and the Japanese 

That Japanese painters under influence of a Zen meme 

Who can paint trees with a few irregular and seemingly 

Spontaneous spiraling lines uneven in their width that 

Appear more real, the empirical representations of 

Logical positivist occidental painters.  We knew from 

Art history that these occidental mimetic painters  

Stroke the brush with the strokes of a machine 

And produce a precise, neat, slick machine product.  The movement 

Of the Zen Japanese’s wrist is more aleatoric.   

The camel hairs are moved by the feelings of his total 

Body and not as in the occident by a brain distorted 

By being taught and trained to operate like a machine. 

One of most celebrated painters, Andy Warhol, 

Was supremely successful in subduing his humanity 

And replacing his humanity with gears and pulleys 

That equipped him to operate as a machine.  He is the master 

Of machine precision.  Wags have said his bones were metal 

And instead of blood, gasoline flowed through his veins. 

His work is rational, logical, and Cartesian with stress 

On the mechanisms of res estensa.  There is none 

Of that Zen chaotic ambiguity that is lived human experience. 

Warhol’s works have a clear and distinct meaning, and can be explicated, 

Which is the opposite of true authentic human art. 
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I don’t know much about this generation—my generation, 

Their generation, and the generations within the generation 

That comest and goest.  Lost or found.  Real or virtual. 

We have advanced to this stage in our civilization feeling 

Comfortably content that our most established beliefs 

Are falsehoods and it is impossible for us to understand 

What we think we understand.  Even Hegel’s proposition 

That negation expands meaning is false.  So what do 

We do?  We buy a BMW roadster, a Rolex watch, 

A Nikon camera and a bushel of high-powered sleeping pills. 

We don’t even know what we desire or lack (Lacan), we have 

No signifiers for such.  Everything we say is spoken 

Under erasure.  All our definitions are traps.  Heraticlus’ 

Logos, later developed by Stoics and used by 

New Testament John, along with Anexagoras’ nous, 

Are now considered mere verbiage and a type of 

Mental drug and narcotic, and only serve to enhance 

The exploitation of the many by the few.  I try 

To avoid this generation as much as it is possible. 

Tattoos are their new religion of worshipping the ugly. 

Their most popular entertainments are painful, 

Designed to please masochists.  Pain is easier to 

Feel than joy, so this generation takes the easy way. 

Yes, I try to avoid knowledge of this generation. 

I avoid all those direct witness false reports, the 

Secondhand reports of egregious erudition. 

Never read newspapers, listen to TV new, or 

Read anything on Facebook or Twitter. 

Savants already have classified this generation 

As being zombies, Augustine’s living dead; 

Rather than being real, they are virtual, 

Or Baudrillard’s  simulacra.  Observing this generation’s 



Politics, quotidian life, religion is like watching 

An ugly apparition, for nothing is real—except 

Cruelty, exploitation, and stupidity.  Well,  Linda, 

My beloved, this is all I am going to say 

In this hour’s e-mail, another will come at one o’clock, 

But also I know you will delete without reading. 
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His mistress always dressed to look like a jaquar— 

Not the car, but the jungle animal.  Instead of 

Covering herself with cloth, black silk, Italian design, 

Although made from chemicals, not silkworms, 

And fabricated by ex-dwellers in jungles of Indonesia 

Employed at low wages by American capitalism, as did 

Her role model, the drug sharer and  

Girlfriend of Walter Benjamin.  She, this mistress, painted 

Her naked body with black paint.  She hired 

A skilled craftsman who could paint her skin so 

A design of darker black showed through the lighter 

Covering skin as on the skin of a real jaguar. 

She, herself, used white paint to paint whiskers 

Protruding from her black painted lips.   She was 

Very expensive, ate only caviar, although she 

Did not like it, and drank only Brunello wine 

That had aged twenty years. She really preferred 

Light beer.  But Veblen’s conspicuous consumption 

Was mandatory to be recognized as high-class 

In her trade.  She made her employer very happy 

When sitting on bar stool,  he describing her 

To his millionaire peers.  But when she was present 

It was different.  So he usually planned a meeting 

On global economy in Seattle when a meeting 

With her was scheduled and mailed her a check. 
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Avoiding the elevator crowded with tourists 

Holding large mirrors, I leave the Sistine Chapel, 

By stairway, my hands sliding over the slick, slippery surface 

Of the marble and my hand’s flesh feeling loneliness. 

 

I had been looking up for such a long time, so I continue looking up. 

The sky, no longer a blue, had transferred into a white movie screen. 

Looking up at the sky, I saw a movie. 

 

The movie was of a city without a name.  Airplanes knocked over towers, 

Everyone, tattooed, was wringing frantically their hands and shouting 

Ali, Ali, Ali, Ali, Ali.   A few old timers shouted, “Gene” or “Jack” 

Or “Joe” or “Primo.” 

There was thunder,  

But no thunder God:  Zeus, Thor, Shango, Zubird, Horagalles, Lei Kung, or Yen Lo. 

 

I saw an actor named James Dean smoking a cigarette.  The cigarette 

Slanted downward from his mouth. 

 

Soon, all the children started smoking cigarettes slanting downward from their mouths. 

The smoke had created a mist and no one was fully seen. 

The population was an apparition.  All were smoking cigarettes 

Slanting downward from their mouths. 

 

A university president smoked a cigarette slanting from his mouth, as he  

Quoted José Ortega y Gasset in his speech on how education would make everyone 

More efficient machines.  “We will discredit the myth that human beings have intelligence.” 

 

It was just two weeks ago, he shaved off his Nietzschean moustache, threw away 

His René Magritte pipe, and started smoking cigarettes slanting downward from 

His mouth. 

 



But after the speech, he realized he was an anachronism.  James Dean had already 

Disappeared into the anonymous.  He wanted to be avant garde, called in one 

Of the football cheerleaders and had her roll him a joint. 

 

Smoking the joint slanting downward from his mouth, 

Again after quoting Ortega y Gasset, he lectured on how 

Everyone should support education, should buy the products manufactured  

By the trustees. “We should believe what these millionaires tell us to believe.” 

 

There was no ending to the movie—it repeated itself over and over. 
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So many are always tired of something-- 

Being tired 

Gives energy, 

 

Being tired of something allows the self-deception 

That one is an arbiter, allows him to think and believe he 

 

Has the superior intelligence and the super feeling 

To evaluate.  He never realizing he is only fooling himself. 

 

Often allows him to daydream he is avant-garde or 

Counter revolutionist, that he is against the grain, 

Although he has never read Huysmans, or pasted 

Diamonds to mar the natural beauty of a turtle shell. 

Some fantasize they are old Greek cynic philosophers 

With their bare feet displayed under a ragged toga 

Among a crowd wearing gold-strapped sandals with rhinestones 

And with their heads decorated with laurel leaves, 

Or an early counterculture Stoic ridiculing 

The children’s playgrounds with alphabet blocks in shopping malls. 

 

Some, when pulling a tiny Japanese paper umbrella 

Out of a cocktail, declare they are tired of standup comedians 

Selling for entertainment verbiage that breaks supposed taboos, 

And go home to pray for society to constitute more taboos 

So they can make a living. 

 

So it is also said, for a supposed variety, “I tired of being tired, 

So I will grab two bottles of water, one for each hand, and run 

In the annual or daily marathon. 
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It was a shabby old brick building 

That was shabby when it was built. 

The upstairs was once a storage room 

For finch seeds, cattle food, and guano, 

Plus copies of invoices pressed together 

By rubber bands.  But the owner’s 

Business failed after his wife ran away 

With his partner and all the currency 

That was stored in a black iron box 

With a combination of gothic numbers. 

Now the below was empty and dusty, 

But the upstairs became a floor 

For a dancing school, ballroom dancing, 

Posters of Fred Astaire and Ginger Rogers 

Covered the stained walls.  The floor 

Was painted with diagrams of what 

The feet must obey if the performance 

Was to be socially accepted. It was the fashion 

Then for the couple to squeeze together, 

Before the new wave when the couple separated 

And twisted alone, doing somersaults. 

Only those who naturally were obedient 

To what the They, Das Mann (Heidegger) 

Told them what to do and how to gesture 

Learned to dance. Those with individual 

Temperaments and authentic selves 

Failed to obey the diagrams painted 

On the floor and became wallflowers. 

These brave few who failed in insubordination, 

Gave up social life and read Hegel 

Trying to understand how negation 

Expanded rather concealed meaning. 
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Once a credenza in a 

Quotidian life, now 

A quasi-obsolescent-- trains. 

No longer a curiosity, smoke curled from a stack, 

Steam puffed out from wheels. 

Once toy trains festooned Christmas, 

Now remote-control toy air planes 

With a smiling toy pilot drops smart toy bombs 

That can find toy terrorists hiding in a toy ambush 

Causing children to sing with joy Christmas hymns. 

Now, train stations are classified by sociologists as slums, 

Pickpockets and luggage thieves prefer the bars and B-girls at airports. 

I remember my first train ride.  My gift, 

Brought from someone wearing a Foreign Legion hat 

With a shiny brass plate, but no cloth hanging from the brim, 

Was a toy telephone. 

It was glass and its spine was multi-colored candy balls. 

We were riding on rails and crossties suspended over a river 

The large number of people who used the river for suicide 

Was a household conversation piece.  No one talked about 

The river’s magic oscillations, its silver spots sending out sparks like diamonds. 

I thought about all the cars that were driven into the river, 

And how the underwater life world changed their lifestyle. 

The cars were now apartments for mysterious and strangely colored fish. 

I used my toy glass phone to phone an eel, 

The eel described his new living quarters, a back fender, 

It had geodes for tables, a ceiling with a hanging moss garden. 

When asked with whom was I talking, I answered, “My Aunt Ann.” 

I said I was telling her how much I love her. 

Already, at a young age, I had learned the insincerity of the tribe, 

I really hated my aunt. They all smiled at me and said, “How sweet.” 
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When a child, the adult world droll, 

Unemployment checks a day dream, 

drugstore hair tonic in wine glasses. 

My home, upstairs, above gasoline 

Aromas and grease orations.  Serpentine 

In shape, picket lines of closed mouths, 

Waiting for Lefty the magician to pull 

A strike out of a tophat, protest 

The shadows that had no origin. 

Every person a nation with closed borders, 

Even passports were not honored. 

Fictive was called factual, and the fictions 

Were dressed in secondhand tuxedoes. 

When I was seen in a room, all adults 

Talked in whispers, and when I left 

To hide my Christmas present, boxing gloves, 

The adults would say words that sounded 

Like “Africa,” or “Franco.”  Guitars visited 

My older sister, sung songs about gaiety 

And malheur,  their hair ordered to 

Stand at attention by Brilliantine. 

There was a radio whose appearance 

Resembled Rodin’s “Gates of Hell.” 

The radio gave an account of a militia 

In mildewed uniforms being sprayed with vinegar. 
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Even the paella restaurant with its red-seated chairs 

Was existential. 

Everybody talked about sadomasochistic marriages, 

And the sadomasochist preliminaries 

When not discussing how the local football team 

Had lost twelve games in a row. 

But also there were tête-à-têtes about Cyrenaic 

Philosophers’ instructions  

On how to perform a comfortable suicide. 

But in spite of what was said under a green book cover 

By Jean Paul Sartre, essence still dominated and preceded 

Existence.   Look across the street at the cathedral, 

An untalented American architect copy of an Italian masterpiece, 

It was to honor an essence, and the essence preceded 

Its existence.   Now, the graffiti put by spray can paint 

On the statue of shabby man standing one-footed on desert sand 

Was put there by someone who thought communism 

Would put an end to his non-existence and give him 

A new born essence which would with a raise in pay per hour, 

Health insurance, guaranteed employment even if 

In a labor camp, give him a real existence.  Under capitalism, 

He was an apparition, waiting for socialism. 

But there was always out for dinner 

Of paella, the savant, the rare wise, who remarked 

To his live-in lover, and their two illegitimate children 

That we lived not in a universe, but a multiverse. 

People had lived by the lie of a universe for centuries, 

And if they finally discredited and destabilized the lie, 

They would only exchange the old lie for a new lie. 
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A colleague, a she who 

Looked like a lily in mist, said 

 

She dreamed me.  I was 

An unhappy astronaut. 

 

She on TV saw me take off. 

My five children waved “good bye.” 

 

I did not want children, 

My loneliness puzzled me 

 

By making me feel so happy. 

Instead of enjoying life as I did 

 

I could have been working 

At an unwanted joy in order to 

 

Make enough money to send 

Five children to college. 

 

Instead of supporting children 

As slave mentalities say you should, 

 

I used my income to spend as 

Much time as I could in Italy. 

 

I wondered why her dream 

Made me an astronaut.  Did 

 

Sh hate me? Was it because 

I won for my painting the Grand Prize 



 

And her painting was rejected? 

Or was because she was so unhappy 

 

With her five children.  Her brood 

Were the types that turn one into a neurotic. 

 

She said I was an unhappy astronaut; 

I would have been if one. 

 

Why would I want to leave theearth, 

Gaze mostly at blank space, 

 

Pretend I stepped on the bleak space 

Of the moon,  although I did not, 

 

Or look back at earth whose sight 

Was not exciting as a Mark Rothko. 

 

I would not like to float as I 

Thought of Isaac Newton’s gravity and alchemy, 

 

When across the street, there is a park  

That is a sacred place of enchantment, exaltation. 

 

It has slugs, leafhoppers, wrens, butterflies, 

Egrets, ibis, herons, spoonbills, and gophers. 

 

I suppose in her dream she became realistic 

And made me an unhappy astronaut 

 

Because I did not want to leave what 

Is sacred and mystic in this world. 
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In Santa Margherita di Liguria, Italy 

A July blonde tree, with hippo trunk, 

The bark peeled off, sends over satyr cobblestones 

Gold scraps of sun-soaked wood. 

Nearby, a fish net dries but has stayed wet 

For centuries--has seen Machiavelli in costume. 

Is made of a Swedish mermaid’s hair. 

Each section is a warped triangle whose 

Bizarre angles free us from Euclid’s fictions. 

The net hangs upon a fence broken on each end, 

And does not fence in anything. 

The wood so old, lapidary, it could have been 

The deck of the Sumerian ark that saved civilization 

From cosmic flood in the chronicles about 

King Gilgamesh and Enkidu.  

In front, spilled paint, spilled drips 

From camel hair brushes of artists for centuries. 

The spilled paint composed aleatory masterpieces 

That surpass all the paintings of Abstract Expressionism. 
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He looked through three glasses of whiskey sours 

Lined in front of Jacques Derrida’s portrait 

Decentered on his table of varied marble squares. 

He saw Derrida’s hair looked like the waves 

Of oceans as if painted by a Japanese. 

The whiskey standing at military-order attention 

Gave this tyro, ephebic intellectual 

A feeling of being religious, saved, without 

Feeling guilty.  The more he drank 

The more he felt innocent and saintly. 

Whiskey was Plato’s Good, Aristotle’s  

Unmoved mover, Plotinus’ One. 

His adultery with the girl with white gold hair 

In his class on Fichte, Schelling, and Hegel 

Was forgiven about the middle of the second glass. 

His upbringing was under erasure.   

On a Wednesday, his mother with her fingernail 

Struck a match, let it burn, and then smeared her forehead. 

She tightened her hand around his hand, 

Jerked him to go inside a box and confessed sins. 

He had married a mail-ordered Ukrainian, 

She became holy drinking Crimean cognac and vodka. 

These drinks, especially the cognac, filled her with magic. 

She was a magician; she pulled salves 

That would immediately cure backaches out of Russian fur hats. 

Since she was an alcoholic, they lived in harmony, 

Although her drinks propelled her to ascend quicker 

To the above sublunary and listen to angels’ harp music. 

Their harmony made them want to make everybody happy, 

So they decided to use human inventions and not have children. 

Thus the children’s souls would stay  

Preexistent in the Divine Bliss playing with alphabet blocks and not have 



To suffer in the prison house of the body and stupidity of popular values. 

Not having to care for children also would give more time 

For repeated reading and discussions of Of Grammatology. 
When they were drunk together, they repeated 

The ecstasies of Tristan and Isolde after drinking the love portion. 
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Everyone who entered 

Wished for a spotlight 

To remove the mask of shadows that 

The others put over a met face. 

 

The room was a grave yard 

With everyone in a tomb, 

Etched with a marble façade  

Their date of birth-- 

The same date as their date of death. 

 

Winter sweaters concealed 

Breathing chests, hid their ins and outs. 

All were stillborn in prisons 

Built by their values, their beliefs, their sins, their virtues. 

 

The reality was of ghosts isolated 

On a silver-plated island 

With only apparitions of human beings, 

Animals, insects and vegetation being inhabitants. 

 

The room in the past might have been 

Called “smoke-filled” but had progressed 

To dismiss the cigarette.  But the jumbled 

Ideologies that became mandates 

Were mental existences more real  

Than human flesh, dressed, or undressed. 

 

Judgments made of words not understood 

Still were based on fumes from cocktails 

And were spoken ex cathedra,  all wishing 

They could put the iron torture device 



That pressed down Bruno’s tongue  

So he could not speak of life on distant stars. 

 

So I watched a discus fish swim between 

Light green bright leaves in an aquarium.  
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Hong Kong’s genesis ended at its beginning 

By ship masts sliding ankle-covering boots, 

Pointed brim black velvet hats.  Or was it 

Gun power comet icing of olive-skinned bodies, 

Or was it lead propelled by pipe smokers 

On decks made of five-times a day scrubbed cut-up trees, 

Or corn whiskey distilled by Henry VIII’s daughter? 

Some say it was the lapis lazuli lips 

That came with the age of posters, billboards, aural advertisements. 

Or was it the natural inferiority of the human mind 

That changed Hong Kong’s Tao Te Ching into 

Discount stores’ bargain basement votive candles 

That came with what was called “progress,” 

XXX rated lifestyles.  We will never understand 

The ending at the beginning of Hong Kong’s genesis. 

So we will count currency, listen to the credenza of receipts, 

Look with binoculars at Lincoln on freshly minted pennies, 

And take sleeping pills so we can sleep.  
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The silver shapes that fronted gondolas 

Swaying roped to Pali were interrogating 

The skill of the creation’s perfectionist. 

Television pictured as it reported many 

Corpses throughout the progress of civilization. 

A cacophony, a cacological sound, the bang 

Of steel that closed and protected  

The Rialto Bridge, small shops fell hours 

Before closing time.  The proprietors’ eyes 

Tear-blurred.  We were tourists in Venice 

The hour that Moro was found murdered, 

Another corpse of the human form divine 

Was brought into existence  

By a group of living human forms divine, 

A present-lude, repeating postludes of history, 

And prefacing the future.  So with Campari 

We sat in Florian’s yellow chairs, hoping 

We sat in the same place Nietzsche sat 

When writing a poem about San Marco Piazza pigeons, 

Perhaps it was the place where Marcel Proust 

Engaged in idle chatter with Reynaldo Hahn. 

It told us that philosophy, artistic prose, 

And music also existed in this imperfect world 

Created with a Sadistic foundation, 

Life living on life, Wallace Stevens’ hog 

Eating snakes, snakes eating frogs, 

In what has been called a food chain. 

Also with human being killing and eating 

Chickens, pigs, cows, tuna, frogs, snails, etc. 

As it was said by a yogin, an omnipotent being 

Could have created a world where we 

Lived on prana, not living life. 



Also, daily in undeclared wars 

The created killing each other. 

A flock of pigeons flew over, darkening us, 

And when they flew and lit on the stolen horses 

That lined the front of the cathedral 

The sunlight lit us again. 
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My childhood Saturday pre- Sunday ceremonies 

Were a chocolate ice cream 

And a dime to pay for movie admission 

To see a chapter of a serial 

In which Tim McCoy vibrated his palm 

Over the exposed trigger of his pistol, 

With this rapid hand movement 

Killed roaring, screaming, very noisy Indians, 

Who dropped dead to the ground 

In a mechanical and precise order 

Of upright dominoes in a row 

Falling to knock over an adjacent domino.  

This murder of Indians on the screen 

Happened every week end; Tim Mc Coy 

Was always in a circle, never a square, 

Of a triangle of covered wagons with pioneers 

On their way to California to build 

Hollywood and the Rose Bowl. 

Then the feature came on, preluded 

By a roaring lion.  I often wondered 

Why a roaring lion.  I asked everyone, 

Including my school and no one knew. 

I still don’t why the roaring lion, 

But accepted it as part of the stupidity    

That people have made out of a lived life 

That was turned into an unlived life 

Such as watching a serial of Tim McCoy 

With a rapid hand movement killing Indians. 

I would say only a few survived the movies 

To become human beings, 

Most would become dogmatist, traditionalist, 

And raise children who would become drug addicts, 



Reform, become real estate salesman, 

The successful would go on safari 

To Africa.  Instead of killing Indians, 

They would murder animals, and mount 

Their heads as trophies in real estate offices. 
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We sat on cement bench by 

The shopping mall’s children’s playground 

With twisted plastic sidling boards, 

Alphabet blocks, and we sometimes 

Glanced at a tiny boy pushing with his fingertip 

The simulated scales on large red rubber fish 

And being puzzled if this was an object or subjective illusion. 

Also, we were puzzled by what had become summum bonum 

Of our adolescent population, break dancing. 

Bodies bent themselves into right angles. 

Some spun on their buttock as if they were tossed toy tops. 

The hero turned himself into a spinning windmill. 

One, the tallest, levitated from a shop window 

Displaying semiprecious stones to a shop window 

That displayed waist wraps that would make 

One have an “hourglass” figure and become a human magnet. 

We sat there, having met by accident, two old acquaintances; 

He related his past life as being traditional, 

Married a woman selected by his parents, a woman 

He never met before the elaborate, big wedding cake ceremony, 

Produced children who became the first woman policemen, 

Two sons-- one a fireman, and the other a politician 

Elected to serve as city legislator, and he had as toys 

A bunch of grandchildren.  I told him I selected apartness 

From being a slave mentality of a status quo popular order, became 

A poet and outcast from the sanctioned life imposed on us. 

He replied “I know.  I read about you being called 

The leader of the heretical poets, a poet who had 

No respect for the respectable, also no respect 

For what is called ‘the alternative life style.’  You 

Owned yourself and was not owned by ‘The They.’ 

I never owned m self, I was a stooge of ‘The They.” 



He looked at me, started copiously crying.  He said, 

Sobbing, “I have never been to Europe.  The only place 

My wife wanted  to go was Las Vegas.  I know you spent 

Twenty years in Europe.  I have wasted my life.” 

  



 

 

 

 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                           

 

 

 

 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                                              

 

 

 


