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1. 

Pauline wrestles w/ her hair to keep it up I go through motions the remote in its 

body rebels w/ a bucking as decisive as a lean diver knifing out the tarpaulin of 

a city pool as unnatural as the sky in up-state New York where a million 

thudding breaths & a legend of asbestos are moving outward to Ontario pulling 

her bra on w/out art on even a conceptual level the decisive twinge that tells me 

(ɀÓÓɯÉÌɯÓÈÛÌɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÈÛÐÖÕɯÞɤɯÛÏÌɯÞÙÌÊÒɯÖÍɯÏÌÙɯÓÖÝÌɯÚÞÐÔÔÐÕÎɯÈÙÖÜÕËɯÔàɯÛÏÐÎÏÚɯ

Grand Central Station is no correlative for this now redundant prescience, the 

thing in itself relieved as a pop song jumping like a marine from the pale ears of 

ÈɯÎÐÙÓɯÞɤɯÚÔÈÓÓɯÉÙÌÈÚÛÚɯɯÚÐÕÎɯÈÓÖÕÎȮɯÞÌɀÙÌɯÍÜÊÒÌËȮɯÞÌɀÙÌɯÍÜÊÒÌËȭ 

2. 

I am lying on the bed & the light is catching my breasts in a healthy fatness. 

Paul is in the bathroom wrestling w/ a condom from the dispenser at the club 

where I got the hand stamp that has been fading for two days & that left a small 

nearly geometric red smudge on my top. The condom might be a novelty: it is 

ÎÙÌÌÕɯÓÐÒÌɯÔÖÜÛÏÞÈÚÏɯȫɯÔÈàɯÎÓÖÞɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯËÈÙÒȮɯÛÏÖÜÎÏɯ(ɀÔɯÕÖÛɯÚÜÙÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÈÛɯȫɯ

/ÈÜÓɯÏÈÚÕɀÛɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯÖÜÛɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯÉÈÛÏÙÖÖÔɯÛÖɯÓÌÛɯÔÌɯÒÕÖÞȮɯȫɯ(ɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÏÌɯÞÖÜÓËɯ

ÚÐÕÊÌȮɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÈÓÓȮɯÐÛɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÛÏÌɯÚÖÙÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÐÕÎɯàÖÜɯÚÌÌɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌɯÛÐÔÌȭ 
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3. 

(ɀÔɯÓÖÖÒÐÕÎɯÍÖÙɯÈɯÞÖÙËɯÛÖɯËÌÚÊÙÐÉÌɯÌÕÖÙÔÖÜÚÕÌÚÚɯȫɯÞÏÐÓÌɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÈÙÌɯÚÌÝÌÙÈÓɯ

adequate words, adequacy seems to be oxymoronic here. I like fulsome because 

it seems to really be big & the president has used it in a speech that made 

Pauline cry & felt like 2 hands pressing down on my chest, but a guy at the 

Times has written a piece suggesting that fulsome really means cloying or 

excessive & Shakespearean loathsomeness, especially the sexual kind. I prefer it 

as an acknowledgement of worth. The Times thinks that all the good words are 

over-done. It must be really lonely to be the president. 

4. 

(ɀÔɯÞÖÙÒÐÕÎɯÖÕɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯ×ÖÌÔɯÍÖÙɯ3ÏÌɯ ÔÌÙÐÊÈÕÚɯȫɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯ35ɯ(ÕÎÙÐËɯ!ÌÙÎÔÈÕɯ

ÏÈÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÞÈÓÒÌËɯÐÕÛÖɯ1ÐÊÒɀÚɯÉÈÙɯȫɯÐÚɯÎÌÛÛÐÕÎɯÙÌÈËàɯÛÖɯÖ×ÌÕɯÜ×ɯÈɯÞÏÖÓÌɯ-ÈáÐɯ

cluster fuck. The air is getting tight & Pauline is wearing it like a sharp nippled t

-ÚÏÐÙÛȮɯÉÜÛɯ(ɀÔɯÎÌÛÛÐÕÎɯÞÖÙËÚɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯ×ÈÎÌɯȫɯÛÏÌɯÓÈÚÛɯÛÐÔÌɯÚÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÊÓÖÚÌɯÛÖɯÔÌɯÛÏÌɯ

ÝÖËÒÈɯÖÕɯÏÌÙɯÉÙÌÈÛÏɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÈÚɯÙÈÕÒɯÈÚɯÐÛɯÞÐÓÓɯÉÌɯÓÈÛÌÙɯÐÍɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÚÈàɯÛÏÌɯÙÐÎÏÛɯ

ÛÏÐÕÎȭɯ(ɯÚÈàɯÈɯÍÌÞɯÕÈÚÛàɯÛÏÐÕÎÚɯÛÖɯÏÌÙɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɀÝÌɯÓÌÈÙÕÌËɯÍÙÖÔɯÔàɯÍÈÛÏÌÙȮɯÞÏÖɯ(ɯ

suppose is as good as any man in the language of hurting women. He liked 

phrases that he could use in public & in private, so that he could tell his friends 

ÚÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÙÈÎɯÈÎÈÐÕȮɯÐÕɯÈɯ×ÌÙÍÖÙÔÈÕÊÌɯÛÏÈÛɯËÐËÕɀÛɯ×ÈÙÛÐÊÜÓÈÙÓàɯÊÈÙÌɯÞÏÖɯÚÏÌɯ

was. I say the words not even for their effect, at least not once they leave my 

mouth, but to shake them in the core of my fist like some form of insurance, a 

document I can take out later if things get particularly bad, like any good 

performance. 

Four Excerpts from The Ingrid Bergman Thing  
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night & the space of this night  

black hall is fit for the withholding  

of footprints  

                         sound of footprints  

impossible as 2 slate birds having 

sex in the gray gap of an African 

                             restaurant wall  

the shape of a 

wing raised on a Wednesday 

when sex has left the brain 

is equal to a footprint  

at suggesting sound 

 

on the black street you are 

leaving my brain & smell  

of sex equal to your foot 

print on the impossible  

 

                                       hall  

Ɂ/ÐÎÌÖÕɯ"ÖÜ×ÓÐÕÎɯ2ÌÌÔÚɯ(Ô×ÙÈÊÛÐÊÈÓɂ 
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(ɀÔɯÚ×ÙÌÈËÐÕÎɯÔàɯÛÈÚÛÌɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏÖÜÛɯ-ÌÞɯ8ÖÙÒɯ"ÐÛà 

                                                                     she said 

and of course it was on my tongue too passing from 

something immediate to a dull signal like licking a  

lamppost  

                                                                    of course 

(ɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÓÐÊÒÌËɯÈɯÓÈÔ××ÖÚÛɯÖÙɯÔÜÊÏɯÌÓÚÌɯÚÐÕÊÌɯÓÜÕÊÏ 

and it was clear that what she was calling her taste 

had derived from an accident between us and a few 

books that I lent to her in the fall but I remained on  

the whole 

                                                                     silent 

Question of Taste  
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we make love work for us  

because we know nothing 

about flowers & so of course 

we think of them & the work  

of their trim bodies as sex & 

this affords a range of images 

that turn the shark of still  

writing broken pencils when  

ÞÌɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÚÈàɯɁÞÌɯÍÜÊÒÌË 

& left & I remembered this  

ÛÐÔÌɯÛÖɯÛÈÒÌɯÔàɯÏÈÕËÉÈÎɂ 

Ignorance of Flowers as a Practical Excuse 
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1. 

on a tax form drunk  

the day 

began w/ the 

stamp 

of the wrong address 

                                 & not coffee 

before this one 

 

my head begin 

the air to thick  

 

& all this blue joke at a 

birth  

 

                               & I was telegram Sam 

                               spit the code of the west 

                               like a fiery shoe: 

 

like fuck the jeunnes 

filles was just 

dancing in her broke leg 

the measure is not 

in the blue of her 

demi-urge her eye 

 

out a lamb like  

it went es- 

cape & one morning 

appear as a Gallup poll 

 

in the air, on the bed, on your white strong thigh  

                                   in your ink block hair  

Cartoons 
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2. 

beach leg is 

the dock red 

stamp wet green 

 

& 2 long arms of 

weed(s) 

 

 

 

Cartoons 
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3. 

icon engine too bears are 

your shoulder does for a 

price tag 

Cartoons 
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4.  

halo light rain  

stamp red his face 

 

but to see a con- 

stant dial as body 

turns water & slip  

clothes turn water O  

 

if naked in 2 

dimensions of gray  

would 2  

dimensions 

hold when coughed  

 

habit skull  

ton upholds  

habit the 

human frame 

habit (human  

frame) 

alone 

 

habit torn  

upholds  

habit (human  

frame) alone 

 

( when 2 uniforms  

are tried 

grave & invective  

thrust)  

 

halo light rain  

Cartoons 
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5. 

but the beauty 

no mad- 

ness or mast 

            mass obvious 

 

stone in palm 

of a guileless man 

 

sun no planes 

thread cold 

 

a lamb in 

error  

 

top the cup 

of a gravity well  

of spent 

 

bark wreck  

as Daphne thighed 

morning  

 

sandbags 

ÞÖÕɀÛɯÚÈÝÌ 

 

your life  

Cartoons 
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for  this moment, at least for this moment  
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raining tache with a, g, e, and ampersand 



 experiment-o issue two november 2009     14 

P
e

te
r 

C
ic

a
ri

e
llo

 

someone else lives in this house 


