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Preface

OUR STATES, whether social or organic, are composed of effects both
chosen (verses) and not (Imagination). When we hope for a future
different from the present we uncover the injustice of our imagina-
tion. We find the scales of value during the slow climb towards matu-
rity and knowledge, as we journey towards the completion of what
Valéry called our “whole training in the possible.” The “possible” is by
its very nature unequal. Though we may dream the dream of equal-
ity, we dream it on a scale much larger than ourselves. If we try to
make a poem of this dream, it will be smaller than its origins. Being
time-based beings, we cannot escape compromise, concealing history
with each new life, born to begin the accumulation of knowledge
from zero to one and so forth. Poetry is the frustration of such limits.
As an art form, it is a bridge of half measures on the way to the possi-
ble, drawn from the viewpoint, time frame and landscape of a single
life. The poem is unjust in its largesse, an axis point through which
the creator and the community of a shared language pass. The poem
offers a history of and a future for the mind’s prerogative to exist as
more than a memory of its milieus. It is a small but necessary inter-
vention, a crucial and critical disjuncture.

For all the violence sprung from the official versus the unofficial
book, where literature is found has less to do with its force than who
we are when we find it. Are we ready to receive it? Many have come
to literature from strange paths and pieced it together to their own
liking, ignoring all the established orders. Poetry is not for the passive.
It is, as Mayakovsky knew, at its very root tendentious. Even the love
poem agitates the beloved to fall in love with the poet.

These Imagination Verses were written over a five year period
(1990-1995) while I lived in Providence. They were not written as a
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book nor as a series but randomly in fits and starts, and are comprised
of a variety of different free verse forms. They were written out of a
desire to engage the universal lyric “I,” as well as the poetic line, with

all of its specific formal artifice.
J.M.
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Imagination Verses

What blame to us if the heart live on.
—HART CRANE






Home World

I will say what the register calls forth,
the range of the heart

a journey in the strap of speech,
unrealized, failing to grapple
with even the first word,

or world where I saw humans
in the shadows of buildings
unable to speak at all.

Their dark needs

had grown a weedy tent

over the earth, laid bare.

They could not see

the river for the bank

yet still kept talking

about the bridge.

I lived there too,

saw innocence

among the old

grown willowy.

My illusion could not deflect the float
or the filth upon it,

and all that foliage

what could it have meant
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in the light of adornment?

When I remembered nature

as an evil dream

that interrupted my house

and destroyed my family,

leaving me to covet.

I dreamt my sense could wend the fight away
and carnage was my hollow nourishment.

I could have grown tall,

but I awoke to no words and wonder left.

[4]



From a Distance I Can See

You have a lovely and familiar gravity,

and like in the apartment of my youthful reveries
each time I walk into you my city-bound Greyhound
rolls through the rain drenched streets,

a lightscape full of traffic and wondrous people

lies ahead, once you’ve caught view they shall demand
the tapering of all your beautiful fingers,

they shall tell your eyes to stop shooting such glances
for they are blocking your lips from seeming

red as they are, and what of gentle memory,

it frames your face and returns home devastated

to inform me of such boundaries shifting

that in them, as in you, my dreams shall rest just dreams,

the rain drenched city of adulthood, vanish in advances.
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I am Depressed without Your Pencil too

This house is one big search for meaning

or a clean dish, but without my dreamed for
vanity who can expect attention to order

or for that matter eternal beauty. This

house is a small space of rearrangements,

a paint box for important revolutions.

All orphaned overstuffs are welcomed here
as are rickety woods. And on that note
broken things may stay as long as they please,
whether or not they maintain their origins.
This house has given us objects to search for
with the comfort that they do exist,

though perhaps just as mementos

of the places that we’ve left. You’re busy
searching for your special pencil

that was last seen around the kitchen table,
and if people would just quit calling

I too could help you look, last seen I think

about the bed when all our friends were out of town.
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Night Train to Domestic Living Arrangements

In my own mind you have put me
beside compunction. Re-worked

this mourning room where looking
smacks of mother may I

though to this day I'll falter

when sleep holds sway.

Throw me over your deep end

with some faith next time,

as if to lend some bother to the vex.
I’'ve always wanted to be grown up
like a bureaucrat, a berth-rider
ordering night caps over the Rockies.
But you keep insisting on day planners,
bodies flat out. Which means,

for example, a random plea.

Do some dishes and get back to me.
I'm waiting at the ripping point
breast in hand, a broken spine

like any sign of care.

[7]



Not on My Seashore

You drew me under yards

of bad luck and backward lives,
you bucked up yarns

of past beguilers

who tended to shift away

from scripted misery.

Your islands of personality

give no good guidance

when desire breaks up

beauty’s trance to leave me

an Emptery waiting for visitors.

It was not I who was enamored

of the sky’s insipid blue,

the tilt of fisted history

roped and kinky with the tide.
You drew me like a family,

some false hope factory

from which to call in the new day!
Cut it out and give me that rope,

I will gladly beat my scared Crusoe

with the possibility of life

(8]



