
histrionical  
documentation 

in 

NAMES NAMED 

(a european lyric) 



I walked  

with the rats  

in Paris  

at night. 

I saw  

Saint Leos  

Carax’s tramps  

chew & devour. 

I saw Gustave 

Moreau’s Victime— 

asked Jean Charles 

if he  



invented Futurism. 

I saw Saint Laura 

Palmer, 

snow on tracks,  

a piglet hanged  

in the street. 

And the grave  

of Maldoror  

was no longer there.  

And the Europeans  

turned their eyes away. 

And my language  



was spoken  

and then it wasn’t. 

The rats know me  

better than I  

know myself.  

Rings made  

of rose gold,  

diamonds,  

& dust. 

We’re mountains  

floating in the sky, 

falling down  



on your head. 

Arthur 

Rimbaud 

isn’t dead,  

he’s just resting.  

The king  

of the rats  

is my father.  

Josephine,  

my mother,  

is singing.  

Friedrich Nietzsche  



in Turin:  

rats in Italy.  

One is angel,  

the other:  

same angel.  

Con isn’t crime,  

it isn’t  

even an art.  

The rats  

walk with me  

in Paris  

last night. 



The night before,  

we didn’t leave  

the room.  

Many days later,  

the masculine voices  

of Italian women 

on a train.  

One cuts  

her red nails— 

one sings.  

I was sick. 

I was  



wine sick.  

I was a broken  

Roman column 

falling  

on a black car— 

how cliche,  

how germane.  

Medicine pulses  

through head. 

The rats  

find Italy  

joyful  



in winter.  

The rats  

find the corpse  

of Julius Evola— 

death to Adolf  

inside. 

The rats find  

the remains  

of Italo Calvino, 

long live  

the symbol.  

On Roman roofs:  



the loudest birds  

I’ve ever heard. 

Many days pass. 

Micro-criminality &  

baby gangs. 

January 23:  

the Anti-Poet dies. 

January 24  

(less than ten days  

after birth):  

Saint Mark  

E. Smith 



dies— 

news in Palermo. 

I believe  

Carl 

Andre  

murdered  

his wife. 

Louis 

Althusser 

certainly murdered  

Helene  

and I’ve written  



about  

this before. 

In Genoa  

I think about  

husbands & wives. 

Kitchens,  

cars,  

& balconies  

are motives  

of the day. 

The danger  

of  



a neighborhood  

can be  

measured  

in tolerated waste. 

A wife waves  

goodbye  

and a goodbye  

is returned. 

How long must this go on? 

I would like,  

one day,  

to visit  



Virginia Woolf’s grave  

with a knife  

in my pocket. 

I have  

a black veil  

over my eyes  

but it’s not doing  

much good. 

Behold,  

a woman  

with the whip. 

Behold,  



a woman  

with garden shears. 

You return  

to Turin  

with just enough  

medication to kill  

yourself. 

You turn to Friedrich,  

on the train,  

and ask  

for advice. 

None  



is  

given. 

My house,  

in my head,  

is indiscernible  

concrete & glass. 

In Paris— 

city of  

romantic rats— 

we’re going to  

think back  

on spleen & bread. 



My new house,  

in my new head,  

has a garden  

facing  

the Tyrrhenian Sea— 

the Northwest side  

of her leg. 

How to be  

a better lover  

when neurotic  

to the point  

of extinction? 



Movement  

with  

medication— 

wander still  

a while longer. 

Turin is  

too close. 

Maybe Turin  

isn’t what  

I thought  

it was. 

Maybe  



the rats  

are fleeing  

Paris. 

On the newest train,  

they say:  

kill the rats  

and shove them  

to the ground. 

On the newest train,  

they say:  

you’re not  

in Sicily  



anymore. 

Emily Dickinson was  

a leader  

of the rats. 

Arthur Rimbaud was  

a leader  

of the rats. 

Paul Celan  

was a leader  

of the rats. 

Marcel 

Proust  



is  

the  

G-D  

of  

the  

rats. 

And… 

desert ethics  

is  

the elimination  

of svelte  

confidence. 



The stare  

of dead eyes  

in the direction  

of lively  

brown ones. 

Noses  

&  

their angles  

point outward  

like irrational  

Pinocchios  

discovered,  



untouched,  

after disaster. 

You can’t write disaster  

when you’re a sympathizer,  

Maurice Blanchot. 

They don’t know yet  

but  

they will. 

In the Genoa archives:  

your name  

is written  

in a red folder  



but it’s not  

for what seems  

to be  

the crime. 

Mystery’s madness  

is in low tones. 

The dead  

eyes  

are asleep  

and slouched. 

I believed  

the clouds  



in the desert  

were the only ones  

but the French  

are certainly  

there too— 

especially when  

the lunatic son  

does its best  

to destroy  

them. 

We’re now traveling  

toward the doctor. 



We’re now moving  

to the swan. 

Only Herr K.  

doesn’t know  

what  

to  

do. 

Herr K. waves  

& bows  

& dissolves. 

Bon voyage,  

buon viaggio,  



have a nice trip. 

Are there ducks  

in Paris? 

Is William 

Shakespeare  

in The River  

Seine? 

The new questions  

sound old. 

Old questions  

have  

modest comportments. 



In Lovers  

on the Bridge,  

Denis  

Lavant 

imitates  

a desperate man  

imitating an acrobat  

in the catacombs. 

An injured fox  

on green grass,  

in London,  

just laughed  



at me  

before strolling  

directly into  

an electric fence. 

When shall  

my sorrowful  

sighing slack? 

A collection  

of heads. 

Everything’s normal,  

everything’s  

possible. 



I’ll stop writing,  

for a 

while. 


