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love letter to roland barthes

there was a girl in the park

scarves from her ankles to the bridge of her nose

and up over her gorgeous i imagine braids

she comes around the corner focused on her feet

until my air touches her air and she looks up

we are cold and alone and i smile at her

the crease in her forehead loosens as her eyebrows pull apart

and i am sure she was smiling back at me

this is a storytelling

plus the suspension of disbelief in the exhaustion of storytelling

this is a poem filled with conspiratorial jouissance

about the meaninglessness we search for in and through experience

and you will not like it

but you must engage it at all costs

worried as you are about why you do not like it

and whether this poem does not like you either

it will fail you and that is how it works

this is a poem filled with paranoia

about spoiled irony and not quite pastiche

because it performs through helpless metaphor

the never-ending tellability of an unspeakable allegory

without foreword or epilogue

i dreamt a wrought iron desk floating

up out of a furnace from which place

the fates had loving furious carved

in tiny block print covering the hovering object

all my future selves and the course of their damnation

but searching for an account of my death

i found only my right ankle

chained to the leg of the levitated animal

and on the cuff that bound me was welded

property of an unfamiliar name
prosopagnosia

this is the mirror 
and there is my face 
 
i think

something uncanny in the hairline to remember however slightly

the rings on those fingers touching that face are my possessions

those hands are mine and therefore that face is mine reassured

it is alright when you will not believe i cannot recognize myself

fear in its misstep may call a writer a liar but this is not the case

with so many mouths put forward you read something uncanny

you think 
  there is my author 
    and this is the book

xenoglossolalia

there are some rooms where for unnamed reasons

i have not however casually glanced up at the ceiling

walls may hold language i have not yet capacity to speak

i find myself how do you say 

beautiful 


oh 
she said 
english is not your first language

well 
i replied 
speech is not my first language

but because it is so very challenging

to love my self in the word

i have devoted my life to it

louis xiv had cannonballs inscribed

ultima ratio regnum 
the last argument of kings

but i prefer square objects like those atop the paris moma

chairs where mother and i lunched

blanc de poulet doré minute 
curry et chutney magnue

took photos of those beautiful chairs felt like daisy buchanan

square objects because more easily they generate round ideas

poems do not fly as the crows do

this is how i came to understand the value of curvature

and the deliberate construction of my self as super hero

french and french ability

i dreamt i was stoned to death

at an academic conference

for wearing a t-shirt

that said i heart camille paglia

and judy butler led the attack

anne waldman in glass

the nightingale came to me a half-dead legend goldmine

one should not ask any god questions that begin with why

and she sang that in my longing i was no longer learning

in her uneasiness she went behind a strong trunk podium

perhaps i want to know how they gave it to her so freely

reasons in their hearts for which they begged her to take it

every question posed to the poet bears a too hot kernel

the way the windows face in the room of never grieve

but my ears are sensitive to some versions of the truth

not all clocks keep pace and hers will soon wind down

she misses all the tick adrenaline tock flush flush flush

and remembers a time when she could not sing sing sing

i am a hummingbird with no feet

you will think i do not need them

but that was also my mistake before
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“John Yau is calling, his name has come up on the screen of my cell phone.  This makes me uneasy because I am John Yau, and I would like to believe that I am always answering to myself.”

this makes me uneasy because i am john yau

this like to believe answering always to myself

this john yau i would like that i am always myself

this i am always answering to myself because i believe

this answering john yau would believe makes myself

this that always makes believe would like john yau and i

this because i am john yau and believe that i am uneasy

and believe i would like answering to myself uneasy

and answering makes john yau uneasy to believe

this am i always because john yau makes myself

like me i believe that myself uneasy makes john yau

to answering myself would that i like to believe i am

answering i believe makes me always john yau to myself

this i john yau i uneasy i am myself answering me always

shutter speed

i have repeatedly apprehended my own image

crushed black pepper on yellow ceramic tile

shadow of my eyelashes most vivid and lovely

no mascara advert on thin magazine paper

shaving my legs face close to the wet wall

lids that lift to reach their stark double

for the first time an unblinking study surprise

now every week sharp welcome reminder

moments your camera could never capture

spectre of points on my body i cannot see

