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I was blessed in the old house,
I could always smell Lysol
as we listened to the Guiding Light
and my mom murmured she wished she were God
and I was preternaturally sick again
full of meds and marks on my body
reading about aliens and the Bermuda Triangle,
a little precocious,
wetting the bed awake.
Later I was lying on the couch
like a little baby
with the landline to my ear
as my case manager
was whispering sweet nothings
when my dad suddenly appeared
hovering over me angrily
and I shouted “No dad no” and then my
case manager said He’s never seen you like this
and I said Oh
he’s seen me like this before, all right.
Was I ever here in Carbondale with my sister,
was I ever awake,
did I ever have control
over the stuff that came out of my mouth,
did I ever really leave,
did I ever forget,
could I tell when something was a dream,
could I protect
what we once were, and what
no one could ever take from us?
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After the Prelude
Hardstyle is hearing
the nurses in the next room
calling you to a terrifying orgy
and having
no idea whether what
you’re hearing is half-baked
or ingenuous.
After twenty years all I have to
deal with are the
embers of my once hot head.
There was some half life decay
on the other side
of that elegant door.

Acknowledgments:

You can’t ﬁnd any hatred here or happenstance
in the dark room with the big TV
and if I do Hotmail and stay apart
and say my prayer it’s always the case
that God let’s me off the hook.
I’m chronic.
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“Homeward” appeared in the inaugural issue of Book of
Matches.
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in bed
during the advent
of the primal scene of instruction
(having wrestled with all the doctors and clergy
who seemed to me to be double dealing
and who would no longer take my call)
my head was tossing because I’d
just read up on the Celts
so I got up and looked
out the open clear window
at the grey Masonic Temple where
the night before
I’d had my fall and ﬁrst love
and been picked up by the paramedics
and when I closed the window
it was so frustrating
to look at such a murky pane.
What’s funny is
I was starting to mean something
and not mean it at the same time.
What’s funny is that all of this is literal.
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Free As Can Be
As I walked stiff
through the typically referential wilderness
and felt nothing
but the cruel demonic discourse
I woke up and understood
that I had truly been
in an exile for many years.
I’m sober now and I’ve seen everything
and I’ve been faithfully
taking the required notes
during all the deaths
and the numb demolitions.
But the altar in the clearing
overlooking the stopped-up creek
was still erect. I would make
some kind of sacriﬁce
to the Prime Mover but nothing
would sufﬁce.
So I turned back reluctantly
to that split-off errant path
and quickly made my way back
to the old familiar one
that was still, still going two ways.
I even pretended that I had a choice.
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The same black line
that was drawn on you
was drawn on me
Jakob Dylan
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Homeward
Hell, I’m going to bleed
all the way back home
and my sister is going to drive us
by the empty lot
where I hung out my window
and handed down a Hendrix CD
to a Wash. U. kid
who’d picked me up on a deserted
West County road
in the middle of the night after
I’d been kicked out of a party
for crying over an INXS song.
I mean, there’s just no time.
It’s been so long since I’ve seen the arch.
I’m all fried and freaked out,
forlorn, something’s
terribly wrong with my perception
as I pick up on Sartre with my unstopped ear
and tangle with the concurrency
of Cupid and Lesbia and Christ
and my blood is so real it’s there
but I think
it might have stopped moving
but I can’t meet with my doctor in person
so I’m telling myself I’m a new creation and
I’ve come out the other side, I’m homeward bound.
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Uncovered

Present Tense in Carbondale

I pray that when I go back
to the Loop and U City
and see my wise young therapist
she lets us
pick up where we left off
with all that Jungian stuff and
the Inﬂation and Individuation

Now I’m walking down the stairs
to get my dry clothes in the basement
and I see something
from the corner of my eye
and I have to tell you
I’m a little freaked out
until I realize
it’s only the shadow of my foot.
And I’m sad,
wearing these black and grey
striped pajamas
my sister got me which
strangely make me look
a little like a prisoner.

and especially the smell of diesel
at the nearby bus terminal and bright dimes
on the ground and signs on the
light poles and people
trying so hard to tell me something
and my God State Delusion
which is my one big contribution
and the great big stone spiral which
I’m either ascending or descending
with my gold guitar and urgent note
to Lesbia explaining that I heard that
poems aren’t really made up of words.
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The Cure

Resentiment

I was watching the Cure
on my dear sister’s ﬂatscreen
so elegant in the exile here
and I became
a little sentimental
for Lesbia and Scholars House
and how much I loved her
and then I proceeded
to get really sad which was good
because for so many years I
couldn’t feel anything at all
but then the sadness turned on me
and I started
to totally freak out
so I took my Ativan and
in a little while I became cool
and I thanked God
and I thought man
I couldn’t even imagine
what I’d feel
if I were still on dope and beer.
But, you know, Lesbia would
never tell me how many times she
tripped. So what, she’s wealthy now.
What she did do, was this:
I showed her
a poem and asked her
if I could get away
with making a peculiar phrase.
It’s poetry, Matt, she said.
You can do anything you want.

Last night I dreamt of a man
I knew who wanted to see things.
I was on an eastbound train
and we were supposed
to pick him up at the next stop.
But when we got there
he took a look at me and refused to get on.
So we departed, heading for Byzantium.
Trip on that, my elevated mentors!
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I Saw Something That Wasn’t There

A Bit of Sexy Confusion

I don’t know if all of this is sickness or vision.
I had a terribly sad
memory today. During the radical
time when I was screaming
my mom said my dad said
he could make a little writing space
for me at his print shop.
I don’t know, I guess I wasn’t all there,
I wasn’t done yet destroying the Door.

Here I am somewhere
writing about somewhere else.
What is all of this
if not hardcore sublimation?

Are the Fates related to Fatuous?
I think it was Derrida
who said your eyes never change.
But my eyes change every day.
And then as I was ﬁghting sorrow
in the other room I heard
my sister ask,
Do you want to take me to the doctor?
I was stricken—but I got a reprieve.
When she spoke again she said,
I said, do you want to try my nachos?
They say this ‘work’ is ﬁnding out about yourself.
Then I’m doing what they do at CERN:
Just collide a bunch of stuff off
each other and see what happens.
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I didn’t know what a beatnik was
but my dad kept squealing
“Work! Work!”
And I tried to get into academia
but they wouldn’t let me near.
So I made my play,
I’m down here in Carbondale
waiting out the pandemic
and I guess I can say
anything I want.
I’m writing this on the painting
I use to ﬁll my tobacco pouch
quite carefully, trying not
to get anything on the ﬂoor.
It’s a process, dummy,
and that’s gotta count for something.
This morning my laptop
was covered in vines and ﬂowers.
I’ve been so passive,
offending the budding philosophers.
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Miracle on Freeman Street

i.e.

It does seem
to require some effort,
he said,

Here’s one of many structures:
He was faithfully taking his meds
and reading and writing and drinking coffee
all day long and while he still felt
like shit he was getting by
but then his dad couldn’t take it anymore
and came home from work angry one day
and resentful, Twenty-eight and no job!
Still living here and eating my food! A slacker!
So the kid felt bad and humiliated
but he was confused
about whatever he was going through
so he was unable to make any cogent defense
and took an attitude of “I’ll show them”
and proceeded to stop taking all his meds
and pretty soon the house was ﬁlled
with arguments and strange behavior and screaming
but his father
basically thought the kid needed a shower and a job
and his mom cried
because her son had once been on top of the world
so ﬁnally she had to take him to the hospital again
and again he was diagnosed with schizophrenia
and the doctors tried to explain that it was a difﬁcult illness
and as the kid got straightened out it cost the government
many thousands of dollars and his dad thought it was all
bullshit and his mom could barely hold it together.

and got up to put on the coffee
and proceeded to dance.
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One of Those Days
I thought I was here to say something
and mean something else,
something that my friends, the homeless critics,
could get in a misprision.
But after having been displaced for quite a while
in this Exile Lite,
I can feel God blowing through
the dust. I was shot at
on my way to Starbucks, I was left alone
when Diana took off after
I fell off the ledge of the Masonic Temple
and the ambulance took me to the ER
where they set my wrist under morphine
and I sang my regrets to the nurse, I’ve seen
such beautiful big salmon coming down the river
and then heading out to the ocean
off the coast of Alaska, I’ve walked though reference
up and down Manhattan in twelve degrees
with only a windbreaker
and split a white ﬁsh sandwich with a cop,
and oh, my teachers were with me when the radio
said to go to the hospital and I had to take Haldol
and every bit of this was burned out of me and stale.
It’s true I don’t want to scrawl across the heavens anymore.
Now I can sit calmly at the bar with my Diet Coke
while some social worker asks if those days feel
like a dream. “Everything’s a dream,” I say.
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Just Because I Read Nietzsche Doesn’t Mean I Took That
Many Drugs
Here I am in the exile where
every cough
makes you think you’re dying
and everything’s still another world,
everything deferred, and now my cousin
wants to wean me
off all meds
and I have been compliant for eighteen
long years on Clozaril
and have not taken one intoxicant
so that I have learned how
to behave and some drunk people
are like he was just on drugs
because I’m so jovial
on the elevator
but if I miss a dose
the moon falls into the ocean
and God and the devil make a bet
and Dr Valentine said maybe
the mushrooms brought it out but
it ain’t goin away and
this is all so base and abstract
and I go off on my rant because
as I’ve indicated I deal with my diagnosis
and nobody can see Freediggy!
So when Red says I don’t
have diabetes or delusions
I’ll make my way toward purity
and say what I want to say
and if anyone asks what’s wrong
with me I will happily say, Oh,
just a touch of leprosy.

13

Looking Down as I Walk

Maybe It’s Just Me

The life of the mind
is writing your name
on a jailhouse wall.

Last night in the wee hours I opened
a book of poems by
a very old and wise woman
and I found the poems to be
sublime and awful, all interwoven
and suggestive. In short,
I was afraid. And then this morning
before I closed the book
the poems were clear and concise, almost classical.

I guess I had to go to hell.
And now the stupid bell rings
when I walk by Richmond Place
and it freaks me out like it always did
as I recall how Michele
had warned me when I was on
the precipice of solipsism.
But like I said, I had to go.
And if there’d been some hand
to hold in that
drastic symbolic mess
I would have grasped it.

I am taking a walk down Freeman Street
to where it dead-ends creepily
into a forest with a little trail.
As I go along I ﬁnd an even smaller trail
jutting off and I take that one
and when I get to the edge of the creek
there’s a clearing with a little circle
of Stonehenge-type stones
and an altar in the middle with feathers on it.
I don’t know what kind of shit this is
but I do know that
I never wanted to have power over anyone.
And I know that I have been
in a battle for the soul, and that I
have messed the devil up, and that I have died
and come back. I am sorry that men are destroying the world.
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The Average Reader Will Get It

Prescription Authority

Thanks to the abundance
of the government
I’m down here on easy street
in the Carbondale Writer’s Retreat
with my sister. I know that
Rome gave her special poet a villa.

You would do well
to remind yourself
of all those times walking around
and thinking,
“I need help.”

But I do miss walking through Ladue
to see my last best therapist.
She was the one who got
so excited when I mentioned
my shadow personality
and all the crazy shit I’d done.
“Let’s talk more about that,” she said,
her eyes shinning bright.

Because now
when you’re at the family reunion
they’re all like,
“Matt’s the one with the diagnosis
but he’s the sanest of us all.”
You would do well
to ﬁgure out
how that happened.

Oh, I was nearly infatuated,
a shaman staring at the stop light,
I dreamt I was drinking volumes,
wearing rags, no dentures, conﬁned again
to the poor house,
and this time in my mind it was my dad
who took me to the psych ward. So I’m
comforted, I ended up with everything I wanted.
I’m in a small town, unbothered, writing poems.
It’s just that God had to force my hand.

22

15

Disguise

The Vacuum

I’m feeling more and more
like Palestine
is right here in Carbondale.
I’ll be the guy high
up in the tree.

If I write an academic poem
it will probably be
on accident.

I see a Samaritan on a skateboard.
I see the postman
trying to proselytize a guy
who thinks the virus is a hoax
perpetrated by the Deep State
in order to control the populace.
Oh, I see heretics everywhere!
I wonder what it was
twelve years ago
when Electric Tony and I
went to brainstorm
with forties in Forest Park
and the drizzling rain kept getting
our notebooks wet
and Tony wouldn’t stop talking about the Wilderness.
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Every day I tell myself
that when I open my mouth
I’m going to say something
stable and sane
and full of apparent truth.
But then I shout something discordant.
My sister says
I’m obsessed with academia.
I do enjoy talking to professors.
Oh, I know what it is!
I want to be something
and not be something
at the same time.
A cardinal alights near where I smoke.
Before this exile
seeing a cardinal in St Louis
was a rare treat. Let me revert
to college and my he’s-got-his-shit-together
mentor. When I complained my crazy poems
would keep me out of academia, he cried,
Matt, no professors read contemporary poetry anyway.
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Switch Hitter

Psychotic Day

There’s a little bird
washing herself in the rainwater
in the gutter.
She chirps a bit and ﬂashes her wings,
indicating
that there’s something wrong with me
emotionally.

Now famous people are quoting me,
I think to myself
while having a cigarette
as my sister cuts the grass.

My sister was such a dreamer.
She had an imaginary friend
named Jenna and it was strange because
we didn’t know anyone named Jenna.
I was a Beatles freak
who had to keep the ﬂuid of our house
in order. I read John Calvin.
We’re stuck in Carbondale now
where my sister teaches at the university
and I write poems in a trance. I feel
pretty guilty about it.
Today on my walk I passed
a woman ensconced in a thick bower
asking all kinds of questions and
being answered either
by the devil or someone on a smart
phone. They castigated me for being on SSI.

20

I dream of a time
before this black line
was drawn through my name.
After I wrote this I found there was a friend
who didn’t believe I was myself. It freaked me out.
She said I was an imposter.
I said it’s me, Matt, from the sixth ﬂoor,
I’m down in Carbondale with my sister.
Bullshit, she said, and hung up.
Then I heard a bunch of wild
teenagers walking down the street saying
things that had two meanings. How can I
‘work’ under this ridiculous pressure?
I dream of a time when I met
a young woman at Kennedy’s who was
studying English at Truman State and seemed
so kind and as ever I was afraid to ask her
for her number and I dream of how the next day
I pored over the telephone book with such
hope and credulity, a distant scribbler, unknown.
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Changes

I’m So Damn Healthy

As I have gone
from being The Little Drummer Boy
to the sodden criminal,
wondering in
this lonely little room
how it might have been possible
for Jakob Dylan
to have written a song about me,
the birds have stayed the same.

I was just thinking
that I couldn’t possibly die
any more
than I already have.

The rivers have stayed the same.
It’s fun to deconstruct the Eastern Discourse.
And it’s true—
parked desolate across the street
as a world-wide pandemic rages
is the exact version
of a car my buddy drove in high school.
I know that God loves me,
but I don’t know why.

Then you get a night like last night.
My heart was weak
and I could barely breathe;
I was lying in bed looking
at the clock. If there were words for this
they would be
fragmented and ugly, jagged, as they
told how early scenes
were ﬂashing at me in rebuke.
But are words things and things words?
I used to think so.
I used to think I was freaking out
because I never quite freaked
out all the way, like Soren did after
taking a hit, weeping and wailing,
or like Emerson did
when he smashed his bong in the bathtub.
I need to change my perspective. When
the art therapist said I needed to die I should
have said I have, I have, and now I’m here.
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