
POEMS 

 

 

and throughout all of them 

a series of pressures stay on 

cabin pressure the pressure 

to get things to move 

so they move places 

with an ear cupped to the air 

the sea rolling out a titanic ovum 

and you experience it in the head 

a solo for alto clarinet under 

all this lisp and boom 

 

* 

 

Dated materials crumpled 

tossed out with those statements 

you'll never live down 

ones you made a few years ago 

in a fit of rage 

to reporters 

 

You rub people 

one way or another just by being here 

right? friction 

its effects on electrons 

that go where they please 

like an overall pattern thinks 

it's got it all figured out 

meanwhile one is expressed 

as a function of other 

a trick like being itself 

the ambiguities I think we can agree 

are of no interest 

 

I will not give you any more of this dualist crap 



I promise 

I'll continue 

 

* 

 

In a crowd hissing as they push 

and shove each other around 

vying for position in line 

you struggle to hollow out a quiet 

or just find it in an instant 

of inspired patience 

shadows in a desk drawer 

where the matchstick god waits 

in an Easy Strike box 

then his head is struck 

hot spot 

 

* 

 

An oblong ocean 8 

spruces the Goose Bossa 

swing of a girth 

now gravity catapults it 

its corrugated flow 

waves its way up 

a crescendo of vests 

the mopping fat of it 

one pull from inside another 

or say anything then 

multiplied by one universe 

equals itself 

 

* 

 

And off you go 

on field trips 

jot an itinerary of studied nonsense 



built up into a big Klangfarbenmelodie. 

conducted by thyrsus 

 

No I don't think I've heard this one 

in fact no one has 

its tune fit to a cloud's measure 

tone shoes go for a walk 

accompanied by comb and continuo 

slopes brushed down then a flush 

slide up the talking 

 

* 

 

Lamplit frieze streams across the wall 

the poet types away he is neither 

of us but a disembodiment 

that dreams 

we could care less 

about who we are 

since in the poems 

we never have to be what 

we think we are 

 

Turning around I pick out 

something the clock muttered 

pin words on the calendar 

then a pause things have fallen 

into place for a second 

before the next dark horse 

deepens its advance 

this alarming freedom 

the sea whitens the rocks up ahead 

the past unfurls its pageantry 

before the near-future 

 

* 

 



Four seasons a year 

fanfare and glamour 

the hours go by in scarves 

a lovely paranoia 

events hurled one after another 

dizzying voices 

talk in me so much 

my own is lost 

 

But that's the point 

of all these poems 

what they must sound like 

without you 

while clouds communicate 

only weather 

at either end of the line 

phone of silence 

a poet eavesdrops 

at the switchboard 

 

* 

 

Whipped around confused 

by the weather’s hooting 

drenches my head 

drips down billboards 

the sea breathes through its perforated capsules 

my feet in my shoes 

I walk invisible on the street 

flushes of orange overhead 

extended references to the upper air 

whispering as the sky empties 

 

Today is partly cloudy and the Chrysler Building 

beset with a gleam 

that only happens in mid-January 

legions engaged in the use of graph paper 



for keeping records of stock prices 

and changes in weather alike 

 

* 

 

Then the graph paper disintegrates 

jumble of lines 

 

The parallels around a woman's head 

the flowing space suggests a solid 

violet cheek yellow hat 

tension of nose forearm and shoulder 

engaged within a column a continuum 

applying pressure 

 

But I’ve just put these here so 

maybe they shouldn’t be trusted 

 

* 

 

What if these galaxies that fly across the sky 

are only toys 

bricks in the wall meet in whiteness 

chalking a dream language on the awake side 

of perception real/ unreal split 

OK bring in the phantom 

 

* 

 

It leaps from lips spring-mounted 

the nuances dart across a marquee 

of varicolored bulbs under them a girl 

with a breast-shaped head weeps 

among discarded popcorn bags and ticket stubs 

her boyfriend got sharked in the alley 

 

* 



 

You see how the city bypasses 

even the most genuine melodramas 

trumpeting its catalogue of successes 

in faux-Saturnian splendor 

in the display cases a new run 

of Diamond Octopus Swiss watches 

as seen on TV can be perused at a glance 

on the way home from the office 

 

The ancient locomotive chugs across the horizon 

thrilling me again as it barrels through time 

its smokestack song billows in my ear 

before the fog closes 

I look down at my watch 

I'm myself again 

 

* 

 

Particle specified or not to a trill 

winch difference 

 

* 

 

Breath and rumor 

calipers move to the window 

they listen take notes 

dented space absorbing pigment 

you eye an awkwardness 

distinguish among samples 

a bend of air 

 

 

* 

 

In the original I left out a few letters 

my head was a medicine cabinet 



a few cotton swabs on the shelf 

it was all smoke and mirrors 

 

Suppose an outside 

doesn't need an inside 

sentences languished on the rocks 

but this language isn't bad 

there are eight or nine vowels to choose from 

rattle out of the type-writer 

which occupies an office desk 

in a lost movie scene 

the words just happen the phrase “why not?” 

comes to mind often 

 

* 

 

Sorry to interrupt but I have to take 

this phone call from a ghost 

good to hear your voice 

but since when is no news good? 

more worth mentioning? 

the Kansas state bird the meadowlark 

flies off its emblem 

now dashes now darts its wingtips 

stitch commas and periods 

like an embroidered handkerchief 

waving in the breeze 

 

* 

 

Having been rained on for a week now 

a newspaper heap blossoms 

and bee-hives ignite a new series 

of random honks on a grid 

no particular order 

stray broadcasts pulse 

daffodils tossing cancel time 



as the sun-lathered wind 

drenches a field of blonde 

where the wandering poet 

can almost always find several scattered radios 

though whether or not they’ll tell him much 

is another thing 

 

I have to keep fighting off the truth 

so I can breathe a little 

without interruption of 800 numbers 

crash of cymbals machine gun fire 

 

* 

 

Now halfway up the manuscript 

flying in at an acute angle 

to the reader who stands in the sun 

the meadowlark appears in full 

the black V on its breast 

points across the white 

 

* 

 

Spatula activity flips over options 

for future research once again 

I attempt to make a day as it happens 

chirping in this field book 

new vowels to index 

parallel umbrellas 

 

* 

 

Cream canvas night 

a few minutes brushed over it 

my life revealed by hounds-tooth 

a thatch of numeral 

the stars set in bold print 



 

A humming gets going 

intensification of singular 

splashing down and similar straight lines 

no two umbrellas together 

snap open 

halos in gloom 

 

 

 

           Roger Van Voorhees 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


