
HOW TO PROGRESS 

 

  

if Rome is in Italy 

and so is Sicily 

then I guess you must be 

walking like a hunchback 

              in New York 

not as place but including 

              the stars you move 

              and turn under 

 

while it rained on one corner 

              & your cigarette 

and you were soaked 

 to the bone 

afraid of 

              freezing lonely 

 

‘I don’t want to die there’ 

a friend told me 

              yesterday with tears 

she will not 

and I will not 

              ‘die there’ 

              you will not 

 

I went out to steal a modest piece 

             of black & classless warmth 

from a place that 

would be smartest to sell 

              lapels 

they are oblivious 

and drunk there 

              not in their 

minds sitting 

 in the basement 



 

 where I was brought shivering 

and uninformed 

 

              they handcuffed me 

for immorality 

              and being freezing but 

no one noticed 

                  my squeaking sandals 

or hair adrip 

and put me in a small cell 

for hours 

                 where I was reminded 

of sleep and how I 

               dearly do hate it 

 

time was passing 

               like a fattish fog 

and POLICE at their computers 

had business worse to mind 

               than me 

               they never stole 

               a thing I guess 

               and saw that I had fifty dollars & 73 cents 

               on me and frowned discourteously 

 

I hummed in that scratched place 

I said gosh how I’d like a book 

to read but because paper 

is lethal I was forced on 

myself left alone all defeated 

by cold in the lungs and nearly out 

my irritated nostrils 

 

fingerprints were trite 

mug shots an old story 

I couldn’t help thinking 



how pleased I ought to be: 

busted at sixteen! 

I didn’t allow my eyes 

to pour until they released me 

and the sun considered 

              setting 

 

since then & since Italy moved towards 

a soft collapse 

              and Rome vanished 

from my magnum opus 

many things have progressed 

I am shamed only by the date 

               of my trial 

 

and asleep last night — a bleeding sleep 

  

I climbed through a lot of windows 

damaged a lot of roofs 

                              defaced walls and ran into 

                              the one place 

                 I’m forbidden to go 

                              before I could drag myself 

                              out the door 

                              a cruel salesgirl 

                              grabbed my wrist and 

                              crying out I woke 

                              fell off the bed 

                              (not my own bed) 

                              but incidentally by a window 

                              and on the tangled floor fought quickly 

                              to escape a wakeful quake 

 

and now that the cafes 

are no longer full 

of the people I am 

              partial to 



I make up my mind 

              to go along with 

certain chairs & tables 

              in certain bookstores 

until they stop playing 

              hard bop 
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