
Going a Long Way Out Only to End Up Where You Started1

The country we live in’s illegible, impossible of access.
We climb, like our deepest selves, out of it forever.
Upward, we think, but who knows.

--C. Wright2

1
I’d been having that dream where Hamlet slips a sword
Under your collar bone.  It was painless, but the noise was killing me… 
Then Tate3 sticks his head in the window and says “Fuck the Astronauts!”
“Yes,” I say, “Fuck the Astronauts!”     

I had gotten myself into a real pickle.
Or was it that spring I spent perched on the tip of a branch, almost budding.

I think it was in New Haven.4

A piece of this     then    that
One long sentence
That goes nowhere.5

A game of sorts,     in which you can play both sides.
I got the axe in the first act.

Kaput, see ya later--- the cane around my neck.
That was when I had top billing in a traveling vaudeville show.

We hit all the best haunts.
My partner6 was a ghost, who could be made to dance
By manipulating a series of knobs in the ether.
Or was it the miasma7? 

It’s a question of lost opportunities…
But seriously folks, who really eats these things anyway?

I mean…
I was stuck on that point where one thing becomes an other

All the time thinking I was Cary Grant8 or something.

1 Or: a personal history in which I recast myself as something other.
2 From the poem IF YOU TALK THE TALK, YOU BETTER WALK THE WALK by Charles Wright one of  
his Buddhism through a Christian lens poems.
3 James Tate.  American Poet b. 1943.  The poem Fuck the Astronauts originally appeared in Hints to 
Pilgrims 
4 A city in Connecticut to which I have never visited
5 This is a reference to the poem itself, the poem that is building itself around this sentence.
6 This person, to my knowledge, does not exist.
7 A vague reference to my obsession with the Black Death.  I was obsessed with the Plague from Dec. 03 
to May 04
8 This originally read Tyrone Power, but for reasons I do not wish to go into I have changed it to Cary 
Grant



2
It was in the Badlands that we first noticed that the earth hums.
Liam9 passed me the bottle, smiled, then gunned it.

I was holding open auditions for the role of muse.
But somehow something got the better of me.  One     slow     tick      and the word was
...

A radical departure       a turn towards…

You had asked me where it was that I was from. 
I took out a personals ad and answered it myself10.  
I met myself in some shady bar…    Then

Even my assumed names took on assumed names.  
We would get together and complain about the weather.  
One of us was lazy; one was always taking notes on the others, 
Another was always stealing everyone else’s best lines.11  
There definitely was a shortage of socks.

…
This was after I had spent a month in jail for failing to somethingortheother

However…
When we pulled the car in you leaned over, put your hand on my shoulder, and in a very 
fatherly way, assured me that yes there is a Santa Claus, and that perhaps we could find 
him here, roaming the streets of Seattle, tufted out, looking for a bit of mean.

The bottle came out again.  We were rolling.

3
Hang on the phone is ringing.

I wanted to understand what it was that I was saying.  There wasn’t a reference guide.
So I placed a set of wings in my stomach and a fish in your belly.  This is the best I could 
come up with.  
Was there a night we spent in the dark listening to Chopin?  
When I woke I wanted to know:

all these houses the color of rain.
Which one did we live in?

Oh, yes.  That’s right.  Not a one.12

4
I disappeared and resurfaced in the               , floating or flying I can’t remember.

All I could say to anyone: “  ”

9 This person exists. Tho this never happened
10 This never happened.
11 This did
12 Rilke: Fling the emptiness out of your arms into the spaces we breathe;/perhaps the birds will feel the 
expanded air with more passionate flying.



There were other characters here.  But their names are being withheld upon request.13

Several chapters or months are missing here.

Liam turns to me and asks “What the fuck are you doing?”
I’m driving this car into the heart of the heart of the country

Remember that night we spent in Istanbul?14

In the long night…
Wait….
Listen…15

5
After that I went and settled down on a farm.  All that was inside growing black

I wrenched out from myself and planted in the fields.  
You are not the voice of one crying out in the wilderness.16  

6
Eventually everything will get smaller 
The lamb will lay down with the kitty
I will circumnavigate the globe
In my hand will be a map that has nothing to do with the journey.
Think of me as the long night growing black behind your eyes.
Oh…wait…was that what I meant to say?
I’ve had enough already
It’s too much to contain.  
…
Here we go, into the breach…17 

13 Their names are (Tho changed to protect identities): Mark, David, Ruth, Heather, Linda, and Johnny 
Cash.
14 What is now called Asian Istanbul was probably inhabited by people as early as 3000 BC. Eventually, 
in the 7th century, Greek colonists led by King  Byzas established the colony of Byzantium, the Greek 
name for a city on the Bosphorus. Byzas chose the spot after consulting an oracle of Delphi who told him to 
settle across from the "land of the blind ones." Indeed, Byzas concluded, earlier settlers must have been 
deprived of their sight to have overlooked this superb location at the mouth of the Bosphorus strait. This 
proved an auspicious decision by Byzas, as history has shown Istanbul's location important far beyond what 
these early Greek settlers might possibly have conceived. Byzas gave his name to the city: Byzantium…
15 Insert the ineffable
16 See: Luke 3:4, or Matthew 3:3
17 
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