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Part 1: To Divine 
 

Get your will out of the way 

Negative Capability 

Associative Systems  

Tomaz Salamun: Untitled (“White”) 

Charles Simic: Untitled (“My mother was a braid of black smoke”) 
 
 

 
Part 2: To Wake 
 

Recurring Dream: Marie Louise von Franz (pioneering Jungian psychoanalyst) 

The Classic Lyric Poem 

Waking and Knowing 

Deconstruction: Jacque Derrida (French Philosopher) 

L=A=N=G=U=A=G=E  

Michael Palmer: Autobiography 

Jean Valentine: Willi, Home 

The Aubade: Morning Poem 
 
 

 
Part 3: To Dream 
 

The Visio 

Shane McCrae: The Hell Poem 

Revise towards strangeness 
 

 

You’re encouraged to get McCrae’s The Gilded Auction Block and read “The Hell Poem” before my 
lecture.  

If you go looking for “The Hell Poem” on-line, you’re likely to find outtakes and pre-next book poems 
from the project, which is cool! But they won’t be sections published in “The Hell Poem in The Gilded 
Auction Block, on which my lecture turns. 
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NEGATIVE CAPABILITY 

 
British Romantic poet John Keats offered this in a letter to friends in 1817: 
 

… & at once it struck me, what quality went to form a Man of Achievement especially in literature 
& which Shakespeare possessed so enormously - I mean Negative Capability, that is when man is 
capable of being in uncertainties, Mysteries, doubts without any irritable reaching after fact & 
reason. 

 
_____________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
Tomaz Salamun (Contemporary, Slovenian: 1941-2014) 
 
Untitled, from Selected Poems, edited by Robert Hass. 

 
White, 
older brother of a wedding guest, 
don’t wait for mist, 
don’t wait for rice. 
 

_____________________________________________________________________________________ 
 

Charles Simic (Contemporary, American: b. 1938) 
 
Untitled, from The World Doesn’t End (1993) 

 
My mother was a braid of black smoke. 
She bore me swaddled over the burning cities. 
The sky was a vast and windy place for a child 

to play. 
 We met many others who were just like us. 
They were trying to put on their overcoats with 
arms made of smoke. 
 The high heavens were full of little shrunken 
deaf ears instead of stars. 

 

_____________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
Marie Louise Von Franz, one of our pioneering Jungian psychologists, writes of a recurring dream that 
accosted the son of a pastor for years: 
 

He dreamed that he was walking through a vast wasteland. He heard steps behind him. 
Anxiously he walked faster, but the steps too became more rapid. He began to run, the 
terror still behind him. Then he came to the edge of a deep abyss and had to stand still. 
He looked down; deep, deep down, thousands of miles below he saw hell fires burning. 
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He looked around and saw, or rather sensed in the dark, a demonic face. Later on, the 
dream recurred exactly as before, except that instead of the demon the dreamer saw the 
face of God. And when he was almost 50 years old he had the same dream for the last 
time, but this time panicky fear drove him and he jumped off the edge of the abyss into 
the depths below. As he fell, thousands of little square white cards floated downward 
with him from above. On each card, in black-and-white, a different mandala had been 
drawn. The cards floated together into a kind of a floor so that he did not fall into hell but 
found a firm landing about halfway down. Then, he looked back, upward to the edge of 
the abyss, and there he saw--his own face! 

 
_____________________________________________________________________________________ 
 
 
Michael Palmer (Contemporary American, b. 1943) 
 
AUTOBIOGRAPHY 
 
 

All clocks are clouds.  

Parts are greater than the whole.  

A philosopher is starving in a rooming house, while it rains outside.  

He regards the self as just another sign.  

Winter roses are invisible.  

Late ice sometimes sings.  

 

A and Not-A are the same.  

My dog does not know me.  

Violins, like dreams, are suspect.  

I come from Kolophon, or perhaps some small island.  

The strait has frozen, and people are walking—a few skating—across it.  

On the crescent beach, a drowned deer.  

 

A woman with one hand, her thighs around your neck.  

The world is all that is displaced.  

Apples in a stall at the streetcorner by the Bahnhof, pale yellow to blackish red.  
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Memory does not speak.  

Shortness of breath, accompanied by tinnitus.  

The poet’s stutter and the philosopher’s.  

 

The self is assigned to others.  

A room for which, at all times, the moon remains visible.  

Leningrad cafe: a man missing the left side of his face.  

Disappearance of the sun from the sky above Odessa.  

True description of that sun.  

A philosopher lies in a doorway, discussing the theory of colors  

 

with himself  

the theory of self with himself, the concept of number, eternal return, the sidereal pulse  

logic of types, Buridan sentences, the lekton.  

Why now that smoke off the lake?  

Word and things are the same.  

Many times white ravens have I seen.  

 

That all planes are infinite, by extension.  

She asks, Is there a map of these gates?  

She asks, Is this one called Passages, or is that one to the west?  

Thus released, the dark angels converse with the angels of light.  

They are not angels.  

Something else.  
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Jean Valentine (Contemporary American, b. 1934) 

Willi, Home 

                                       In memory 

Last night, just before sleep, this: a bright 
daffodil 
lying in bed, with the sheet pulled up to its chin. 
Willi, did I ever know you? The shine 
in the lamplight!      of your intelligent glasses, 
round and humorous. 
Did I ever know myself? When I 
start bullshitting I see your eyebrows fly . . . This book 
is dedicated to Willi, 
whom I do not know, 

whom I know. The words in my head 
this morning 
(these words came from an angel): 
“It’s too late to say goodbye. 
And there are never enough goodbyes.” 
I know: the daffodil 
is me. Brave. Willi’s an iris. Brave. 
Brave. Tall. Home. Deep. Blue. 

_____________________________________________________________________________________ 

Shane McCrae (Contemporary American, b. 1975) 

Sonnet for Desiree Fairooz Prosecuted for Laughing at Jeff Sessions’ Confirmation Hearing 

(excerpt) 

 

America I’m laughing can you hear me 
I’m laughing when I heard you say you     weren’t 
Racist because you shared a hotel room 
On more than one occasion with a black 

 
Lawyer I’m laughing while you worked to keep him 
From voting     can you hear me when I heard  
You say you liked the KKK    until 
You learned the Knights smoked pot I’m laughing 
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Shane McCrae 

The Hell Poem 

(excerpts) 

…the speaker of “The Hell Poem” gets a foul-mouthed robot bird, who makes one of the grand entrances 
in American poetry: looking like “a big    gray seagull” it drops down between the speaker’s feet and starts 
barking like a dog: 

 
     barking it said Hey fuck you 
asshole you fucking asshole fuck 
You follow me and coughed this little 
     skeleton hand up 
          middle finger up 
          Then it took off 
     barking 

 

….. 

 

At the beginning of 

           The world you want to know what 
      God said what words God spoke to 
Call humans into being 
The boss says God said Snails 

           Make shells humans make hells 
      And winked and there you were 

_____________________________________________________________________________________ 
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