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The Octagon House 

On our visit we stayed at the octagon house— 
and were sleepless in view of  the eight-sided land. 
Uncombed grass webbed the sides of  the angled veranda. 
And on one side of  the eight-sided land 
the incandescent lanterns of  the doll shops flickered on. 
 
And we stretched out to sleep in the blue rosemaling 
houses of  Uvdal, and the melon-colored houses 
of  Forget-Me-Not, under the cool, peninsular hills 
beyond the spruces and glass-covered A-frames. 
 
And we were stressed out and wakeful on Zoloft 
and Asendin in the atomic houses of  Pripyat, 
and insomniac in the blue-stanchioned shadows 
of  Shasta Dam—and through the blackberry vines 
that covered the round cement window 
grew dizzy watching distant water 
falling silently over the spillway. 
Some heaven-shining-august child 
seemed to be petting a deer 
that was grazing yellow grass 
beyond the hydroelectric building. 
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And we were somnambulists at sunset in Anchorage 
where German tourists had gathered around 
a gargantuan piece of  jade, saying nothing, 
while it revolved there before them, cold 
as a fire clock steeped in withering rebukes. 
 
And we dozed in the bean-pod houses in the fields 
under the mushroom umbrellas of  Poisonville. 
Our nerves were stretched out on the grass 
like sea kelp or sea nerves that have washed up 
and been strung out to dry in the high seagrass. 
And we came to a boil in the teakettle houses, 
became bird people living off the grid, became 
rebels, bearcats, masters of  inadvertency. 
 
Will you then lie spent on the cool 
mushroom bed when you are down again 
by the mill-track and the fernery? 
Will you contemplate the stupid grapefruit, 
the tedious eggplant, the intellectual thorn? 
And will you wake up fresh and confused 
in a place you have been borne to for asylum 
like a chick just hatched from a fire-colored egg? 
And will you see the starships 
drifting over rain-colored mountains? 
The copper-streaked leaves 
that shine in the pattering rain? 
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Clocks That Strike Only At Sunset 

And if  we go down into the cool 
spaces under the cliffs where the sea 
fills the tide pools at sunset, the grotto 
like a great door that opens out onto a garden 
where a giant turnip and its fleshly roots 
are drinking cool water spilling from the basin 
of  a fountain and its snarl of  ornaments and dolphins; 
and if  symbols carved in the Rosetta stone 
can list the rules of  transactions involving vineyards 
or abolishing taxes, or the granting of  amnesty 
by Ibis-headed Thoth—compared to which simple rain 
is more thrilling, even when seen 
falling on the canal beside the scrapyards— 
and if  the damselfly, amiable and half-transparent, 
goes off into the yellow sky to rear her children; 
and if  you haven’t seen her; and if 
you’re blown out to sea only to be listed 
in the Registry of  Lost Things, one among 
others—the jeweled comb; a bit of  vitreous 
china and a wedding ring; the half-transparent 
child of  the damselfly—and if  you fell asleep 
in the solarium, where near movable screens 
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made to look like real flowers the gardener 
is using wire to tie the blue body 
of  the damselfly to a blade of  grass 
to make it look alive; and if  you are there 
among the hothouse orchids and the ferns 
in your red velvet smoking jacket as you snip 
some roses with grape scissors, thinking 
the cynical thoughts of  a man 
who has found his place in the world, 
a place of  relative seclusion in a house 
full of  clocks in the form of  chariots; 
of  clocks in the form of  eggs; of  eggs; 
of  clocks in the shape of  houses; 
in the shape of  crickets, clocks in the form 
of  cats, of  cubes of  ice, of  cubed cats; 
clocks with asps inside, with eggs 
that open by unscrewing; with mirrored 
clocks and clocks that strike only at sunset 
or clocks painted with a prospect of  blue 
Luna City as seen from green hills: then lay blame 
for this and any other thing you might regret 
at the feet of  the cat, who nonetheless 
is innocent—who looks at you with gentle 
acceptance, as if  to say, “I know who, 
and even more, what you are—and I accept all, 

 

28



forgive all; you can pretend, and I can 
pretend along with you; and like the Parable 
of  the Grass Veils, that parted so the lions 
were visible sunning themselves or sleeping 
near the trees, I will be one among them, 
and you will feel glad to be among the living.” 
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