
 
 
 
 
 
 

the ixnay reader  
 

volume three 
 

2007 



the ixnay reader                     volume three                     2007 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
ISSN 1526-3983 
 
 
 
 
All materials herein © to the authors. 
All rights reserved. 
 
 
 
 
editors: 
Chris McCreary 
Jenn McCreary 
 
 
 
 
correspondence: 
ixnay press 
c/o McCreary 
1328 Tasker Street 
Philadelphia PA 19148 
 
ixnaypress@gmail.com 
www.ixnaypress.com 

mailto:ixnaypress@gmail.com
http://www.ixnaypress.com/


table of contents  
 
Christophe Casamassima  
 Da Vinciõs Lisp  
 
Stan Mir  
 from The Rhino of Our Dreams 
 
Susana Gardner 

from [ lapsed insel weary ] 
 
Noah Eli Gordon  
 Poems 
 
Jules Boykoff  
 Poems 
 
Jen Hofer 

Poems 
 
Mark Wallace  

from Notes From The Center On Public Policy 
 
Divya Victor  
 gage [iterated] 
 
Harold Abramowitz 
 Ghost Because 
 
Graham Foust 

A Poem 
 
Contributor Bios and Acknowledgments    
 
 



 



 
 
 
 
 
 

Christophe Casamassima 
Da Vinciõs Lisp 

 
 

I heard words 
and words full 
of holes 
aching. Speech 
is a mouth. 
 
ñ Robert Creeley, Words 



 
 
 
 

 



 

i. 
 
    every voice,  pronounced faceñ 
                  speech in the mouth or 
                  speech is a mouth, sketch 
        in the ear badly drawn, does 
                   thought accommodate the antidote, 
           like ôsewnõ & ôso forthõñevery face  
               produced new holes   
             not unlike complaint 
 

 
 



ii. 
 
        is it the throat shapes 
an uncertain 
                  slant of poem 
       how toñthis archipelago 
accumulates fictions 
at its geographical center, silence 
  completes the speech act,  
             not absence, 
             not the totality 
              of facts & aphorismsñ 
                   though habit preface 
    each music & exclusion 
 
 

 



iii. 
 
a delay 
                      was discovered & became 
   denial: once indigenous 
                   to the page, then exiled to the fringe 
              of the mouth, where it became 
                   the voice, a gliss 
  caught 
        in the poetõs throat 
                  saying 
             nothing is necessarily 
                  said: but the teeth 
   did chatter &,  
   denied an opine,  
               prevailed 





 
 
 
 
 
 

Stan Mir 
from The Rhino of Our Dreams 



 
 



The city a class in light moves a train 
through a tunnel. Fear of beauty 
is the fear to speak unknown names 
in sleep. Wake up a light a city in which 
 
you walk. Breath rots. Breath forgets 
where it was & becomes yours to  
forget who was cruel to it by breathing 
it out after breathing it in. 



Yes, itõs a city 
there are boys 
who sit women 
who walk parking 
lots abandoned 
traffic spare  
tires gardens 
 
Yes, this could be 
a town itõs a city 
whose history is 
the sky grows large 
the trees grow large 
the sun burns  
the wall 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Clearly no 
commitment 
from either  
hand either  
to hold or to 
write Philly 
is no joke 
the couples at  
the dark manor 
drink Olde 
English with 
straws gripping 
their lips 
one hand 
committed to 
grasp the  
can the other 
to gesture loss: 
I gave you 
a 10 you  
gave me a  
dollar back: 
Iõm gonnna 
kick their 
fuckinõ ass 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Zeitgeist  
in the grocerõs 
sign nothing 
 
seems to happen 
something happens 
leaves burn 
 
face the sun 
no measure to 
sky    window 
 
the president 
meets the house 
speaker    whose 
 
safe  whose  
a friend enough 
not to be 
 
fired  Alberto  
Gonzalez 
is that friend 
 
zeitgeist takes 
more than one 
 always 
 
go  itõs  
the 1970õs  
right now  
 
wires over  
Telegraph 
wires over 
 



Walnut or  
Chelten & 
Pulaski  a 
 
place no one 
knows    broke 
  teach commitment 
 
  teach commitment 
rain falls  an award 
released the piano 
 
hangs around the bass 
give a reason why  
writing is significant 
 
if writing only happens 
when the world is tired 
the piano the grand 
 
piano is not through  
walking & talking 
Al Greer on drums 
 
some voice over it 
all voice need not be 
found voice is 
 
release voice from 
commitment let it 
play     noise 
 
call it music call 
the rhino in the dream 
a buck in reality 



 
   a roll 
    a tribute  this  
is okay 
 
     non-negotiable 
cold the color cold 
everyday for years 
 
thank you   
a job  to do  
what an American 
 
should it be this  
hard to suck 
    tired 
 
morning  
       morning  
  morning 
 
try & do that he  
says   snow about  
his neck      a lace 
 
how to  
write  
any of it  
 
 rain  
run in rain run in 
 rain 
 
rhythm radio 
rhythm radio 
 squandered 
 



what have you done  
I have done  
interregnum 
 
dishes in a xylophone 
sink drum fill 
no lead  
 
just do time 
the rest have  
done time 
 
the bills add  
up when nothing 
else does 
 
whatõs new 
this leaks as 
does that 
 
no NSA  
agitprop necessary 
a leak is a leak 
 
the beat is the  
beat we face  
burning in the eye 
 
a burning  
hell ready  
or not 
 
youõre it      why 
do we have stars 
when we canõt feel 
 



the light in 
the grocerõs sign 
the ôhõ in ôtheõ 
 
burnt out trapped 
in non-light 
crisp green cabeza 
 
crisp green cabbage 
3 for 88 cents 
a deal w/o a piano 
 
solo the earth is 
frightening  
to say weõre getting 
 
fucked w/o saying  
weõre getting fucked 
impossible saying 
 
this when getting 
& having are much  
the same 
 
a broadcast service 
Philadelphia  
now in HD 
 
wish   a place 
to walk to  a star 
in sight  a friend 
 
to talk to kind 
of lonesome tonight 
itõs getting colder 
 



wish the moon 
would give some  
light how to wish 
 
this song would end  
      this song 
it doesnõt end 
 
somebody else 
on the horns 
tonight the alarm 
 
the same aahng 
aahng aahng 
aahng aahng 
 
itõs the horn 
holds together 
the cart crash 
 
bang across the way 
exhaustion pushes 
the envelope 
 
Lee Morgan & Paul 
Chambers       love 
    sleep 
 
so the drummer  
makes  
possible 
 
possibility 
the whistle 
listen 
 



no trio to  
obey no quartet 
the voice 
 
misunderstood  
cadence 
marriage 
 
the back  
beat that  
keeps it 
 
zeitgeist 
zeit for ___ 
geist for___ 
 
Bush says  
lessons for 
Iraq in Vietnam 
 
we plastic we 
windows we 
storm we 
 
donõt need 
to fast-forward 
itõs all here 
 
each step  
as significant  
as toothpaste 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 

Susana Gardner 
from [ lapsed insel weary ] 





 



 



 



 



 


