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Norman Mailer.
meat

So curious a man
this Eliot

exquisite, pertinent,

If poetry is the food of the soul
then some poems are like pot roast
lots of meat, pannikins of gravy and
a great deal of taste all very
much the same.

Other poems are fishy
tang, pepper, weed, and green as the
sea. I know a few which stick to the
fingers. Poetmaster in patis­
serie. But my poems-

I want my poems
to be like bones. Bones make it possible
to stay in good form.

And there are
poems which taste of grass, air, earth,
rock salt and old lady granite in the
minerals (not to mention all
the dairy products, milky poems,
vegetables and gourds).

But I want
my poems to be like bones and shine

yet dimmed in his climax

aftersight and foresight
hole upon hole
a curse
upon poetry
even when T.S.
sponsors
the hole.

These poems & drawings are from two-time Pulitzer Prize winning novelist
Norman Mailers forthcoming book Modest Gifts from Random House

silver in the sun.
For poems which

are like bones crackle in my teeth.
Look for the death within the death

I have a simple mind
and write my words
to sweep across
a broad cloth

Rich talents go often
to misers who make
diadems of chocolate.
the emperor is
the emperor of ice cream

Yes, the rich speak only
to the purls of their lace.
I want the whole wipe
of the cloth

Or do I delude myself
and merely spit like
a hoodlum
into the wake of phaeton
that drive away?

“Our concern was speech, and speech impelled us
To purify the dialect of the tribe
And urge the mind to aftersight and foresight. ”
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aftersight and foresight
the sound is dull

in the ear
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like a bruise
on fruit or
taint
in strong
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