





A Drawing of a Child

Words: Barry Doupé

Music: James Whitman
Allegro moderato
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| am ex- pressng mytight curve. Thiswas my only Birth-day. |  was thir-teen. It wasthe re sistanceof shape. Ican't
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it-self. Paint strokes aneon de struc tive. If she were my wife, I'd ne-verpart withhat birthr mark. Lips morelike lipsbe- caus¢hey

'
! el L. p— el prm— |

3;“*‘11115“‘_‘& i Pﬁ'

were less like lips,floothe dark ened roonas art. You havea picture of lifewith-in you. If a truckcrash -es through your bedom win
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dow to- day, youcould-n't clearit,  your monwould haveo help you do it. It's bestnot to think.  The sailorspoiledhis fa-vor
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ite cloak bypow der ing it with flo - ur. Be- fore your birth- day, | had never con fronted the idea thayou hadbeen born,
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full oremp-ty. | said a cou-ple oftimes howhard it would be to draw Chatie Brown with two ge- o-met-ric
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all-y emp1y nonre-al-i- ties.  You for get how todie wea ringa hat to bevorn by three women si-mul tanre -ous ly. But
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they act -ed like Id said no thing. You can't make up memor - ies, the way you can make up
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a draw ing. To tell thetruth blue is not a co- lour. It is empti-ness, add- ed to emp-ti- ness.






M oder ate

Clock Without Hands
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Words: Barry Doupé
Music: James Whitman

N

|

[

[ & <
&

[T

7
/

g

|
|
[ J N

}LA_L‘_C
-

*
[ [ ]
[

-0

o [ |

To have squeezed the drversein -to a ball. To roll
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Did his handall off?
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He justhas a realy long sleeve. The hour that haso e-
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cirele is going to ex- plode.
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EV' ry second the Earthis struck by foumpoint five poundwf sun-light.
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and rentdn re-al-i -ty's dis guise.
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0-pens the sourcef app-e tite,the sizeof flies. The summer a-ges.Your arm-pit yawn-ing in-to the air. But
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some thingfelt outof place now thathe un-i-versewas gone. The linebe- tweennat-ur-al numbersand in-
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fin-i-ty was wrong. Since man'shands are emp ty,he musjoin themto gether. To better sensehe void,
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so that theylend it their shape. Where stlence is offered a placeto stay. Where
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pim ples lastlonger than ahead ache. Sim -ul - tan-e -ous separ - a-tion runs backwards,
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in a racdo thebot-tom. The clockshows youthe ho- ur, that you want to see. The menof art have
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said: Yes, it's too late. Look, o ver there, this e-pi-logue pre-ten-ding to be a sun set.
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The Sun's Burial

Words: Barry Doupé
Music: James Whitman
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West, | am notin the North._ Night pre- vents what day per mits, when te morrow dies,
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their co- lour? When a se- cret that is nolong-er a secret, ad-mi-res an ad mi-r -er of
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ture? | ate the food and notits name. The raging sick-ness of co- lour. Don't
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try to sit be tweentwo chairs. To im- i-tate that which a hole is meanto dig.
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West,| am notin the East.__ With boun -dar ieson all sides, where the basef a moun -tain
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holds its knowledge, this door to suc cessvas very wide,

but very closeto the ground.
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In the light of the night. But don'tblame the window for the sky, be- cause Hump-ty the Dump
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the night, the skydoes-nt ex aely know what it re-mem- bers. To con - ceal thesoundof the
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snap of a strap, in this looped ri -tu-al of re- pair_ u-pon a sun- burnt
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back. The formiess flood of night was cut in half. | am

not an- y- where.






A Non-Chinese Girl Named Chyna

Words: Barry Doupé
Music: James Whitman

| havethemindof a feather, to makeyourlife more a boutyou. Hereis al-ways some whereelse. Let therebetwo

0 - peringsin the backpart of the plate. My coun-try is mine but not mine & lone. You are the lovewhich | havefor you.
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What is morébeau-ti ful than a road? I'm loo-king for the face | had be - fore the world was made, like a bushthat'sburn-ing, but
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the sis-terofa gen - ius. You will def-nate lyde-ter-mine lam pro bab hbe side my self. You had an onrion in your hand, you
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putit inmineand | fain- ted. You are the lovewhich | havefor you, you are the sis-ter of a ge-nius. You'll come out with your
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sky, and a lostar-chi- tectis loo-king for it. Your soulis weigh -ing youdown, caughtin a dreamwhose partsare not dis-junct but o -ver -re
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pro bab-ly de termine | am definite-ly in-side my-self. | am a dogwho can'ttell thediff - erencebe-tweenre -al-i-ty and T V. He

knife. ~ For-ming a- gain, a-gain bro - ken. I re -flect my- self. One sha-dow lo-ving a - no- ther, or
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is the wa-ter on-ly sha- dow? And doesyour face on-ly re-flect there it's li-mi- ta- tion ?






Hollywood As A Verb

Words: Barry Doupé
Music: James Whitman
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casts a shadow. Let scen-er-y takethe ap plausef, the audi-ence. | in-vent-ed you. The world isan ad -jee
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ca-ressedpr plucked outljike fruit thathangsfrom a tree. A clap of thun-der, onestarcrashes in-to a- no ther.
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The morel know,_ the lessl know._ | amtheemp-ty al - tar. Fin-dingthe truth haschangedrom fin-

ding a dropof wa - ter in the des-ert to finding a drop of wa-ter in a fastflow-ing ri - ver. The
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fruit that savesthe tree. Ly -ing onthegrassis a- boutthetime | spendy-ingun-der the grass, and
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ev -ery bo-dy getaip to seebe-tterbut no-bo-dy seesn-y betterthanif ev-ery-onewereto re- mainseated.
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Thestagere -mainsemp-ty. A blind man's def-i - ni-tion of beau- ty: Mar-riagebe-tweerfull andemp
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on a rocko-ver-loo-king avall-ey. He doesn't notice therock. He just standsn it.____






A Novel Named Gadsby

Words: Barry Doupé

Quick Music: James Whitman
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The Deceptive Figure Eight

Words: Barry Doupé

. Music: James Whitman
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Is it in the shapeof a square? Play-ing at ballwith-out a ball. Love meansno-thing
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news, or would it find, the en- ding? Two preg-nant wo-men are gi-ving birth
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Regret Paris

Words: Barry Doupé
Music: James Whitman
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Anyone Can Whistle

Words: Barry Doupé

Music: James Whitman

Moderato
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Two: you are travel-ling in a chair.

Bee-tho ven wentdeaf from the sound of a- pplause.
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Be- causethe sameair,

that fills my lungs pre-ventsme from rea- ching the bot-tom-lesso -
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Why Didn't You Tell Me
Mother Has Been Writing To Me All These Years?

Words by Barry Doupé
Music by James Whitman
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through it'shead lights.

Why did-n't you tell me Mo-ther has been
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Too Much Air

Words: Barry Doupé
Music: James Whitman
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Regret Paris

Oh, Renoir,

you don't have to go very far.

Life is short,

but it's the longest thing any of us do.
The silence of a boy is hard to endure,
but endure mine | beg you.

You take a photo of a mirror.

Gender is a kind of imitation

for which there is no original.

The mirror has two noses.

Adorno's Nose.

Adorno and Nose.

Hard water is the mirror when

the possibility,

to swallow what he said:

"what if | never make another sandwich again?"
or

"spread the bedsheets and run between them?"
Hard water is the mirror when

your reflection needs to hide from heaven.

Feeling less compelled to do well,

in a shoe with a broken heel from which there is no escape.

With a truck that wants to be stronger than the pitch dark of night.
You can't tidy up people

the way you can tidy up a room.

Redirect the burden

of the afternoon.

Men can't swim before they are able to.

Oh, Renoir,

it takes a new emotion

to invent a new emotion.

This attitude with women does not develop in a small suitcase.
Women's legs are not table legs.

Stuffed it up the hole

of your parents culture.

From one minute to the next

the tear in my dress,

it didn't fit, he rearranged it,

the longest days at the end of the year.
Au revoir,



Is it possible?

Never again, by the sea would that colour surface again.
As her mouth opened slightly to the air

and she grew impatient to receive him there.

Regret Paris, and the

summer days that don't exist in December.

Anyone Can Whistle

| was going to say something but | forgot.
A dog's voice carries further than a train,
in the darkness anyway.

You can imitate the sound

but not the force from which it came.
One: you are on a train.

Someone saw you by the waterside.
There’s nothing you can do about that.
Something was trying to hear itself,
between orchestra and ear.

But even sound seemed to fail in this air,
like the air was worn out with carrying sounds too long.
Don't you like the way | lose myself?

Two: you are traveling in a chair.

Beethoven went deaf from the sound of applause.
Because the same air that fills my lungs

prevents me from touching the bottomless ocean floor.
Because every man has a secret in him,

and many die without finding it.

He grabs one boot and tucks it under his arm like a bouquet of flowers.
A doorknob opens more often than it closes.

The impossible replication of the last note

voiced as big as the sea.

| was pretty enough,

a day like this could resemble me.

The water was cold, warm and hot.

Reconstituted the steam rose from the ground.

She tells him the world needs people like him,

which landed in his ear.

And Hapgood can't turn himself in.

Let my music bury itself inside

the vacant lot in which | was going to say something
but | forgot.

Three: you are travelling past a train.
That's good enough for me.



The water begins flowing from her head,

she tries to whistle and,

water flows like the wind but heavier and thicker
as the train passes and whistles for her instead.

Too Much Air

I am laughing into the long stretch of summers end.
About something that makes no noise.

Color that intensifies and fades like light itself.

It grew by intensification,

not by extension.

Is this stuff air that permits you to suffocate still?
Is it possible.

A kind of air.

| am tasting myself in the mouth of the sun.

The broom forgets about the dust in the corner.
The light sound of forks against the sky.

Space is nowhere.

That's why paramedics don'’t run.

Intimate space,

becomes the centre of all space.

Help me to reverse space.

Space is blue and birds fly through it.

Your faith had no more air to breathe.

Through space,

Had | stopped the heart of all life?

Summer is trapped inside of a marble.

You create a world that can only hear the voice of women,
and | am laughing into the long stretch

of summers end.

Black cars look better in the shade

of the family tree.

Everything takes form.

Even infinity.

| finally stepped on a stick and it broke.

The sky is as blue as tragedy,

held together by a balloon

against a drop of water that's gone to drown in the sea.
The world is a funny place.

The more | know the less | know.

Is it a comedy? Because | am

laughing into the long stretch of summers end.



A Novel Called Gadsby

The house without a key.

What is the book written without using the letter e?

A walk on the edge of the invisible,

he tripped over the laying down police man to form the letter T.
There’s one yes, one no and one maybe.

An ear forms the letter G

inside the symbol for Freemasonry.

The housewife awakens furniture that was asleep

by folding language.

Here's a chin in the form of water.

If you want a happy ending you have to know when to end your story.
He pulled a piece of artwork from his wallet.

Stealing something from heaven, but not fire.

Stealing a wallet from heaven.

Apologizing for something that hasn't happened yet.

By knowledge of the first letter,

one is familiar with the whole alphabet.

Through a thin space the book was thrown.
Apologizing for something that hasn't happened yet.
Until it has,

as the book lands safely in another room.

The Sun's Burial

What is the afternoon?

The space between meaning and image.
If you break the Ten Commandments
they will break you.

Faithful towards the West,
| am not in the North.

Night prevents what day permits.

When tomorrow dies,

from the gentle curve of Clement Greenberg's lips,
repeated among the sunrise.

Faithful towards the North,
| am not in the South.

Sometimes people just applaud
because something is over.



Does listening to flowers too much wear out their color?
When a secret that is no longer a secret
admires an admirer of Target in the Finder.

Faithful towards the South,
| am not in the West.

Burning all that is evil does not guarantee that the good will remain.
Is it imagined? The future?

| ate the food and not its name.

The raging sickness of color.

Don't try to sit between two chairs.

To imitate that which a hole is meant to dig.

Immensity with no other setting than itself.

I am in the centre of all that surrounds me.

| am a distant admirer of the telescope.

Faithful towards the West,
| am not in the East.

With Boundaries on all sides,

where the base of a mountain holds its knowledge
this door to success was very wide,

but very close to the ground.

In the light of the night.

But don't blame the window for the sky,

because Humpty the Dumpty was pushed

as a way to keep the beach ball in the air.

In the light of the night

the sky doesn't exactly know what it remembers.
To conceal the sound of the snap of a strap,

in this looped ritual of repair,

upon a sun burnt back.

The formless flood of night

was cut in half.

| am not anywhere.

Clock Without Hands

To have squeezed the universe into a ball.

To roll it toward some overwhelming question,

To say:

Did his hand fall off? No. He just has a really long sleeve.
The hour that has no equal.

The circle is going to explode.

Every second the earth is struck by 4.5 Ibs of sunlight.



He had made holes in the web of time and rents in reality’s disguise.
Pizza écartelement opens the source of appetite

the size of flies.

The summer ages.

Your armpit yawning into the air.

But something felt out of place now that the universe was gone.
The line between natural numbers and infinity was wrong.
Since man's hands are empty, he must join them together.

To better sense the void,

so that they lend it their shape.

Where silence is offered a place to stay.

Where pimples last longer than a headache.

Simultaneous separation runs backwards

in a race to the bottom.

The clock shows you the hour that you want to see.

The men of art have said: Yes it's too late.

Look, over there, this epilogue pretending to be a sunset.

The Deceptive Figure Eight

Is it in the shape of a square?

Playing at ball without a ball.

Love means nothing to a tennis player.
Imprisoned star caught in the instant’s freezing.
Men above women below the waves.
Addiction to subtraction

because

the loop is looped.

And a Doctor becomes patient.

You can't kill a coin with Philosophy.

It both reveals and conceals.

Working when the boss is looking

he forgets how to sleep.

An escalator becomes stairs

in that imprisoned instant's freezing.

Drinking water and urinating at the same time
in a puddle the shape of a tear drop,

of which my footsteps reveal the outline.

Where was the horse going?
And could it keep starting?

The first and the last time,
| have some good news and some bad news.
Or would it find



the ending?

Two pregnant women are giving birth at the same time.
My jaw has two positions

and the house is so close

that it might as well be far away.

Man is a half open being,

he has never seen anything for the first time.

How long is far away?

Wear my hole on your hand.

The house moves in both directions,

though to go in and come out are never symmetrical images.
Itis in us as much as we are in it.

A man goes on a journey, and a stranger comes to town.
Are they twins?

There are some women whose curvature inspires hope in the impossible:
A knot tied in the barrel of gun.

I've seen the first and last, never mind me.

I've felt all my senses turned into one.

How many times does a heart beat in a lifetime?

I've seen the beginning and now | see the ending.

Night curves into the waist.

The sea touching the tip of the sea.

But this is how she carries the sky on her face.

A Non-Chinese Girl Named Chyna

| have the mind of a feather,

to make your life more about you.

Here is always somewhere else.

Let there be two openings in the back part of the plate.
My country is mine but not mine alone.

You are the love which | have for you.

What is more beautiful than a road?

I’'m looking for the face | had before the world was made,
like a bush that's burning but not burning up.

I no longer think | can own what | name.

Let my person sit next to me.

Remember your knife,

the sister of a genius.

You will definitely determine | am probably beside myself.
You had a onion in your hand.

You put it in mine and | fainted.

You are the love which | have for you.

You are the sister of a genius.



You'll come out with yourself at least you won't be alone.

The nape of your neck was like an inlet.

Somewhere there's a feather falling slowly from the sky,

and a lost architect is looking for it.

Your soul is weighing you down,

caught in a dream whose parts are not disjunct but overrelated.
Her white clothes turned the earth of his heart upside down.

| am the love which you have for me.

You will probably determine | am definitely inside myself.

| am a dog that can't tell the difference between reality and TV.
He held memory like a knife in his hand.

Do diamonds burn?

| stabbed to death the reflection of a girl

with the reflection of a knife.

Forming again, again broken.

| reflect myself.

One shadow loving another.

Or is the water only shadow,

and does your face only reflect there it's limitation.

A Drawing of a Child

| am expressing my tight curve.

This was my only birthday. | was thirteen.

It was the resistance of shape.

| can't see beyond a blueness of the sky.

Dry your blanket in the river of mistakes.
There's white paint and your face is beautiful.
Aminadab is the birthmark.

| want to make a portrait,

but with tools that erase everything they look at.
A curve that is warm.

Not male and female.

With the stroke of a pen | half myself:
Male and non-male.

Everything round invites a caress.
in a division that isn't mathimatical,
I am my entire self.

Blue waits for its turn

in the palm of repose.

When art is a lost art itself.

Paint strokes are nondestructive.

If she were my wife,

I'd never part with that birth-mark.



Lips more like lips because they were less like lips

flood the darkened rooms of art.

You have a picture of life within you.

If a truck crashes through

your bedroom window today,

you couldn't clean it,

your mom would have to help you do it.

It's best not to think.

The sailor spoiled his favorite cloak by powdering it with flour.
Before your birthday

I had never confronted the idea that you had been born,
full or empty.

| said a couple of times how hard it would be to draw Charlie Brown
with two geometrically empty non-realities.

You forget how to die

wearing a hat to be worn by three women simultaneously.
But they acted like I'd said nothing.

You can't make up memories

the way you can make up a drawing.

To tell the truth, blue in not a color.

It is emptiness added to emptiness.

Hollywood as a Verb

To hear the grass grow.

My house,

that of which the walls of which are on vacation.
The lightbulb casts a shadow.

Let scenery take the applause of the audience.
| invented you.

The world is an adjective.

The entire universe speaks softly

and | can hear the grass growing green

in the eye of something to be caressed

or plucked out, like fruit that hangs from a tree.

A clap of thunder,

one star crashes into another.

The more | know the less | know.

| am the empty altar.

Finding the truth has changed from finding a drop of water

in the desert to finding a drop of water

in a fast flowing river.

The fruit that saves the tree.

Lying on the grass is about the time | spend lying under the grass,
and everybody stands up to see better



but nobody sees any better

than if everyone were to remain seated.
The stage remains empty.

A blind man’s definition of beauty:
Marriage between full and empty.

Cutting the grass with a pair of shoes
produced a half full and half empty baby.
He stands on a rock looking over a valley.
But doesn't notice the rock.

He just stands on it.

Why Didn't You Tell Me Mother Has Been Writing to M

| took the Car.

After this awful night | don't have the courage
to go back to work right away.

I'll bring the car back in 2 or 3 days.
You'll just need to explain

that | had to go to Italy

to do research for the company

and since | had no money

she insisted

| borrow the car.

Everything went as planned.

I'll be back before the beginning of the
investigation,

if there is one.

But afterwards, it'll be just the two of us.
Everything is going well.

The investigators came to see me...
...but they don't suspect a thing.

Hurry back, please.

I'm going crazy without you.

| love you,

| love you.

The wake of a ship points to where it is.

| am the space where | am:

A rabbit at rest.

Our only guide is our homesickness.

I'm catching up with the car through its headlights.

e All These Years?

Why didn't you tell me Mother has been writing to me all these years?

Why didn't you tell me why she writes?

It is said to be impossible
to make a movie about a writer,



because how can you show him only writing?

I'm your father.

| can't because | won't.

A man reading a mystery finds out too late

that he is the murderer's victim.

Our hands forgotten in each other.

Don't close the door, close the space itself.

| can't because | won't.

Is there a connection between what you read

and what you write?

The Cup and the Lip and Friendly Witness.

Don't let the housewife

put language in danger.

I'm your father. | was protecting you.

Try to imagine a person who did not have the courage to reject himself,
and had to learn how to live with himself after that,

and he himself would not be able to live with himself after that.

A writer is always guilty of writing-

It must be mentioned, but mentioned and forgotten.
But how much does a poem weigh?

Why do birds fly upside down over Italy?

Was it a letter because it was written on paper?

I'm going away but I'll write to you.

Everything | write in blue pen will be false,

and everything | write in red pen will be true.

How many times can | turn to talk to someone who isn’t there anymore?
One man is one man and and two men aren't something else.

Don't close the door, close the space itself.

One board is one board.

Nailed together they might make something else.

Going to Havana was tantamount to going to the local grocery store.
Letters are to be either answered or returned,

but never ignored.

All happy families are happy in the same way,

as tight as the bark around a tree.

And all unhappy families are unhappy in different ways.

The passage becomes what it really is.

The letter remains unanswered.
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