Gary Barwin

The Present King of France is Wise

I have many problems. The present king of France has no head. X equals Y but don’t trust Y.
They’ve taken Y and beaten him into wine. I think about the lateness of his arrival. It is annoying as
trees. Please teach the leaves about hope. The leap from narrow twig to narrow twig is equal to X,
therefore it is also equal to Y, if Y stands for ““was beaten into wine.” Therefore we know that Y was
born a grape. It is raining and the trees have never existed. X could exist but does not exist in the
way that we wonder where are the snows of yesteryear. I have a headache; do you have a head? 1
believed that Jack loved X and Jill loved Jack, so Jim is the king of France. He wishes that he had a
head. There are tables in the world and they are brown. Remember Hope? He bangs his head on
brown. There are latenesses in the world that do or do not exist. You put wine on the table and I
express my love in an equation. X is no longer equal to Y because Y is France if for France we
consider the inch or two of air above the ground that is not ground and yet is France but is not yet
filled with France. Where are the snows of yesteryear? Day by day, they are like mellow wine, sleek
and smooth as a guillotine.

1 eda and the Swan

What else became bird that night: night, machine gun, child. Key to the city. Stormcloud wings,
bullet holes. And I not bird, but something left by bird. Pigeon in a swan’s body. Zeus become
night, bullet hole, cave mouth. Not time but something taken from earth, carried by wind. Wings
woven of a thousand quills, the bird mute but thrashing; its heart like heavy bronze and I a sailor’s
unknowable knot made of limbs and wings, gutting this thing, then sailing.



