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“If you were walking across a plain, had an honest intention of walking on, 

and yet kept regressing, then it would be a desperate matter; but since 
you are scrambling up a cliff, about as steep as you yourself are if seen 

from below, the regression can only be caused by the nature of the 
ground, and you must not despair.” 

 
- Franz Kafka, The Blue Octavo Notebooks 
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Short Piece 
from Brenna Newport 

 

Instead of Dreaming the End of War 

1. 
 
Mostly the temperature of dreams are 
yawned away, 
swallowed. 
It ends and begins the same, as a  
 warm hand creeps my rib cage 
       delicately 
Fingers pressed around finding a warm 
belly. 
Then, for then 
only 
       nothing else. 
 
Sleep falls away and slumber sweat is 
               coffee, one ice cube. 
 
Hot water, warm water, this is as 
heated as our struggles get 
               most of the time 
the extent of our wars over 
        power dynamics. 
Three degrees fahrenheit of 
contested resources, we 
take turns with sneaky shower faucet hands. 
 
Sleep breaks and our eyes burst open 
further 
               Wars are fought and ended with 
                     laughter here, and that’s what we have 
      infinitely 
our uncontested resource 
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2.  
 
a door closes somewhere, 
tiny feet running and then 
this little voice is the fullest thing I have ever heard and, 
 
yes, I mean ever 
       The wheels on the bus go round and round and they 
roll under the bathroom door 
demanding breakfast 
 
so our eyes meet, mouth corners turning toward the ceiling 
       and there is no sleep left at all 
only life, life, and sun and blinding life 
and a towel. 
 
we emerge. 
 
3.  
 
my home is bursting 
      my home is a candle 
            my home is an explosion 
 
4. 
 
On the news this morning, homes are exploding. 
Panning over corpses and rubble and flatness and the crushing of everything 
my eyes go 
      dull 
      inky black seas 
Nothingness        until we are 
trudging 
      running 
             flying  
  
backward, against time, before daesh, before the guillotine dropped, before the 
liquidation of the Poles and the Jews and the Romas, before genocide, before 
genocide was a “crime without a name,” before there were crimes without names, 
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before there were crimes 
 
but time is so desperate and this is a cycle and retrospect is a bastard lie of a 
perspective and time is 
       shooting back and searching for hints of softer roots: 
 
What about - 
no 
What about -  
definitely no 
What about -  
                      not that either.  
 
5.  
 
“The story of the human race is War. Except for brief and precarious interludes, there 
has never been peace in the world; and before history began, murderous strife was 
universal and unending.” (Winston Churchill) 
 
6. 
 

Consider a different scenario. Let’s say we descend from  
peaceful bonobo-like apes, which mingled at their borders  
without any violence, the way wild bonobos are known to  
do today. Instead of fighting, they have sex and groom each other.  
Like Ardipithecus, our ancestors were anatomically  
similar to bonobos and slowly developed more aggressive  
and territorial tendencies, which erupted into full-blown  
territorial combat only once we settled down and collected  
land and livestock. This was the main cause of warfare.  

 
7. 
 
but now i digress and the news is crying at me and i’m 
hanging my head and 
she bounds into the living room, weightless, ready, eager as her 
eyes lock on the screen. 
she identifies the image of a four year old like her but this one is 
not getting dressed for preschool like she is 
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this one is not having cheerios and honeydew for breakfast 
this one is not having any breakfast 
this one has water not in his cup but in his lungs 
this one is face-down on the shore 
this one has his eyes closed 
this one is dead and she 
looks at me, round brown eyes, tender, soft, warm, damp, she 
doesn’t say anything and neither do i 
 
but now Eve has bitten the apple and i’m 
just 
so 
fucking sorry 
to give her this. 
 
8.  
 
today she’s at the door 
       tomorrow she’s at her door 
her voice is growing, 
her cries are a new texture and I 
don’t know where to go. 
I don’t know where to go, she tells me 
 
Well, shit, Liliana. 
I don’t know what to tell you but here’s something. 
 
9. 
 
First 
 
find the warmest warm hand to creep your belly 
please, let yourself love first and try 
(as i try every day) 
to never question if you deserve that love while 
elsewhere, homes are exploding. 
 
       build a candle home 
       build a home that bursts and explodes in warmth 
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       build a home that deals in the uncontested currency of laughter, 
              infinitely 
 
Second 
 
remember it’s not that you don’t deserve it-- you do-- but 
so do they, 
all of them. 
 
       and if they don’t it’s because they did 
       but their cup or their hand remained empty for 
       too long 
       or they were born without a cup or a hand 
       or the warm hand around their warm belly, that hand that 
       crept their rib cage as 
       flakes of sleep sprinkled the sheets 
       when days began and ended the same 
       was blown off by a bomb and now 
       instead of dreaming the end of war they’re dreaming 
       blackness 
 
Third 
 
instead of sitting around and 
dreaming the end of war 
         use that brain, that 
feisty tongue 
         use the ferocity of that open heart 
         use those tender golden eyes to 
stare 
bigotry 
down. 
hold your ground. 
 
Pick apart rhetoric with a dissection knife until it’s 
shapeless, powerless, until it’s dust- 
blow it away. 
         do it for a crowd, do it for an audience, do it for a stadium 
         do it in front of the world, do it 
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for the world 
 
Fourth 
 
Remember that the wars overseas get their green light from the wars of ideology and 
superiority, wars of thoughts and words, the slow wars fought daily in our heads and 
our homes and our streets. 
 
Fifth 
 
instead of sitting around and 
dreaming the end of war, 
use that growing voice and 
           speak. 
           speak out when your great grandfather says chink at Thanksgiving 
           speak out when your uncle snickers at a trans woman on the street 
           speak out when jewelry companies use women’s naked bodies to sell their  
product. 
always remember that you are not a product. 
           speak out when I am too old to keep up with the progression of respectful 
language 
           speak out when a boy chases you and the recess teacher tells you it’s because 
he likes you. 
chasing is not affection and your body 
has been only yours since you evacuated mine. 
           speak out when the politicians talk about building walls 
           speak out when your dad nods and says, well, at least he’s honest 
           speak out when your boss gives you a raise and then touches your thigh 
 
Speak out because everyone you know and 
            everyone you don’t know 
in syria and palestine and mexico and 
downtown olympia 
            in sleeping bags in doorways, 
everyone you don’t know in palaces purchased with 
            white-dust dollars and child-mined diamonds  
                          started out like this: 
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Sixth 
 
remember that the bloodiest hands came like 
little raisins 
out of their momma. like you did. 
          pink, so tiny, 
          crying, 
          searching for a warm breast. 
I was born crying and you were born crying just like the 
          man with the machete, crying,  
just like the 
          four-year-old on the TV this morning, no longer crying-- 
always remember that-- 
               crying to be fed 
               crying to be held 
               crying for a safe place 
to 
rest. 
 
10. 
 
what we do now is  
turn off the TV. 
You are four. 
You are hopeful. 
Your eyes are bright. 
Your belly is full. 
Your world is simple, for just a 
       little longer and you are 
late for preschool. 
 

References 

Section 6: De Waal, Frans. "What Can Bonobos Tell Us About Ourselves?" Greater Good Science 
Center. U.C. Berkeley, 3 Mar. 2015. Web. 
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Note on the Text 
 

There are forces at work all around us. In recognizing and acknowledging them, 
we can begin to see what’s possible in the moment right now. I chose the quote from 
Kafka as a reminder that I am battling forces that are ingrained within me, and that I 
should not despair when I do not succeed. Success is not the point for once (or maybe 
for only or for ever). I cannot show anyone what my results are. I can’t post it to 
facebook or instagram. I can’t put it in my bio at the end of this issue. Actually, if 
anyone were to look, they might see the opposite of achievement by every standard 
and measure ever created by our culture. The mountain I’m scaling is inside of myself 
where no one else can see, and where judgment and measure are not allowed. It’s 
personal, in other words.  
 

Writing is personal too. I touched on this in a recent blog post reviewing Eric 
Elshtain’s new poetry book, This Thin Memory A-ha. When I write a poem, it’s a record 
of some part of the mountain I’m climbing, and perhaps, the way gravity is affecting 
me at the moment. Really, that poem is for me, and it’s only relevant to that moment. 
That’s not to say that you couldn’t read it later and find new wisdom or that you 
couldn’t read someone else’s poem and find that it, prism-like reveals new colors. I 
know all of this is possible because I’ve experienced it, and you probably have too.  
Poetry is often criticized and derided for its intensely personal, solipsistic tendencies. I 
think that when you take something like the document of your own internal experience 
and try to show it to others as some kind of product you’re selling, it can become flat 
or dead. I think when you write as if your internal personal experience is perhaps 
better, deeper, more special, more intellectual, better written, funnier, more worthy of 
sharing with the public as a result of your training, your education, your complex 
knowledge and ideologies regarding the state of the universe or politics or 
literature…your writing can seem flat and/or dead. Comparing, commodifying, 
competing are all things that turn an honest, sincere record of a writer’s internal state 
into something worthless. The irony is that comparing, competing, and commodifying 
are the very activities we are told make us worth more. If you can manage to write 
without these agendas (easier said than done), I don’t think your poems will be 
solipsistic. It will be a work approaching perfection, and it really doesn’t matter if 
anyone else in the world likes it or not. That’s the kind of work we’re looking for. Of 
course, the trouble is that in order to publish, we have to judge the works that are 
submitted to us. Sometimes we disagree. It’s a really imperfect system. As the judges, 
our power somehow places us above, but the truth is that we don’t know anything. We 
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are not above. We choose based on how a poem makes us a feel and our intuition. 
That doesn’t mean that we’re right. We are probably most of the time wrong because 
someone’s internal experience is their own truth. We can never know what their 
intentions were or who they were writing for. Language is imperfect for conveying 
truth. So we just have to guess and choose what seems right based on something 
other than logic and reason.  
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Sun Hymn, a rite: Lemuria sinks an Icarus. 
 
 
Sacrum adrift 
in his wild 
nesses. 
                   planasthai 
     "to wander". 
 
"each note a continent, 
 a world in itself". 
 
                          vukta kai hemeran 
 
"Night and Day." Lord 
 trepei 
 to pan. 
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Hear the Bard 

Od. 13.9 [for Charles Segal] 
 
 
A thousand years 
   to clarify 
these verses. 
Density unfold, 
   Demodokos 
 
sung in such 

   measures; 
the song grew rich 
   by old myth 
in new ears. 
Wine passed among 
   aristocrats, the servants 
bristling 
   amid sweat. Women's lips 
and old men's tears 
   trained by voice 
and kithara. Hera 
 
jealous among stars' 
flickinwords, wick of candles' 
   swat, boil in wax 
heat, the lamps unburden 
   dark words fabled round. 
 
A water of sound. A fire of song. 
Pindar's feet move 
   along with his 
dancers’. The heat of song 
   Orfeo's, 
unpacked in moving 
   constellations full eyes 
cast at. 
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Apollo hiding his sun. 
Hermes aflame in his laughter, 
   picker of locks, 
director. 'The white cypress' 
 
   map carousel 
(you learned it as 
   infant). 
 
There is a river there. 
Prayer and a field, 
   chant and subterranean 
skies 
   to walk under 
as you chant. 
Clarities 
 
   sounding anemones. 
 
Renew calumny, work 
   plain speech to strange speech. 
Simonides 
   among sparrows. 
 
The green eyes 
   in the mesh. 
Apollo 
 
   hiding his sun. 
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from The Ardor 

 
 
release the breakers 
binding, rendering 
rhythm susceptible to 
the moment 
of motions bending 
bows 
to fire     release the arrows 
longing 
lingering lust bright 
and blinding 
blistering night and moon 
new 
dark     and without our 
pretense     pleasure 
persistence breaking 
back of this nothing 
we ourselves the walls 
we ourselves dissolving 
the levies overwhelmed 
ice like fire 
the siphoning expanse 
starlit 
backlit and shadowless 
opening endless and 
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The Pyre 
 

 
Sky ramps to the lower empyrean 
Trap lightning in the rafters of each loft 
And through loftiness launch this deception— 
 
Pyramids amidst th' aeroplanes' tail, 
Th' aerosol excretion, skyscrapers 
And their steel beams buttress in fifth columns— 
 
Thanatos-Hypnos, twins of all intrigue— 
 
 Promised a world of transcendence 
 We're granted worldly dependence 
 Transcending our forefathers, 
 Trailing only our descendants 
 
The Nile's snaking path 
Shifts with th' ages 
 
Death-stroked pyramids 
Plucked pomegranates 
 
Ripe for transcendence, 
Perched on th' apex 
 
Like security  
Cameras & sensors 
 

Base 
populations 

pose logic puzzles 
with their very existence 
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Fireswan 

 
 
Risen from th' ashes of a  
Constellation of riven dust— 
 
                                                       the bird 
 
—White-hot as the distant stars 
Of its seraphic pattern 
Floats upon the pacific  
Pond like a weightless djinn 
Steaming with the smokeless 
Light of the dead prophets 
 
 The gaze of God 
 
Cygnet eggs—spheroids— 
White as time's conscience 
Witnesses to the 
Generational 
Jeremiad 
Time's 
Loop 
 

Black 
as                the 

Blindfold          of             Ignorance 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	   20	  

 

Grant Application 
 
 
Name of Applicant Sonora Aero Club 
 
Name of Contact Person Charles A. A. Dellschau 
 
Position of Contact Person Archivist & Secretary 
 
Type of Grant Request General funding for facility 
maintenance, research & development, recruitment, and security. 
 
Is this the first time you have applied to the Immanent Foundation? 
(if not, please list the dates of all previous applications) Yes. 
 
Please explain in the space below the rationale 
for your application: 
 
According to our charter, we are not permitted to appeal 
directly for public support, a rule that has been reinforced 
(and proven most judicious) by longstanding tradition. 
Since the break with our parent organization, we have sought 
a number of potential sponsors, but to no avail. With fuel stocks 
depleted, we are unable to move ahead with our research, 
and have called a halt to the consideration of all new designs. 
Although we originally entertained the idea of disbanding 
the Club, we have instead suspended all operations, but 
maintain a decentralized communications network 
and minimal support of individual experimental stations. 
This has resulted in scattered episodes of renewed activity,  
but with decidedly mixed results (see Chronology, Appendix A). 
We can neither confirm nor deny our involvement in 
the sightings and encounters in northern California, Texas, 
and various states in the Midwest, and we must apologize 
in advance to the Foundation for these lacunae. It is 
our sincere hope that the review panel will sympathize 
with our predicament, recognizing in our recent history 
certain similarities to its own. These would include 
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a concern with secrecy bordering on the obsessive, 
but regarded as necessary in order to share the creative 
energies of the organization in all of its modalities. 
The authenticity of our inventions must always remain 
in doubt, while their power, rising ever upward, shall yet 
be traceable to a proud fellowship, an illustrious league 
of characters, folded, at last, into the delineations of one 
hidden soul, whose mysterious emblem, inscribed upon every 
page, every plate, remains to be deciphered. 
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 Analysis 

 
 
It appears to be a fiction of order and containment, 
cornucopian but ultimately shallow. From our perspective, 
the discrete units and episodes, not to mention personae 
or “characters,” signify much less in themselves than in 
their order, or perhaps, their capacity for continuous 
rearrangement over the course of the entire enterprise. 
This is by no means a new discovery; such operations 
have been observed repeatedly in the past. And yet we must 
always acknowledge the potential for novelty. Take 
for example, the Sonora Aero Club. Functionally, 
it resembles the Grimalkin Institute, despite the obvious 
differences in affective tone, sensory presentation, 
and metaphysical register. But remember, what counts 
above all else is the relative location of the unit as it is 
slotted into various positions in the system as a whole. 
Thus we replace broomsticks with flying machines,  
bonfires with hotel bars, covens with fraternities. We simply 
apply Crowley’s Law of Interchangeable Mysteria, and the 
structural diagram virtually completes itself. Familiars? 
Yes, it is worth noting how that function in particular 
remains a constant. It is also true that the lab coats 
recently adopted by Institute members bear a striking 
resemblance to the overalls worn at the Sonora site. 
And though it is still too early to assess the algorithms 
intended to “translate” spells into formulae, we still maintain 
that relational activity must be the primary focus of our research. 
A self-study? That is not within our purview. The Grants 
Committee? The Board? The Directors? I see your implication. 
No, I would have to disagree. 
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New Gnosticism  
for Peter O' Leary  

 
 
New Gnosticism is Old Heresy writ large, 
where knowledge climbs about upon no ledge at all, 
and leaps into the crypto-crystalline sky-marge, 
hierophanizing pure divinity itself. 
Here in this broken world, the demiurge awakes, 
becoming in an instant, vast and epical; 
while its initiates begin to incantate 
and find illumination, wisdom, and design. 
New Gnosticism faces grand, ecstatic scapes, 
the cosmic intakes of transfigured light aligned 
to visionary fields of challenge, change and charge, 
there touching the reality of the divine. 
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Sham Sore 

 

All y’all balking at ta’wil balls 
get with a sucking doctor 
and pull the sun from its sore, 
      a trembling emperor out of empire, 
 
& show it to him after. 
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Pass by  slowly 

          Sometimes  slowly 

amazing frame 

holding beauty 

and wonder    would I 

      remember 

  once thick and swirling 

   consuming  

everything in 

    that moment ruled  

returning to stillness 

each hurt remains 

shame (for having been 

    moved) 

they passed becoming past 

would I follow (safe in chains) 

  or      instead  leave 

my    self 

    left         open 

the next will pass by 

again  

and again 
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Under the Blade of Light 

 

One eye peeking from under the parasol, 
I am under the blade of light. 
The yard is stretched like a morning yawn. 
The language of the wind is word salad. 
Jumbled breeze, tell me your secrets. 

The shadows, now scared of its own darkness, 
tuck away in a teacup. 
A caterpillar scrunches and crawls along my lemonade glass. 
(It is almost empty.) 
The horizon strikes, shrinking my pupils, 
arresting my attention. 

The sky is aglow the color of peaches, 
and I lower my parasol all the way 
and go into the house 
letting the screen door slam behind me. 
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from Book of Kings 
 
 
               moves              affect             as  to    number 

                                   adding            while               couching     the    seed 

       insurroundings               otherthanexpected                

           what’s         heard                     drawing                what’s                seen  

                         obvious        replaced         intention               subverted 

               realign          the   sources            constant        delight 

                                turn    down   the    lights 
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                    attending                      old         concerns     

                                 better         to       delve      further       into  

       demonstration              predilections      how 

             one    might       give     this   or    that        a          go  

                            workin    up      an          appetite  for 

                                                                     attention 

             all                           contributors                          welcome 

 

                                                     launching                  words 

              expressive             abstract             concretions        

                            consumptive          weight       flows               feeling  

    blind           rational              beings              emote 

                    tying                          context                     locates 

 

          reading                  istograph         events                 back 

to        writing             relations                 bond               strengthtowitness 

                                   weaknesses                   reveal                   characteristic  

       charm         split                  fallow             chords 

                                                  vibration                                     constant 
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thirteenth amanita ode Ethnomycology and Image 
 
 

Courser in the boreal forest belt. Receded icecap. 
Permutated applications of singsong. Astral light of the 
      midnight sun. Astral 
light of the noonday darkness. 
Before the art of distillation. 
Before the means of storing berries 
and the juices of berries. Before 
the techniques of fermenting liquors. 
Shamans and mushrooms. Spruces and birches. 
Northern Eurasian reaches. Sunlight glancing 
off the Bothnian Sea. Koivu. Birch. Rich voice. Curved core. 
Listening 
hard. 

 
Ash. Spears of autumnal light. All yellow. 
Pentecostal commas of flame. 
Punctuating each head. 
Acetylene yod. En- 
theogenic fire. 

 
And the human novum of forgiveness. 
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The Ark 
 
 
In the ark 
of your listening 
the silence 
stirred, didn’t 
it, just there 
at the verge 
of whose voice? 
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O 
 
 
The sun 
the silent sun 
comes 
 
to burn 
in the furnace 
of the eye. 
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It is holy it is holy 
   the way out 
   holy 
 it is there…there, is it 
a moment, remembering the way 
 everything else in relief, relieving the burden 
  all of it sunken, a ship  
    abandoned gleefully 
 
          away… 
 
         up 
        up 
and I swim up  
but -- 
the next moment unfolds 
back to the ship, the captain  
     (if a chained man can be a captain) 
 
tinkering here with this 
    eyeing the horizon, submerged murk 
 
charting courses… 
      
                                     to nowhere 
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Lightlace 

 
 
sun’s needle- 
 
work this bo- 
dy of mine- 
 
lightlace 
 
with thirsty 
rainbow 
 
serpents 
pitted. 
 
serpents 
 
that from 
the river of 
 
dreaming 
 
drink. 
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from Pattern Imposed: Sophia: Chapter Two 

 
 
IV.  her eyes held the easy path against future gains and understated fears 
      her moments lined one to many against the evening star all those years  
      the forgettable other days the dark smiling faces the confusion of men 
      the simple life rewards the money crashed the joy and pain the the the  
 
V. The problems,  
                                                                      then mine 
        the you becoming not a self 
        but a lack of Being.  
 
        the ocean, as He says, takes 
        care of each wave to the shore.  
 
        On the shore-  
        the wave  
        must cease.  
 
 
 
        To be,  
 
                   must cease. 
 
One moment 
      we are 
      letting all gone  
       be, 
         in myriad daily selves 
       lost to the 
                   real. 
 
 
VI. her easy answers no 
     buildings beyond edges 
     her fantastic every second 
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     taken into gravity over space 
 
VII. Her empathy a naked weakness,  
        raw unstretched film 
        against verses/ 
        a catastrophic failure  
 
        blinked away soft spots 
        another sensory appendage  
          lost 
 
   teach us then 
          how we make and 
    others felt 
   separate but alone not found 
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sky 
  off 
 key 

    m a y a k o v s k y 
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is 
tinnitus 
minus 
bison 

 

                                    incest in cents 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	   38	  

Interview 
with Peter O’Leary 

 
Since we last engaged this discussion the term “New Gnosticism” has started to be 
bandied about a bit in reference to an avant-guard and/or experimental spiritual 
poetry. Your intervention (“Seven Tenets of the New Gnosticism”) appears to be an 
apophatic gesture, attenuating ossification of the term and grounding it instead in 
apocalyptic practice. Given the differences between your piece and most of the other 
pieces offered at a round table on New Gnosticism (available at Talisman), why do you 
think this term is gaining traction at the moment? Is it useful moving forward? If so, 
what is the relationship between New Gnosticism, Apocalypticism, and Mycopoetics? 
 
The call for a “New Gnosticism” came from Patrick Pritchett, an excellent poet, who 
thought it would be fun (that’s the operative word) if a handful of poets and scholars 
loosely affiliated by friendship took on the topic at a set of panels at the Louisville 
Conference on Literature and Culture since 1900 in February 2013. As the panels 
started to take shape, there was a sense that it might be even more fun if there were a 
manifesto for the proceedings. I was quickly drafted to produce such a manifesto, 
which I called “Seven Tenets of the New Gnosticism.” It was very fun to write and not 
in any way constructed as a set of exclusionary rules. 

Nevertheless, I took the structure and the contents of the manifesto seriously. 
The title alludes to Jung’s “Seven Sermons for the Dead,” which we’ve been permitted 
to learn recently was essentially the culmination/nadir of the imaginal katabasis that is 
The Red Book. I wanted each of the seven parts to make a claim on poetry, to 
elaborate the claim slightly, and then to avail a quotation from a salient work with 
Gnostic essence or echo. The elaboration of the fifth tenet reworks Wallace Stevens’ 
“Curtains in the House of the Metaphysician.” The seventh tenet is “absent” and 
instead tells the story of the Zoharic Book of Concealment. (Hiddenness as an 
operative reality of so-called New Gnosticism.) But the first of the tenets is the one 
most important to me: the New Gnosticism is incarnational. Let me explain.  

Gnosticism, as a thematic reality, is powerfully alluring. Its central mythos, that 
we are born into a fallen world controlled by demiurgic powers from whose grip we are 
freed by the transforming illumination of knowledge, is a potent creative reading of 
even the most basic feeling of oppression, disenfranchisement, or alienation that every 
one of us at some time in our lives feels. Historical Gnosticism, if we can regard it as a 
coherent reality rather than a rhetorical adversary or rumor, relies on a disdain of the 
body, especially the flesh corrupted by its imprisoned life in this world. This belief runs 
dangerously against the essential incarnational belief that guides my life; namely, that 
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we are born into flesh the divine sanctifies because it is the most prized thing in 
creation: life, its animating forces, feeling the cosmos through our senses and intellect. 
If I’m going to be connected to a Gnosticism, new or old, it needs to be an 
incarnational Gnosticism. 

Put another way, when the apocalypse happens, it will happen in the body. 
If there is any traction to Gnostic terms – and I think there is, for whatever it’s 

worth – I suspect it’s tied to the times. Poets have been signing agreements with the 
academic culture, professionally speaking, for several decades now and, by an 
extension, have worried their work with the terms and contracts of the fallen world that 
butresses academia. It’s a conservative (small-c; not political), skeptical, sometimes 
cynical, economically guided world, one of whose major ideologies is scientific, cultural 
materialism. I would say the most steadfast, dualist, Gnostic system at work today is 
Wall Street, to which the academic world (like almost every other world) is slavishly 
beholden. What is more capriciously archonic than the stock market? Who is more 
grotesquely demiurgical than a hedge fund manager? 

Recently, I think there are poets who are more vocally waking up to the 
nastiness of these associations. Where does the meaning come from? It’s a good if 
puzzling question. One answer is that it comes from the spirit world. Here’s Milton 
speaking his credo at the end of Blake’s Milton: 
 
     Obey thou the Words of the Inspired Man 
All that can be annihilated must be annihilated 
That the Children of Jerusalem may be saved from slavery 
There is a Negation, & there is a Contrary 
The Negation must be destroyd to redeem the Contraries 
The Negation is the Spectre; the Reasoning Power in Man 
This is a false Body: an Incrustation over my Immortal 
Spirit; a Selfhood, which must be put off & annihilated always 
To cleanse the Face of my Spirit by Self-examination. 
 
I’m inspired! Is the New Gnosticism a way to examine the false body, and then to shed 
it, to give it over to the humus for it to become the tilth for mycophoric devourers? I 
hope so. Here’s Blake again, from near the very end of “The Four Zoas,” for me the 
greatest apocalyptic poem in the language. The Zoas – divided immortal living forms 
that have just been reunited – are marveling at their reunion. And all of creation asks, 
 
How is it we have walked thro fires & yet are not consumed 
How is it that all things are changed even as in ancient times 
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Answering these questions is not merely the work of a Gnosticism new or old; it’s the 
sworn work of any serious transformer: visionary, poet, prophet, and forager. Making all 
things new even as in ancient times. 
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