
Last of the Avant Gardes 
 
 
 
The slant at which he held the hammer 
to strike the urinal on display 
produced such fleeting beauty 
 
the art critics failed to see it 
(surprise, surprise); only Baudrillard 
could appreciate the value 
 
of destroying the unconventional 
roped from the public 
in a fancy museum. 
 
When the gendarmes framed him in bars, 
he shifted his eyes from left to right, 
like a clichéd painting in a horror flick, 
 
looking for his 15 minutes of fame. 
Le pauvre. He never even made the arts section 
of The New York Times. 
 
But to have seen him swinging his destruction 
through that sacrosanct space; 
to have watched the porcelain throne shatter 
 
into meaningless pieces 
at the end of a century  
oversaturated with making things new (!); 
 
oh what a relief, 
like a much needed piss, 
in a world going down the drain.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Intellectual Spectacle 
     Have the lights gone out for you? 
     Because the light’s gone out for me 
     It is the 21st century. 
         Radiohead 
I. 
 
Inside Outside Poem 
(to be presented with the words facing the audience) 
 
There are no words on the other side of this page, 
the writer having long since come to understand 
the reader’s penchant for projection. 
Google will take you only so far 
and vice versa, the audacity 
of any man, especially this Roger Sedarat 
to claim some categorical catalog 
of art in the 21st century 
and insist upon it by rationalizing the American dream. 
In short—a sort of shrinking in the mirror 
appears before us: Emerson’s transparent eyeball. 
 
Standing before a private audience 
After 7:00pm on page 16 of this manuscript 
I become an empty page 
 
All mean egotism at least pretends to vanish, 
inverted by the inconsequential gaze 
at poetry readings, intellectual spectacles 
devoid of any real celebrity; 
Even John Ashbery, especially John Ashbery 
gets boring after a page or two. 
There, I said it, and right off the top of my head. 
 
 
(Act) II. 
 
(to be presented with a single eye and a hole for a pupil through which the reader sees the 
audience) 
 
 
Okay, I did design a stage, so to speak. 
a primitive curtain call 
so as an actor in this farce labeled poetry 
I can sneak a peak at the illusion that people really desire to see me. 
It feels kind of creepy, like I’m a goon in a painting 
at a haunted house 
following guests through the hallway. 



 
 
III. 
(to be presented with the same single eye in part II) 
 
That moment in Emily Dickinson’s poem, 
“I heard a fly buzz when I died,” 
when she expects to see the King 
and hears instead a “blue uncertain stumbling buzz,” 
metaphor for a displaced God of the modern era 
for whom we all soon tire of seeking 
stands here in the place of all lyric intensity 
the poet dwelling over this lost cause 
quietly sobbing over failed efforts in his office. 
 
“And then,” says Dickinson, “I could not see to see.” 
 
 
IV. 
 
(to be presented with a black page facing the audience) 
 
This black screen shows I’m the first one to admit 
that such tricky and self-referential games 
are really negative and annoying, 
like my three idiot classmates  
in Professor Bob Solomon’s philosophy course 
at the University of Texas 
who turned in blank term papers 
with a single footnote 
at the bottom of the page 
marked “existence.” 
 
V. 
 
(to be presented with the word “POETRY” turned on its side facing the audience, with two 
X’s for eyes in the capital “O”) 
 
The novel is still in question. 
Poetry is definitively dead. 
The novel still holds possibility for redemption. 
It’s poetry that’s dead, deader than a doornail 
posting Luther’s theses, deader than a radio announcement 
for carpeting, an empire of clichés 
that freely installs a phone number 
in the most astute scholarly brain. 
 
Not the poet, he or she is all too alive. 



 
About poets they were very wrong, 
the post-structuralists.  How much they misunderstood 
the essential romantic illusion, 
the regressive writing and study  
of poetry, the endowment of that most redundant of publications,  
Poetry Magazine, 
the proliferation of the MFA and PhD in creative writing. 
Now more than ever the real poet is alive. 
All too alive, like a cockroach after a nuclear war 
No, not a cockroach, more like a rat, 
a sniveling, parasitic rat  
that gets shanked in the shower, 
an aesthetic pedophile, appropriating innocence 
and originality, reiterating his incessant “mi mi mi” 
after the circus animal’s desertion 
with the one leftover carney 
the last junkie in the world. 
 
If it weren’t for John Berryman 
having jumped off a bridge in the Midwest 
with a whimsical goodbye wave to his students 
I’d finish this last line 
with a gunshot to my head. 

 

 

 

 


