The Windows (The Actual Acts)


“A real armchair leaning against a real window” di Chirico

The world consists of acts.

The actual acts; acts result in worlds.

Whatever is, is actual.

Hypothetical dog chased by a real cat.

Things are possible, then they exist.

In what respect is an accident a thing?

Accidents occur when acts go astray.

If an accident occurs in a sentence, is meaning liable?

There’s a distant look on possibility’s face.

It will never quite exist or become a fact.

Never acting is also an action.

Which do you prefer, the thing or its state?

What objects lack in time, they make up in space.

An object is the actual awaiting further action.

It can wait a long time.

Time is fresh in objects even when they decay.

You can’t give one example of time getting old.

Every second, new time is arriving.

Still, some of us are bored.

All that I can imagine is possible for me.

But perhaps not actual.

Possibility is a source of amusement.

Our toys are laid out.

But, all too often, we’re unable to act.

Inaction is a waste of possibility.

Action is a waste of impossibility.

Things have hinges; they turn both ways.

Which is why doors are magic.

The priests of the wall.

Why do we say thoughts have direction?

 “I was thinking along that line.”

A series of thoughts is like a chase scene.

One thought pushes another over some edge.

Time’s job is full-time; there’s no time off.

Objects serve for a certain period.

Eventually, they fade away.

They were steady workers in the vineyards of space.

You can’t imagine something, unless you saw it before.

A pine tree, for instance.

If you never saw a boat, how would you describe it?

Showing is telling.

Seeing something for the first time requires imagination.

You’re learning to see how possible it is.

Then it becomes actual.

A manta ray gliding through shallow water.

Frigate birds on a cliff.

Do you see what I’m saying?

It’s harder to say what you’re seeing.

Possible peach on a possible dish.

A school of possible fish.

Why do we say “temporal object”?

Name one object that exists outside of time.

I once gave the gift of a dozen temporal roses.

Objects famously take up space.

Apparently, they also take up time. 

Two lovers struggle in bed for the same space and time.

There is no freedom for objects with names.

They’re stuck being themselves.

For example, you can’t rename a thing.

It would alter the world too much.

What would you call “scissors”?

The red dress has a history.

A world grew up around it, in which the dress was god.

To know an object, you have to know its future.

Many objects were in our mouths as children.

They tasted square or round, hard or soft.

We were seeing with our mouths.

You can’t know a thing without knowing its name.

When the name changes, so does the thing.

A new world spreads before it.

All those lost words, of agricultural meaning!

The dovecote and the ploughshare.

Don’t get your “hackles” up!

Names make everything real.

Even the imaginary.

Nobodaddy.  Uncle Sam.

Even in public, objects are private. 

They hide in plain sight.

Their private lives, of course, are none of our business.

Objects at the window, gazing out at us.

Impossible objects, never to be seen.

We name a thing when it acts like the thing.

It has its own rhythms and systems.

Some systems are transparent.

Clocks, for instance.

Everyone knows what’s going on in there.

Transparency is one of the world’s disguises.

We can’t know all of anything.

Or even a little of everything.

The mind can manage only one thing at a time.

The beginning, middle, or end.

Can you name a fourth childhood friend?

We are not infinite beings.

Nor are there infinite objects.

Infinity is only a concept, to bring the cosmos near.

But the cosmos doesn’t care, and scatters its attentions.

Memory presents one thing at a time.

It wants to linger there, in time and place.

That smell of bread near the bakery.

Wearing your husband’s shoes.

There’s a thin line between nostalgia and nausea.

The plunge is sharp, the past too shallow.

Possibility is docile.

It’s the actual that cares.

If one thing exists, the cosmos isn’t empty.

Many things do exist.

Therefore, the cosmos isn’t empty.

It just feels empty.

The words we use are strange.

Because they’re so familiar.

And states of affairs are constantly passing.

We haven’t the time to grieve.

Space is all places, the contained and the container.

Wherever it goes, space is always at home.

It’s our local worlds that are distant.

Which is why we carry totems.

Something on a key ring.

Why am I walking here, on this particular road?

What do I represent, the state of my own mind?

The possible is poetic but only feebly so.

Only the impossible leads to great discoveries. 

Here is an object of one dimension.

It has no physical nature, because it’s a mental object.

Here’s an object of two dimensions.

It is called a picture.

Its trees seem almost real. 

But we can’t go behind them.

Is darkness deeper than light?  

They seem to go equally far.

Infinity means:  farther than we can see.

What an awesome concept.

But we can only think as far as we can see.

An object always has some degree of thickness.

This sheet of paper, for instance.

Ideas have no dimension, until you write them down.

Natural objects are deeply unfamiliar.

Water, rocks, and trees.

They border on the uncanny.

We feel more at home with things we have made.

Sofa on the lawn, flat screen TV.

Ideas shrink at the thought of an object.

At the first distraction, they slip out of being.

We have to give them “weight.”

No idea comes to us completely.  

Its second shoe never quite lands.

Ideas can take a thousand years to pop into our heads.

They come a long way, down through history.

But they are soon forgotten.

Objects contain their own situation.

They’re always showing how possible they are.  

How do you know the world is round?

Because someone has pictured it for you.

The less fully drawn, the more beautiful the picture.

A single curved line can do the whole job.

When an object disappears, its shape remains in place.

An apple, for instance.

Apples look different in French.

They also sound different, when they hit the ground.

Even when collapsed, a box remains a box.

To what extent is water an object?

It runs to find its shape.

Then we call it a “body” of water.

What object is eternal?

Even granite wears down.

Fire is not an object.

It’s some kind of process, or being.

A picture of the sea is something like the sea.

No picture is perfect, no object either.

Everything is “almost” or “nearly.”

Imperfect picture of an imperfect object.

The sea is being as authentic as it can.

On certain days, the sea is not itself.

That is, not as we had imagined.

A painting’s first depiction is of itself.

Therefore, it can never depart from reality.  

Are curved lines too passionate?

Too personal somehow?

No such thing as two identical pictures.

Breathtaking difference between two silk-screened Jackies.

No such thing as a logical picture.

There are no false pictures.

There are just pictures.

A chair remains true to its image.

Some hint of the chair in a nest of abstract lines.

Because you were thinking chair.

A tree portrays the wind.

Cold air portrays warm breath.

There’s evidence everywhere.

When I say mind, I hear mined.

But I know what I’m thinking.

What would be unthinkable?

An object of no shape is unthinkable.

What proof would we have of an imageless world?

No logic to the world, just traditional practice. 

Logic is our invention, like haircuts and dating.

First the town, then the sheriff. 

There are no logical pears.

The days of creation must have been a madhouse!

But things settled down.

How much of my world remains unknown by me?

How much of the language?

Is my point of view leaking?

Also, many things lie hidden.

The unprocessed world is the cliff edge of perception.

All that is possible is not thinkable.

All that is thinkable is not possible.

The possible suffers the actual.

Then it becomes a fact.   

I’m pointed to what I think.

Then I’m alone with my thinking.

Which of my thoughts are yours?

And which are mine alone?

Can you point to the beginning?

From what direction does the end arrive?

Thoughts have no past or future.

They’re always “right now.”

Reckless thoughts are the first to be heeded.

Thinking is shaped by speaking.

And writing holds it fast.

The world doesn’t care about thinking.

It goes on being the world.

Meanwhile, the future is changing.

Name one thing that remains to be named.

First writing, then speech, then thinking , then perception.

Last of all, the things worth perceiving.

The “shake” of a thought is part of its meaning.

The part that slips past understanding.

Of which we are most fond.

“When” and “what” are of the world.

“If” goes in all directions.

Truth is as close as our senses.

“I could smell him before he arrived.”

When you die,  your truths go with you.

Wreckage of knowledge, science, mind.

What exactly is meant by an “empty sign”?

We call them empty when they’re too full.

“A horse is a horse” is the zenith of thinking.

You can’t go any further, as regards the horse.

The horse can go as far as it wishes.

But not beyond its name.

Beauty isn’t a matter of strangeness.

It comes when perception deepens the familiar.

The peach is more peach than ever before.

Too much perception can dull even a stone.

What’s the “base note” of a mirror?

How deeply it doubles the world?

All, always, infinite, eternal, and never.

Why should we trust these words?

What if I should say, “The sky is never dark”?

Would you try to believe me?

Some light is always present.

Stars and distant neon.

The glow from a swamp.

A shrug has meaning in any language.

It passes in silence and says the right thing.

What if Nietzsche had shrugged?

Would the world be any different?

Infinity is smaller than it used to be.

It’s down to just an “infinitive series.”

Poetry never thinks things through.

It seizes directly what it needs.

Philosophy thinks too much.

But has very little to say.

Poetry never has to say it’s sorry.

All it does is sing and gesture.

That’s its wisdom.

The wise fool of the arts.

Sign language is beautiful in its lack of sound.

But pathetic in the size of its effort.

Poetry is beautiful for its sound.

But pathetic in its pathos.

In poetry and music, beauty is in the passing.

But its having been played still resonates in the room.

A word can’t be false; it’s just doing its job.

Here comes that word, simpático, again.

A handsome word in its way.

Simpatia also.

To love such words, do I have to understand them?

Each time a word is “played,” it has a new truth.

Even in the same situation.

The viewer walks with his candle.

Darkness behind, darkness ahead.

Knowledge faces a dimly lit stage.

It seems that the play is ending.

It can tell from the tone and rhythm.

There are patterns to these things.

An engine flares wildly as it runs out of gas.

We even have to intuit what we know for certain.

What is not murky?

Practical knowledge is not murky.

How to sharpen a knife is transparent to me.

Also the fact that knives need to sharpened.

Dull or sharp, a knife couldn’t be clearer.

Philosophy, however, requires murky conditions.

That’s the whole point.

It’s how you play the game.

Not how much smoke you clear.

The philosophy of fire uses metaphors of water.

Can you wrap your mind around that?

While time and space are wrapped around you?

Which is smarter, quartz or stone?

What’s the meaning of this sentence?

Philosophy sets no limits on what can be thought.

But personal experience does.

Thought demands a staging place.

Here, there, before, and after.

You can’t think your way inside a thing.

You can only think near it.

Thinking is contained by its world.

We are world through and through.

What can be shown has already been said.

What can be shown need not be said.

The told has been shown.

What is false is true in its commitment to falseness.

What is true is true in its commitment to truth.

Therefore, truth conditions rule.

No philosophy can proceed without a concept of truth.

Just a little eschatology gets it through the day.

If the many didn’t exist, would there still be the one?

Why isn’t zero an instance of one?

One zero plus one zero should be two zeros.

Zero is something, and nothing is something.

Contradiction is part of the world’s agreement. 

But you wouldn’t drink black milk.

Or put out a fire with your hair.

We are as close to truth as a painting of the truth.

That is, at a refractory distance.

The limits of my language will have to do.

The ark inside quark.

That strange word, “enfeebled.”

I am what I can glean.

There are thousands of things we’ve never observed.

A new species of clam being eaten by a new species of bird.

And there’s no new man to record it.

To imagine a world is to clean it.

Hard to conceive of a dirty new world.

Our imaginary worlds are aging along with our real ones.

The limits of the world are new every day.

Because the world is shrinking.

Poetry exceeds the limits of language.

The unknown world is happy about that fact.

The syntax of life is birth, life, and death.

Life is the verb.

Some guesses are educated.

But even the educated are guessing.

Poetry works by a zero-sum method.

Equal pressures of emergence and distance.

Attention and  movement, turns when there are turns.

Banality is the poetry of no movement at all.

It won’t quite die and refuses to give birth.

To model consciousness, you have to draw a picture.

Yeats’ intersecting, counter-rotating gyres.

The rhizomes of Jung and Deleuze.

The poetry of chaos has no intersecting lines.

The world falls through.

Metaphor’s knot may hold too fast.

In the logic of poetry, surprises are required.

Things powerfully don’t quite fit.

The rose itself may be of interest. 

But poetry is the shadows in its folds.

Anomalies hold little interest.

They sing a note of weary invention.

Not the strange hand but the strangeness of hands.

The result should be a surprise to the process.

Natural objects aren’t logical.

They’re not illogical, either.

They’re simply what is given.

Nature used to make all the noise.

Now it makes what we call silence.

If logic is transcendental, our thoughts must be, too.

Therefore, logic is not transcendental.

On which dirty wings should we fly?

A problem in math is stated as a sentence.

There’s a syntax and a grammar.

Its beauty lies in zero.

The dark star of the system.

A tape loop models infinity.

Renewal and boredom to the nth degree.

What’s the word for “nth” in German?

Poetry requires a speechless speaker.

It speaks from a groundless ground.

From the past-future to the future-present.

Its pulse is nothing / song.

Is logic too emotional to be considered math?

They both involve proofs.

But not proofs of existence.

Existence is proof of itself.

You can’t go below rain on a stone.

You can’t go above it, either.

How would we know if time changed its way of being?

What we call time is actually fictive time.

We perceive and remember islands of experience.

The rest falls away.

Time is the stage, memory the actor.

Pain comes of a certain coherence.

For no visible reason, a person weeps in the street.

Especially, for some reason, in New York City.

Real time is confined to baseball games.

No drama, no coherence.

Experience is whatever interest decides it is.

And that becomes the story.

That business with Charybdis.

Not to mention Calypso and Circe.

Poetry’s business is to trade in attention.

Maximum pleasure from maximum pain.

Pain can be funny, when it occurs in others.

Pleasure has the tensile strength and wave rhythm of water.

There’s a ripple of thought in the spine.

Pleasure is the final value.

No truth, no pleasure.

By the world, we mean the All.

Where even the vacancies are present.

Nothing less would ever make sense.

 Perception lends extra value to the world.

Poetry lends even more.

The tax on it is public inattention.

The world’s intentions are pure, because it has none.

But there are certain patterns.

If a buffalo falls through the ice, nothing can save it.

It’s impossible to look behind the given.

You’re in no position to judge.

But you can speak from behind it, by means of fiction.

The wind knots some strings hanging from a clothesline.

Did it happen by chance or divine intervention?

Tautology is when all the knots are tied.

Meaning returns to itself, from all sides of its world.

A mouse is finally the mouse it started out to be.

Even the mystics would cease their chatter.

Many in silence have no special wisdom.

They simply have nothing to say.

No silence, no song;  no noise, no world.

No such thing as a treacherous object.

Innocent blood, innocent ax. 

The world takes up all the room inside a camera.   

A lot more world spills outside the frame.

No world is made of thought alone.

Or music alone or painting.

No thought is made of world alone.

The navigators didn’t invent the new land.

They sensed that it was there.

Have you ever gazed from a window to see if everything’s still there?

And seen your own face in the glass, superimposed on  the view?

Consciousness rests among its objects.

Which makes the objects restless.

It is possible to say, “I no longer recognize the mirror in me.”

Or, “The author is the product of the work he produces.”

The more illogical it is, the more it’s of interest. 

Truth is of interest, but it’s hard to explain.

You can’t locate its beginning or end.

Then the middle goes missing.

Truisms come readymade, everything in its place.

Not the test of time but the taste of it.

Not the taste of good liquor but the cost of it.

People who think this much ought to be placed in prison.

They’re a danger to themselves and to our soldiers at war.

Where’s a speechless speaker for the unspoken world?

The Bartleby of our day, to stand in the file room dreaming? 

When nothing is ordinary, nothing is of interest.

Thought is metaphysical when its motive is distance.

The everyday brings us closer to existence.

The easy gazers are living in a dream.

The thinker’s becoming real.

Is irony too sentimental?

Is its faith in our era waning?

Two new words are needed, “enworlded” and “beselved.”

To be enworlded is to be beselved.

To be beside yourself is to be fully conscious.

By the seaside, the beautiful sea.

Is it possible then that I’ve misunderstood the question?
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