Just Beautiful

Tim Suermondt

NY Books®

The New York Quarterly Foundation, Inc.
New York, New York



NYQ Books™ is an imprint of The New York Quarterly Foundation, Inc.

The New York Quarterly Foundation, Inc.
P.O.Box 2015

Old Chelsea Station

New York, NY 10113

www.nygbooks.org

Copyright © 2010 by Tim Suermondt

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in
any manner whatsoever without written permission of the author. This
book is a work of fiction. Any references to historical events, real people
or real locales are used fictitiously. Other names, characters, places, and
incidents are products of the author’s imagination, and any resemblance
to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coinci-
dental.

First Edition

Set in New Baskerville

Layout and Design by Raymond P. Hammond

Cover Photo ©2010 Constance Norgren

Cover Layout and Design by Jarriett K. Robinson

Library of Congress Control Number: 2010907953

ISBN: 978-1-935520-28-3



Contents

It’s the Drifting / 15

Graduation / 16

Bon Voyage /17

“Fire in Houston Blamed on Inflatable Gorilla”
Why Art Always Trumps Commerce / 20
Right Field / 21

Looking Forward Boldly / 22

Good Jokes /23

The Lingering Intention of the World / 24
Taking Stock / 25

The Sixties / 26

The History of Folk Music / 27
Thanksgiving / 28

Ars Poetica / 29

Wondering / 30

The Dolphins / 31

Humanity is Such a Large Subject / 32
New Year’s, 2010 / 33

Your Return / 34

Trivial importance / 35

What Would He Ever Do / 36

Bright, Brighton Beach / 37

Eddie’s Chariot Just as Sweet / 38

The Lyricism I Don’t have / 39

Red Hot / 40

We Do at City Hall / 41

vil

/18



II

It Had to Happen /45

Just Beautiful / 46

The Kind of Day / 47

With the Birds on Ascan Avenue / 48

The Magic Marko / 49

President Suermondt / 50

Einstein Looks in the Window / 51

In Some Country, Anytime / 52

Mr. Pinochet / 53

Real Men / b4

Don’t You Worry / 55

The Killing of the Birds / 56

Delray / 58

Pancho Villa Returns His Suit to Me / 59

The Neighbor Reads Celan in Jo Ann’s Beauty Parlor / 60
The Master Builder / 61

Neruda’s House in a Dream / 62

Simone Weil on the Ferris Wheel... / 63

Still Punching / 64

Van Gogh’s Room in Auvers is Driving Him Crazy / 66
Hollywood / 67

Watching a Favorite Twilight Zone Episode... / 68
Well, it’s a History of Philosophy / 69

The Big Pierre / 70

The Preparation / 71

The Lost Cause Revisited / 72

Ten People at the Poetry Reading / 73

Such Expectations / 74

viii



11X

The Pursuit of Happiness / 77

A Pinch of Genius if You're Lucky / 78
Supreme /79

A History of Baseball / 80

What does it Mean? / 81

Comforting the Doubts of Science and Moving On /82
A City Boy’s Pastoral / 83

Winning the Pulitzer / 84

Poems: Old and Random / 85
Valentine’s Day / 86

Baluga Street / 87

City for the Taking / 88

Fallujah / 89

The Butterflies of Walking / 90
Hearing Aid for the Younger /92
Every City That’s Ever been / 93

Pasta /94

Absolutely / 95

A Man and the Serious World / 96
The Sound of Money Leaving / 97
Counting on One / 98

Even in Paris / 99

Splendid for the New Life / 100
Dancers Going Far / 101

On the Street Leading to the Mean Streets / 102
After the Election / 103

Hong Kong Hui / 104

The Present and the Future / 105

X



IT’S THE DRIFTING

When I read the laments

over authors who are no longer in print,

I wish I were able to arouse more sympathy.
In my case it’s usually about

trying to get into print in the first place.

It’s somewhat like rafting in that it’s not

the raft, but the drifting that’s important—
the slow as sloth movements, sure, but

also the sheer moments of speeding light,
that bullet train in our minds, the worlds
we think we might love going by,

the days full of colors we’ve never seen,

the nights of falling stars turning the rivers
white as snow and bone, the accumulation
of everything real and unreal that prompted
us to write it down from the very beginning.
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RIGHT FIELD

I'm out of place
but at home.

I hear “has-been”
whistling in the wind

and convinced I see
a vulture circling above.

But I have no inclination
to fuss over worry.

I pound my glove
and stand erect as a prince,

royal in my nonchalance,
although there’s a tiny

bend at the knees.
If I do stumble

on the first pitch hit at me,
I can say I lost

it in the clouds
like Willie Mays once said,

still young enough to make
excuses means being still

young enough. Batter up—
it’s been a long time.
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IT HAD TO HAPPEN

I accepted the inevitable: I became an adult.
—OQctavio Paz

I'locked up my comic books
and my Little League bat.

I worked on my vocabulary
and became quite adroit

at using the word “ubiquitous”
in many of my conversations.

I wore a cutrate fancy suit
and played the Market well.

I took a blonde scientist dancing
and she taught me the Cosmos.

I quit while I was far ahead
and went boating off Cape Cod.

I championed every exile
and learned to love my white hair.

I once bumped my wife in the night
and told her about the Masked Marvel.
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