
Dear Diane #12 is from Dear Diane: Letters for a Revolutionary, a cycle of poems 
 
I wrote during the eight days following the most recent presidential inauguration. 
 
Each is a response to the first thirty-five Revolutionary Letters by Diane Di Prima, 
 
which were published in 1968. 
 

 

 

DEAR DIANE #12 

 

 

I must also confess that my desk is littered  

 

with talisman nothing holy in the religious sense 

 

mostly sentimental personal effects like a tiny spoon 

 

Mary sent and your letters typed on yellowed construction  

 

paper with ballpoint corrections in your own hand stapled  

 

and mimeographed     rough scripture that helps me see  

 

what it takes to be a revolutionary who must at last  

 

will his own destruction     but I have no desire  

 

or designs to set out and destroy the past  

 

my mind is a reliquarium just like my desk 

 

 

 

 

P.S. 

 

I've kept my lucky shirt  

 

for forty years hung on a peg  

 

above my office door     a real relic  

 

it reads The Only Band That Matters 

 

today I need a ladder to reach it 

 

 

 

 


