


 

 

 

 

ALL OF YESTERDAY’S TOMORROWS 
COLLECTED POEMS 

 

BY RAMEZ QURESHI 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Bedlam Publishing  



 

 

 

For our parents, for our poets. 

 

 

 

 

Copyright © 2018 by the Estate of Ramez Qureshi 

All rights reserved 

 

Cover artwork, “Cosmic Love #1” copyright © 2018 Artem Mirolevich 
Cover design copyright © 2018 Jason Yocum 
Transcriptions and line edits by The LetterWorks 
Author photo provided by the Qureshi family 

 

FIRST EDITION, 2018 

ISBN 978-1-7322958-4-1 

 

 

“Forgotten” first appeared in Snakeskin, issue 52, March 2000. 
“from An Idea and/but (an) Idea alone of Order” first appeared in Readme, 
issue 3, Summer 2000. 
“FIELDS” first appeared in Cauldron & Net, volume 2, Spring 2000. 
“Wrong Pages” & “Ali Baba’s Secret” first appeared in Perforations, issue 
23, 2000.  



 

Introduction   ................................................................................................   5 

I.   .................................................................................................................   7 
Forgotten 
Reign of Terror  
Wrong Pages  
Ali Baba’s Secret  
Respite 
The Last Words of Flora Jacobson  
Poem of Day’s Night  
No Once No Time: A Lover Foresees Her Beloved’s Death in War  
For Rodney King  
Immortality 
First Snowfall  
from An Idea and/but (an) Idea alone of Order  
Trapped 
How Will the World End?  
Helas Pour Moi 

II.   .............................................................................................................   33 
The Mirror and the Window  
Why I write the way I do:  
The Question  
Ask me not  
Repetition  
Morning 
The Tree  
The Beggar and I  
193-54-8786 
Don’t Catch Me When I Fall … Don’t Bury Me When I Die  
Inspiration 
The Wild Deer at High Point  
To Cynthia Webster  
Letters from Ember  
Notes from a Life on the Borderline  
Long Enough  
Someday 



 

III.   ............................................................................................................   52 
FIELDS 
A N Eastern  
Bloody Sunset 

IV.   ............................................................................................................   60 
After You  
Beth 
Love Poem  
Attraction 
Overheard 
Priapism 
In the Catskill Valley  
Yesterday, Today, Tomorrow  
The Skies, the Earth, the Underground  
Love 

V.   ..............................................................................................................   74 
All of Yesterday’s Tomorrows 

 

  



5 

 Ramez Qureshi was an aesthete in the truest sense. A creator and critic 
both, he approached his appreciation of the arts and composition of poetry as 
if the world depended on it. For Ramez, it likely did. 
 Ramez drew life and inspiration from all artistic mediums and 
disciplines. He was moved by the opera and ballet, by the scenes of Godard, 
the brushstrokes of Rothko, the sounds of Cage, and so much more. A 
devoted bibliophile, he amassed thousands of books, read the entire works of 
Shakespeare, Foucault, and many, many others. He enveloped himself in and 
engaged with as much art as possible and wrote rich and thoughtful critiques 
on works as diverse as his tastes. His most revisited subject, however, was 
that which truly possessed him in heart, mind, and soul: poetry. 
 Ramez wrote about poetry the way the classical poets wrote about their 
true loves. He craved it, studied it, and obsessed over it. It was not only his 
true north, but also his window both to the world outside and the increasingly 
turbulent one within. Shortly after beginning his graduate work, Ramez was 
diagnosed with bipolar schizoaffective disorder and was hospitalized a 
handful of times. In remembering Ramez and his work, poet and journal 
editor Gary Sullivan said, “His sister, Sofia, told me that near the end of his 
life, Ramez believed that only poetry was real.” 
 Against all odds, Ramez was able to seize brief periods of lucidity. He 
earned his M.A. in 2000 and hit creative spikes that resulted in the bulk of 
the work that survives today. With the help of the Internet, he befriended 
poets in his home state of New York and beyond and had inspiring 
conversations and correspondences with Nick Piombino, Agha Shahid Ali, 
Gary Sullivan, and others. He also began publishing in journals, including 
Rain Taxi, Tripwire, Catalytic, XCP: Cross Cultural Poetics, Chain, 
Snakeskin, Perforations, Jacket, Cauldron & Net, Readme, Rhizome, and 
Lynx. In January of 2001, he was querying publishers with the long-form, 
experimental “All of Yesterday’s Tomorrows.” In March 2001, his life 
ended. 
 The timing of his departure encased his work in a pre-9/11 glass, a 
unique artifact of Pakistani-American perspective that virtually ceased to 
exist thereafter. Many notable Pakistani-American poets writing in the late 
nineties and early aughts were immigrants, but Ramez stands out as one of 
very few second-generation, and was quite likely the very first American 
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poet of Pakistani descent. As such, he did not write with the same drive to 
express his heritage. Whereas Pakistani-American literature tends to draw 
heavily from South-Asian mythologies and locales, Ramez focused on his 
own surroundings and often referenced themes and characters from Greek 
mythology and the bible. His interest in Marxism parallels the progressive 
literature movement that began in pre-partition India, though it is unknown 
whether this predilection was specifically inspired by any of those works. 
Ramez’s English ghazals and his ode to Faiz Ahmed Faiz are among the few 
direct nods to his literary lineage, but the spirit, sensibility, and influence can 
be felt, particularly in his more political verse. 
 On the day he died, he wrote one of his strongest socio-political pieces, 
“Helas Pour Moi” (after the Godard film), which opens with the 
controversial and politically motivated executions of Ricky Rector and Gary 
Graham. Reading Ramez’s work today it is difficult not to speculate on how 
he would have been affected by these last two decades had he lived and/or 
how he would have impacted communities with his words. 
 Ultimately, poetry could not sustain Ramez, though in a letter to his 
listserv group upon his passing, Sofia said, “…my brother's passion for 
poetry: reading, writing, theorizing, discovering and most importantly 
relating with others who shared these passions, in whatever virtual manner, 
kept him alive for the past eight years. Quite literally and with no 
exaggeration.” 
 This collection was distilled from well over a thousand pieces, many of 
which were transcribed directly from Ramez’ original handwritten pages 
provided by his family. With the exception of the title piece, it remains a 
mystery as to which, if any, of the previously unpublished works he intended 
to release, but the distinctions between incomplete sketches and fully-formed 
works are clear. The pieces included here were chosen and organized in 
collaboration with Ramez’ uncle, NYU Abu Dhabi Associate Professor of 
Literature and Visual Studies Shamoon Zamir, and have been arranged into 
five sections based on different modes present in his work, loosely 
characterized as: lyric/philosophical; autobiographical; homage/meditations 
on art; love; and experimental long-form. This is the introduction to the 
world that Ramez worked so hard for, but never lived to see. 
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Forgotten 

At last the new song arrived, 
& we, 
we who had so long suffered to gaze on the face of Moneta, 
forgot its old song 
as an after-image 
like sugar dissolving into coffee. 

At last the new song arrived, 
& we, 
we who were steeped in swamps of dejection 
forgot our old song, 
our old song of vague hope, of prophecy 
of the new song to come. 

At last the new song arrived, 
& we, 
we who had been bound & born to outrageous fate 
were freed to joy 
to the promise of a daybreak 
we had always awaited. 

At last the new song arrived, 
& we, 
we who were now free in spirit, 
we tasted the paradisiacal wines 
which ran in brooks 
in the forests at the twilight. 

At last the new song arrived, 
& we, 
we who had begun to weary of our days by the garden 
began to weary of our new pleasures 
began to forget our gamboling 
began to long for something else. 

At last the new song arrived, 
& we, 
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we who had longed for it for so long 
forgot it, 

returned to our old ways, 
with less despair, with less hope, with the lingerings of the old days, 
glimpsing the face 
of Moneta. 
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Reign of Terror 

Leave it to the French, 
that’s what I say 
Is that a turning point? 
The triumph of the bourgeois. 
Marx liked it, you know. 
Heads. 
spilling off guillotines, 
into waiting 
wicker baskets. 
A baptismal bath in blood. 
Robespierre’s baby. 
So was this the most 
important event in recent (recent? 
is it recent?) 
history, a necessity 
for modernity. 
So our new great society, 
was born from rule by terror? 
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Wrong Pages 

On the wrong page 
some slip 
unlike that 
of a character in search of a scene, an act 
that the businessman as bard declares must be glorious 
leaving others to move on, 
sit to tea perhaps, 
with some mad naked statesman as historian 
and x as y, a as b 

but this has happened before 
made new 
marketed 
abused 
and idiots selfsacrificed thorned with selfscorn, crowned with 
selfworship 

and too many subtexts read “i wanna get laid” 
that's what you get 

but mythicness is a mythifoul myth for masochistic machismo 
and the minute receives you 
and he has company 
in a smile in a frown 
or a frown in a smile, 
depending on how she looks at things 

to matter or not to matter 

then again— 
which subject is in control? 
the characters— 
were the subsequent characters? 

the voice from the outside intoned the preceding 
the voice from the outside informs 
the voice as emanation, the emanation's son, 
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the shellshallack collapses 
shellshocks lets in, too brittle 

for this. 

the streets are where the streets are 
where 
in dreams 
mother drove me 
last night 
as i made love 
to a movie star 

the streets returned in day 
the streets were never gone 
the streets were still the next night 

while two teenagers— 
brother and sister 
hopped over cemetery fences 
entered the family crypt 
with a kripped key 
in the amply spacious hull 
did it 
 where one wanders in. 
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Ali Baba’s Secret 

In relaxation, Hermes awakes 
restless 
glances about him, and flies 
while you were parting around the corner 
around the corner 
where dead crackled yellow autumn leaves 
waited your arrival, your passing 
and knew you 
better than I 

who rose to follow you on their breeze, infected 
and I could go only so far 
to see the brown spots of impacted dirt left like photonegatives 
“The Beautiful.” “Under foot” 

The photonegative, permanent, persisting 
The privilege of death! C’est plus absurde. 

Old faces 
the difference of years 
but Talus has not quit 
amidst it all 
pages are turned 
words are recited 
an ocean confirmed 
past is finalized 

to think of the orgone box. 

l=e=a=f=i=n=g through the bible 
in desperation 

to dream “it anyway” 

ignorance of “it” 

it is the steel of Talus 
the stuff of which Hermes moves 
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moves in his perfect medium of mind 
a chicanery of mind 

for him 
for us 
for me 
then if you are here, no choice 
for you. 

the not here 
He confirms its not having to be there. 

so 

personality 
history and all 

exorcising that spectre 

the other voice speaking 
but the spectre is there 
the other voice speaking 
but the spectre is here 
the other voice speaking 
and the spectre abides 

around, around, to make a circle of pathlessness, oneiric pathlessness 

it cannot matter, must not matter. 

mais, qu’est que chose, c’est? 

pata ney, pata, ney, mujay ney pata. 

mais, il y a quel que chose, il faut que, il faut. 

Ali Baba knows 
Only Ali Baba knows 
He, with his word-seed, knows 
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ex-humation. Don’t let ‘em ‘em 
ex-humanization 

Ali Baba’ll teach ya 
to find the proper subtext. 

C’est vrai. C’est vrai. 

Beau. Beau. 

Malapropism of the sign = a sine of the right angle 

equals 1 

1 alone 
1 here 
Baudelaire chasing hares 
It does not teach 1 
the text is not mono-logos 

all the use. all the use. 
ex-Hume 

for reality. psychosis 
in an Edinburgh cemetery 
in the use(less) all the usa(Los) 
In the crepuscular hour, Ali Baba holds the key (immaterial, in mouth) 
entering, dressed 
like He in that preliminary plate. 

  



16 

Respite 

“There’s not a sorrow in all the world that cannot be cured by snow” 
-Pasternak 

A 
T 

L 
A 
S 
The Snow man m 
  e l 
            t e d 
and our palms flourished in our minds 
and birds with their music entertained us 
and even those rains that watered those palms were music 

and there was stability above our dancing in the verdant green leaves 
and our hearts beat with joy in harmony with the night crickets 

we do not know if we know that or when this will all ever end 
when in cold coming our streaming blood slows 
when with chaos come blankets of black s 
     n wo 
              sossow 
       nswo 
             s nn ow sss 
             ow 
       s 
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The Last Words of Flora Jacobson 

Come, 
no. 
You too. 
Darling. my Darling. 
No. No. 
away from here, 
and let me die 
in peace. 
What? 
Our lord and Savior? 
I’ll keep my own 
sins. 
after all, 
anyway, 
we didn’t deserve Christ 
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Poem of Day’s Night 

That that would be the day the sun stopped shining would be the day the sun 
stopped shining. Not that it no longer not that it no longer came out came 
out. On the contrary, it would rise to cloudless skies. On the contrary it 
would rise to cloudless skies. It simply would not shine, deliver no light. It 
simply would not shine, deliver no light. Seemed just a yellow disk in the 
sky. Seemed just a yellow disk in the sky. One thing I know about him: one 
thing I know about him: his phone rings four times before answering with a 
generic message and the Ode from Beethoven’s Ninth in the background. His 
phone rings four times before answering with a generic message and the Ode 
from Beethoven’s Ninth in the background. One thing I know about her: one 
thing I know about her: she holds animal free soap as water falls over her 
nude body in the shower and she sniffs it. She holds animal free soap as 
water falls over her nude body in the shower and she sniffs it. The day the 
sun stopped shining, the trickster appeared. The day the sun stopped shining, 
the trickster appeared. He would double, repeat, everything in our texts. He 
would double, repeat, everything in our texts. We could write them fine 
enough we could write them fine enough but as soon as we finished a text, 
we found everything doubled but as soon as we finished a text, we found 
everything doubled. One thing I know about them: they are in love. One 
thing I know about them: they are in love. You leave and return from my 
breast like the dove of all seasons. You leave and return from my heart like 
the dove of all seasons. 
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No Once No Time: A Lover Foresees Her Beloved’s Death in War  

Do not tell me about “once upon a time.” black There are no once’s 
anymore, no single moments, everything is a once now black. There are only 
once’s, but no once. And there is no time. What is time? That subway, that 
space behind mirrors—I’m off it, outside it, with no more you. I know now. I 
know now. Now I know It. Your letters tender as always, speaking of 
creating a beauty stroking my hair, kissing that place on my neck which only 
you knew blue. But now the letters are fewer, and shorter, and come from 
greater distances, and I wonder if I’m still so deep inside of you, or whether 
the damned war has stolen your soul from me, has killed your heart. red “I 
love you” the words still end, but do they still mean it? What is angel doing 
with a gun, telling me stories about taking this sight or that. What have they 
done to you? red You, who once lay, my delivering angel, by my bed? The 
notes, my premonition scares me, that I’m losing you. Not that you’ll die, 
though I fear that most of all, but that they’ve already killed you. Making 
you a killer. red What have they done. What is this war for? And I can only 
remember you. My body can only remember yours. And I know the next 
letter will say, “I am sorry to inform you…” and then you will be entombed 
within my heart, angel again. red, black, and blue. 
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For Rodney King 

This is the law. 
Is this the law? 
It isn’t/Isn’t it. 

I can’t forget. 
the factory of clubs 
raining on your heart. 

 

 

enough.  
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Immortality 

I am immortal 
after all 
matter can be neither created 
nor destroyed 
and what else am I 
but flesh and bone 
and what else are we 
but flesh and bone 
I am immortal 
so are you 
when interred 
we shall mingle with the earth 
for a few billion years 
then the sun will die out 
and the earth engulfed 
our atoms will enter the gaseous state 
and oh! I wonder where we would journey 
what wondrous nebulas some of our atoms will visit 
what black holes shall we slip into 
hither and thither we shall spread 
our stuff 
parting 
and journeying 
to opposite corners 
of the universe 
to places far away 
marvelous places 
far away from this earth 
for eternity 
til the end of time 
which has no end 
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First Snowfall 

of the season started slowly 
winter announced his arrival 
Flake by Flake 
settling upon the ground 
Cooperating, coloring the world a 
solid, pure white, the color 
of our deliverance, but alas 
not even the snow could redeem us. 

  



23 

from An Idea and/but (an) Idea alone of Order 

 IIIrd 

You cannot make sense for me then— 
this a priori synthesis? 
Here I stay devoted at your confessional booth, 
here, stay, confess, 
but you insist on the other 
(you’re supposed to .?) 
you insist on the other 
(you’re supposed to ?.) 

and tell me then what to make 
of the candle flickering, drilled into the glacier 
which will, then does expire 
while he respires still although 
and assures that what is is, 
and what is not is (anyhow, what the hell) 

i swear i do not know her, nor, the way, nor that last time 
I perspired or the last time I imbibed anything or that I 
could do so again. soon 
In future when i will it, or, now 

the dreams are remembered as the prodigal son sleeps 
his stormy sleep 
as he wakes on his last night away from whom, as he 
remembers the dreams he had the first night before 
departure. 

but for them he is not welcome. 

Them, They are and they know they are and we say 
we do not want a they but they are and—a is—a in this 

warp—where a spun woof— 
spun, measured, & cut with the efficiency of a supercomputer 
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is actually seen and threaded by you 
no not me. 
then by whom 
Noman? No … man. 

and then tell me i am some someone who is this noman. 
no you cannot be 
no you can not be 
it is all i want 
no you cannot be 
and aren’t you forgetting something? 
Round up the usual suspects. 

‘Cause the Taroteer’s offerin’ a mug’s game. 
week from today. 
we’ll all assemble. 

Coconut cups. 
we took our chairs, the three of us, 
in a triangle 
and we allow, in ro- 
ta- 
tion 
the TopPointToPlay 

and win, well at least, a perfectly rational amount of times. 

apres … un menage pour de la celebration 

… al hezzaz catches al hamama 
… al khiate satisfies al taleb 
… an naasse surprises al mokabeul 
… az zoddame meets al zeunbar 

(Fantasy. prtrensliteration) 

Then we petitioned 
the judgment from Brahma 
who said 


