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Husk 
 
 
It leaves a bitter taste in my mouth, the poem, or, really, 

the concept of it. 
Jaded to it in a way, but not entirely so, as I still search 

for the freshness of the first experience 
In what has already been written: 
 
Alone, even in multitudes of vegetation and cloth, 
We make a distinct path through the orchard that is to 

some the emotional 
Centerpiece of the valley. The darkening boughs: 
No similarities between past, future, or the ellipsis 
We sense. Lines of footprints ringed in moonlight. The 

husk of 
Moon waits above for nothing it has never seen before. 

New smells, 
Perennials hibernating. Mists erase a nearby scarecrow, 
As if each thing has agreed somewhere in signature 
To the manner of its ending. 
 

i. 
 
Rivers woven into dark 
Cavities of night begin to weigh the bushels we carry 

down. Soon 
The apples will be ready for the picking, cutting, and 

drying. 
 
Or, we have been air above a church bell ringing, 
Even yesterday, when darkness closed in. 
 
Soon the carʼs engine has quieted by distance; 
The hour of late summer becomes inexplicably fleeter 
Than that of June or July. 
How often one feels there is nothing left to learn. 
 



Then a leaf falls from a bough 
And broaches thoughts of seasons approaching 
Like faces unfamiliar as unfallen snow, 
And it all must be done again 
In a precisely different way. 
 
Many things surface, most unasked for, but welcome, 

hinging on 
The continued independence of their networkʼs whole. 
How often, then, one understands he knows very little, 

except that 
It must be done again, and the hour becomes 
An internalization of a setting sun, one more reluctant 

smear 
Of the now that is always leaving and on fire. 
 
Between the sun and I, two dragonflies mate 
And part, I gather never to meet each other again. 
The liaison of the dragonflies: Why? 
 
All responses, in the end, are insufficient, 
But the sky is darkest in its center 
At this time of night. 
 

ii. 
 

Explaining matters of romantic infidelity 
As if the very flaws of their internal logic were their justi-

fication is 
One way of easing into a period of overwhelming 
Transition. Another is to imagine yourself to be the roof 
Over your house. Or, better yet, to become the sky over 

the roof of your house 
That you have imagined yourself to be. How lucky 

youʼve become 
If you can think of yourself as a shingle. 
 
Yet one rarely finds such character, 
Unless coupled with a methodically constructed col-

lapse— 



Inevitable, when viewed in hindsight: 
 
“How about moving into the next room, but 
Remaining in our chairs, and thinking only of the organ 

there,” she says to me. 
The broken glass of her, as spoken, leads me to where 

we are not. Soon the moon will rise. 
 
She listens to the litany of day and night, and rises into 

the unending change. 
However disjunctive it once seemed, 
She waited until she was alone— 
With not even a skunk lumbering past to project her 

feelings upon— 
To realize a natural thing does not end, 
But perpetuates. 
 

iii. 
 
We listen to insects in the night 
Plaintively, opened to nothing 
 
But what we can feel and know 
Without inquiring. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



Phantom River 
for B.S. 

 
i. 
 

So far, it has been as a boat in a river 
Drifting for the sake of the memory 
Behind a photograph of another boat 
In another river. 
 
The liquid flows, 
Then congeals. Ice drapes 
The night, and becomes the river 
In shadow. A memory of youth—the function 
Of it—becomes a barometer of 
Oneʼs memory: a lack of imagery 
Circling its fragmented center. 

 
ii. 

 
Singing on the riverbank, 
An empty raft drifts by. 
I was expecting my brother to be on it, 
 
But a stance is best supported by 
Removal, annihilation, letting the air in, 
And motives for belief take to flight 
In real-time, as speculated, 
 
Without warning or disclaimer. 
—A paddle stroke resounds, even 
After approaching the river-bend. 
Perhaps more strongly, then, 
As if oneʼs apprehension of that 
Which one hasnʼt learned to expect 
Is more sensitively processed. 
 
The innards of a flawed process spill out 



Into the night, or into a sink 
Fixed to a tree in the midst of it. 
The night is a draft 
Of its own scent 
Passing through an enclosure of wood, 
Or through a memory of this enclosure. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



A Form in the Bay 
 
 
Stirring, like a river 
the wash of a river 
I hear in the far-reaches 
of the valley. 
There is a rustling 
of birds. I have removed 
much of my clothing, to be 
one of them. I am shouting 
words—no subject, no predicate, 
no object, just sounds, 
greetings here & there. 
 
I felt apart from nature, 
calling my propositions. 
I didnʼt want to tell them 
who I was, or what my name was. 
I wanted them to sense me, 
feel the timber of my voice 
like a cello. Yes, an old cello 
with a distinct cadence— 
maybe playing in 5. 
 
But the rhythms, they donʼt matter, 
either. I wanted my voice to sound 
like a cello being thrown off a cliff, 
with the strings snapping at random. 
I wanted my thoughts to break like 
that 17th century wood upon the rocks 
and I needed only to sense the birds 
because we had no names—just small, 
inconsequential bodies. 
 
In the valley, I created 
only sounds 
and the birds did not stir. 



Weather Vane 
 
 
Long shadow of the plum maroon 
Obligation to be honest 
Always as there is no alternative to: 
One shadow 
Extends from each night-jade 
Object in darkened fields 
Alive without alternative 
 
Day clutches west 
Western mountains augur Hell 
Chestnut above the valley 
Its steeples 
Its factory chimneys 
Red lights flicker 
Tranquilly as if through flame 
In shade 
The largess of nightʼs duty, 
A cold descent from the east 
 
Pupils in the night-jade— 
Seasons change as a backdrop— 
They gather from your indication 
And evocations, your teaching 
By stating what moves you 
 
Weather vane, 
Barometer of the external, 
Teach me to be the effect 
Of the collective affect 
Teach me of your tranquility 
Direct me to my dutiful 
Quarters of shame 
Learn to me the limitations of honesty 
 
 



Weather vane, 
Vane of the collective pointing, 
Teach me to occupy my own skeletal 
Shade against the lowest sky, 
To guide outwardly from 
My places of stillness 
 
Neither are the sky nor the days 
And messages of wind 
That throw your gaze askance 
Ever the same twice 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Good Friday 
 

 
Because I do not take part in the dance, 
I divine a future of ash and unwilled moods. 
 
Because the ash was pressed to my forehead, 
I slept sideways in my bed across the body of my belo-

ved 
to emulate the crucifix. There were birdsongs in the cold 
morning. When my beloved left I felt all we had 
said was for naught because it was not being said still 

now. 
 
Because the song of the oriole is all I know, 
and I do not know how the oriole sings, 
the song is the sound that sends the birds en masse 
from the eaves of the dance hall. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Oranges 
 
  
I saw an orange this morning in the supermarket neon 
so ripe and large it couldnʼt have fit in my pocket. 
I wanted to cut it open with you, 
to eat it with you in two sittings— 
but when I knocked, your door was locked, 
and I came home to eat my orange alone. 
 
Why was your door locked today— 
in the afternoon, of all times of day, 
and in the early spring, of all times of season, 
when one should leave even their windows open to 

visitors? 
 
For the first time this semester, the dormitory smelled of 

wet grass. 
I let down a ladder from my open window 
and piled three of my thickest books on the sill to prop 

the window open wide, 
so that you, like the smell of dew, could enter my win-

dow and wake me. 
 
Now the pages of my books ripple, awkwardly and 

damp, 
because it rained, O lord, it rained and rained all after-

noon, 
and smelled of oranges. I slept under sheets flecked 

with dew, 
as if I were sleeping between two wet beds of cold 

grass. 
 

 



The Oriole 
 
 
wandering a lot against a gale in night—late evening  

 against an hour hollow 
 growing golden—but all is ever growing   and always 
 at the moment of growing more, 
 
        a male Oriole wings above 
 with sad intensity    its chest a loaf of half-stolen  

   sun half eaten 
 oriented against the sheet of the blue 
blue of darkest 
blue encircles the center of the eveningʼs concavity, 
 
      if this fledged sun were a Nightingale 
      if the Nightingale there were also a tawny cut of 

moon elated and still afloat there 
      if both were of the moment and ever growing   but  
          lost 
 in wandering together   so together growing always, 
 
  if only then we would 
  see the past is of this moment of growing, 
    
  if the sun were burnt and plucked of its  
       down and made bare 
         if then plumage still brightens the air 
            and it does 
  if its orange breast were made naked 
against the pale of night paling after its goldening 
until this paleness appears to be a Crow flexed against 

its darkening against obscurity, 
 
  if only   then we would be still wandering 
   wandering still this lot 
 still the plumage of the sun and the desired moon 

would splay against the blue 



  wandering still this in passing now, 
 
           all past wandering would then become 
     of the moment of growing 
             and it does 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Figure Seen from a 
Distance at Night 

 
 
When— 
 
            as a 
single figure in the center of  
 a black field postulating the sky 
 
 to be a length of fabric 
hung on the beaks of mallards 
he or she fed 
 from a bridge, then 
made movements toward, 
 
thrown seed from atop an embankment behind an ele-

mentary school 
before cooling his or her feet in the still pond water 
(I canʼt stand to continue this) imitating 
the starved cries of the mallards 
Grandfather feigning a laugh through his age— 
 
 
you observed the distant cars rushing on 
 like aquatic mollusks, 
and pride taken in your great progress 
 fell to absurdity: 
 
a series of unbroken footsteps 
signifying a chain, 
 
 an inconsequential thought 
regarding the depleting vigor 
of the river 
coagulating in the night sky 



            signified an unbroken chain of footsteps 
along the twelve blocks       to 
 the town center 
 without stopping for a prolonged breath 
in the yard on Main Street  
            where 
the word remains concrete, and 
 speech was absolute,  in retrospect.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Vesper Bells 
 
 

over the mountains that solidify the of of our place 
an airplane writes “to see you, so badly 
 I want to be evening with you alone” 
 —the cursive sky, the sun falling and writing the way 
your eyes search my unlit rooms at night 
 when you,  
 a still lake of sky 
  fill me of you 
 your eyes of a sculpture 
 gazing far across a sculpture garden 
  the evening falls 
 this sculpture disappears into the eveningʼs fall 

  
I am made vacuous 
again with your sense of time 
 again with your gaze, stone 
 
I felt the ands of now and the melancholy of howʼs falling 

sky 
 then vesper bells sounded from the woods— 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Mauve is the  
Distant Steeple 

 
 

i. 
 
 another one, embalmed 
  after an elongated 
    twilight watching 
    the occasional 
  fish surface, and 
 circular trails are themselves 
  the night  no longer forever 
   absorbed into 
other waves     no  the wake  
   
  I do not sit in 
  but as in a gondola 
 

ii. 
 
because I feel 
 the water slips through let the clay 
 of the shore bake  after a trust is built 
  she feigns a memorial service 
  the window was thrown 
    the excess is 
  pressuring apart the seams 
 

iii. 
 

hallelujah! my reputation has been 
   slandered before I knew it existed—I 
  want to flee the country with you 
 the eggbasket belongs to the composer at Yale 
 please do not walk upon his eggs 



I would really rather impress him  each idea 
 
   a genesis, a flagrant 
  encroachment, when I placed the 
  transcription of the speech 
within the glass cube was it memorialized 
 or transformed?— the flicker of some 
 eternally flickering lantern 
    catches your pupil 
 
I have never been able to describe the color 
 skin gets 
 when in the light of flame  umber 
  crayon late evening sky 
  the breast of Tituba 
 
  can the lamp 
follow the procession of imagery into the dream? 
 

iv. 
 

the grain is stippled      drunk  the hurtle is too high 
 and the two lovers meet here each 
   Thursday held but not speaking 
 allow me to be myself as 
  myself in a coat of golden fur 
   there is no canon I will 
   prescribe to the two 
  whisper into each otherʼs ear 
   that: the canon snow 
    falls the breadth of work 
 cleaved open now rendered obsolete 
  as the advice passed on 
from one whose wisdom is too closely tied 
  to his own generation 
 

v. 
 
how long must I sweat with my tongue 
  in this corner of my bedroom 



 before I am allowed to, at 
least, walk the arcades and speak to you without hiding 
  between the walls 
 of your pelvis I have to keep the heater 
 on the room is moist 
   my books are swollen 
 please 
  that is all 
    speak now— 
 
the view grows tiresome 
 

vi. 
 

then I could objectivate it and the 
 river might overflow sitting at the banks 
 the toothpick as 
   symbol of the small toe as 
   symbol of the nipple the beasts are 
at it again— flares light up the sky no comment 
     the sea as such 
 did not exist until it was articulated 
 I leaf through old photographs 
  on the wooden floor of the living room 
  my cold skin tenses 
    how have I become 
 the woman in the window? 
  the blonde child half concealed 
  by the plastic red slide at the playground 
 wears a white sweater and 
  holds a blanket of lamb fir 
he looks into the camera 
   no clue what it is 
 earnest and ignorant as the frightened poet 
  obsessed over downing 
  myself the sky emblazoned with crawling 

things 
   here passes the walking euphemism 
each night speak to me with conviction if we are 
 to speak at all 



    in the evening 
   when you came home 
   the sky out 
  the window was the most austere shade of purple 
fabric had maneuvered between us and the lantern 
   we saw the room by 
 

vii. 
 
  one bright steeple 
  candle in the sky  I stalk the 
 night a beggar of words 
I accompany the streets are impossibly 
   long could it be that I 
ʻ am projecting? 
  the fuse burns out the 
 Charles River peopled by 
   memories quilted 
 by abstraction I whisper it 
afraid voices will reverberate after 
  my shell breaks tears come there 
  is no one glass casing I am 
 peopled like the river with memories 
  looking into this is, open. 
 
 

viii. 
 

 I run 
  toward the raft  tied 
  up at the dock 
 
 inside there 
  are no paddles 
 
  using my hands as paddles 
 
 there was no wake 
  no raft 
  no water 



 
I did not run 
 toward the raft  tied 
 up at the dock 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



Still Life  
of a Can of  

Coffee Grounds 
 
 

A feeling of distraction: 
 
The knowledge that mood and the motivation to conti-

nue the mood 
Fluctuate, that distraction is the death of the moment 
That is a flash within a rapid succession of flashes. 
 
My boat is sinking! The day 
Becomes a year of days. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



Since Air Spoke 
 

 
 
A neon rose in the stead of the set sun translates 
age-old light, as if 
   the first light of day were caught on a cold, 

splintered mirror 
 and scattered by the hook of an exposed wire. 
 
   Our generation speaks amongst itself from 
exponentially growing distances— 
 
How do we begin 
   to reconcile the waves of 
electricity beneath which we thrash,  
thirsting for stimuli, 
with the abysses of everʼs alleys lit only by stars? 
 
—O Hell, I estrange the landscape iced by a streetlightʼs 
  film at its edges 
   before my first word— 
 
  Sylphine generation, 
  currents in the fog, 
 
retire to your castles in the air— 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



Invocation 
 
 

Come into my spaces—come into my space where 
there are three masks to be worn—one a mirror, one a 
spade, one a carved block of wood. I have worn more 
masks: a phase, a glove, the image of an owl with its 
head resting upon the nape of its neck. Whatʼs more, I 
have worn a breath that was breathed for you who I ask 
now to come into my spaces. I will brandish my self for 
you to view yourself in, to hold, to whittle, and you, I 
expect to see nothing of you, and I understand. For how 
many of each other have we truly seen? How many 
masks have we had to remove before we have revealed 
the face that laid beneath? And those faces—those 
masks—that face is but another mask, one mistaken for 
the real, wrapped about an emotion, reveling in the 
illusory. These faces are the bridges that suspend us 
over a pond, never allowing us to get the least bit wet, 
and the crayfish and minnows in the pond—nothing but 
living masks—they could never imagine how we could 
so much as breathe outside the pond. Nor can I under-
stand how these fish do not know these masks I speak 
of. 

Come into my spaces—come into my space where 
there are three ways to speak.—One a night sky, one a 
breath, one an unbroken silence. Come rap upon my 
window as I sleep. Wake me and flee before I have 
awakened. For there is no reason for me to see your 
body, you whose face has been ever in the act of tur-
ning away, who has always been rounding a corner into 
dark voids of space, whose back has been toward me 
always as you have moved in and out of the lamplights 
of these cold, winding roads. I have only spoken your 
name loud enough such that you could not hear, you 
who are a flare of gunpowder seen by chance in a di-
stant room at night. Whisper through my window screen 
as I sleep.—Tell me what is in a word if it is not our 



privilege to have been born into this infinite world at 
precisely the same point in time—to have been born at 
all. Come soon, my spirit is leaving now or has already 
left. The night waits impatiently for me to merge my self 
with its air, to leave my mask upon the bed where it will 
hold my place until I return. 

Come into my spaces—come into my space where 
there are three spaces to which to come, at which to 
rest, in which to hide.—One a vindication, one an unu-
sed salted bath, one a confession made meaningless by 
the desperate restraint with which it is spoken. Come, 
for I have lost my ability to confess, you whose hand 
offers absolution and not excusal, who is a voice behind 
the screen of a confession booth the size of all things. 
You have entreated me to sleep each night on a river-
bank, hoping I will roll into its surge of water during my 
sleep. You have tested my patience time and time again 
by departing from my destinations only moments before 
I have arrived, leaving ever-warm the seat I have occu-
pied. You have stood like the monolith in whose shadow 
I have always walked. Invocations do not summon 
spirits, but memories, and you know this. You created 
this, you whose ideas have never existed but have 
exhausted my soul, you who has made all boundaries 
unclear. 

You memory—you ghost. I implore you, come into 
my spaces. You, nothing but a gust of sulphurous air, 
you who has never left the palatial comforts of your 
castles in the air. Without you, we are children grazing 
on the dead grass of beautiful pastures. We are stu-
dents with no teacher, talking foolishly amongst 
ourselves in a cold and poorly lit room. 

—We are waiting for you to confront us. We are wai-
ting for you to walk with us, to sleep beside us, to 
exhaust on us your inexhaustible love of everything. We 
are waiting for you to turn your head to us and reveal 
the immense void that is your face. 

 
 
 



As a Matter  
a Fact a Dream 

 
 
Off I say Turn the heat off! I 
canʼt think with it so high 
It wriggles into my ears and as a 
vice crushing coinage so the heat 
Crushes my thoughts I say again 
 
And again It is that vice of yours isnʼt it You ask 
that you always have to be thinking? Itʼs 
the only reason you care at all 
O feel something You make me Think 
I say You are not like the heat 
 
Love came to me today and kicked my shins 
The plumber laughed and the bone tree bowed 
soaring with the wind was the leaf and snow I 
miss you I said and once or twice I 
wanted to coop myself up beneath the porch 
 
Iʼd rather fly the ocean with you 
I picture the bone trees 
in the heat Maybe I could think there 
in the heat if I was with you Maybe 
 
Iʼm bound to the forgetting of everything 
up to the point of departure when we leave Only 
remember future What is now and what is to come 
Together My heart palpitates with anticipation! I am 
 
Tethered here for now Thinking for then Given 
unto you I am I say Even in the heat? You ask 
Yes in an instant I can hardly breathe without 
Coughing but Iʼm forgetting that now The bone trees 
are surprisingly fecund in Europe at that time of year 



Twenty-Eight 
Days 

 
 
In the cities of Europe 
over which rises a Strawberry 
Moon the night evokes living 
Warmth from the Earth that rises 
from the streets and carrerras and 
monuments and 
Night in a sense becomes a daytime 
in which to play for both men 
worked in quarters since sunrise and 
Men who have laid in humps by sidewalks 
with their knees upon pillows 
Their leathered palms open and casting wide 
Shadows to grow taller 
with change and generosity and 
Small sums of wealth 
 
And in the countryside of Europe 
Trains lumber 
Natural beings between capitols 
The campo wheat is hot in the morning 
The sunflower patches follow 
Morning across the sky 
until it is afternoon 
The afternoon becomes evening 
the evening night 
When the soil breathes 
the ground hoses are relinquished 
and the men eat 
food cooked by women 
who worked in the fields 
beside the men but not so late 
The Spanish villages set into the hillside 



retire until moonfall 
when the sun is high the moon is secondary 
behind the occasional cloud 
The corn smells perfect against wicker and flesh 
 
And in the cafés 
the women smoke long and slender 
cigarettes Men drink intoxicating 
liquids on ice and smoke 
considerably thicker but 
shorter cigarettes and the 
waiters do not shoo patrons away 
because when a patron pays for his meal 
he also pays for his seat 
And the seat remains his and hisʼ 
until he so chooses to retire his right 
to his seat And the buzzwind of traffic 
by the roadside cafés 
is so natural to him 
He is wise to its comings and goings 
And noise is so intrinsic to his senses 
He feels uncomfortable in its absence 
 
And in the night the insects hide 
after warm mating and forgotten men 
emerge from shaded alleyways and lie 
on benches because the full of the world 
is shaded in the night 
These are men without families 
or families in close contact 
And occasionally these men will rise 
to fill the void of their possessions 
with the excess of othersʼ 
quietly thieving from othersʼ pockets 
or hands And when these men achieve their goal 
of being remembered it is only in scorn 
or hatred or disappointment 
Strangely the men understand this 
Strangely they feed off it 
as they brood in the shadows 



 
And in a stucco courtyard 
two dogs one white one black 
appear on the command of a whistle 
And their ears perk 
and when no food comes 
their ears fall and they resume whimpering 
and urinating and defecating 
where they sleep in the sun 
No food ever comes but 
they remain hopeful and they appear 
on the command of a whistle 
Their ears perk and fall 
in hackneyed succession 
 
And in the trains 
the foreigners watch agricultural peoples 
and do not consciously 
refuse to read or sleep or converse 
but they simply cannot read or sleep or converse 
because they understand 
the train allows irreplicable views 
of the countryside and they may never 
be allowed the same view 
of the countryside until they are 
dying and ethereal 
and viewing the moments of their existence 
that offered the most 
outward or inward 
beauty as if on a screen 
 
And the sun in Europe is a deep orange 
brightest in the countryside 
where there are no structures 
And as it sets the night glows 
as if afire The low trees and 
the light play and throw seemingly 
obtuse geometries atop the wide planes 
 
And some foreigners wake with the sun 



and walk until the Strawberry 
Moon is high and analyze their existence 
in relation to everything 
And these foreigners 
do not allow themselves to 
Forget the long conversations of their nights 
because to them it would mean to not exist 
And without existence 
there could be no analysis 
or waking or walking 
 
And other foreigners sleep 
through their days, 
Forget the long conversations of their nights. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



When Night Falls 
 
 
When night falls and odd dogs come out to play by 

bicycles 
I watch them waddle and scuttle and piddle I think 
How nice it would be to be a dog! 
 
I urinate on beams on restaurants on streets 
Where people walk I have no thoughts of future 
Of trouble or money When my night falls 
I do not need to walk a dog on a leash 
If I am a dog on a leash! 
 
On a bench I am just an animal 
With pencils and forethought and 
Opposable thumbs! 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



The Urban Shape 
 
 
Perpendicular planes compose compartments 
Where people live 
Circular holes through which 
beams light, and the world is on 
heavy feet within confines of 
Perpendicular planes, Apartments and offices. 
This life is work, the exchange of currency 
for goods This life has gravity, It pulls 
down the nuts until they sprawl themselves across 

sidewalks 
in hopes to fall no further. It beats and batters, 
Provides us that push we crave. 
 
The city is planes bringing people in, 
shipping people away: The constant exchange 
The world is buildings I could not have created myself. 
I never could have  
imagined the men or women 
alone and  
viewable through fishtank windows, 
their families at supper within right angles. 
And do you laugh simply because this plastic coconut 

tree is in your living room 
or because I think it is real? Because I say I can smell 

its very milk 
amidst the a scents of fish, butter, and quantity? 
Amidst the a scent of God  There is a price ascri-

bed to religion, 
 to Faith and the Holy Spirit, 
to Alley grease and sidewalk women with purple eyelids. 
And yet the artists ask for suggested donations! 
 
Why   is the city devoid of clowns 
and elephants? Small cars, peanuts and confetti? 
Yes, Where is the spotlight here? And on whom, 



if not every one of us? 
The objective is lighting the night 
because the sun is lost at day 
within the shadow-cast planes when the sky 
hangs above like a square moon between darkened 

walls of a crowded intersection.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



The News 
 
 
In the morning, the day yet unknown, like an article 

beginning to be read. 
Letʼs, for now, assume youʼre interested in its content. 

There are pages 
And pages to be read. Lingo, jargon, talk of oilʼs price, 

renewable energy 
—The world going to Hell. Weʼve struggled to make it 

easy for ourselves. 
 
The light flickers. Thunder shakes the house. The win-

dow rattles. 
Dusty silverware tinkles like a few glockenspiels in the 

living room cabinet. 
Sunlight is lucent. The air is warming. The unimposing 

strangers walking by 
Remind me of the mornings of days yet unknown. 
 
The world in this article may as well have buried itself in 

cement. 
Itʼs just outside my front door. Iʼm still on the first para-

graph, 
Wondering if I can read the rest without a conniption. 

The clock changes 
As I watch it. I put the article down. In 42 minutes it will 

be noon. 
     

  
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



The Commute 
 
 

Eschatology (n.): The study of, or science dealing with, 
the ultimate destiny or purpose of mankind. 

 
Scatology (n.): The study of, or preoccupation with, 

excrement. 
 
 

There is something debilitating about the old love floc-
king into my favorite restaurant each night at 5:45 
after the evening train has delivered me into my ho-
metown station. I breathe, if only to declare I am as 
much a part of them as each of them is. I asked, 
Where are the boundaries to be drawn? Cultish birds 
flew in formation toward a memory of warmth. 

 
I see her through the translucent curtains of the restau-

rant window. By candlelight, she orders a garden 
salad—it has to be something light, a touch self-
conscious. 

His garden salad comes as an appetizer to his sword-
fish, but is smaller and, although made of the same 
ingredients, appears less significant when placed be-
side his main course. 

 
I am drawn each night to a birdʼs-eye view of the day I 

have surmounted. Half the nights this bird is at rest, 
and I imagine us eating light meals or polishing our 
shoes by our television sets before we say goodnight 
to our new, respective families. Otherwise, 

Itʼs to the drawing boards, and our spirits, over the cour-
se of the next hour or two, do not rise from our bodies 
as to a perch, but 

Dissolve throughout an imagined world without privilege 
in which phantoms of the past hang like slumbering 
bats. In the restaurant, she excuses herself politely 



and, 
After picking up a peppermint wheel and toothpick from 

the maitre dʼ, 
Moves through flickering candlelight to the bathroom 

where there is a mirror in which is fixed her motherʼs 
face. 

 
—It is upside down, such that its talons are where its 

eyes should be; this is a sonnet. 
Although further arrangements had been made—which, 

initially, she had the intent to fulfill—she exits the re-
stuaurant silently and unnoticed, fires her engine, and 
drives to her new apartment along a remote highway, 

The streetlights of which denote to her an enviable 
parkway of lightness that parallels the road along 
which she drives. From which road will I be delivered? 

 
Night falls at least seven times. The train delivers me 

into my hometown station just as many times, and 
passes on, disappearing as it rounds the bend a town 
or two down the line. In the alleyway behind the re-
staurant, the scent of dumpsters, 

Like a memory, grows more potent each night, 
But resembles its source decreasingly, until it has be-

come a shade of grey indiscernible against most 
skies a moment after the sun has set. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Knowing the 
Young at Night 

 
 
no sleep this lurching 
night, some longneck bottles shatter and clatter 
    I hear more of them later 
through my open window    (some mirth in 
 
dearth of dreams)    I peer 
down upon parking lot    —there, in gauze of rain 
   the smoke of it rising    laned 
lampposts cast their mist in queer hooked spears— 
 
    lone headlights    spinning 
tires    ceremony of shouts from vile-voiced child 
   kills Jack cup    squints for a while 
   Joe and Louise back home sleeping in 
 
peace    —these fine young creeps 
know law is lore and thus they bathe in midnightʼs 
pools, sluiced by the dark insights 
illuminated while the town sleeps 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Hunter Gatherer 
 
 

i. 
 
we,   moving out from the reddish toothpick buildings 
into the morning breath of that cornucopia sun   
      its savage fruit!   heated in the air, 
wield our fishing rods 
 
 the cloud below the sun 
 looks like a mackerel— 
 
but this is real life          whyʼs there a literary symbol in 

the sky 
 promising us the bounty of the hunt? 
 
we did not leave the apples on the pool deck in the heat 
cheese freezes on ice in our cooler      food enough for 

three 
 
we move out on a white 
ten-foot keel   nonetheless looking for more food in the 

water 
 punch drunk on open air or blue sun 
 
time eddies in the atrium of the Gulf 
we press on      looking like three Washingtons crossing 

the Delaware 
—but the riverʼs width is endless here 
as it turns towards Haiti   somewhere by the shores of 

Cuba 
 
the channel into which we drop our anchor 
eels   seven miles from the cove whence we left 
 
 
 



ii. 
 
the land ripples 
its far-off dancing countenance hangs like the torso of a 

barracuda 
       the motor sputters before stopping 
  
in a few hours, 
            that fish in the skyʼll be    
          smoke over the spit       back on the Key 
 

iii. 
 
we fish for an hour 
wrangling adeck salted jack snappers and bonnet head 

sharks 
   And the matronly sharks 
 come from the lowlands by the mangroves to sniff 
 the stinking sack of fishmeat trailing our keel on twine

  
 
 

cigar smoke hangs 
in hooks on the flush deck 
   pirouettes from stem to stern  
before it throws itself overboard      drowns in embrace 

of 
 
      the sunʼs reflection dancing 
 turn-outs on the water 
 

iv. 
 
 Moving inland, 
the cloud below the sun looks like that mackerel dis-

membered 
scattered      it rests dead on the plate of the waterʼs 

edge 
 
 



 

I had a Dream in 
which I had a 

Dream 
 
 
I had a dream in which I had a dream 
The sun broke and spilled its milk 
And I drank it and you drank it 
And he and she drank it and made love 
Beside us but we did not make love  
 
We drank the milk of the sun and it was better 
Than love or making love You had left 
The bed Stabs of aloneness 
Hit me Softly I felt the warmth 
Where your body had been in the mattress 
I was alone It cooled torturously With my 
Palms I cupped the heat into the sheets 
 
It did nothing for the heat or for me 
I had no memory of you leaving 
To sleep beside I couldnʼt hold that that trace of 
You without it disappearing I awake again 
We are on other sides of the country 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

The Rope Bridge 
 
 
The word is a bridge made of ropes and plank 
above broken crystal water washed white. 
“The river rivers,” I remember when 
he read that, in translation of Egon 
Schiele. He carried me over, translated me; 
he waved to me from across the chasm, 
and said, “We see the river from two places!” 
The poet placed me above the rapid 
and watched me watch the stones growing dull in 
the violent wash from my place on the rope- 
bridge, swaying in a heavy wind. Meaning 
looks so different from this suspension. 
 The rope bridge that carries us across to 
 each other—it is thin and delicate. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

In Certain  
Situations 

 
 

i. Summer of the Moth 
 

Flight 
 

Imagine yourself leaving. 
 
At night the moon comes out, and you fly toward your 

destination with the moon always in mind.  
It is a compass inlaid with lapis lazuli, chained by gold to 

your hip. 
Your vision is too poor to discern the moon from the 

lamplight of the quiet porches you pass along your 
way, but you maintain your route. 

It is strange at first to fly as a moth above the trucks of 
the highway, sailing in their drafts. Then— 

What is home, you ask, but the turmoil we have chosen 
to surround ourselves with? 

 
Why are you flying so far from comfort? 
 

The Gulf 
 
Bella says to you in the bright café, “Alone, he came 

down from the Appalachians upon a Virginian town 
that had no concept of the number one. Everything 
was merely a complement. Odd numbers were hal-
ves. ʻAnd it was good,ʼ he said. ʻEverybody was in 
love.ʼ” 

 
We must live in that world, donʼt you think? 
 



Bella says to you in the bright café, “And the man taught 
the people of the town that it was virtuous to live in 
solitude. And the people were at first afraid of his 
word, but slowly they realized this man was signifi-
cant, and that their world could be rocked by his 
imaginations if only considered realities. And many of 
the townspeople attempted to follow him through Ap-
palachia when he departed, but he said, ʻI am a throe 
of solitude.ʼ And the townspeople returned to their 
families where two was one, and one was half of it-
self.” 

 
Then Bella leaves you, and you will not see her again. 
 
She was the moon beneath which you traveled, and you 

drip from yourself at night when the temperature falls 
and you attempt to reconcile your present with the fu-
ture you had envisioned in the past. 

The shapes of yourself that dispel across the white rug, 
across your collar, across the egg-yellow bedsheets 
in the breeze clipped up before the open window in-
form you that the past has long since arrived in this 
abstraction. 

 
“Where is she?” you think without end. “I donʼt believe 

her bus has left because she would not have left me 
alone like the Appalachian in her story. No, not if she 
told me over such good coffee— 

“Her bus is surely waiting and its engine is still cool as it 
rumbles in the shade of the station.” 

 
You know that she will come back and that you will 

navigate the earth again beneath her moon. 
You sit on the rooftop of your cottage beneath the cele-

stial bodies and watch over the long, straight streets 
of Key West that you and Bella had once walked. 

“She is no longer here, so I will watch for her over the 
long, straight streets until she returns,” you think. 

 
And each night in the sidereal glow you remain perched, 



observing forever and waiting and never thinking 
anything but, “Bella, I know your bus has not left yet 
for the mainland, and here I wait thinking for ever, ob-
serving and waiting and never thinking anything but, 
ʻBella, I know your bus has not left yet for the main-
land, and here I wait thinking for ever, observing and 
waiting and never thinking anything but “its engine is 
still cool as it rumbles in the shade of the station.”ʼ” 

 
ii. Letter Home 

 
I read this morning that the cave artists of prehistory 

never painted a moon, a cloud, a sun, a river, and ra-
rely would they paint the earth by indicating a horizon 
line behind their scenes of bison and man in the plain, 
sorcerer on the rock. Why didnʼt they paint that which 
let them see—let them see the bison, and the hunter 
in the landscape, and the bearded man, that first god, 
that mystery who first plunged into the gulf of the in-
definite rendered with the tail of a horse, who 
observed the carnage as if from the edge of a butte? 

Of all things to paint, we should first exalt that which 
allows us to see, and, after we have done so, then we 
should paint that which we are allowed to see. Iʼm 
moralizing again. But what I mean is, you cannot ta-
me the sun with a spear. perhaps the cave artists 
knew better than to try to give life to the unliving 
things that are so alive that they charge all else with 
spirit, and wakefulness, and thought, or perhaps it 
was a matter of comprehension brought about by a 
lack of immediacy, an indefiniteness.  

And as the scenes of the hunt unfolded inside the cave, 
and men were trampled or trampling, a moon rose, a 
sun set, a cloud unfurled, a river rivered, and a hori-
zon folded into a night. A cloud may have passed, but 
it did not think of its passing as it did. But that was in 
real life, not a portrait of it. 

I look forward to that time we see each other again— 
 
 



 
iii. In Certain Situations 

 
As soon as I told myself Iʼd finally come back to the 

moment 
After all these unoccupied years, I was an hour into a 

fantasy of remembrance. 
Of fireworks, perhaps. Of baculitic flares, ashen but 

petaled as rose 
Cinders of ghosts left ghosts pulled in by droves 
Of nimble fingertips unswerving, laid across the skyʼs 

harp. 
 
Frigates loom beyond the sand, the decked eyes 
Floundering, set flashing, crank inward by 
The spectacle. It must be watched closely 
As a queen Anneʼs lace picked apart and flicked into the 

wind. 
There is little to be understood on nights when stones 

float past on gusts 
Set at rest over dark landed graves, burning momentari-

ly. 
  
The mulberries were hurled to scatter across legged 

clouds and smoke. 
I reckon from the picture of the veiled lion 
It is not too late to apply your myth to mine. Blood flecks 
The stone but the stone does not bleed. Two children 
Set together tremble, one wears out first: A case of 

knowing 
Too little is immediately recognized as rainwater be-

neath clouds. 
 
—Good, the clouds are beginning to just be clouds, 
Not “hyacinths of white snow through which the girl of 

eight exacts her gambols.” 
 
Now that youʼve left, please tell me 
You will not forget where you come from. 
You will simply let home change without your influence 



For a season. Then you will hop back into the stream 
from the shore 

Where you got out. There will be new water gorging 
past. You will 

Get in slowly. It will be cold. You will adjust, 
And feel refreshed. That sounds good to me. 
After all, I am speaking to myself. 
 
The body has been made in my image. I have hidden 

behind it, 
Controlling its lame speech and crooked step, like a 

child 
Committing profanities of the flesh away from blame. 
The body is the fetter and the space enclosed. 
The soul is the image in the mirror 
The body will not turn the light on to see. 
How long since the body has longed for anger, for slee-

pless nights 
In bed believing itself to be something supernatural, 
For power through hurting anotherʼs body? 
 
How strange, thinks the child, to return from the vistas 

so briefly 
After traveling for hours in search of them. Now, he 

thinks, 
Tell me why the heart confesses its desires only 
After they have become impossible to satisfy. 
 
When was the last time you looked out over water so 

vast and wrinkled 
Its surface looked like innumerable animals 
Trapped and punching beneath a dark blanket? 
 
A portion of the immense seacoast approaches on 

iambic feet, 
Washing first 
The moment away, then another 
In, slowly. 
The cloud passes, 
But it does not think of its passing as it does. 



 
Into the cheering of night goes the soul, and it becomes 

lost there, 
Lost in innumerable ways behind steel and satin, 
Towers of a lone cloudʼs rainfall as seen from a di-

stance, 
like a mountain hung in space. One charged with the 

gesticulation of 
Lighting massages a flatland momentarily, but quickly 

pulls away, 
Massaging and rescinding; speaking casually, however, 

with the soul. 
The stranger has a shadowed face beneath a burlap 

hood. Only her nose 
Extends into light from the hoodʼs shadow. 
Shadow extends across the body. 
 
What an opiate it had all seemed to be then, but whate-

ver 
I feel now is so much more inebriating and leaves me in 

low places 
I have never seen before. Now I am intoxicated always, 
Because I have seen the weakness of the self. 
Gaze without eyes toward something you have never 

thought of before. 
Allow it pierce you. 
 
For these two months, I stay as busy as I can so you 

donʼt become an idea. 
But I am an idea myself. 
How could I not be? Or you? 
May I ask you to meet in secret every night 
In the shadowed bushes off a churchʼs path? When I 

touch you, I touch your skin, at least. 
I remember you, you who have deserted me twice con-

secutively by dream. 
 
In snow, footprints cannot be obscured. 
Even a fresh coat retains indentations. 
Once, I waited for you to love me. I looked to the sea. 



I walked into the dark of the theater and envied the 
characters. 

I desired their containment and their educations. There 
were no loose threads 

About them. They never said a word that didnʼt sound 
deserving of a script. 

Their lives did not unfold slowly, moment by moment. 
They did not live a moment undeserving of the cinema. 
All their longings were satisfied. And, if not, 
They didnʼt have to think about them after an hour or 

two, as we do. 
 
In certain situations a pipe is comforting 
Because it slows the clock-hand. 
When I was young, I was taught to desire cremation. 
—Some things will always hit the drum too hard. 
 
 “I despair of my sins to obtain salvation,” says the wo-

man in the movie. “I will never be unfaithful, 
But my heart may change,” I would rather she say. A 

dog barks 
Disconsolately through a thin wall. Love is a temporary 

solution to the question: 
“Who are the two figures on the dark porch of the 

church?” 
The hands of the town hall clock revolve tensely. The 

night probably costs a dime. 
Leaves fall in sulphurous clouds over the still harbor. 
Who is to say that memory is not our closest friend? 
What if the hanging curtains were parted 
So an old friend was revealed to be, in truth, unsightly, 
And all consolation found in them was upturned? 
 
The veil hangs before the faces of the community. 
The church hall is filled with faces behind white fabric. 
A sprig of mint becomes the world, but inverted: 
The world without the clutter of the multitude. 
It is humbling to find oneʼs whole world 
In a sprig of mint 
Propped casually over the edge of a sweating glass of 



lemonade. 
 
One can only hope all in attendance are properly inve-

sted in the marriage. 
The sky is blue, and the gate is closed. The wind is 

mournful. 
I believe I am new in town until I look to the sky 
—the same one above me always. 
I would love the town, the idea of it at least, 
Even if the town hall clock didnʼt work. 
It takes generations to complete a cycle: 
The alternating currents of naïveté and shame. 

 
iv. Summer of the Moth 

 
Over the summer, I failed to write an idealistic novel 
Naively entitled Summer of the Moth, 
Based upon an idealistic poem I wrote early in the 

spring 
Envisioning my summer 
Also naively entitled Summer of the Moth. 
 
I was alone too much. I found it 
Can become hard to write when alone too much, 
Engaging voices that surface from places not yours to 

carouse 
In unending arguments over the past: 
 
Chapter One: The failure to continue skating along the 

surface of the reservoir makes me think 
The ice would, by necessity, break, but I wait until 

Spring 
When the ice has melted, and borrow my fatherʼs canoe 

to cross 
The reservoir and set out on travels that ensure perso-

nal growth. 
 
Chapter Two: A bouquet is never enough. A touch is too 

often misinterpreted 
As insincere, even the most feeling. A letter of this sort 



is 
Far too delicate, and often becomes convoluted—Words 
Do not come to us as love comes: unexpectedly, sha-

melessly clear. 
So I speak with a restraint that protects me from vulne-

rability, 
Mistaken for disinterest. What is to be offered as an 

excuse? 
That one feels a comforting lack of responsibility for their 

actions 
When they are made to be unclear and likely to be 

misinterpreted? 
 
Chapter Three: If only we hadnʼt pride. 
If only we hadnʼt too much of it, anyway, 
The excess making us feign strength where it isnʼt ne-

cessarily desired. 
 
Chapter Four: I scorn the memories of each day during 

each night 
For stealing into the pitch darkness with my beloved, 
And never inviting me to come along. I watch her look 

over her shoulder, 
Into me, through me, her eyes watered with tears of 

laughter, 
Led away by the hand of Time himself, and Passing, 
Both of whom are better dressed than I, and well colo-

gned. 
I watch them skip off, consumed by their pink-skied 
Gambols, toward all the people and places I once intro-

duced her to, 
And I know then that I have to find 
New people and new places to call my own. 
 
Chapter Five:  I live to wait for clues of love to take 

shape, as if the sky is my heart 
And its most loving days are those filled with clouds, 
While its most lonesome days are those of clear sky.  
 
Chapter Six: My father sleeps on mission floors and 



Walks through endless halls of windows 
Overlooking cemeteries and multitudes of his old hou-

ses. 
My mother sleeps from high noon until 
The cicadas sing. 
 
Chapter Seven: Unexplained years elapse. I begin to 

speak for the first time. I tell those 
By my side what I have been trying to tell them, the 

communication 
That lets them know why each of them has passed 

through constant pressures, and moved 
So far onward like cowards afraid to put a stop to these 

pursuits of the unknown. 
In the end, there really is joy found in all things, 
Be it sick or perverse.  
Despite years of searching, there has been little, if 

anything, to look for. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



A Distant Port 
 

 
Into another sham marriage we all watch each other let 

ourselves go, 
As a means of passing the time. It will be like the others, 

born of 
An inborn necessity to avoid the inevitable twenty more 

years nursing ill will 
Toward the “fleeting nature of love.” 
We know too well by now 
That answers cannot be found hidden beneath the 

bedspread, nor, often, 
Can desirable company, although it is just as often 

wished for. 
 
After the movie of this summer comes to an uninspired 

period of falling action, 
We leave the theater early. Oaths are sworn elsewhere, 
Where no one involved has much of an influence any-

more. 
 
Seeing the city from a high vantage point, the market is 

closer to home 
Than I had assumed. Other than that, itʼs what I expec-

ted. 
Sailboats dock at the festive pier, but we are too far 

away 
To hear the music being danced to. Tomorrow, 
 
I call my mother on the phone as she is driving into a 

conceptual city. 
I might have to invent a word, as someday a doctor 

might invent 
A name for the affliction that prevents one from addres-

sing directly anything 
Pertinent to their his life and its situations. The night 

disappears 



Into the collection of nights from which it will eventually 
Be indistinguishable, as a narcissistic idea 
I might secretly nod to but refrain from expressing 
In hope that it will sooner disappear. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Before I Return 
 

 
How many summers have been spent like this, 
In pitiful estivation, hiding in shadowy rooms, 
Lighting candles, placing them 
Beneath the bed and falling asleep? 
These voices, amongst themselves— 
I shouldnʼt be hearing them, 
Certainly not listening, but 
They sound familiar, 
As if everyday I have heard them, 
And everyday I have sought them out 
And found comfort in their inflections. 
What world do they speak of? 
What lives behind these names I feel 
I have dreamt myself into acquaintance with? 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



After Brunfels 
 
 
And beyond it, nothing, or because it 
Remains enclosed and hawks itself to you 
Through disparate associations, it 
Generates a world unto itself—no 
Crutch, no dispositions hauled in from the 
World it does not occupy or create: 
The external, mediated world from 
Which it was derived—it does not intrude, but 
Occupies the space it has exploded 
From the real that has imploded or, at 
Least—circumscribed by circles of doleful 
Black ink—revealed itself as limited. 
 Each set is whole, contained, yet so complex 
 The world is no more worldly than its guest. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Atrium 
 
 
After these evenings of stars have revolved toward their 

dusks, 
And after the cairns of the garden have been worn to 

sand, 
And after the poison of this life has shifted me from 

ecstasies and drunkenness 
 to dullness and jaded imperceptions, 
And my body lies amidst all past wonders of Our Living, 
 
Veil my flesh in canvas 
And bury me beneath the maple tree 
That grows alone in the meadow. 
Plant gardens in the dying grasses 
Of bleeding hearts and berried evergreens and bushes 

of butterflies. 
Set benches beside walkways, 
And hang swing-sets from the branches, 
So when the elders are speaking, the children can laugh 

and sway 
And envision my body grotesque and ensnared in the 

soil 
With thick roots for a ribcage and a bleeding heart bulb 

for a heart. 
Carve into the maple and make it my headstone, 
And without mention of a name, 
Let the epitaph read, 
My spirit is an atrium through which you can walk and 

drink your wine with friends. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Memory of an 
Impressionist 

 
 
Do you write until the paper on which you are writing 

has grown heavier, 
until the weight of your thought has been impressed 

upon the page? 
Until that weight 
becomes physical in such a way 
you know you have conquered something strange, 
something foreign and external that required breaking, 
taming,   like a thoroughbred or another exotic beast? 
 
And wasnʼt the thought something physical, after all? 
Didnʼt it make you sweat, 
usher your eyelids shut, 
make you feel what the real makes you feel? 
Didnʼt it touch you,  or change you? 
 
And from where inside you did it arise, 
that delicate layering of paper upon clay 
 upon wheel, 
that you have adopted as a means of understanding this 

time here, 
so nothing is kept exactly as it occurred, but more beau-

tiful, 
more exact and precise than the happenstances them-

selves? 
How much like sculptures are your thoughts, 
but how few of them I will ever see— 
Your one-thousand Giacomettiʼs behind curtains, your 

ten-thousand late Rodinʼs in storage— 
And of them all, I may only see one. But to know they 

are there. 
To know there is art inside of you, 



And so effortlessly spun to look nothing like the subject 
but summarize it entirely. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Pulleys & Levers 
 
 

i. 
 

Was it because you were unable 
to keep up the façade,  or because the rope 
running through the intricate 
system of pulleys and levers snapped 
that I was able to see you as a wave of light before me, 
  but clothed, such that your skin was translucent, 

and 
behind it nothing could be seen, 
but instead, insisted somehow on being known and felt? 
 
Perhaps it was a combination thereof, 
as if your façade were the set of a play, complete within 

itself— 
only if I can close his eyes to that which lay 
before it, around it, above it, behind it. 
 
The light was cast across the sea of bodies 
in the plaza through which we walked 
 toward the statements 
 that would break us down, make us so 
uncertain of ourselves and then each 
other and all things 
that we unexpedtedly found ourselves again 
 in whole, waiting for us 
 on the opposite edge of the chasm: 
 
the bodies, like palates of flesh, 
 light of various hues splayed 
 upon them in incoherent shapes, the colors 
vanishing as soon as they are cognized, 
the blends now pure, now impure. 
 
The winds on our backs like the weight of our vision 



Remind us that most is unknown, that 
The wind comes from unknown sources. 

 
ii. 

 
A piece of flesh falls from the sky—no light 
Pours through the windowpane. In seizures, then, 
With tongue in throat, lodged deeply so the breath 
Cannot pass through, the faces cling tightly 
Their designated mounts, but before the momentʼs 

passed 
I wake into another world where dreams are the words 

of the ocean, 
And words are the dreams of the ocean, 
And flesh is the dream of words, 
Such that dreams inhere no meaning 
 aside from validating 
 the world from which they are derived. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



The Etiquette of 
Receiving a  

Ransom Note 
  
 
The countdown has reached zero, and not yet one 

soteriology 
Seems applicable. What then? The removed sense of 

how easy it could be 
 
To move on will surface, if only in a emotional vacuum. 

Devotion will vie for your attention, 
Although the ransom note universally calls the necessity 

of relations into question. 
 
Then money, logistics, et cetera—your personal history 

of numbers. Donʼt worry. At least not yet.—
Hypothetically, 

It is typical for such ideas to surface in tragedies like this 
within the first minute or so. 

 
Consider it your little deep-seated survival technique. As 

a means of simply forgetting the ordeal 
We could demand to be prescribed something—

Lorazapam?—but 
 
Likely, such escapism wouldnʼt do, and besides, the 

symptoms of our 
Hypothetical anxiety might not yet be self-evident, and 

the doctor might not buy into it. 
 
We could hike for a weekend, but such use of the great 

outdoors is here to be considered 
The modern individualʼs sentimental return to prescripti-



on as a guiltless enterprise. 
 
So the vistas have been ruled out ipso facto by some 

cynical flaw of the logic of entitlement, 
Regardless of whether they could set the long-awaited, 

radical change in motion. In the meantime, you realize 
 
Your ideal means of distraction: the thought that a re-

routing is often as good as an ending. 
Take, for instance, the image of the valley, as if derived 
 
From clippings of magazine and newspaper text, as it 

separates into its constituent parts. 
Shadows fall over the tar rooftops of the houses. The 

water-towers, parkways, 
 
The deciduous forests, October. The hiss of the fluores-

cent light no longer heard. 
The chiaroscuro over which runs the suggested mode of 

return.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 



Lineage 
 
 
May I unwrap my heart, now that I sit in a dark patch of 

the night where I cannot be seen, or is it not time yet? 
Take into account: 

The earth we sifted through the netting of a salad spin-
ner years ago to find nuggets of gold buried in the 
sand of our backyard playpen. 

 
I could not open to my self. I was one thing, and then 

another, and, 
Although I didnʼt know it yet, years later I would read 

about this in a book of dry philosophy. But I was, of 
course, 

Not what the books tell me I am now: 
The monument of one thousand disparate objects, 
A flock of peregrines.—If that, then: 
 
“Open me up,” Chutes & Ladders said. “Let me know 

what you find inside of me. 
Perhaps a rubber duckling, the father figure, an organ 

donor, 
Yourself in love again for the first time.” 
—Such confusion, it must not be time yet. 
 
I see it now. We have forever been pacing toward the 

pitʼs edge of this freakish moment 
Afloat a schooner, eating cabbage, 
A plucked hair wrapped in the leather of a school bus 

seat. 
What was good once will always be as such.  
Therefore, laughter.—Or is it not time yet? 
But there is no causal relationship to approach as savi-

or, 
No means of verifying that, occasionally, I realize: I am 

not a poet, until I feel. 
Then the bottom falls out of that bottomless pit, and 



I have been feeling this whole time, and there is no 
“poet,” as such, a week or so unshowered like a ta-
vern scoundrel living on the scum of fish bodies. Into 
the doldrums 

We once fell, but we rise now, slowly, 
With the costume wings of a foul and contemplative bat, 
The artifice of tangerine peels and cling wrap pieced 

together in the kitchen. 
It must not be time yet, as if to admit failure to those who 

aim the canon low, and light the wick only to watch it 
burn. 

 
Do you, also, hear, coming from the eaves, the whimpe-

ring of a pantry mouse? 
Can you hear, now or then, the sound of a celebrated 

failure, a muted copper trumpet, the hit of a tin drum? 
I have come to offer you admission to my leper colony, 

where we talk of the emotions we have no right to feel 
and make little sense of each other. 

 
Moving through a tavern, its walls decorated with fudge 

from my tongue, 
I passed away. Hopeless, didnʼt you say, it was to conti-

nue on then, 
Or was it that all humor had been lost, and you were 

impatient for its return? 
Or was it simply not time yet? 
 
Comforting, isnʼt it, the feeling that we are alive, after all, 
That the warmth we feel on the cold and empty nights 

comes 
Somehow from within? The stars swirl vaguely, 
I have gathered from time-lapse photographs. The time 

feels soon to come now; 
The stars move in great arcs around a fabricated center. 

 
 
 

 


