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	   11 

#261 
 

Never one to cut corners about cutting 
corners, you spun the Subaru into a rough 
U-turn right in the middle of Old York Road 
at midnight, scaring the shit out of this self- 
declared “artist.” The issue, as ever, was 
nothing particular to celebrate. We could 
only connect nothing with nothing in our 
private suburban waste land. Here’s where 
the fun starts— I got out, motherfucker. 
I made it. I say “I,” and it works. But Old 
York Road at midnight is still what it is. 
I still have to live there the same way you do. 
 
 
 



	  12 

#412 
 
 

Each thinks the other a lonesome reprobate. 
That’s what I guess when I see the picture. 
It’s Elkins Park Square on a cold spring night; 
they’re almost sitting on their hands. One 
went up, as they say, one went down, but  
you’ll never hear a word of this in Cheltenham. 
They can’t gloat anymore, so they make an 
art of obfuscation. That’s why I seldom go 
back. Elkins Park Square is scary at night. 
There are ghosts by the ice skating rink. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	   13 

#414 
 
 

And out of this nexus, O sacred  
scribe, came absolutely no one.  
I don’t know what you expected  
to find here. This warm, safe,  
comforting suburb has a smother  
button by which souls are unraveled.  
Who would know better than you?  
Even if you’re only in the back of  
your mind asphyxiating. He looked  
out the window— cars dashed by  
on Limekiln Pike. What is it, he said, 
are you dead or do you think you’re Shakespeare?  
 
 
 
 



	  14 

#421 
 
 

Huddled in the back of a red  
Jetta, I thought we were in a  
Springsteen song. But there are  
no backstreets in Cheltenham.  
It’s only the strip-mall to house  
and back circuit. Anyone could’ve  
seen us. It wasn’t a full consummation—  
for want of a graceful phrase, we  
were too smart to fuck. There was  
no playing hero for me. Nor did I  
force you to confess. What could you say?  
Cheltenham was soft, and all too infested. 
 
 
 
 



	   15 

                                                                      #671  
 
Even as a little girl, she got beat down.  
There was something wrong with her brains. 
She couldn't relate to people. Cheltenham 
guys noticed how adorably doll-like she was 
(lookin’ real good, like Natalie Wood), but she 
wouldn't date anyone. She died a mysterious 
social drowning death. She got older and 
became a Tennessee Williams heroine-as-Jewess. 
I'm telling you this because I nailed her, dude. 
I got her to give me a blowjob. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	  16 

#681 
 

The kids scamper around the pool and jump in. 
She’s having an affair, and watching her kids 
with the others. What, was her sex life supposed 
to be over? She was supposed to stop dead at 
thirty-eight, and forever hold her peace? And  
is she that much of a back-stabber, considering 
what she’s been put through? The older guys 
at the pool still do look at her. They’ve been warned.  
 
 
 
 



	   17 

#415 
 
 

There’s something sweet and sickly 
about teenagers fucking. Even laid 
down by the jagged rocks that bordered 
Tookany Creek. I think of them there, 
and know he’s getting wasted. What’s 
draining out of him is the will to live. 
She always gets him off somehow. Then 
they would walk over to the Little League 
field and huddle in the dugout. He didn’t 
even wind up graduating from Cheltenham 
on time. I can’t get over thinking who he 
could’ve been. Am I the only one? 
 
 
 



	  18 

#416 
 
 

It’s two in the morning— this big 
empty field is a vacuum sucked into 
this little girl’s mouth. Everything’s 
little, he thinks. At least I’m big enough 
to get head. The problem is what she 
wants from me. And what she’s bound 
to get. Just by chance, someone in a 
passenger seat in a car going by on 
Church Road sees the outline of the 
two figures. One is leaning— the 
blowjob part isn’t visible. Wow, he 
says; this place is strange. He shakes 
himself, turns up the music, and gets 
ready for a long ride.  
 
 
 
 
 
 



	   19 

#213 
 

You and your proud working-class ethos.  
You, sitting at your laptop, spying on me  
on Facebook, jerking your parts off. Go  
ahead and pass on that shipment: you’ll 
get a cut. You’re no beauty school dropout,  
hanging around the corner store. You need 
to know: when they do make me into a rag- 
doll, you’ll get one of the first batch. You 
can wring me out, slam me down on your 
linoleum floor, bite my head to your heart’s content. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	  20 

#260 
 
I was too stoned to find the bathroom.  
The trees in the dude’s backyard made  
it look like Africa. You were my hook-up  
to this new crowd. The same voice, as always, 
cuts in to say you were fucked up even 
then. You had a dooming Oedipal 
complex. We were all wrapped tight, 
even when we got high. I was the 
only one getting any, so you both 
mistrusted me. African trees & easy 
camaraderie. A primitive pact sealed 
between warring factions— my spears 
(take this as you will) for your grass. 
 
 
 
 
 



	   21 

#216 
 
 

You can force your pen into a cat’s anus 
for all I care, she told him. October sun- 
light hit the grimy pavement as if directed 
by Rocky Balboa himself. The Art Museum, 
he thinks, is mostly crap but its still imposing— 
what man has made of man, fodder for gift- 
shops. His working life is a gift-shop too— 
no one buys anything. If he did force his 
pen into a cat’s anus, they’d probably arrest 
him for animal abuse. Maybe he’ll pretend that 
she’s a cat. Ring the bell for round two, please.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	  22 

#212 
 

Picture this: thirty kids in a two-story house 
in the Poconos. They’re little bandits. 
Their parents think they’re somewhere 
else. It’s the popular crew: but half the 
baseball stars are homosexuals, half the 
cheerleaders want to be housewives, 
and the football guys are putting on five 
pounds a day. They have to carry little 
Megan outside for some fresh air; she’s 
drunk, got ditched by a wide receiver. 
She looks at the mountain stars, thinks 
(her friend imagines) nothing thoughts 
about nothing. Eighteen years later: one 
of the homosexual baseball stars is now 
at a mountain retreat in the Poconos. He 
gets carried out by his lover to look at the 
stars, drunk on Mimosas. Nothing gets 
thought about nothing again. What do I 
think? I’m writing a letter to Nietzsche. Ask him. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	   23 

#160 
 
 

Your skin hangs around you like an old lady’s  
loose gown. You used to live a dynamic double 
life, with constituents coming out of your ass 
from three schools. No one anywhere knew  
quite who you were. Now, I hesitate to state  
anything for the record these guys are recording.  
The whole process creeps me out. I sat in the  
back of the Subaru while they egged somebody’s  
house, or he took a handful of CDs from Tower  
Records, placed them under his sweater or into his  
boxers. What I tell them is the truth: there was  
too much in you that you never even knew about.  
You were a mystery to yourself. You were the kid  
at the bowling alley trying to hook up with the twins, 
or the obsessive devotee of another head-case. 
Now, I’m a head-case who knows the same thing 
is true about me, and if my skin is tautened it stings. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	  24 

#262 
 
 

Welcome to America: if you can’t be jocular,  
you can’t be. Keep your grief to yourselves, you 
little underlings. This is the subtext of a media 
enterprise that is a literal boa around this tossed 
generation. Every time I say these words out 
loud, I cut against more grains than Huysmans.  
So don’t say it, asshole. Keep your grief to 
yourself. The media stands on a pile of bodies. 
Fare thee well to present moments. Rags to 
riches becomes womb to tomb. Could somebody 
please pass me the mustard?   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	   25 

#268 
 
 

Satin blouses, trinkets (some kind of  
jade pendant), & the big trinket between  
her legs that nobody gets to play with.  
Rare meat. She’s been babied by her  
parents since her birth (Rabbit year,  
a juxtaposition more sad than ironic),  
and suddenly I can teach her something?  
And I thought of what she was telling  
herself in response, and the words came  
to me, “I’m doing this because I promised,  
my Mom wants me to do this, now I promised, I have to do 
this.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	  26 

#413 
 
 

All piled into the house on Woodlawn. 
They had me do all the old jokes, as though 
I were a wind-up toy. Most of them had 
never been in the house before. It was 
about to be abandoned anyway; but my 
mind still clings to it. I smoked pot there 
for the first time. I got on the road to my 
first hook-up at a party, & I punched a 
Hulk Hogan’s poster’s crotch. Now even 
this pile-up was fifteen years ago. The shed 
in the back was filled with smoke, as were we. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	   27 

#417 
 

He was always in one of those miscellaneous 
conglomerations. Why I had to be subjected 
to seeing him with the stoners I don’t know. 
It was a bunch of them in the dead of winter, 
and I knew him by the leather jacket. They 
were trying to get him to “trip” with them. I 
used to love the idea of “tripping”; as if real 
knowledge weren’t the real trip, and adding  
a few chemicals to a brain can turn a dullard 
into Aldous Huxley. It was just as miscellaneous 
as the nights he spent with us. I used to hate 
him for this kind of behavior. There’s no dignity in it. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	  28 

#418 
 
 

I remember thinking: boy do I feel Wild at Heart 
tonight. What a joke— this horrible Cheltenham 
bitch with a huge nose tries to generate an orgy in 
her basement. The pot was alright, at least. But 
Elkins Park gave us the creeps, and we agreed 
afterwards never to go back. The fucked up thing 
about that night for me in particular was knowing 
we would have fun talking about it forever. And 
we have, so I guess it’s not a complete dead loss. 
The girl I was with pretended I was fucking her, too.  
 
 
 
 
 



	   29 

#420 
 
 

The Junior Prom deposited me (and fifteen 
others) on the floor of her basement. I could 
barely see daylight at the time, and at three in 
the morning I began to prowl. I was too scared 
to turn on any lights. She emerged like a mermaid 
from seaweed. I needed comfort, she enjoyed my 
need. We had gone out— she was bitter. The whole 
dialogue happened in shadows. No one was hooking 
up in the other room, either. You spiteful little princess. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	  30 

#419 
 

She put down the coffee cup and started 
to tear up. Jesus, you can’t even take her 
to Starbucks. He leaned into his pumpkin 
scone. The barista was cute, and she was 
shooting him a look. Myers. He remembered 
passing it once. There was a glare off the 
blacktop (or something) that hurt his eyes. 
So one of her old friends died. They used to 
hang out there. Etcetera. And now this. The 
barista herself thought, that callous prick. He’s 
like a little kid.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	   31 

#410 
 
 

No one who was there that night, high, 
hasn’t been abased. Wisdom has its 
palaces that look more like park benches. 
Youth’s privilege is to be in love with 
life. I was in love with life that night, too— 
the crush of strange kids in an Abington 
house, movements towards more weed. 
We sat on a curb and planned more  
mischief. The Universe had some mischief 
planned for us, too. For those of us who 
live on the curb and nowhere else—  a requiem.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	  32 

#1632 
 

The guy with the hedge-clipper 
had a heart attack at the train 
station and died, that’s what they 
 
said. I only saw him a few times, I 
wish I knew more, he had skin 
always tanned, weather-beaten, in 
 
fact that’s how I remember him, 
as always looking beaten, but his 
kids were obnoxious, now they 
 
have to move. I’m looking forward 
to seeing who moves in next door, 
because the guy before also had a 
 
heart attack and died. What is it about 
this street, he thinks as he hangs up 
the cell phone; what needs clipped? 
 
 
 
 
 



	   33 

#1653 
 

There were three clues placed in his 
path that night, that were stones in 
his pathway. The first was a one-life 
bitch talking about hierarchies of 
 
gender. The second was a minor poet 
doing histrionics which needn’t be  
enumerated. The third was a brutal 
rapist that jumped off the Golden 
 
Gate Bridge, but failed to fall all the 
way down. All these clues led him to 
sit in coffee-shops, bars, nightclubs, 
looking for souls to confide in about 
 
that night, how vacant the roads were, 
how deep the moon was set in heaven. 
He had waited, just as they said. At the 
appointed time, he had seen what he 
 
was supposed to see. The problem was, 
seeing this made him unhappy enough 
that he walked away from the road and 
the three clues, never came back. Now, 
 
here he was. The coffee was taken black. 
 
 
 



	  34 

#1672 
 
Poets are boring  
people, she said,  
because they want 
to fuck words more  
than they want to  
fuck. I said, I like  
fucking people as  
much as I like words.  
You’re no poet, she  
said, unzipping me.  
I passed on pieces 
of a universe where 
the down places go  
up. When I hurled, 
it landed in a heap 
at her feet. It was 
both red and white, 
together from senses 
of a lost cross between 
us. I sputtered out.  
Is this what you’ve  
come to, she said,  
spitting. I couldn’t  
speak from being  
rolled. I crumpled,  
threw in my hand,  
betted on being home  
by four a.m. Feeling  
rumpled, ten-sheeted,  
I gave her tattoo a fling.  



	   35 

 
 
She told me her changed  
plans. It ended in drinks  
poured down like so  
many rain-buckets. I  
was waiting for a charge,  
& when it came, said  
to her, don’t fake me 
out, or even try, I see  
your deal, and I’m  
leaving now, to which  
she flamed, blared teal. Abalone. 
 



	  36 

#1674 
 
 
I leaned on my dashboard hands, I 
propped myself up for the surge, I 
sparked as I plugged away, Vulcan 
 
at a soot-scummy forge, beneath me 
Venus thinking of grey pigmentation, 
behind the wheel the music blared, I 
 
went through the light into the wash, 
but I came out more dirty than I was 
when I entered: smudged coal, rubber. 
 
 
 
 
 



	   37 

#1163 
 

In the dream I lied, I said  
I wasn’t going to make a  
pass, then I cast my arms  
around you (slinky black  
dress), held you close to  
me (wall length windows 
around), we buttered in,  
when I woke I saw you,  
your Polynesian sister, you 
cried in the dream, it wasn’t  
you, tears like sea-weed— 
 
 
 



	  38 

#1149 
 

I have always wanted 
to drink your blood; 
all these long years I 
have waited to taste it 
mixed in red wine, in 
a silver chalice, quick 
flick of a dagger at our 
wrists, communion of 
a dark hue, eye and you— 
ensorcelled to love & die.  
 
 
 
 
 
 



	   39 

#1566 
 

Your voice came through  
her (I heard it distinctly,  
how you curl around your  
vowels), then I knew that  
the voice you gave me  
(silvery, icicle smooth) was 
false, that it had all been  
a ruse— the deeper layer  
is between you two, I’m  
a cardboard cut-out.  
 
 
 
 



	  40 

#1644 
 

Oh for the sentience of books,  
Kant once said, or should have,  
and if he didn’t it is difficult for  
me to accept his critiques, as they  
hinge on acknowledgements of inward 
sentience of beings, and books are  
beings, even as they are-in-the-world.  
As for this, this is action poetry, but  
I have no intention of driving my car  
into a tree, unless I feel the tree has  
so much sentience I would benefit  
from the action, & I don’t doubt  
that this could be the case. 
 
 
 
 



	   41 

#1059 
 

Bandaged head, 
nine staves, I’m 
the guy that can 
take it forever, I 
 
come up in your 
reading at the top 
of the cross, drop 
the staves on your 
 
candle, and as the 
reading ends: she 
takes the one stave 
I need the most, to 
 
tie the thing up, at 
the crosses’ bottom— 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	  42 

#1112 
 

“Fuck art let’s dance” 
only we didn’t dance, 
we fucked, and when 
we fucked, it was like 
 
dancing, and dancing 
was like art, because 
the climax was warm, 
left us wanting more— 
 
how can I know this 
dancer from the dance? 
O brightening glance, 
how tight the dance 
 
was, and the sense that 
pure peace forever was 
where it had to end for 
both of us, only your 
 
version was me dead, 
after I had permanently 
died inside you like the 
male spider always does— 
 
 
 



	   43 

#1136 
 

Pull me towards you— 
woven color patterns 
create waves beneath 
us, tears buoy bodies 
 
to a state beyond “one” 
into meshed silk webs— 
not every pull is gravitational— 
as two spiders float upwards, 
 
I say to you (as we multiply 
beyond ourselves) “those 
two are a bit much, their 
sixteen legs making love” 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	  44 

#1505 
 

to make love is to be taught,  
over & over again, how far  
into each other we can go,  
but you, who failed my class,  
must be taught, over & over  
again, how to pass into real  
ecstasy (these unholy caresses):  
wake up, wake up, the bells, the bells! 
 
& as she glides down Pine Street, 
stars are joined by the moon & sun, 
begin a dance on the shore of  
this corner (13th), blue-black, 
orbs wedging crystals between us— 
 
 
 
 



	   45 

#1503 
 

This I tell you— 
you can live or 
die, a tramp or 
sage, planted in 
sand or earth, I 
will rot in earth,  
still-birthed, blues 
will taste black in 
you, like asphalt. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	  46 

#540 
 
In the pregnant pause  
between your mouth's  
movement and a gush  
of thick metrics, I had 
a vision of sun-dappled  
red hair that must have  
been yours, because we  
were in a forest. Since it 
 
was 1918, I did not have  
a stun-gun to plummet it  
back to the grungy soul- 
morass from which it hung— 
but the forest’s frail pomp 
brought green into mistletoe 
so that the kiss came out kid. 
 
 
 
 



	   47 

#554 
 
You’re game;  
every moved piece  
hits me. Every  
dive on/off board  
is a snap-tailed fish. 
More than ducks &  
fishes, we are two  
checkered pieces. 
There is no mate 
to be checked, but 
a deck to be cut. 
 
(I say this because 
if I’ve got game, I’ve  
got you, your tails) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	  48 

#557 
                                                                        
Your position’s on waves, on  
fish, on the whole question  
of ocean, I said. Especially  
considering your taste for  
red snapper. It was her belly  
that flopped onto mine, in  
such a way that when the  
waves rose, they hit us so  
that the mast held us both up.  
Well, she said, if you threw 
out your fucking metaphors, 
you’d see I was buck naked.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	   49 

#563 
 
 
red dress, its 
that, that, pink,  
filtered, light, in 
coming, through,  
hasty, embraces,   
bread, thrown,  
square, what’s, 
breasts, blues,  
at least, I half, 
drool, avalon— 
 
 
 
 
 



	  50 

#543 
 
Yes, I say,  
you can have this  
sweat being exhaled  
as when I loitered  
nightly for a kiss,  
but could taste  
a little phlegm.  
But you don’t hear.  
I’m sad as it’s like  
a dream in which 
I can’t move. I  
strike in mad trance,  
knife unsheathed 
down the throat of 
your bed. Waves 
of sweat: look, I 
say, you just got 
fucked but not over. 
 
 
 



	   51 

#544 
 
I’m learning  
that the taste  
of shit is  
spiritually  
rewarding,  
because  
humility is  
endless,  
your cunt  
really isn’t.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	  52 

#1194 
 

my life is so insane, I live 
on a thin silver edge like 
a crescent moon— 
 
it is necessary we fight 
for things not naturally 
given, or provisionally— 
 
we reconnect our nerves, 
blue, red, multiple streams 
run between us, nothing 
 
left to say, as we pierce 
into animal existence on 
a freeway’s rapid dawn— 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	   53 

#1489 
 
campus: she’s in an 
elevator, mascara-face, 
beady blue eyes, clothes 
emphasize her figure; she 
is being told about “illicit 
sex with Julia” in a classic: 
  

she saw it 
happen, wants two razors 
to slash our wrists, we got 
away with it (it was obvious, 
SO obvious) 
 
behind accents 
that scream “Philadelphia” I 
derive this lesson: if you’ve 
got to fool around, at least 
kill an idiot in the process. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	  54 

#537 
 
She is far gone into  
her own nested sense  
of being done. I can’t  
go on as one. She said,  
deep dirt is dredged  
from depths of us, can’t  
be kissed; she leaves her  
regrets. I tied four on. 
How it ends, tied to an 
old oak, because what’s 
in the ground is solid, 
(solid as only death can be) 
and I’m the muck by the 
riverbanks before the trees. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	   55 

#1131 
 

She goes to a lake, 
thinks of me there, 
looks into copses, 
breathes in forests, 
sleeps in log cabins, 
picks flowers, early 
autumn quivers, & 
waits to be told 
 
by sprung nature 
what she already 
knows; there’s no 
getting out of this 
one, for either of 
us— not this love. 
 
 
 
 



	  56 

#1144 
 

The truth of things 
is a snuff flick; each 
day we are impaled 
and impaling, razor 
sharp, red-spattered, 
phantom yellow eyes 
peeking through bed- 
room windows; this 
angle is, if our doors 
 
were cleansed, much 
more ultimate than 
graces and angels; 
the truth of blood, 
subtle destruction, 
everyone implicated, 
everyone culpable. 
 
 
 
 
 



	   57 

#1246 
 

God is an amusement park 
(among other things) filled 
with rides, clowns, hot dogs, 
beer, circus mirrors, bearded 
ladies, strong men, log flumes, 
curious tourists (who have 
flown here all the way from 
Vermont), jaded locals (who 
sit in corners, smoking), and, 
ultimately, commodity-crazed 
business men, who honestly 
think they believe, live on 
their knees, yet cast twenty- 
foot arms into multiple pockets. 
 
 
 
 
 



	  58 

#1229 
 

The encounter-poem came like this:  
she came at me with a genital-jab, then 
an uppercut aimed at my intellect, sucker- 
punched my art and, when I was prostrate, 
fished me out of my pants, rode herself silly. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	   59 

#1200 
 

She asked me how I did it, 
I turned my arm over, said 
look at these veins, I write 
with them, they are a well, 
she said well that’s all very 
dramatic, but those veins 
should be used for life— 
 
if your blood is working  
double-time, your heart will 
only get half of what it 
needs. She hurt me, I said 
leave my blood alone, you 
can never understand, but 
her full house beat my flush— 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	  60 

#1575 
 

This is a dominant stream, meant to 
 
flow through minds with channels I 
 
can tweak— think of yourself as you 
 
might stand before seven cups, point 
 
only if you must, but shrouded girls 
 
with raised arms, jewels, castles, and 
 
snakes may be better guides, I’m just 
 
the hollowness of sea-shells, in which 
 
you might hear how forces wave into 
 
flesh, what roars come from salt-water— 
 
the man recedes, the over-soul ascends. 
 
 
 
 
 



	   61 

#539 
 
So much richness reduced to a book taken  
from this shelf. All passion conduced to no  
end but what exists in her mind alone, truth 
burned off in erratic myths she made up to  
 
make off with a piece of my cake. So easy to  
make her break, if I cared enough to try, yet  
there’d be no reason why I should, after eight  
years. She took it off: it was here. It’s nothing.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	  62 

#1142 
 

Desperation is the need 
to be loved sans reason, 
and I can’t stop you either, 
so I’ll be happy to watch as 
you dig a grave of ignorance— 
someday you’ll hate me, but 
I have no other way to love— 
 
she crawled down the stairs 
at 4 a.m. to smoke a Marlboro 
Red in peace, out on the  
porch where tomorrow she’d 
bury those dimwitted stars, 
cracked & fractured from 
overuse, in a pie-high sky— 
 
 
 
 
 



	   63 

#1570 
 

To wake in darkness 
with a voice you can 
hear as hers— this is 
fiery angels spraying 
colors on two nude 
bodies, but I’m hung 
on angels wings, my 
mind vacillates, what 
happens does so as I 
bifurcate between her, 
angels, as I focus this 
pulp she absorbs into 
a test she passes me on. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	  64 

#1631 
 
Teeth, I tell her, not really  
talking to myself, are what 
make stars real, you either  
have them or you don’t, sink  
yours in (she does, meeting  
my lineage in tongues), but  
she’s not listening, as she carries  
millions in images that heave 
all around her torso. I marvel.  
Nothing coy, just this collection  
of pristine atoms that heave,  
this wet goddess. We make  
love past the millions twice. 
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#281 
 
 

A small unframed painting 
of a many-armed Bodhisattva 
hangs over the bed where 
you imagine us wrapped, rapt 
I do not deny this rapture 
I make no enlightened claims 
I have no raft to float you 
Hard as it is for you to 
believe, no mastery came to 
me when this thing happened 
I have two arms, no more 
I am only marginally sentient 
I cannot save you or her 
The painting is better than us 
you’re welcome to it 
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#102 
 
 

Because I fucked you too, dear, 
I happen to know you’re frigid. But I 
never saw you build a Bible out of bad 
sex, or proselytize your botched attempts  
at self-destruction before. Don’t you  
think I look like James Dean? Aren’t I  
sufficiently tortured? This leather coat,  
my cycle, all the accoutrements of urban  
hipster-ness; this is where I end, not with  
a bang but with a whimper. Kill or be killed, schmuck.  
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#112 
 

It’s company of flesh and blood 
I need, your blonde head beneath, 
pillows scattered around us like 
confetti, memories of loneliness 
suddenly quaint as “thou,” your 
feet in the air like hung mobiles, 
all the thousands of words left 
behind in throats overtaken by 
cries (awe before near-extinction),  
but you are not here, you are 
just a lack, something scrawled 
on a series of sheets, useful 
only to tell me that words have 
holes in them where nothing fits. 
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#238 
 

If she drinks herself  
to death in London,  
I’ll cry like a bourgeois  
runt, I said. It’s not just  
that you’re dead— the  
kind of discipline that  
might affix itself (bourgeois  
runts have a bias towards  
life) to shots is— she  
chewed me out about this—  
wait, what did she say? 
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#271 
 

“Never forget: Cleopatra had a big 
nose, an ugly mug, took accidental 
drunken shits in bed. How do I  
know this? Because I was there!” 
 
It’s not just he’s insane, he knows 
I have a big nose too, and all this 
just because he saw an ex crossing 
the Walnut Street Bridge, her nose 
 
up in the air where her legs used to be. 
How does he know this? Don’t ask. 
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#151 
 
 

Last time they met, she kept 
spitting on the cement outside 
the bistro like a sailor. A unique 
composite, I thought as I heard 
this, of two temperaments that 
just can’t bite on earth. She keeps 
(he said) her panties on in bed. 
What did I tell him? I didn’t. I 
spit on the cement outside the 
ship we happened to be sailing on.  
To spit: an abstract gesture, of 
the kind popular in the arts sixty 
years ago; it counts as “action” now. 
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#152 
 
 

“There is nothing shielded here, 
only once things are held within, 
interiors become future shields,” 
because we can only feel shields 
where the past is engaged, and I 
happen to know the visionary 
deadness that permeates these 
spaces is too murky to tell us any 
kind of present truth, and that 
means you, Philadelphia, city as 
ripe for decay as a February bramble, 
a tree in early March, this my garden, 
this place engulfed in a whirlpool, 
in falls Heidegger, back out again. 
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#159 
 
 

Things is tough. I need a break, pal. 
He threw the mitt and softball into 
the back seat of the station wagon. 
He thought of stopping at the Esquire 
Bar at Five Corners. The gang was  
going elsewhere, but he needed a break. 
They kept saying things to him about 
his wife. She wasn’t just a little hoity-toity,  
but a psycho hose-beast. He thought he 
was moving up in the world. He stood by 
the station wagon. Everyone had left. It 
was the end of the goddamned season,  
too, he was married, a kid on the way, 
and he knew himself for a corpse. As 
an airplane flew over, he wished he had 
just jumped out of it. Things is tough. 
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#158 
 

A piece of road kill on the New Jersey Turnpike, 
scuttling into the city to steal from the old West 
Philly co-op, to cook lentils over a fire in woods  
somewhere near the Pine Barrens, this woman  
who deserted me for a man who could and has  
brought her three things: no children, abject 
poverty, and sterling marijuana. It’s to be smoked as  
no last resort but as a means of being so wired into  
walking deadness that living out of an old Seleca 
seems celestial as a canto of Byron’s, perhaps the 
one she used to recite to me— “tis’ but a worthless 
world to win or lose,” and believe me, baby, you 
don’t know the half of it, but you’re not listening, 
you’re stoned, you always were, oh the charm of you. 
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