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Requiem 
 
 
she would call me Moses, as if 
 
her daughter had discovered me 
floating amid bullrushes 
 
maybe 
 
a better fantasy than I realized 
 
I said goodbye 
 
several feints later, she remained 
the bitter Vaudevillian 
outlived her audience 
 
another afternoon coughing 
muscle and blood, only the skin 
remains, draped over a cast-off aggregate 
 
I once believed it was time to let go 
when we no longer go on in dignity 
the body persists long after 
 



 
in the drink 
 
sitting under a bodhi tree 
crook leg, strangle leg 
this, the crux: 
how the gold fish swim 
 in their pond 
ice in a glass 
a finger, maybe 
two will fill the hole 
 where the fish get out 
 



 
  
green house 
 
 
I 
over dissonant years, the house 
filled with exhalations 
hinting of infections 
smell of coffee, cigarette 
 
they woke one day, startled 
 alterity staring 
from familiar glares 
 
had they grown lazy 
in love, suffocated 
by gathering closeness 
 or had 
the ring-callus thickened 
to protect 
delicate parts, a barrier  
against friction 
 
 



 
 
II 
it hadn't happened 
 in a day, but 
over sleepless nights 
fruitless weeks, wasted efforts 
those arid months 
 
what did it matter 
after all of this, whether 
he had ten fingers  
or both eyes 
 some days 
it would be a relief not to see 
the flush cheeks of sunset 
the long ray of evening sun 
parting the gauze of clouds 
 
it evaporated 
something swabbed 
on his arm, the nurse said  
 
 "this will hurt" 
 



 
 
III 
they stood, stripped 
of some internal logic 
that would force the heart to beat 
in time 
 
it could be learned 
this synchronicity 
complicity of sentiment 
 
perhaps it was a concentricity 
they sought 
 
radii of emotions, on vectors 
leading south, northeast 
 
rather than these scarified organs 
eccentric, alternating 
fluid draining from lung and spleen 



 
 
Essential 
 
 
this is my favorite cliché, the one 
I hold close, wrap myself 
 
in, a song I sing myself 
to sleep with.  You 
 
belittle it, discount it as one might 
sentiments in a greeting card 
received twice, examined too closely 
yet without it 
I find little reason to remain 
this hope 
I hold close, warm myself 
with 
 
 



 
 
Evaporated 
 
 
our days pass into atmosphere 
as a sublimation 
smother the earth in a blanket 
ideas forming, subliminal 
 
sublists digressing 
into nights lit 
by televised usurpation 
a dissolution of will 
 
to act, to create 
to grasp; a moment lost 
to subfloors laid diagonally 
to joists, ancient nails 
 
complaining of my weight 
 
 



 
 
Gently Misremembered 
 
 
such is our legacy:  
 feather and bone 
stones aligned oblong 
songs mark the days, all 
the broken wheels 
the years of lost dolls 
follow memories of lies 
or maybe days 
 gently misremembered: 
the red sunset 
through an open window, so low 
children climb through; you 
earlier still, screaming my name 
voice heard, disturbing 
our parking lot of stars 
marred and obscured 
 
alone 
in this cage, the wages 
of some forgotten mistake 
slaked by twice-hollow reeds 
needles and cones raked 
by a boy's toes: 
 go pads without callus 
through dust and the roots 
to be discovered 
 
 



 
Poets and Pagans 
 after Dante 
 
 
I followed you into burning 
the sea did not 
part you 
swam to a far shore 
 
took the southern route 
abandoned cars 
stop and go 
circumnavigate the city 
stop for fuel, obstructions 
stop for light, go heavy 
with doubt 
 
a common place, this 
seventh ring, the trees 
specifically 
the corpse bearers 
the grass green 
but nothing lives below 
shops in a sea of parking 
lot: no body walks 
this I know: one hundred thousand 
commuters 
can't be right 
 
I never loved driving, just the freedom 
to shed the shopping bags 
to walk among people, unafraid 
to think, to talk 
 
here sidewalk goes unused 
scenery, like grass 
there is no life 
only epidemic, consumption 
 
 
 
with lunch long past 
resist pastries at the counter 



preserve 
 order 
coffee 
pretend 
 streetside cafe 
 
with lunch counter resistance 
 with lunch 
counter-resistance 
measure resistance in ohms 
as in "oh, my god!" 
you'll encounter resistance 
where do they get the time 
 
measure resistance in 
 protesters 
 blog posts 
 lost votes 
 dollars spent 
on graves of 
 pasture land 
 grassland 
 farmland, wetland 
cultivate sorrow, grief, longing 
 
back among the poets & pagans 
 
 



 
 
the cricket sutra 
 
not the struggle 
not the pain of things 
 out of place 
not the suffering of the cricket 
 pulled apart by a child 
many times born and reborn 
sometimes as the cricket 
others, the child, helpless 
to undo what has gone past 
now the lightness, more 
bearable than advertised 
also the stillness 
 which is real 
 
 



 
 
tidal 
 
 
stiffened bellows open 
rattle, sputter closed, no 
drama of a tidal sigh 
just an equilibrium 
a pendulum slowing 
to its rest, a curve 
approaching zero 
who could say 
which was 
 the last 
 
 
 


