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This Storm is a State (its Beauty, Eternal) 
-- after Sands 
 

 
Ferns in the gutter were just be- 
ginning to brown—a Death 
befriended, 
 
as round bodies bloated and gathered 
for easy rolling to a greater un- 
safety. 
 
The rain 
swoons itself down as 
a blushing, never-was virgin. 
 
Oh, come, minty-fresh, cherished de- 
struction and 
spin us toward the tornadic dark- 
scape of your mangled 
appropriations. 
 
Say put it in. 
Say do it inside me. 

 

 



The Dinge 
 
 

Every crevice of my dry hands 
is black with the meat of chlorine-disintegrated gaskets 
from inside our toilet tank— 
disassembled, upended— 
the greened screw bolts removed, 
exposing more stains 
like tree rings—a history written in iron deposits 
and arsenic at less than five parts per billion— 
like me at eleven, crashing my X-wing fighter 
into a different toilet with my mother screaming 
for me not to do that again— 
perhaps a Dagobah where I’d gone 
to face my fears 
in a swamp-borne alcove of perpetually wet trees— 
some distant cousins of the majestic cypress. 
 This is the test, my path to the Dark Side. 
I’m James Earl Jones with a vocoder, 
my black hands extended toward your throat. 
You rebellious porcelain, I will gut you 
and fill you with water and force and purpose. 
 
 



Terminator V: Spirit Animal 
 
 

You came to Stateline 
naked and high and tripping balls— 
  not from the future, not in a giant 
pinball of light, not as directed by James Cameron— 
    gripped in the past, 
Sixties psychotropic horticulture, 
the Express Pony your spirit animal 
as you nudely run past it. 
 Did you cross over?   Do you 
hear the sun yelling its yellow orders, 
commanding you to Harrah’s—scenes 
flashing by like strobed, time-lapse photography, 
stop-motion, freeze-frame:  your swaying cock 
  reflected in the glass doors of the casino, 
red-light eye, target acquired, 
dings and shouts of your Skynet-Pitboss God, 
   visualized as bright, falling fruit, 
flashing lights and sirens and gasps of children 
 in the arcade where you’ve been cornered, 
     touch-stunned— 
  Tasered, hundreds of thousands of volts 
exorcising lysergic acid from your blood. 
Your spirit screams you won’t be back.  

 
 

 
 
 



Rabbit Juice 
 
 
The air stopped moving weeks ago, and 
it’s still not Summer, won’t be for days 
 
of hundred-degree days.  In bed, the light 
reflects off your skin—bright like a scar, 
 
like a permanent burn fire will 
always recognize.   Our warren  
 
is clogged with lupine bodies 
where rabbits are dead celebrities  
 
and the runs fill with a growing stench, 
foretold—summer sun is its own prophet 
 
and the solstice is not a day but an exact time 
when the sun, to us, stops moving north— 
 
sun-standing—the most severe angle 
in the revolution.   
 
    Oh, Hyzenthlay,  
the world is full of snares 
 
but we will be safe—our bodies 
together, fur shining like dew. 
 
 
 



We Touch like Cripples 
 
 

With arms still working, moving freely, we 
crawl to the corner of the room to eat 
on a table with legs as useless as ours. 
 
The food is good, so we smash it 
into our faces and regret 
not having savored it longer.  More 
 
cranberry sauce, marmite, and rice I offer, but 
you say, “The dark is melting,” push away the plate 
and clasp your hands together as if in prayer.  I would 
 
ask you what this means, but 
“cold indigo and black-gap maggots”  
are the best that I could 
 
get from you, staring 
into the table. 
“Who has dismembered us?” 
 
you say. 

 


