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I know you without dimension 
as I know the desert town south 
of another desert town you 
told me about, and the hard 
mineral they mine there.  It’s 
 
the yes under the tucked wing of a cheap portrait bird 
where it hangs on the wall of a rest stop men’s room,       waiting. 
 
And if they ask me to testify in this thing, 
witness to the character of these materials, 
that’s what I’ll say-   yes 
 
in the parking lot of the rest stop with 
the courtroom walls closing 
in around us yes 
 
hand to bible yes. 
 



 
Planet of the Apes 
 
If the lyric is lost  (a toy or 
an innocence, 
 
then with it the living, 
as the rime sets the clock of the cell.             
 
Originator 
of music, giver 
 
of life’s gift and could be it’s already gone, imploded 
with the star by whose expiring light 
we live demanding greater brightness. 
 
Could be that’s not the end of 
the fable, 
 
that the chimps we gave Aids go on laughing 
as our drugs stop working.  That cells divide 
to music                                                      (a daughter born 
and the weeds of abandoned places 
give lie through the asphalt   
to what the hot tar promised 
impenetrable. 
 
That this is beauty. 
 
The death star’s the size 
of a planet there’s no 
way out but to speak together 
the words of goodness:   
 
to sing where the exit signs fall to the freeway,     
 
where the rime sets the clock of the cell, 
and my daughter with her stuffed monkey 
is the originator 
of music. 
 
 



 
The Crucifixion in the Floor 
 
I 
 
 
Now leasing 1,000 Sq. ft., vacant from 
a thousand feet walking away,  or from one 
step away and thousand times.      A thousand songs 
 
have sung a place in the shade of this sun 
lifting vapor off the street like goodness 
saved from the world. 
 
Gimme shelter.  Oh come 
gather by the river the young 
escape their album covers and clothes 
by the thousands to sink there without 
 
drowning.  I drove by 
and they were there. 
 
If they knew of something better 
than goodness (cool water and 
each other), 
they’d up their demands. 
If they knew the words, 
they’d sing them.  
 
The hypothesis on offer 
is of real numbers 
and their lives, of feet 
square or bleeding,  
from the vacancy or the nails. 
 
Oh Christ the empty spaces in the city. 
Oh Christ deliver from the heat. 
Oh Christ, again. 



 
II 
 
 
Offered as Christ 
crossing a bridge, 
 
only look down 
and see he’s just a kid, 
sitting at a table, 
 
who can’t convince you of the fact of his hands. 
 
If it’s not for you to say, 
that means you must say it. 
 
If they didn’t build it for you, 
it’s probably for the kids, 
their safe passage across 
the water. 
 
He never said he was Jesus, 
so you can take him down off 
the linoleum cross in your kitchen. 
 
And no one’s asking for your 
bulletproof vest. 
 
Go ahead and check 
his papers against the monsters 
they swear they saw him with, 
 
against his sister’s virgin 
birth.  But do it before he reaches 
the other side 
 
of the bridge they didn’t build 
for you, but for the kids. 
Their safe passage across 
the street. 



 
III 
 
Is this child the future, 
this finger a wing? 
 
Let’s say it is. 
 
And explain the blood 
where it crashed and dragged the asphalt, 
the terrible glisten in the sun. 
 
At first they said it was paint. 
Then that it wasn’t 
there at all. 
 
There was a lie at the dawn 
of creation, when Christ gave flesh 
to the words of presence. 
 
Let’s say there was. 
 
And take him down and carve it 
in the cross beams. 
That it could have been 
 
other than what it is.   
The rot ever waiting in the wood.   
The child’s finger ever upward 
to the mother’s 
hand. 
 
 



 
The where of wild things 
 
There’s coffee and tea, 
exhaust 
 
of cars or of someone just come in 
off the street, breathless 
 
and alone, a tentative 
approaching turned crusade 
 
by one thing or another, 
the onset or the loss. 
 
A cautious neighbor told you 
things were wild there, and there 
 
the wild things are: 
tatoed on the neck or breaking in 
 
through cracks in the sidewalk. 
You jump up from the table 
 
to avoid the spreading  
coffee spill. 
 
You notice that the last 
remaining wildness was the background 
 
of a Nintendo game you played once 
and mastered, note the imperfections 
 
in the sky of this perfect 
spinning cage. 
 


