
 

  
Kelly Egan 
 
 
the noon 
 
 

A hum 

of psychoses 

in towns 

without siesta hour— 

Who saw 

the noon monster? 

A couple of kids. 

They were down 

at the lake, 

they had slipped 

out the back— 

In the hour 

of siesta, 

the lawns 
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balloon. 

Asphalt teethes 

on the way 

to the lake. 

 

Below the county road’s 

pale guard rail, it waits, 

outcast grass 

un-pushed for years. 

They filed down 

and sat. Why shouldn’t 

it be that same 

lake from the daily 

fringe, swum in 

as children, now 

in boredom’s 

trance returned to? 

 

A stone 

breaks the surface, 

chalk green. 



They saw the noon, 

those kids, 

transmitting 

from the frontline 

of the scar. 

They said 

I’ve been asked 

to break the spell 

of my family, 

go abroad— 

And then 

the light creased, 

and then the monster 

dove. And then 

those kids 

went home, assumed 

dinnertime seats. 

 



 
4 poems at the onset of a year 
 
 
 
funeral 
 
 
Did their passing complete an equation? 

Vibrating strings, 

a triangle widened in deep space, 

ambient violin, 

where all ambulances go— 

 

I wake up as a matter of form 

in a dance class, autumnal air 

fracturing into bands 

and the ceiling’s exposed asbestos 

a gurgling white. Soon the multitudes 

of community eyes, soon 

spirals in the Sunday lab, 

experimental shapes 

in the space between neighbors— 

breath and muscle-fire 

intersecting electronic music— 

 

What is the time signature of dying? 

 

Or animal sleep, botanical sleep, 

a parade going by while we weep. 



 
 
black hole 
 
 
There is a black hole center of the system, 

an orgasm where I disappear. 

There is a phone at the beginning of suffering 

 

but tonight, R’s sweater 

sets the mood. Ice cream and beer, 

fire pits and side conversations, 

electronic duos, hopefully French. 

 

Oh, there is a server farm edge of the field 

and even Christmas cannot deliver us. 

 

Dare I say that happily, 

in the end, in the end, 

so much will come to depend 

on the finding of a black dog. 

 



 
 
mammals 
 
 
Mammals emerge from winter. 
 
I wish to be deeply content. 
 
Oh, the madness of merging 
No, the madness of merging 
 
A cigarette weather, 
 
pressed by a heavy vagueness. 
 
Been in this space too long— 
 
the way a door 
 
is a door is a door is a door 
 
before a wound to the wild goes. 



 
 
park 
 
 

When I reach the park I know someone loves me. 

What’s missing is the name of this cave, 

intaglioed by ancestors’ instructions for the void. 

What would it feel like? To dive between a hug 

I don’t belong, loll between words in a prayer— 

I like the idea, said my date, of haunting a place, 

which is not quite longing for a god 

or even analogous, which is such an uncanny valley 

that I sip my scotch, say a prayer to the hunger 

moon, that I’ll remember where I put that wand— 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 


