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Fish Gift 
 
 
In Chicago night I am thinking 
of the fish circling 
          classifieds, everything 
                        unwanted. 
 
All those proposals that plunge  
into yeses, the fish nibbles 
them as if they were new.  Poor fish,  
alone as the moon’s reflection. 
 
              At night, Chicago thinks 
like a hole in the lake. No 
reflections. No clear glass bowl 
to hold the slump 
of the stars. 
  



 

Endless Premise 
 
 
Remember when the beacon broke? 
The buildings of West Berkeley dissolved 
in graphite shadows. I saw lightning 
 
loot the heavens— it was rich, that lighting: 
staggered filaments of height rare as nature  
at my stoop.  The clouds were long, the light green. 
 
I picked up the phone, the signal died.  
Outside an invisible café the transmuted dog’s head  
barked away. 
  



 

B Reel 
 
 
 (Buster Keaton sits atop the rod of two train wheels, a young lady approaches) 
 
BEAUTIFUL LADY: Why didn’t you enlist? 
 
BUSTER KEATON (rises in the harmless dirt): They wouldn’t take me. 
 
 (Keaton’s porkpie hat conspicuously wilts; the train emits a jaunty puff of steam) 
 
BEAUTIFUL LADY: Please don’t lie- I don’t want you to speak to me again until you are in uniform. 
 
 (The train eeks forward, crushing a sand-painted skeleton as it pulls from the station.  Keaton, forlorn, 
reclaims his perch. He is thrust from the rod up into the protosexual sky.  At the apex of his arc he clambers onto 
the crux of an immense dove.  He discharges a whistle.) 
  



 

Of Mountain 
 
 
Sometimes, if you cut the porchlights, 
 
           the sister stars sward the peaks 
 

of your flesh 
 

and you become  
           the display in the habit, 
 
the calm prefect 
                    you once scorned 
 

for refusing to exist- 
  



 

Annulus 
 
 
The rings in our bones 
the eruption of phosphenes 
 
At the end of the line 
everything we imagined 
 
Remember the song 
of the tufted titmouse 
 
In the end she came back 
but had seen too much to sing it 
 
 


