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      I 
                    Invocation 
 
Amuse me! 
 
Nothing is as nothing was 
Now emptiness is and blindness 
And all the spaces 
And all those "things" forgotten 
Or unheard are 
Suddenly important 
 
This will be the hour of something. 
The clamorous grief of a dead slave's voice 
Rising to an orchestral, bitter peak. 
 
I was their familiar stranger 
Sailing the poet's night tyreme 
Drifting the surface of the salty universe 
While waiting for the Son to come up. 
 
As the ancients invoked their gods 
I invoked the abandoned dead 
Indians, slaves, martyred women 
 
In the distant clamor 
I sang 
Through an unanticipated storm. 
 
  



 

 
                           II 
                     The Storm 
 
The mother screamed, broke, an aural itch  
Curtained by the silk undershorts of, well... 
It could've been any old suburban bitch I suppose 
Iris, Rose, somehow they were  
All named after flowers 
With their SUVs 
With their skulking surgeries 
With their "I play the stock market" crap. 
Here was a true urban tragedy 
A wilted flower 
A tide of irony 
The leaves of her life 
Beamed--presented--back to her 
Ugliness 
By a mourning talk show queen. 
And she'd buy it in a blink 
If the New Yorker told her so 
 
One day she screamed 
Then laughed 
Then killed the gardener with 
A gimmick rake 
She'd ordered from one  
Of those tele-market obscenities. 
 
And the television laughing too, is always laughing. 
 
  



 

 
                           III 
           The Floating Witness 
 
I have no time 
 
Every month is the cruelest now 
Cruel as snow 
Cruel as the sicknesses that come and go 
My dead granddad knows 
 
I have no time 
For although young 
I am surely cancered 
 
And in the middle of my life--only thirty 
I came to a dirt road where beetles scuttled  
And wisteria hung and mosquitos on the wing  
Did hiss the fungus songs of frogs 
Which spawned light before shadow up a hill  
Beyond the common folk. Mammon 
McMansions they called them on account of 
How fast they sprouted from some 
Sub-contractor's pit. We were in Virginia  
 
I heard a scream. 


