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So, you'll dance 
 
 
You can't stand still on a glacier. 
Stick your arms out and slide 
like the bubble in a level. 
Control your breathing. 
If you get too hot you could drown, 
a sinking red coal 
enveloped by what 
you never could help but love. 
 
No one told you to be here. 
There were marshes, there were plains,  
muddy though they were.  
There was a community of pup tents 
and something like comfort.  
It was your choice... 
 
not to swallow rocks and be anchored, 
not to elevate gossip to  
the level of sage-like wisdom. 
You sought this out, now own it.  
There are scents in this air 
that they'll never breathe, 
spices they'll never taste. 
Just don't expect their good wishes.  
Never imagine a welcome-back pat on the back.  
You'll have to brew your own tea, 
shaking the snow from your pot. 
And you'll have to dance.  
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Dice In Hell 
 
 
It's cold at night, but not low enough to see their breath. 
Steady-date pins pierce the taut angora sweater vests. 
Three cheers for the girl whose dip came out with the most zest. 
And your mothers may shoot dice in hell, but they'll clean up your mess. 
 
Steel-framed cars nearly hitting concrete tele-poles. 
Wolf-grinned boys, girls with legs of cream from hip to sole. 
From an executive desk, he recalls a childhood on the dole. 
And your fathers may shoot dice in hell, but they'll pay all your tolls. 
 
The azure hail has left the monument's face pockmarked. 
You've forgot your song, so hum along to a distant dog's bark. 
When you're all out of cash, sell your dealer's name to the narcs. 
And your children may shoot dice in hell, but you'll lie in the park. 
And their children may shoot dice in hell, but it's all just a lark 
 



 
Blue Liz 
 
 
Blue Liz hangs off the print 
that hangs off of my wall. 
It's too hot, the tape won't stay up. 
(And you know, she was a queen once!) 
 
Bob, early Bob, 
plays on the speaker, 
telling a story about some friends 
to whom he's since said goodbye. 
 
I leave my apartment, 
walk the streets, see the wreckage, 
the skyline where the elephant and donkey fought 
for decades like Godzilla and Rodan 
and shared cigs of smoking citizens and tipped frosty mugs of blood 
when the end-of-day punch-out hour'd come. 
 
Hey, Lou, 
I think I almost get it, 
almost see it through your eyes. 
Miscarried, misplaced, 
into a world that smiled with gnashing teeth 
toward anything you held dear. 
I see why you'd pray for disease,  
champion decay. 
But I won't or can't. 
I still love food and warmth too much, 
love corny things like striving, 
like beauty and redemption, 
the smooth flesh of a young woman's calf. 
And I know there are more calves, 
coming 'cross the plain. 
 
Andy, can't I love you 
yet disavow your child? 
I see that Baby Man, self-neutered,  
self-failed-aborted, 
crawling, grasping at my catering shoes, 



butter-knife wounds, dull and shallow, 
more pus than blood. 
He says, 
“Please stomp me, please fulfill me. 
They taught us only to worship death,  
and promised death was coming. 
But it hasn't yet.”  
And behind him, an army of his siblings 
leaving tracks like slugs along the pavement. 
 
And the tune they hum, I write words for 
and we sing together and laugh. 
“This daymare has no ending, this daymare has no ending. 
At least not as far as we can see. 
This gray mare's work's not ending, this gray mare's work's not ending. 
At least not as far as we can see.” 
 
 
 
 
 


