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The Scent of My Advice 
 
 
Even with the windows open, I cannot feel your door. 
Something rattles when I shake it, so I shake it. 
You don’t have the body. Do you need the head? 
 
I’m sorry but my tummy does not grumble for your meat. 
The mass grave – so cozy! I curl up on its grass. 
Break the bone and stretch it. Every day a longer leg. 
 
One can gain and gain and remain a lonesome one. 
But ever more and ever more the self.  
Lift the lazy knife from the shelf. 
 
My opinion is informed by decades of tuning in to frogs. 
On the first floor of the hospital garage waits the egg. 
Bite harder, but no harder than needed to keep the body up. 
 
 
  



Into the Skull 
 
 
I walked into this head. 
Though it was of poor size, 
indignant and mild, I walked in with my chin up. 
Rooms giving onto rooms — 
one so bottled it held air 
like a fist, one so wide happiness couldn’t  
stretch between mirrors. Carpets humped  
and slumped and crawled up to hump again. 
From this room’s swaying straps 
to the one whose weariness wore out the wires, 
from room leaking white to room  
dusted with down, I held my peace close 
and passed on. I walked. I walked until  
I grew tired and walked and walked. 
A feather pressed me to the floor.  
From the distance came a banging 
of flies against a final door. 
Every endtable beckoned like a bed. 
I listened to the imprecations 
of bones against time and its creep. 
Words were weighted with the old cotton 
and barb of a whistling ache, 
something the mouth has been working over 
since teeth. What did I need to know, 
as a visitor? What could I leave 
that I had carried in, squeezed like a promise 
to get through the hole? 
Later, undressed, in a bed of haze, 
I remembered the wet scrabble of the key 
digging in the latch. 
 
  



A Red Wren 
 
 
He was tender-hearted, exerting 
a last decoration on declared love, 
 
which, shortly afterward, colored 
in a shock of distorted dealings  
 
and swift collective mind. 
He had to go down to the profound 
 
dinnerplate, external to his inner 
milestone, a white cube.  
 
He adopted this habit of squeezing 
the roads off his own father, 
 
the physical material disturbed,  
as during the first years of the picnic. 
 
  



Who Stands in the Way 
 
 
Who stands in the way of the returning pilgrim, 
hinges groaning in the door of his day? 
 
Who lays clouds over a blue too deep to carry, 
its melody scribbled over the red caps of black divers? 
 
Whose history survives in pigeons? 
Whose lips shine with the wrong vegetable? 
 
Whose heart did the tugboat bully 
past the reef of sacred knives? 
 
Who broke the rearranged tableau  
into a school of throats and animal houses? 
 
Who lit the dunes crawling over the barrier 
into a country angry with its stars? 
 
Whose bone, exposed to many tongues, 
quakes the thirst of held air? 
   
  



Later Than the Wish 
 
 
Direct application of the binding, 
helpful to securing of silhouette to paper 
in exchange handed over for the moment the date  
would later give up, later than  
the wish to put a stop to what lists inexactly 
toward purchase, a log of all 
carelessly picked out names, 
those inadequately complementing titles,  
even where footing 
puts at issue a balance, 
such contradiction, if any, ranking advice 
dispensed freely with the more precise, 
authoritative variety, that 
backed up by future tracked like harvest 
six months off, the line, 
or series of rows in railyard parallel, 
which from pins swing yellow berries.  
  
 


